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				I

				The One Thing Need­ful

			
			“Now, what I want is, Facts. Teach these boys and girls noth­ing but Facts. Facts alone are wanted in life. Plant noth­ing else, and root out everything else. You can only form the minds of reas­on­ing an­im­als upon Facts: noth­ing else will ever be of any ser­vice to them. This is the prin­ciple 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 vault of a school­room, and the speak­er’s square fore­finger em­phas­ized his ob­ser­va­tions by un­der­scor­ing every 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 for its base, while his eyes found com­mo­di­ous cel­lar­age in two dark caves, over­shad­owed by the wall. The em­phas­is was helped by the speak­er’s mouth, which was wide, thin, and hard set. The em­phas­is was helped by the speak­er’s voice, which was in­flex­ible, dry, and dic­tat­ori­al. The em­phas­is 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 of a plum pie, as if the head had scarcely ware­house-room for 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—all helped the em­phas­is.

			“In this life, we want noth­ing but Facts, sir; noth­ing but Facts!”

			The speak­er, and the school­mas­ter, and the third grown per­son present, all backed a little, and swept with their eyes the in­clined plane of little ves­sels then and there ar­ranged in or­der, ready to have im­per­i­al gal­lons of facts poured in­to them un­til they were full to the brim.

		
	
		
			
				II

				Mur­der­ing the In­no­cents

			
			Thomas Grad­grind, sir. A man of real­it­ies. A man of facts and cal­cu­la­tions. A man who pro­ceeds upon the prin­ciple that two and two are four, and noth­ing over, and who is not to be talked in­to al­low­ing for any­thing over. Thomas Grad­grind, sir—per­emp­tor­ily Thomas—Thomas Grad­grind. With a rule and a pair of 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 arith­met­ic. 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, nonex­ist­ent 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 to 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, he seemed a kind of can­non loaded to the muzzle with facts, and pre­pared to blow them clean out of the re­gions of 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 point­ing with his square fore­finger, “I don’t know that girl. Who is that girl?”

			“Sissy Jupe, sir,” ex­plained num­ber twenty, blush­ing, stand­ing up, and curt­sey­ing.

			“Sissy is not a name,” said 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 mustn’t. Cecil­ia Jupe. Let me see. What is your fath­er?”

			“He be­longs to the horse-rid­ing, if you please, sir.”

			Mr. Grad­grind frowned, and waved off the ob­jec­tion­able call­ing with his hand.

			“We 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 mustn’t 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 veter­in­ary sur­geon, a far­ri­er, and horsebreak­er. Give me your defin­i­tion of a horse.”

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

			“Girl 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! 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 bod­ies, di­vided up the centre by a nar­row in­ter­val; and Sissy, be­ing at the corner of a row on the sunny side, came in for the be­gin­ning of a sun­beam, of which Bitzer, be­ing at the corner of a row on the 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 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 self­same rays ap­peared to draw out of him what little col­our he ever pos­sessed. His cold eyes would hardly have been eyes, but for the short 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 un­whole­somely 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.”

			“Quad­ruped. Gramini­vor­ous. Forty teeth, namely twenty-four grinders, four eye­teeth, 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 anten­næ 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 pu­gil­ist; al­ways in train­ing, al­ways with a sys­tem to force down the gen­er­al throat like a bol­us, al­ways to be heard of at the bar of his little pub­lic-of­fice, ready to fight all Eng­land. To con­tin­ue in fist­ic phras­eo­logy, he had a geni­us for com­ing up to the scratch, wherever and whatever it was, and prov­ing 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 great pub­lic-of­fice 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 ex­am­in­a­tions.

			“Of course, No. Why wouldn’t you?”

			A pause. One cor­pu­lent slow boy, with a wheezy man­ner of breath­ing, ven­tured the an­swer, 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 any­where, what you don’t see in fact; you are not to have any­where, what you don’t have in fact. What is called Taste, is only an­oth­er name for Fact.” Thomas Grad­grind nod­ded his ap­prob­a­tion.

			“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 flowers 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, if you were a grown wo­man, and had a hus­band—with rep­res­ent­a­tions of flowers, would you?” said the gen­tle­man. “Why would you?”

			“If you please, sir, I am very fond of flowers,” re­turned the girl.

			“And is that why you would put tables and chairs upon 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,” cried the gen­tle­man, quite elated by com­ing so hap­pily to his point. “That’s it! You are nev­er to fancy.”

			“You are not, Cecil­ia Jupe,” Thomas Grad­grind sol­emnly re­peated, “to do any­thing of that kind.”

			“Fact, fact, fact!” said the gen­tle­man. And “Fact, fact, 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 ob­ject of use or or­na­ment, what would be a con­tra­dic­tion in fact. You don’t walk upon flowers in fact; you can­not be al­lowed to walk upon flowers in car­pets. You don’t find that for­eign birds and but­ter­flies come and perch upon your crock­ery; you can­not be per­mit­ted to paint for­eign birds and 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. This is the new dis­cov­ery. This is fact. This is taste.”

			The girl curt­seyed, and sat down. 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, “will pro­ceed to give his first les­son here, Mr. Grad­grind, I shall be happy, at your re­quest, to ob­serve his mode of pro­ced­ure.”

			Mr. Grad­grind was much ob­liged. “Mr. M’Cho­ak­umchild, we only wait for you.”

			So, Mr. M’Cho­ak­umchild began in his best man­ner. He and some one hun­dred and forty oth­er school­mas­ters, had been lately turned at the same time, in the same fact­ory, on the same prin­ciples, like so many pi­ano­forte legs. He had been put through an im­mense vari­ety of paces, and had answered volumes of head-break­ing ques­tions. Or­tho­graphy, ety­mo­logy, syn­tax, and pros­ody, bio­graphy, as­tro­nomy, geo­graphy, and gen­er­al cos­mo­graphy, the sci­ences of com­pound pro­por­tion, al­gebra, land-sur­vey­ing and lev­el­ling, vo­cal mu­sic, and draw­ing from mod­els, were all at the ends of his ten chilled fin­gers. He had worked his stony way in­to Her Majesty’s most Hon­our­able Privy Coun­cil’s Sched­ule B, and had taken the bloom off the high­er branches of math­em­at­ics and phys­ic­al sci­ence, French, Ger­man, Lat­in, and Greek. He knew all about all the wa­ter­sheds of all the world (whatever they are), and all the his­tor­ies of all the peoples, and all the names of all the rivers and moun­tains, and all the pro­duc­tions, man­ners, and cus­toms of all the coun­tries, and all their bound­ar­ies and bear­ings on the two and thirty points of the com­pass. Ah, rather over­done, M’Cho­ak­umchild. If he had only learnt a little less, how in­fin­itely bet­ter he might have taught much more!

			He went to work in this pre­par­at­ory les­son, not un­like Mor­gi­ana in the Forty Thieves: look­ing in­to all the ves­sels ranged be­fore him, one after an­oth­er, to see what they con­tained. Say, good M’Cho­ak­umchild. When from thy boil­ing store, thou shalt fill each jar brim full by-and-by, dost thou think that thou wilt al­ways kill out­right the rob­ber Fancy lurk­ing with­in—or some­times only maim him and dis­tort him!

		
	
		
			
				III

				A Loop­hole

			
			Mr. Grad­grind walked home­ward from the school, in a state of con­sid­er­able sat­is­fac­tion. It was his school, and he in­ten­ded it to be a mod­el. He in­ten­ded every child in it to be a mod­el—just as the young Grad­grinds were all mod­els.

			There were five young Grad­grinds, and they were mod­els 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 had 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 gloomy stat­ist­ic­al dens by the hair.

			No little Grad­grind had ever seen a face in the moon; it was up in the moon be­fore it could speak dis­tinctly. No little Grad­grind had ever learnt the silly jingle, Twinkle, twinkle, little star; 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 that 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 quad­ruped with sev­er­al stom­achs.

			To his mat­ter-of-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 arith­met­ic­al fig­ure in Par­lia­ment. Stone Lodge was situ­ated on a moor with­in a mile or two of a great town—called Coketown in the present faith­ful guide­book.

			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 house, with a heavy por­tico dark­en­ing the prin­cip­al win­dows, as its mas­ter’s heavy brows over­shad­owed his eyes. A cal­cu­lated, 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 in­fant av­en­ue, all ruled straight like a botan­ic­al ac­count-book. Gas and vent­il­a­tion, 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.

			Everything? Well, I sup­pose so. The little Grad­grinds had cab­in­ets 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 gra­cious good­ness’ sake, that the greedy little Grad­grinds grasped it!

			Their fath­er walked on in a hope­ful and sat­is­fied frame of mind. He was an af­fec­tion­ate fath­er, after his man­ner; but he would prob­ably have de­scribed him­self (if he had been put, like Sissy Jupe, upon a defin­i­tion) as “an em­in­ently prac­tic­al” fath­er. He had a par­tic­u­lar pride in the phrase em­in­ently prac­tic­al, which was con­sidered to have a spe­cial ap­plic­a­tion to him. What­so­ever the pub­lic meet­ing held in Coketown, and what­so­ever the sub­ject of such meet­ing, some Coketown­er was sure to seize the oc­ca­sion of al­lud­ing to his em­in­ently prac­tic­al friend Grad­grind. This al­ways pleased 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 town nor coun­try, and yet was either spoiled, when his ears were in­vaded by the sound of mu­sic. The clash­ing and banging band at­tached to the horse-rid­ing es­tab­lish­ment, which had there set up its rest in a wooden pa­vil­ion, was in full bray. A flag, float­ing from the sum­mit of the temple, pro­claimed to man­kind that it was “Sleary’s Horse-Rid­ing” which claimed their suf­frages. Sleary him­self, a stout mod­ern statue with a money-box at its el­bow, in an ec­cle­si­ast­ic­al niche of early Goth­ic ar­chi­tec­ture, took the money. Miss Josephine 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 pleas­ing but al­ways strictly mor­al won­ders which must be seen to be be­lieved, Si­gnor Jupe was that af­ter­noon to “elu­cid­ate the di­vert­ing ac­com­plish­ments of his highly trained per­form­ing dog Merry­legs.” He was also to ex­hib­it “his astound­ing feat of throw­ing sev­enty-five hun­dred­weight in rap­id suc­ces­sion back­han­ded over his head, thus form­ing a foun­tain of sol­id iron in midair, a feat nev­er be­fore at­temp­ted in this or any oth­er coun­try, and which hav­ing eli­cited such rap­tur­ous plaudits from en­thu­si­ast­ic throngs it can­not be with­drawn.” The same Si­gnor Jupe was to “en­liven the var­ied per­form­ances at fre­quent in­ter­vals with his chaste Shakespearean quips and re­torts.” Lastly, he was to wind them up by ap­pear­ing in his fa­vour­ite char­ac­ter of Mr. Wil­li­am But­ton, of Tooley Street, in “the highly nov­el and laugh­able hippo-comedi­etta of The Tail­or’s Jour­ney to Brent­ford.”

			Thomas Grad­grind took no heed of these tri­vi­al­it­ies of course, but passed on as a prac­tic­al man ought to pass on, either brush­ing the noisy in­sects from his thoughts, or con­sign­ing them to the House of Cor­rec­tion. But, the turn­ing of the road took him by the back of the booth, and at the back of the booth a num­ber of chil­dren were con­greg­ated in a num­ber of stealthy at­ti­tudes, striv­ing to peep in at the hid­den glor­ies of the place.

			This brought him to a stop. “Now, to think of these vag­a­bonds,” said he, “at­tract­ing the young rabble from a mod­el school.”

			A space of stun­ted grass and dry rub­bish be­ing between him and the young rabble, he took his eye­glass out of his waist­coat to look for any child he knew by name, and might or­der off. Phe­nomen­on al­most in­cred­ible though dis­tinctly seen, what did he then be­hold but his own me­tal­lur­gic­al Louisa, peep­ing with all her might through a hole in a deal board, and his own math­em­at­ic­al Thomas abas­ing him­self on the ground to catch but a hoof of the grace­ful eques­tri­an Tyr­olean flower-act!

			Dumb with amazement, Mr. Grad­grind crossed to the spot where his fam­ily was thus dis­graced, laid his hand upon each erring child, and said:

			“Louisa!! Thomas!!”

			Both rose, red and dis­con­cer­ted. But, Louisa looked at her fath­er with more bold­ness than Thomas did. In­deed, Thomas did not look at him, but gave him­self up to be taken home like a ma­chine.

			“In the name of won­der, idle­ness, and folly!” said Mr. Grad­grind, lead­ing each away by a hand; “what do you do here?”

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

			“What it was like?”

			“Yes, fath­er.”

			There was an air of jaded sul­len­ness in them both, and par­tic­u­larly in the girl: yet, strug­gling through the dis­sat­is­fac­tion of her face, there was a light with noth­ing to rest upon, a fire with noth­ing to burn, a starved ima­gin­a­tion keep­ing life in it­self some­how, which brightened its ex­pres­sion. Not with the bright­ness nat­ur­al to cheer­ful youth, but with un­cer­tain, eager, doubt­ful flashes, which had some­thing pain­ful in them, ana­log­ous to the changes on a blind face grop­ing its way.

			She was a child now, 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.

			“Thomas, though I have the fact be­fore me, I find it dif­fi­cult to be­lieve that you, with your edu­ca­tion and re­sources, 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 re­plete with facts; Thomas and you, who have been trained to 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 time,” 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 are child­ish. I will hear no more.” He did not speak again un­til they had walked some half-a-mile in si­lence, when he gravely broke out with: “What would your best friends say, Louisa? Do you at­tach no value to their good opin­ion? What would Mr. Bounderby say?” At the men­tion of this name, his daugh­ter stole a look at him, re­mark­able for its in­tense and search­ing char­ac­ter. He saw noth­ing of it, for be­fore he looked at her, she had again cast down her eyes!

			“What,” he re­peated presently, “would Mr. Bounderby say?” All the way to Stone Lodge, as with grave in­dig­na­tion he led the two de­lin­quents home, he re­peated at in­ter­vals “What would Mr. Bounderby say?”—as if Mr. Bounderby had been Mrs. Grundy.

		
	
		
			
				IV

				Mr. Bounderby

			
			Not be­ing Mrs. Grundy, who was Mr. Bounderby?

			Why, Mr. Bounderby was as near be­ing Mr. Grad­grind’s bos­om friend, as a man per­fectly devoid of sen­ti­ment can ap­proach that spir­itu­al re­la­tion­ship to­wards an­oth­er man per­fectly devoid of sen­ti­ment. So near was Mr. Bounderby—or, if the read­er should prefer it, so far off.

			He was a rich man: banker, mer­chant, man­u­fac­turer, and what­not. A big, loud man, with a stare, and a metal­lic laugh. A man made out of a coarse ma­ter­i­al, which seemed to have been stretched to make so much of him. A man with a great puffed head and fore­head, swelled veins in his temples, and 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 bal­loon, and ready to start. A man who could nev­er suf­fi­ciently vaunt him­self a self-made man. A man who was al­ways pro­claim­ing, through that brassy speak­ing-trum­pet of a voice of his, his old ig­nor­ance and his old poverty. A man who was the bully of hu­mil­ity.

			A year or two 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 have fan­cied he had talked it off; and that what was left, all stand­ing up in dis­order, was in that con­di­tion from be­ing con­stantly blown about by his windy boast­ful­ness.

			In the form­al draw­ing-room of Stone Lodge, stand­ing on the hearth­rug, warm­ing him­self be­fore the fire, Mr. Bounderby de­livered some ob­ser­va­tions to Mrs. Grad­grind 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 of Stone Lodge was al­ways haunted by the ghost of damp mor­tar; partly be­cause he thus took up a com­mand­ing po­s­i­tion, from which to sub­due Mrs. Grad­grind.

			“I hadn’t a shoe to my foot. As to a stock­ing, 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 born in a ditch.”

			Mrs. 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 in­vari­ably 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.

			“Enough to give a baby cold,” Mrs. Grad­grind con­sidered.

			“Cold? I was born with in­flam­ma­tion of the lungs, and of everything else, I be­lieve, that was cap­able of in­flam­ma­tion,” 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, I don’t know,” said Bounderby. “I was de­term­ined, I sup­pose. I have been a de­term­ined char­ac­ter in later life, and I sup­pose I was then. Here I am, Mrs. Grad­grind, any­how, and nobody to thank for my be­ing here, but my­self.”

			Mrs. Grad­grind meekly and weakly hoped that his moth­er—

			“My moth­er? Bolted, ma’am!” said Bounderby.

			Mrs. Grad­grind, stunned as usu­al, col­lapsed and gave it up.

			“My moth­er left me to my grand­moth­er,” said Bounderby; “and, ac­cord­ing to the best of my re­mem­brance, my grand­moth­er 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 four­teen glasses of li­quor be­fore break­fast!”

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

			“She kept a chand­ler’s shop,” pur­sued Bounderby, “and kept me in an egg-box. That was the cot 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 had no busi­ness to do any­thing 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 re­pe­ti­tions of the boast.

			“I was to pull through 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, er­rand-boy, vag­a­bond, la­bour­er, port­er, clerk, chief man­ager, small part­ner, Jo­si­ah Bounderby of Coketown. Those are the ante­cedents, and the cul­min­a­tion. Jo­si­ah Bounderby of Coketown learnt his let­ters from the out­sides 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 hard­headed, sol­id-fis­ted people—the edu­ca­tion that made him won’t do for every­body, he knows well—such and such his edu­ca­tion was, how­ever, and you may force him to swal­low boil­ing fat, but you shall nev­er force him to sup­press the facts of his life.”

			Be­ing heated when he ar­rived at this cli­max, Jo­si­ah Bounderby of Coketown stopped. He stopped just as his em­in­ently prac­tic­al friend, still ac­com­pan­ied by the two young cul­prits, entered the room. His em­in­ently prac­tic­al friend, on see­ing him, stopped also, and gave Louisa a re­proach­ful look that plainly said, “Be­hold your Bounderby!”

			“Well!” blustered Mr. Bounderby, “what’s the mat­ter? What is young Thomas in the dumps about?”

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

			“We were peep­ing at the cir­cus,” muttered Louisa, haught­ily, without lift­ing up her eyes, “and fath­er caught us.”

			“And, Mrs. Grad­grind,” said her hus­band in a lofty man­ner, “I should as soon have ex­pec­ted to find my chil­dren read­ing po­etry.”

			“Dear me,” whimpered Mrs. Grad­grind. “How can you, Louisa and Thomas! I 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 say I wish I hadn’t. Then what would you have done, I should like to know?”

			Mr. Grad­grind did not seem fa­vour­ably im­pressed by these co­gent re­marks. He frowned im­pa­tiently.

			“As if, with my head in its present throb­bing state, you couldn’t go and look at the shells and min­er­als and things provided for you, in­stead of cir­cuses!” said Mrs. Grad­grind. “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 pos­sibly want to know of cir­cuses then? I am sure you have enough to do, if that’s 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’t be noth­ing of the sort,” said Mrs. Grad­grind. “Go and be somethin­go­lo­gic­al dir­ectly.” Mrs. Grad­grind was not a sci­entif­ic char­ac­ter, and usu­ally dis­missed her chil­dren to their stud­ies with this gen­er­al in­junc­tion to choose their pur­suit.

			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 of fig­ures; and, secondly, she had “no non­sense” about her. By non­sense he meant fancy; and truly it is prob­able she was as free from any al­loy of that nature, as any hu­man be­ing not ar­rived at the per­fec­tion of an ab­so­lute idi­ot, ever was.

			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 much vexed by this dis­cov­ery. I have sys­tem­at­ic­ally de­voted my­self (as you know) to the edu­ca­tion of the reas­on of my fam­ily. The reas­on is (as you know) the only fac­ulty to which edu­ca­tion should be ad­dressed. And yet, Bounderby, it would ap­pear from this un­ex­pec­ted cir­cum­stance of today, 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, nobody looked with any in­terest at me; 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, Grad­grind,” 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 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 story­book 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 in­com­pre­hens­ible.”

			“Stop a bit!” cried Bounderby, who all this time had been stand­ing, as be­fore, on the hearth, burst­ing at the very fur­niture of the room with ex­plos­ive hu­mil­ity. “You have one of those strollers’ chil­dren in the school.”

			“Cecil­ia Jupe, by name,” said Mr. Grad­grind, with some­thing 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 them when such was the fact!”

			“Now I tell you what, Grad­grind!” said Mr. Bounderby. “Turn this girl to the right about, and there’s an end of it.”

			“I am much of your opin­ion.”

			“Do it at once,” said Bounderby, “has al­ways been my motto from a child. When I thought I would run away from my 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 fath­er’s ad­dress. Per­haps you would not mind walk­ing to town with me?”

			“Not the least in the world,” said Mr. Bounderby, “as 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 em­ployed 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 up the lad­der in them.—Shouldn’t be so high up, if I had.”

			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 book­cases and its cab­in­ets and its vari­ety of learned and philo­soph­ic­al ap­pli­ances, 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 sniff­ing re­venge­fully at the fire. Adam Smith and Malthus, 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.

			“It’s all right now, Louisa: it’s all right, young Thomas,” said Mr. Bounderby; “you won’t do so any more. I’ll an­swer for it’s be­ing all over with fath­er. Well, Louisa, that’s worth a kiss, isn’t it?”

			“You can take 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. “Good­bye, 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 af­ter­wards.

			“What are you about, Loo?” her broth­er sulkily re­mon­strated. “You’ll rub a hole in your face.”

			“You may cut the piece out with your pen­knife if you like, Tom. I wouldn’t cry!”

		
	
		
			
				V

				The Key­note

			
			Coketown, to which Messrs. Bounderby and Grad­grind now walked, was a tri­umph of fact; it had no great­er taint of fancy in it than Mrs. Grad­grind her­self. Let us strike the key­note, 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 like the painted face of a sav­age. It was a town of ma­chinery and tall chim­neys, out of which in­ter­min­able ser­pents of smoke trailed them­selves forever and ever, and nev­er got un­coiled. It had a black canal in it, and a river that ran purple with ill-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 in 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 to­mor­row, and every year the coun­ter­part of the last and the next.

			These at­trib­utes of Coketown were in the main in­sep­ar­able from the work by which it was sus­tained; against them were to be set off, com­forts of life which found their way all over the world, 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 per­sua­sions had done—they made it a pi­ous ware­house of red brick, with some­times (but this is only in highly or­na­ment­al ex­amples) a bell in a bird­cage on the top of it. The sol­it­ary ex­cep­tion was the New Church; a stuc­coed edi­fice with a square steeple over the door, ter­min­at­ing in four short pin­nacles like flor­id wooden legs. All the pub­lic in­scrip­tions in the town were painted alike, in severe char­ac­ters of black and white. The jail might have been the in­firm­ary, the in­firm­ary might have been the jail, the town-hall might have been either, or both, or any­thing else, for any­thing that ap­peared to the con­trary in the graces of their con­struc­tion. Fact, fact, fact, every­where in the ma­ter­i­al as­pect of the town; fact, fact, fact, every­where in the im­ma­ter­i­al. The M’Cho­ak­umchild school was all fact, and the school of design was all fact, and the re­la­tions between mas­ter and man were all fact, and everything was fact between the ly­ing-in hos­pit­al and the cemetery, and what you couldn’t state in fig­ures, or show to be pur­chaseable in the cheapest mar­ket and sale­able in the dearest, was not, and nev­er should be, world without end, Amen.

			A town so sac­red to fact, and so tri­umphant in its as­ser­tion, of course got on well? Why no, not quite well. No? Dear me!

			No. Coketown did not come out of its own fur­naces, in all re­spects like gold that had stood the fire. First, the per­plex­ing mys­tery of the place was, Who be­longed to the eight­een de­nom­in­a­tions? Be­cause, who­ever did, the la­bour­ing people did not. It was very strange to walk through the streets on a Sunday morn­ing, and note how few of them the bar­bar­ous jangling of bells that was driv­ing the sick and nervous mad, called away from their own quarter, from their own close rooms, from the corners of their own streets, where they lounged list­lessly, gaz­ing at all the church and chapel go­ing, as at a thing with which they had no man­ner of con­cern. Nor was it merely the stranger who no­ticed this, be­cause there was a nat­ive or­gan­iz­a­tion in Coketown it­self, whose mem­bers were to be heard of in the House of Com­mons every ses­sion, in­dig­nantly pe­ti­tion­ing for acts of par­lia­ment that should make these people re­li­gious by main force. Then came the Tee­total So­ci­ety, who com­plained that these same people would get drunk, and showed in tab­u­lar state­ments that they did get drunk, and proved at tea parties that no in­duce­ment, hu­man or Di­vine (ex­cept a medal), would in­duce them to fore­go their cus­tom of get­ting drunk. Then came the chem­ist and drug­gist, with oth­er tab­u­lar state­ments, show­ing that when they didn’t get 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 pub­lic eye, where they heard low singing and saw 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 ru­in began, 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 oc­ca­sion, fur­nish more tab­u­lar state­ments de­rived from their own per­son­al ex­per­i­ence, and il­lus­trated by cases they had 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 nev­er knew what they wanted; that they lived upon the best, and bought fresh but­ter; and in­sisted on Mocha cof­fee, and re­jec­ted all but prime parts of meat, and yet were etern­ally dis­sat­is­fied and un­man­age­able. In short, it was the mor­al of the old nurs­ery fable:

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

					She lived upon noth­ing but victu­als and drink;
					

					Victu­als 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 between the case of the Coketown pop­u­la­tion and the case of the little 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 the ex­ist­ence of the Coketown work­ing-people had been for scores of years, de­lib­er­ately 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 phys­ic­al re­lief—some re­lax­a­tion, en­cour­aging good hu­mour and good spir­its, and giv­ing them a vent—some re­cog­nized hol­i­day, though it were but for an hon­est dance to a stir­ring band of mu­sic—some oc­ca­sion­al light pie in which even M’Cho­ak­umchild had no fin­ger—which crav­ing must and would be sat­is­fied aright, or must and would in­ev­it­ably go wrong, un­til the laws of the Cre­ation were re­pealed?

			“This man lives at Pod’s End, and I don’t quite know Pod’s End,” said Mr. Grad­grind. “Which is it, Bounderby?”

			Mr. Bounderby knew it was some­where down town, but knew no more re­spect­ing it. So they stopped for a mo­ment, look­ing about.

			Al­most as they did so, there came run­ning round the corner 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 twenty stopped then, pal­pit­at­ing, and made him a curt­sey.

			“Why are you tear­ing about the streets,” said Mr. Grad­grind, “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 after you?”

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

			“What do you mean, boy?” said Mr. Grad­grind. “What are you do­ing? How dare you 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, Jupe?” 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.

			“He frightened me so,” said the girl, “with his cruel faces!”

			“Oh!” 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 to­mor­row, 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 say­ing such mis­chief if you hadn’t been a horse-rider?”

			“Her call­ing seems to be pretty well known among ’em,” ob­served Mr. Bounderby. “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, boy, 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 fore­head again, glanced at Sissy, turned about, and re­treated.

			“Now, girl,” 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 aways use, sir, when they get any hurts in the ring,” replied the girl, look­ing over her shoulder, to as­sure her­self that her pur­suer was gone. “They bruise them­selves very bad some­times.”

			“Serve ’em right,” said Mr. Bounderby, “for be­ing idle.” She glanced up at his face, with mingled 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 rough a man as Mr. Bounderby. His char­ac­ter was not un­kind, all things con­sidered; it might have been a very kind one in­deed, if he had only made some round mis­take in the arith­met­ic 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?”

			“This is it, sir, 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 mind, 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.”

			“Merry­legs and nine oils, eh!” said Mr. Bounderby, en­ter­ing last with his metal­lic laugh. “Pretty well this, for a self-made man!”

		
	
		
			
				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, un­der­neath the winged horse upon the sign­board, 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 in for his wings, 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 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 corner-stairs without meet­ing any­one, 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 per­form­ing 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 night­cap, 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 Shakespearean 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 Merry­legs, 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.

			They 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.

			“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.

			“What does she mean!” said Mr. Grad­grind. “Back in 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 by a great quant­ity of dark hair, brushed in­to a roll all round his head, and par­ted up the centre. His legs were very ro­bust, but short­er than legs of good pro­por­tions should 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 round his neck; smelt of lamp-oil, straw, or­ange-peel, horses’ provender, and saw­dust; and looked a most re­mark­able sort of Cen­taur, com­poun­ded of the stable and the play­house. Where the one began, and the oth­er 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 dar­ing vault­ing act as the Wild Hunts­man of the North Amer­ic­an Prair­ies; in which pop­u­lar per­form­ance, a di­min­ut­ive boy with an old face, who now ac­com­pan­ied him, as­sisted as his in­fant son: be­ing car­ried up­side down over his fath­er’s shoulder, by one foot, and held by the crown of his head, heels up­wards, in the palm of his fath­er’s hand, ac­cord­ing to the vi­ol­ent pa­ternal man­ner in which wild hunts­men may be ob­served to fondle their off­spring. Made up with curls, wreaths, wings, white bis­muth, and car­mine, this hope­ful young per­son soared in­to 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 pre­co­cious cut­away coat and an ex­tremely gruff voice, he be­came of the Turf, turfy.

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

			“It was,” said Mr. 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 value of time.”

			“I have not,” re­tor­ted Mr. Childers, after sur­vey­ing him from head to foot, “the hon­our of know­ing you—but if you mean that you can make more money of your time than I can of mine, I should judge from your ap­pear­ance, that you are about right.”

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

			“Kid­der­min­ster, stow that!” said Mr. Childers. (Mas­ter Kid­der­min­ster was Cu­pid’s mor­tal name.)

			“What does he come here cheeking us for, then?” cried Mas­ter Kid­der­min­ster, show­ing a very iras­cible tem­pera­ment. “If you want to cheek us, pay your ochre at the doors and take it out.”

			“Kid­der­min­ster,” said Mr. Childers, rais­ing his 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. Grad­grind, glan­cing at the po­tent Bounderby for as­sist­ance.

			“Missed his tip.”

			“Offered at the Garters four times last night, and nev­er done ’em once,” said Mas­ter Kid­der­min­ster. “Missed his tip at the ban­ners, too, and was loose in his ponging.”

			“Didn’t do what he ought to do. Was short in 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. Childers answered.

			“Nine oils, Merry­legs, miss­ing tips, garters, ban­ners, and Ponging, eh!” ejac­u­lated Bounderby, with his laugh of laughs. “Queer sort of com­pany, too, 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 your­self down a bit.”

			“This is a very ob­trus­ive lad!” said Mr. Grad­grind, turn­ing, and knit­ting his brows on him.

			“We’d have had a young gen­tle­man to meet you, if we had known you were com­ing,” re­tor­ted Mas­ter Kid­der­min­ster, noth­ing abashed. “It’s a pity you don’t have a be­speak, be­ing so par­tic­u­lar. You’re on the Tight-Jeff, ain’t you?”

			“What does this un­man­nerly boy mean,” asked Mr. Grad­grind, eye­ing him in a sort of des­per­a­tion, “by Tight-Jeff?”

			“There! Get out, get out!” said Mr. Childers, thrust­ing his young friend from the room, rather in the prair­ie man­ner. “Tight-Jeff or Slack-Jeff, it don’t much sig­ni­fy: it’s only tightrope 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 will see him now. It’s pretty plain to me, he’s off.”

			“Do you mean that he has deser­ted his daugh­ter?”

			“Ay! I mean,” said Mr. Childers, with a nod, “that he has cut. He was goosed last night, he was goosed the night be­fore last, he was goosed today. 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 stiff, 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 the gen­tle­man likes it bet­ter,” said Mr. E. W. B. Childers, 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 re­mark­able 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 born 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 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 had 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 stern 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,” replied 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, with his hat over his eyes, and a bundle tied up in a handker­chief un­der 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?”

			“Be­cause those two were one. Be­cause they were nev­er asun­der. Be­cause, up to this time, he seemed to dote upon her,” said Childers, tak­ing a step or two to look in­to 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 very 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 horse­back.

			“Poor Sissy! He had bet­ter have ap­pren­ticed her,” said Childers, giv­ing his hair an­oth­er shake, as he looked up 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. Grad­grind, ap­prov­ingly.

			“I 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 to—”

			“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 un­con­scious­ness 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, how­ever, he had this move in his mind—he was al­ways half-cracked—and then con­sidered her provided for. If you should hap­pen to have looked in to­night, 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 con­nec­tions made her not an ob­ject for the school, and that she must not at­tend any more. Still, if her fath­er really has left her, without any con­niv­ance on her part—Bounderby, let me have a word with you.”

			Upon this, Mr. Childers po­litely betook him­self, with his eques­tri­an walk, to the land­ing out­side the door, and there stood strok­ing his face, and softly whist­ling. While thus en­gaged, he over­heard such phrases in Mr. Bounderby’s voice as “No. I say no. I ad­vise you not. I say by no means.” While, from Mr. Grad­grind, he heard in his much lower tone the words, “But even as an ex­ample to Louisa, 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 them, 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 tightrope, and per­form rap­id acts on bare­backed 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 rak­ish 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 every­day vir­tues of any class of people in the world.

			Last of all ap­peared Mr. Sleary: a stout man as already 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 bel­lows, 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 that 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, I thank you,” said Mr. Grad­grind.

			“Don’t thay noth­ing, Th­quire. What doth your friend thay? 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 tightrope lady (her­self in the fam­ily-way), who knelt down on the floor to nurse her, and to weep over her.

			“Ith an in­tern­al thame, upon my thoul it ith,” said Sleary.

			“O my dear fath­er, my good kind fath­er, where are you 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 (grow­ing im­pa­tient) took the case in hand.

			“Now, good people all,” said he, “this is wan­ton waste of 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 has ab­sconded—deser­ted 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 dudgeon. The men muttered “Shame!” and the wo­men “Brute!” and Sleary, 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. Grad­grind 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. That, I be­lieve, is agreed on all hands.”

			“Thath agreed, Th­quire. Thick to that!” From Sleary.

			“Well then. I, who came here to in­form the fath­er of the poor girl, Jupe, that she could not be re­ceived at the 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 ac­com­pany me now, it is un­der­stood that you com­mu­nic­ate no more with any of your friends who are here present. These ob­ser­va­tions 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. Grad­grind, 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!”

			“Be sure you know your own mind, Jupe,” Mr. Grad­grind cau­tioned her; “I say no more. Be sure you know your own mind!”

			“When fath­er comes back,” cried the girl, burst­ing in­to tears again after a minute’s si­lence, “how will 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 be­fore her face, “Oh, give me my clothes, give me my clothes, and let me go away be­fore I break my heart!”

			The wo­men sadly be­stirred them­selves to get the clothes to­geth­er—it was soon done, 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 com­pany about him, ex­actly as he would have stood in the centre of the ring dur­ing his daugh­ter Josephine’s per­form­ance. 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 tender­hearted, simple, fool­ish set of wo­men al­to­geth­er.

			“Now, Jupe,” said Mr. Grad­grind. “If you are quite de­term­ined, come!”

			But she 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 found them­selves near Sleary), and give her a part­ing kiss—Mas­ter Kid­der­min­ster ex­cep­ted, in whose young nature there was an ori­gin­al fla­vour of the mis­an­thrope, who was also known to have har­boured mat­ri­mo­ni­al views, and who moodily with­drew. Mr. Sleary was re­served un­til the last. Open­ing his arms wide he took her by both her hands, and would have sprung 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 him cry­ing.

			“Good­bye, my dear!” said Sleary. “You’ll make your for­tun, I hope, and none of our 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 per­formed 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 with a pro­fes­sion­al glance as if she were be­ing ad­jus­ted in her seat, “and the’ll do you juthtithe. Good­bye, Thet­h­il­ia!”

			“Good­bye, Cecil­ia!” “Good­bye, 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 mutht be amuthed, Th­quire, thome­how,” con­tin­ued Sleary, rendered more pursy than ever, by so much talk­ing; “they can’t be al­wayth 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 pro­pounded as they went down­stairs 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.

		
	
		
			
				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, but was highly con­nec­ted. She had a great aunt liv­ing in these very times called Lady Scadgers. Mr. Sparsit, de­ceased, of whom she was the rel­ict, had been by the moth­er’s side what Mrs. Sparsit still called “a Powl­er.” 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 need 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 horse­flesh, blind-hookey, 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 Scadgers. Lady Scadgers (an im­mensely fat old wo­man, with an in­or­din­ate ap­pet­ite for butcher’s meat, and a mys­ter­i­ous leg which had now re­fused to get out of bed for four­teen years) con­trived the mar­riage, at a peri­od when Sparsit was just of age, and chiefly no­tice­able for a slender body, weakly sup­por­ted on two long slim props, and sur­moun­ted by no head worth men­tion­ing. He in­her­ited 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 salary. 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. Bounderby’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 own ex­trac­tion, so it be­longed to it to ex­alt Mrs. Sparsit’s. In the 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 wag­on-loads of early roses all over that lady’s path. “And yet, 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 briskness. It was one of the most ex­as­per­at­ing at­trib­utes of Bounderby, that he not only sang his own praises but stim­u­lated oth­er men to sing them. There was a mor­al in­fec­tion of claptrap in him. Strangers, mod­est enough else­where, star­ted up at din­ners in Coketown, and boas­ted, in quite a rampant 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 very of­ten) as an orator of this kind brought in­to his per­or­a­tion—

			
				
					“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 think­ing about Tom Grad­grind’s whim;” Tom Grad­grind, for a bluff in­de­pend­ent man­ner of speak­ing—as if some­body were al­ways en­deav­our­ing 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 shake­down 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’s Cori­olani­an nose un­der­went a slight ex­pan­sion of the nos­trils, and her black eye­brows con­trac­ted as she took a sip of tea.

			“It’s tol­er­ably clear to me,” said Bounderby, “that the little puss can get small good out of such com­pan­ion­ship.”

			“Are you speak­ing of young Miss Grad­grind, Mr. Bounderby?”

			“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 her steam­ing cup, rather looked as if her clas­sic­al coun­ten­ance were in­vok­ing the in­fernal 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 my wing, ma’am.”

			“In­deed? Rather young for that, is he not, sir?” Mrs. Spir­it’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. “By 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 maw was, at his time of life.” Which, by the by, he prob­ably did 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 any­one on equal terms. Here, for ex­ample, I have been speak­ing to you this morn­ing about tum­blers. Why, what do you know about tum­blers? At the time 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, ac­cus­tomed from in­fancy to lie 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 May­fair, and lords and ladies and hon­our­ables.”

			“I trust, sir,” re­joined Mrs. Sparsit, with de­cent resig­na­tion, “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 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 con­fess that you were born in the lap of lux­ury, your­self. Come, ma’am, 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 very op­pos­ite of his, and there­fore in no danger of jost­ling it.

			“You were in the 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. Grad­grind.

			Cer­tainly. So Jupe was sent there. On com­ing in, she curt­seyed to Mr. Bounderby, and to his friend Tom Grad­grind, and also to Louisa; but in her con­fu­sion un­luck­ily omit­ted Mrs. Sparsit. Ob­serving this, the blus­trous Bounderby 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. Con­sequently, 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 con­nec­tions I have no con­nec­tions 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. Very likely. 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 her­self with 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 an in­val­id. I have ex­plained to Miss Louisa—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 be­gin your his­tory. You are, at present, ig­nor­ant, I know.”

			“Yes, sir, very,” she answered, curt­sey­ing.

			“I shall have the sat­is­fac­tion of caus­ing you to be strictly edu­cated; and you will be a liv­ing proof to all who come in­to com­mu­nic­a­tion with you, of the ad­vant­ages of the train­ing you will re­ceive. You will be re­claimed and formed. You have been in the habit now of read­ing to your fath­er, and those people I found you among, I dare say?” said Mr. Grad­grind, beck­on­ing her near­er to him be­fore he said so, and drop­ping his voice.

			“Only to fath­er and Merry­legs, sir. At least I mean to fath­er, when Merry­legs was al­ways there.”

			“Nev­er mind Merry­legs, 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?”

			“O, yes, sir, thou­sands of times. They were the hap­pi­est—O, of all the happy times we had to­geth­er, sir!”

			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 Hunch­back, 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. Since you are bent upon it, very well!”

			So, Mr. Grad­grind and his daugh­ter took Cecil­ia Jupe off with them to Stone Lodge, and on the way Louisa nev­er spoke one word, good or bad. And Mr. Bounderby went about his daily pur­suits. And Mrs. Sparsit got be­hind her eye­brows and med­it­ated in the gloom of that re­treat, all the even­ing.

		
	
		
			
				VIII

				Nev­er Won­der

			
			Let us strike the key­note 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 say­ing “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 en­gage 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. These portent­ous in­fants be­ing alarm­ing creatures to stalk about in any hu­man so­ci­ety, the eight­een de­nom­in­a­tions in­cess­antly scratched one an­oth­er’s faces and pulled one an­oth­er’s hair by way of agree­ing on the steps to be taken for their im­prove­ment—which they nev­er did; a sur­pris­ing cir­cum­stance, when the happy ad­apt­a­tion of the means to the end is con­sidered. Still, al­though they differed in every oth­er par­tic­u­lar, con­ceiv­able and in­con­ceiv­able (es­pe­cially in­con­ceiv­able), they were pretty well united on the point that these un­lucky in­fants were nev­er to won­der. Body num­ber one, said they must take everything on trust. Body num­ber two, said they must take everything on polit­ic­al eco­nomy. Body num­ber three, wrote leaden little books for them, show­ing how the good grownup baby in­vari­ably got to the sav­ings-bank, and the bad grownup baby in­vari­ably got trans­por­ted. Body num­ber four, un­der dreary pre­tences of be­ing droll (when it was very mel­an­choly in­deed), made the shal­low­est pre­tences of con­ceal­ing pit­falls of know­ledge, in­to which it was the duty of these ba­bies to be smuggled and in­veigled. But, all the bod­ies agreed that they were nev­er to won­der.

			There was a lib­rary in Coketown, to which gen­er­al ac­cess was easy. Mr. Grad­grind greatly tor­men­ted his mind about what the people read in this lib­rary: a point where­on little rivers of tab­u­lar state­ments peri­od­ic­ally flowed in­to the howl­ing ocean of tab­u­lar state­ments, which no diver ever got to any depth in and came up sane. It was a dis­heart­en­ing cir­cum­stance, but a mel­an­choly fact, that even these read­ers per­sisted in won­der­ing. They wondered about hu­man nature, hu­man pas­sions, hu­man hopes and fears, the struggles, tri­umphs and de­feats, the cares and joys and sor­rows, the lives and deaths of com­mon men and wo­men! They some­times, after fif­teen hours’ work, sat down to read mere fables about men and wo­men, more or less like them­selves, and about chil­dren, more or less like their own. They took De­foe to their bos­oms, in­stead of Eu­c­lid, and seemed to be on the whole more com­for­ted by Gold­smith than by Cock­er. Mr. Grad­grind was forever work­ing, in print and out of print, at this ec­cent­ric sum, and he nev­er could make out how it yiel­ded this un­ac­count­able product.

			“I am sick of my life, Loo. I, hate it al­to­geth­er, and I hate every­body ex­cept you,” said the un­nat­ur­al young Thomas Grad­grind in the hair-cut­ting cham­ber at twi­light.

			“You don’t hate Sissy, Tom?”

			“I hate to be ob­liged to call her Jupe. And she hates me,” said Tom, moodily.

			“No, she does not, Tom, I am sure!”

			“She must,” said Tom. “She must just hate and de­test the whole set-out of us. They’ll both­er her head off, I think, be­fore they have done with her. Already she’s get­ting as pale as wax, and as heavy as—I am.”

			Young Thomas ex­pressed 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 the dark­er corner by the fireside, now look­ing at him, now look­ing at the bright sparks as they dropped upon the hearth.

			“As to me,” said Tom, tum­bling his hair all man­ner of ways with his sulky hands, “I am a don­key, that’s what I am. I am as ob­stin­ate as one, I am more stu­pid than one, I get as much pleas­ure as one, and I should like to kick like one.”

			“Not me, I hope, Tom?”

			“No, Loo; I wouldn’t hurt you. I made an ex­cep­tion of you at first. I don’t know what this—jolly old—Jaun­diced jail,” Tom had paused to find a suf­fi­ciently com­pli­ment­ary and ex­press­ive name for the par­ent­al roof, and seemed to re­lieve his mind for a mo­ment by the strong al­lit­er­a­tion 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 face on his coat-sleeve, as if to mor­ti­fy his flesh, and have it in uni­son with his spir­it.

			“Be­cause, Tom,” said his sis­ter, after si­lently watch­ing the sparks awhile, “as I get older, and near­er grow­ing up, I of­ten sit won­der­ing here, and think how un­for­tu­nate it is for me that I can’t re­con­cile you to home bet­ter than I am able to do. I don’t know what oth­er girls know. I can’t play to you, or sing to you. I can’t talk to you so as to light­en your mind, for I nev­er see any amus­ing sights or read any amus­ing books that it would be a pleas­ure or a re­lief to you to talk about, when you are tired.”

			“Well, no more do I. I am as bad as you in that re­spect; and I am a mule too, which you’re not. If fath­er was de­term­ined to make me either a prig or a mule, and I am not a prig, why, it stands to reas­on, I must be a mule. And so I am,” said Tom, des­per­ately.

			“It’s a great pity,” said Louisa, after an­oth­er pause, and speak­ing thought­fully out of her dark corner: “it’s a great pity, Tom. It’s very un­for­tu­nate for both of us.”

			“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 any­thing in you. You are the only pleas­ure I have—you can bright­en even this place—and you can al­ways lead me as you like.”

			“You are a dear broth­er, Tom; and while you think I can do such things, I don’t so much mind know­ing bet­ter. Though I do know bet­ter, Tom, and am very sorry for it.” She came and kissed him, and went back in­to her corner again.

			“I wish I could col­lect all the Facts we hear so much about,” said Tom, spite­fully set­ting his teeth, “and all the Fig­ures, and all the people who found them out: and I wish I could put a thou­sand bar­rels of gun­powder un­der them, and blow them all up to­geth­er! How­ever, when I go to live with old Bounderby, I’ll have my re­venge.”

			“Your re­venge, Tom?”

			“I mean, I’ll en­joy my­self a little, and go about and see some­thing, and hear some­thing. I’ll re­com­pense my­self for the way in 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 very well know how to man­age and smooth old Bounderby!”

			Their shad­ows were defined upon the wall, but those of the high presses in the room were all blen­ded to­geth­er on the wall and on the ceil­ing, as if the broth­er and sis­ter were over­hung 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?”

			“Oh!” said Tom, “if it is a secret, it’s not far off. It’s you. You are his little pet, you are his fa­vour­ite; he’ll do any­thing for you. When he says to me what I don’t like, I shall say to him, ‘My sis­ter Loo will be hurt and dis­ap­poin­ted, Mr. Bounderby. She al­ways used to tell me she was sure you would be easi­er with 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 in it than ever I could find,” said Tom. “An­oth­er of the ad­vant­ages, I sup­pose, of be­ing a girl.”

			“Tom,” en­quired his sis­ter, slowly, and in a curi­ous tone, as if she were read­ing what she asked in the fire, and it was 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. Yes.”

			“Not but what I shall be very un­will­ing, 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, par­tic­u­larly. 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 will won­der.”

			“Then I beg of you, Louisa,” said Mrs. Grad­grind, who 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. And, Thomas, it is really shame­ful, with my poor head con­tinu­ally wear­ing me out, that a boy brought up as you have been, and whose edu­ca­tion has cost what yours has, should be found en­cour­aging his sis­ter to won­der, 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 little I could hope to do in it.”

			“Non­sense!” said Mrs. Grad­grind, rendered al­most en­er­get­ic. “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 dis­trac­ted, 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 would have known what it was to do without me!”

		
	
		
			
				IX

				Sissy’s Pro­gress

			
			Sissy Jupe had not an easy time of it, between Mr. M’Cho­ak­umchild 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 re­straint was the res­ult of no arith­met­ic­al pro­cess, was self-im­posed in de­fi­ance of all cal­cu­la­tion, and went dead against any table of prob­ab­il­it­ies that any ac­tu­ary would have drawn up from the premises. The girl be­lieved that her fath­er had not deser­ted her; she lived in the hope that he would come back, and in the faith that he would be made the hap­pi­er by her 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 in­duc­tion in­to the ele­ments of Polit­ic­al Eco­nomy, she had only yes­ter­day been set right by a prat­tler three feet high, 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 be kept to it.” So Jupe was kept to it, and be­came low-spir­ited, but no wiser.

			“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, “I don’t know that.”

			There had been so little com­mu­nic­a­tion between these two—both be­cause life at Stone Lodge went mono­ton­ously round like a piece of ma­chinery which dis­cour­aged hu­man in­ter­fer­ence, and be­cause of the pro­hib­i­tion re­l­at­ive to Sissy’s past ca­reer—that they were still al­most strangers. Sissy, with her dark eyes won­der­ingly dir­ec­ted to Louisa’s face, was un­cer­tain wheth­er to 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 I am to myself.”

			“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 today, for in­stance, Mr. M’Cho­ak­umchild was ex­plain­ing 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.

			“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 mil­lion. 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 five hun­dred of them were drowned or burnt to 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. “And 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 like it.”

			Louisa stood look­ing at the pretty mod­est head, as it 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 any­one did, I am sure no harm could be found in such an in­no­cent ques­tion.”

			“No, Miss Louisa,” answered Sissy, upon this en­cour­age­ment, shak­ing her head; “fath­er knows very little in­deed. It’s as much 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 born. 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 pe­cu­li­ar to her; an in­terest gone astray like a ban­ished creature, and hid­ing in sol­it­ary 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 asun­der 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 broken­hearted 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 clown.”

			“To make the people laugh?” said Louisa, with a nod of in­tel­li­gence.

			“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 him as dearly as I do, 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 rolling 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. Merry­legs—” 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.”

			Louisa saw that she was sob­bing; and go­ing to her, kissed her, took her hand, and sat down be­side her.

			“Fin­ish by telling me how your fath­er left you, Sissy. Now that I have asked you so much, tell me the end. The blame, if there is any blame, is mine, not yours.”

			“Dear Miss Louisa,” said Sissy, cov­er­ing her eyes, and sob­bing yet; “I came home from the school that af­ter­noon, and found poor fath­er just come home too, from the booth. And he sat rock­ing him­self over the fire, as if he was in pain. And I said, ‘Have you hurt your­self, fath­er?’ (as he did some­times, like they all did), and he said, ‘A little, my darling.’ And when I came to stoop down and look up at his face, I saw that he was cry­ing. The more I spoke to him, the more he hid his face; and at first he shook all over, and 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.

			“I am ask­ing Sissy a few ques­tions, Tom,” ob­served his sis­ter. “You have no oc­ca­sion to go away; but don’t in­ter­rupt us for a mo­ment, Tom dear.”

			“Oh! very well!” re­turned Tom. “Only fath­er has brought old Bounderby home, and I want you to come in­to the draw­ing-room. Be­cause if you come, there’s a good chance of old Bounderby’s ask­ing me to din­ner; and if you don’t, there’s none.”

			“I’ll come dir­ectly.”

			“I’ll wait for you,” said Tom, “to make sure.”

			Sissy re­sumed in a lower voice. “At last poor fath­er said that he had giv­en no sat­is­fac­tion again, and nev­er did give any sat­is­fac­tion now, and that he was a shame and dis­grace, and I should have done bet­ter without him all along. I said all the af­fec­tion­ate things to him that came in­to my heart, and presently he was quiet and I sat down by him, and told him all about the school and everything that had been said and done there. When I had no more left to tell, he put his arms round my neck, and kissed me a great many times. Then he asked me to fetch some of the stuff he used, for the little hurt he had had, and to get it at the best place, which was at the oth­er end of town from there; and then, after kiss­ing me again, he let me go. When I had gone down­stairs, I turned back that I might be a little bit more com­pany 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 darling;’ 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 off if you don’t look sharp!”

			After this, whenev­er Sissy dropped a curt­sey to Mr. Grad­grind 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. Grad­grind reg­u­larly answered, “No, Jupe, noth­ing of the sort,” the trem­bling of Sissy’s lip would be re­peated in Louisa’s face, and her eyes would fol­low Sissy with com­pas­sion to the door. Mr. 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 re­mon­strated 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 Fact.

			This ob­ser­va­tion must be lim­ited ex­clus­ively to his daugh­ter. As to Tom, he was be­com­ing that not un­pre­ced­en­ted tri­umph of cal­cu­la­tion which is usu­ally at work on num­ber one. As to Mrs. Grad­grind, if she said any­thing on the sub­ject, she would come a little way out of her wrap­pers, like a fem­in­ine dormouse, and say:

			“Good gra­cious bless me, how my poor head is vexed and wor­ried by that girl Jupe’s so per­sever­ingly ask­ing, over and over again, about her tire­some let­ters! Upon my word and hon­our I seem to be fated, and destined, and or­dained, to live in the midst of things that I am nev­er to hear the last 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, she would be­come tor­pid again.

		
	
		
			
				X

				Steph­en Black­pool

			
			I en­ter­tain a weak idea that the Eng­lish people are as hard-worked as any people upon whom the sun shines. I ac­know­ledge to this ri­dicu­lous idio­syn­crasy, as a reas­on why I would give them a little more play.

			In the hard­est work­ing part of Coketown; in the in­ner­most for­ti­fic­a­tions of that ugly cit­adel, where Nature was as strongly bricked out as killing airs and gases were bricked in; at the heart of the labyrinth of nar­row courts upon courts, and close streets upon streets, which had come in­to ex­ist­ence piece­meal, every piece in a vi­ol­ent hurry for some one man’s pur­pose, and the whole an un­nat­ur­al fam­ily, shoul­der­ing, and tramp­ling, 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 though every house put out a sign of the kind of people who might be ex­pec­ted to be born in it; among the mul­ti­tude of Coketown, gen­er­ic­ally called “the hands,”—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 creatures of the sea­shore, only hands and stom­achs—lived a cer­tain Steph­en Black­pool, forty years of age.

			Steph­en looked older, but he had had a hard life. 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 else’s thorns in ad­di­tion to his own. He had known, to use his words, a peck of trouble. He was usu­ally called Old Steph­en, in a kind of rough homage to the fact.

			A rather stoop­ing man, with a knit­ted brow, a pon­der­ing ex­pres­sion of face, and a hard-look­ing head suf­fi­ciently ca­pa­cious, on which his iron-grey hair lay long and thin, Old Steph­en might have passed for a par­tic­u­larly in­tel­li­gent man in his con­di­tion. Yet he was not. He took no place among those re­mark­able “hands,” who, piecing to­geth­er their broken in­ter­vals of leis­ure through many years, had mastered dif­fi­cult sci­ences, and ac­quired a know­ledge of most un­likely things. He held no sta­tion among the hands who could make speeches and carry on de­bates. Thou­sands of his com­peers could talk much bet­ter than he, at any time. He was a good power-loom weaver, and a man of per­fect in­teg­rity. What 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 worked 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, ha’ missed her!”

			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 much quick­er and much softer, he dar­ted on un­til he was very near this fig­ure, then fell in­to his former walk, and called “Ra­chael!”

			She turned, be­ing then in the bright­ness of a lamp; and rais­ing her hood a little, showed a quiet oval face, dark and rather del­ic­ate, ir­ra­di­ated by a pair of very gentle 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 five and thirty years of age.

			“Ah, lad! ’Tis thou?” When she had 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 ahind me, Ra­chael?”

			“No.”

			“Early t’night, lass?”

			“ ’Times I’m a little early, Steph­en! ’times a little late. I’m nev­er to be coun­ted on, go­ing home.”

			“Nor go­ing t’oth­er way, neither, ’t seems to me, Ra­chael?”

			“No, Steph­en.”

			He looked at her with some dis­ap­point­ment in his face, but with a re­spect­ful and pa­tient con­vic­tion that she must be right in 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 get­ting so too, both be­ing alive,” she answered, laugh­ing; “but, any­ways, we’re such old friends, and t’ hide a word of hon­est truth fro’ one an­oth­er would be a sin and 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 cheer­ful­ness 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 right; ’t might mak fok talk, even of thee. Thou hast been that to me, Ra­chael, through so many year: thou hast done me so much good, and heartened of me in that cheer­ing way, that thy word is a law 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 laws be.”

			“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 muddle?” said Ra­chael, with an­oth­er gentle touch upon his arm, as if to re­call him out of the thought­ful­ness, in which he was bit­ing the long ends of his loose necker­chief as he walked along. The touch had its in­stant­an­eous ef­fect. He let them fall, turned a smil­ing face upon her, and said, as he broke in­to a good-hu­moured laugh, “Ay, Ra­chael, lass, awlus a muddle. That’s where I stick. I come to the muddle many times and agen, and I nev­er get 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 (who turned 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 corner, 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 home­ward 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 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 to­mor­row-night), mat­ters not here. He took his end of candle from a 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 corner, 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 some­thing. As he re­coiled, look­ing down at it, it raised it­self up in­to the form of a wo­man in a sit­ting at­ti­tude.

			“Heav­en’s mercy, wo­man!” he cried, fall­ing farther off from the fig­ure. “Hast thou come back again!”

			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 pur­pose­less 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 see her.

			After an im­pa­tient 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?”

			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 dunghill-frag­ment of a bon­net, and try­ing to look scorn­fully at him.

			“I’ll sell thee off again, and I’ll sell thee off again, and I’ll sell thee off 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.

		
	
		
			
				XI

				No Way Out

			
			The fairy palaces burst in­to il­lu­min­a­tion, be­fore pale morn­ing showed the mon­strous ser­pents of smoke trail­ing them­selves over Coketown. A clat­ter­ing of clogs upon the pave­ment; a rap­id ringing of bells; and all the mel­an­choly 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 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 in dig­nity from the com­par­is­on.

			So many hun­dred hands in this mill; so many hun­dred horse steam power. It is known, to the force of a single pound weight, what the en­gine will do; but, not all the cal­cu­lat­ors of the Na­tion­al Debt can tell me the ca­pa­city for good or evil, for love or hatred, for pat­ri­ot­ism or dis­con­tent, for the de­com­pos­i­tion of vir­tue in­to vice, or the re­verse, at any single mo­ment in the soul of one of these its quiet ser­vants, with the com­posed faces and the reg­u­lated ac­tions. There is no mys­tery in it; there is an un­fathom­able mys­tery in the mean­est of them, forever.—Sup­pos­ing we were to re­verse our arith­met­ic for ma­ter­i­al ob­jects, and to gov­ern these aw­ful un­known quant­it­ies by oth­er means!

			The day grew strong, and showed it­self out­side, even against the flam­ing lights with­in. The lights were turned out, and the work went on. The rain fell, and the smoke-ser­pents, sub­missive to the curse of all that tribe, trailed them­selves upon the earth. In the waste-yard out­side, the steam from the es­cape pipe, the lit­ter of bar­rels and old iron, the shin­ing heaps of coals, the ashes every­where, were shrouded in a veil of mist and rain.

			The work went on, un­til the noon-bell rang. More clat­ter­ing upon the pave­ments. The looms, and wheels, and hands all out of gear for an hour.

			Steph­en came out of the hot mill in­to the damp wind and cold wet streets, hag­gard and worn. He turned from his own class and his own quarter, tak­ing noth­ing but a little bread as he walked along, to­wards the hill on which his prin­cip­al em­ploy­er lived, in a red house with black out­side shut­ters, green in­side blinds, a black street door, up two white steps, Bounderby (in let­ters very like him­self) upon a brazen plate, and a round brazen door-handle un­der­neath it, like a brazen full-stop.

			Mr. Bounderby was at his lunch. So Steph­en had ex­pec­ted. Would his ser­vant say that one of the hands begged leave to speak to him? Mes­sage in re­turn, re­quir­ing name of such hand. Steph­en Black­pool. There was noth­ing trouble­some against Steph­en Black­pool; yes, he might come in.

			Steph­en Black­pool in the par­lour. Mr. Bounderby (whom he just knew by sight), at lunch on chop and sherry. Mrs. Sparsit net­ting at the fireside, in a side­saddle at­ti­tude, with one foot in a cot­ton stir­rup. It was a part, at once of Mrs. Sparsit’s dig­nity and ser­vice, not to lunch. She su­per­vised the meal of­fi­cially, but im­plied that in her own stately per­son she con­sidered lunch a weak­ness.

			“Now, Steph­en,” said Mr. Bounderby, “what’s the mat­ter with you?”

			Steph­en made a bow. Not a servile one—these hands will nev­er do that! Lord bless you, sir, you’ll nev­er catch them at that, if they have been with you twenty years!—and, as a com­pli­ment­ary toi­let for Mrs. Sparsit, tucked his necker­chief ends in­to his waist­coat.

			“Now, you know,” said Mr. Bounderby, tak­ing some sherry, “we have nev­er had 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 ven­ison, with a gold spoon, as a good many of ’em do!” Mr. Bounderby al­ways rep­res­en­ted this to be the sole, im­me­di­ate, and dir­ect ob­ject of any hand 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’ not coom for nowt o’ th’ kind.”

			Mr. Bounderby seemed agree­ably sur­prised, not­with­stand­ing his pre­vi­ous strong con­vic­tion. “Very well,” he re­turned. “You’re a steady 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 you got to say? Out with it, lad!”

			Steph­en happened to glance to­wards Mrs. Sparsit. “I can go, Mr. Bounderby, if you 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 born 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 born lady, this lady will leave the room. If what you have got to say can be said be­fore a born lady, this lady will stay where she is.”

			“Sir, I hope I nev­er had nowt to say, not fit­ten for a born lady to year, sin’ I were born mysen’,” was the reply, ac­com­pan­ied with a slight flush.

			“Very well,” said Mr. Bounderby, push­ing away his plate, and lean­ing back. “Fire away!”

			“I ha’ coom,” Steph­en began, rais­ing his eyes from the floor, after a mo­ment’s con­sid­er­a­tion, “to ask yo yor ad­vice. I need ’t over­much. I were mar­ried on Eas’r Monday nine­teen year sin, long and dree. She were a young lass—pretty enow—wi’ good ac­counts of herseln. Well! She went bad—soon. Not along of me. Gon­nows I were not a un­kind hus­band to her.”

			“I have heard all this be­fore,” said Mr. Bounderby. “She took to drink­ing, left off work­ing, sold the fur­niture, pawned the clothes, and played old Goose­berry.”

			“I were pa­tient wi’ her.”

			(“The more fool you, I think,” said Mr. Bounderby, in con­fid­ence to his wine­glass.)

			“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 in the world, and her without a sense left to bless herseln ly­ing on bare ground. I ha’ dun ’t not once, not twice—twenty time!”

			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. She dis­graced herseln every­ways, bit­ter and bad. She coom back, she coom back, she coom back. What could I do t’ hinder her? I ha’ walked the streets nights long, ere ever I’d go home. I ha’ gone t’ th’ brigg, minded to fling myseln ower, and ha’ no more on’t. I ha’ bore that much, that I were owd when I were young.”

			Mrs. Sparsit, eas­ily am­bling 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. I ha’ lived hard and sad, but not ashamed and fearfo’ a’ the min­nits o’ my life. 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 stoop upon him; his pon­der­ing face ad­dressed to Mr. Bounderby, with a curi­ous ex­pres­sion on it, half shrewd, half per­plexed, as if his mind were set upon un­rav­el­ling 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 with­drawn, as he paused.

			“I was ac­quain­ted with all this, you know,” said Mr. Bounderby, “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 point 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 pla­cid­ity. “I in­ferred, from its be­ing so miser­able a mar­riage, that it was prob­ably an un­equal one in point of years.”

			Mr. Bounderby looked very hard at the good lady in a side­long 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.

			“I ha’ coom to ask yo, sir, how I am to be rid­ded o’ this wo­man.” 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, get­ting up to lean his back against the chim­neypiece. “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 bat­ter­ing mad.”

			“He wishes to be free, to marry the fe­male of whom he speaks, I fear, sir,” ob­served Mrs. Sparsit in an un­der­tone, and much de­jec­ted by the im­mor­al­ity of the people.

			“I do. The lady says what’s right. I do. I were a com­ing to ’t. I ha’ read i’ th’ pa­pers that great folk (fair faw ’em a’! I wishes ’em no hurt!) are not bon­ded to­geth­er for bet­ter for worst so fast, but that they can be set free fro’ their mis­fort­net mar­riages, an’ marry ower agen. When they dun­not agree, for that their tem­pers is ill-sor­ted, they has rooms o’ one kind an’ an­oth­er in their houses, above a bit, and they can live asun­ders. We fok ha’ only one room, and we can’t. When that won’t do, they ha’ gowd an’ oth­er cash, an’ they can say ‘This for yo’ an’ that for me,’ an’ they can go their sep­ar­ate ways. We can’t. Spite o’ all that, they can be set free for smal­ler wrongs than mine. So, I mun be rid­den o’ this wo­man, and I want t’ know how?”

			“No 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 so good—there’s a law to pun­ish me, in every in­no­cent child be­long­ing to me?”

			“Of course there is.”

			“Now, a’ God’s name,” said Steph­en Black­pool, “show me the law to help me!”

			“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 way. Not that way. ’Tis kep’ down that way. I’m a weaver, I were in 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 Ses­sions—and you read too—I know it!—with dis­may—how th’ sup­posed un­possib­il­ity o’ ever get­ting un­chained from one an­oth­er, at any price, on any terms, brings blood upon this land, and brings many com­mon mar­ried fok to battle, murder, and sud­den death. Let us ha’ this, right un­der­stood. Mine’s a griev­ous case, an’ I want—if yo will be so good—t’ know the law that helps me.”

			“Now, I tell you what!” said Mr. Bounderby, put­ting his hands in his pock­ets. “There is such a law.”

			Steph­en, sub­sid­ing in­to his quiet man­ner, and nev­er wan­der­ing in his at­ten­tion, gave a nod.

			“But it’s not for you at all. It costs money. It costs a mint of money.”

			“How much might 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 mo­tion­ing with that right hand of his, as if he gave everything to the four winds, “ ’tis a muddle. ’Tis just a muddle a’too­geth­er, an’ the soon­er I am dead, the bet­ter.”

			(Mrs. Sparsit again de­jec­ted by the im­pi­ety of the people.)

			“Pooh, pooh! Don’t you talk non­sense, my 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 piece­work, and the only thing you have got to do, is, to mind your piece­work. 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 un­hal­lowed opin­ions, you have been quite shock­ing this lady: who, as I have already told you, is a born lady, and who, as I have not already told you, has had her own mar­riage mis­for­tunes to the tune of tens of thou­sands of pounds—tens of thou­sands of pounds!” (he re­peated it with great 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 the best thing you can do is, to come out of that. Now you know;” here his coun­ten­ance ex­pressed mar­vel­lous acute­ness; “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 Mr. Bounderby, shak­ing his head with ob­stin­ate cun­ning. “By the Lord Harry, 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 swell­ing at his own por­trait on the wall, as if he were go­ing to ex­plode him­self in­to it; and Mrs. Sparsit still am­bling on with her foot in her stir­rup, look­ing quite cast down by the pop­u­lar vices.

		
	
		
			
				XII

				The Old Wo­man

			
			Old Steph­en des­cen­ded the two white steps, shut­ting the black door with the brazen door­plate, by the aid of the brazen full-stop, to which he gave 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 away, 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 un­wonted noise of the streets; the spare shawl, car­ried un­fol­ded on her arm; the heavy um­brella, and little bas­ket; the loose long-fingered gloves, to which her hands were un­used; all be­spoke an old wo­man from the coun­try, in her plain hol­i­day clothes, come in­to Coketown on an ex­ped­i­tion of rare oc­cur­rence. Re­mark­ing this at a glance, with the quick ob­ser­va­tion of 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, out­spoken, and hearty?” As she straightened her own fig­ure, and held up her head in ad­apt­ing her ac­tion to her words, the idea crossed Steph­en that he had seen this old wo­man be­fore, and had not quite liked her.

			“O yes,” 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. “Thank you!”

			He cer­tainly nev­er had seen this old wo­man be­fore. Yet there was a vague re­mem­brance 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!” Then 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 to­night. That’s pretty well, sir, at my age!” said the chatty old wo­man, her eye bright­en­ing with ex­ulta­tion.

			“ ’Deed ’tis. Don’t do’t too of­ten, mis­sus.”

			“No, no. Once a year,” she answered, shak­ing her head. “I spend my sav­ings so, once every year. I come reg­u­lar, to tramp about the streets, and see the gen­tle­men.”

			“Only to see ’em?” re­turned Steph­en.

			“That’s enough for me,” she replied, with great earn­est­ness and in­terest of man­ner. “I ask no more! I have been stand­ing about, on this side of the way, to see that gen­tle­man,” turn­ing 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 glimpse 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 in her mind, and her eye was not so bright 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 trouble about, that it per­plexed him. But they were passing the church now, and as his eye caught the clock, he quickened his pace.

			He was go­ing to his work? the old wo­man said, quick­en­ing hers, 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 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 byroad near the place, and the hands were crowding in. The bell was ringing, and the Ser­pent 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 har­mony, be­sides her age and her sim­pli­city, sur­roun­ded her, he did not know, 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 could 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 for its ad­just­ment, he glanced through a win­dow which was in his corner, 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 lights sprung up again, and the Ex­press whirled in full sight of the Fairy Palace over the arches near: little felt amid the jar­ring of the ma­chinery, 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 the bed, but heav­ier on his heart.

			Ma­chinery slackened; throb­bing feebly like a faint­ing pulse; stopped. The bell again; the glare 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 little way; but he had his new mis­for­tune on him, in which no one else 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.

			O! Bet­ter to have no home in which to lay his head, than to have a home and dread to go to it, through such a cause. He ate and drank, for he was ex­hausted—but he little knew 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 tran­quil­lity 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 ex­ist­ence, 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 un­whole­some 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.

		
	
		
			
				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 this world to a striv­ing wife and a brood of hungry ba­bies; and Steph­en ad­ded to his oth­er thoughts the stern re­flec­tion, that of all the cas­u­al­ties of this ex­ist­ence upon earth, not one was dealt out with so un­equal a hand as death. The in­equal­ity of birth was noth­ing to it. For, say that the child of a king and the child of a weaver were born to­night in the same mo­ment, what was that dis­par­ity, to the death of any hu­man creature who was ser­vice­able to, or be­loved by, an­oth­er, while this aban­doned wo­man lived on!

			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 in upon the mid­night of his mind. She sat by the bed, watch­ing and tend­ing his wife. That is to say, he saw that someone 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 are very late.”

			“I ha’ been walk­ing up an’ down.”

			“I thought so. But ’tis too bad a night for that. The rain falls very heavy, and the wind has ris­en.”

			The wind? True. It was blow­ing hard. Hark to the thun­der­ing in the chim­ney, and the sur­ging noise! To have been out in such a wind, and not to have known it was blow­ing!

			“I have been here once be­fore, today, Steph­en. Land­lady came round for me at din­ner­time. There was someone 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 even so much as suf­fer, 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.”

			“O Ra­chael, Ra­chael!”

			“Thou hast been a cruel suf­fer­er, Heav­en re­ward thee!” 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.

			It was not so far off, but that Steph­en, fol­low­ing her hands with his eyes, could read what was prin­ted on it in large let­ters. He turned of a deadly hue, and a sud­den hor­ror seemed to fall upon him.

			“I will stay here, Steph­en,” said Ra­chael, quietly re­sum­ing 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 to­mor­row’s work, my dear.”

			“I slept sound last night. I can wake many nights, when I am put to it. ’Tis thou who art in need of rest—so white and tired. Try to sleep in the chair there, while I watch. Thou hadst no sleep last night, I can well be­lieve. To­mor­row’s work is far harder for thee than for me.”

			He heard the thun­der­ing and sur­ging out of doors, and it seemed to him as if his late angry mood were go­ing about try­ing to get at him. She had cast it out; she would keep it out; he trus­ted to her to de­fend him from him­self.

			“She don’t know me, Steph­en; she just drowsily mut­ters and stares. I have spoken to her times and again, 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 the wiser.”

			“How long, Ra­chael, is ’t looked for, that she’ll be so?”

			“Doc­tor said she would haply come to her mind to­mor­row.”

			His eyes fell again on the bottle, and a tremble passed over him, caus­ing him to shiver in every limb. She thought he was chilled with the wet. “No,” he said, “it was not that. He had had a fright.”

			“A fright?”

			“Ay, ay! 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 dank cold hair down with a hand that shook as if it were palsied.

			“Steph­en!”

			She was com­ing to him, but he stretched out his arm to stop her.

			“No! Don’t, please; don’t. Let me see thee setten by the bed. Let me see thee, a’ so good, and so for­giv­ing. 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 trem­bling, and then sunk in­to his chair. After a time he con­trolled 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 shin­ing round her head. He could have be­lieved she had. He did be­lieve it, 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. Any­ways 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 slow 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 (his 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 someone on whom his heart had long been set—but she was not Ra­chael, and that sur­prised him, even in the midst of his ima­gin­ary hap­pi­ness—stood in the church be­ing mar­ried. While the ce­re­mony was per­form­ing, 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 tre­mend­ous light. It broke from one line in the table of com­mand­ments at the al­tar, and il­lu­min­ated the build­ing with the words. 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 in­to one space, they could not have looked, 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 his 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 con­sider; but he was back in those places by some means, and with this con­dem­na­tion 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, un­ceas­ingly, without hope, and in search of he knew not what (he only knew that he was doomed to seek it), he was the sub­ject of a name­less, hor­rible dread, a mor­tal fear of one par­tic­u­lar shape which everything took. What­so­ever he looked at, grew in­to that form soon­er or later. The ob­ject of his miser­able ex­ist­ence was to pre­vent its re­cog­ni­tion by any­one among the vari­ous people he en­countered. Hope­less la­bour! If he led them out of rooms where it was, if he shut up draw­ers and closets where it stood, if he drew the curi­ous from places where he knew it to be secreted, and got them out in­to the streets, the very chim­neys of the mills as­sumed that shape, and round them was the prin­ted word.

			The wind was blow­ing again, the rain was beat­ing on the house­tops, and the lar­ger spaces through which he had strayed con­trac­ted to the four walls of his room. Sav­ing that the fire had died out, it was as his eyes had closed upon it. Ra­chael seemed to have fallen in­to a doze, in the chair by the bed. She sat wrapped in her shawl, per­fectly still. The table stood in the same place, close by the bed­side, and on it, in its real pro­por­tions and ap­pear­ance, was the shape so of­ten re­peated.

			He thought he saw the cur­tain move. He looked again, and he was sure it moved. He saw a hand come forth and grope about a little. Then the cur­tain moved more per­cept­ibly, and the wo­man in the bed put it back, and sat up.

			With her woe­ful eyes, so hag­gard and wild, so heavy and large, she looked all round the room, and passed the corner where he slept in his chair. Her eyes re­turned to that corner, and she put her hand over them as a shade, while she looked in­to it. Again they went all round the room, scarcely heed­ing Ra­chael if at all, and re­turned to that corner. He thought, as she once more shaded them—not so much look­ing at him, as look­ing for him with a bru­tish in­stinct that he was there—that no single trace was left in those de­bauched fea­tures, or in the mind that went along with them, of the wo­man he had mar­ried eight­een years be­fore. But that he had seen her come to this by inches, he nev­er could have be­lieved her to be the same.

			All this time, as if a spell were on him, he was mo­tion­less and power­less, ex­cept to watch her.

			Stu­pidly doz­ing, or com­mun­ing with her in­cap­able self about noth­ing, she sat for a little while with her hands at her 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 corner, with the de­fi­ance of last night, and mov­ing very cau­tiously and softly, stretched out her greedy hand. 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 grasp upon the bottle that had swift and cer­tain death in it, and, be­fore his eyes, pulled out the cork with her teeth.

			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 broke 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?”

			“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.”

			She raised her eyes for a mo­ment as she said the words; and then they fell again, in all their gen­tle­ness and mild­ness, on his face.

			“Thou changest me from bad to good. Thou mak’st me humbly wishfo’ 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 un­reas­on­able 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 thowt, ‘How can I say what I might ha’ done to myseln, or her, or 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 un­oc­cu­pied hand, and hold­ing them, and still clasp­ing the bor­der of her shawl, said hur­riedly:

			“But I see thee, Ra­chael, setten by the bed. I ha’ seen thee, aw this night. In my troub­lous sleep I ha’ known thee still to be there. Ever­more I will see thee there. I nev­er­more 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 thou and me at last shall walk 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 go. 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 cleared the sky be­fore it, and the rain had spent it­self or trav­elled else­where, and the stars were bright. He stood bare­headed in the road, watch­ing her quick dis­ap­pear­ance. As the shin­ing stars were to the heavy candle in the win­dow, so was Ra­chael, in the rugged fancy of this man, to the com­mon ex­per­i­ences of his life.

		
	
		
			
				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 its dire­ful uni­form­ity.

			“Louisa is be­com­ing,” said Mr. Grad­grind, “al­most a young wo­man.”

			Time, with his in­nu­mer­able horsepower, worked away, not mind­ing what 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, “al­most a young man.”

			Time passed Thomas on in the mill, while his fath­er was think­ing about it, and there he stood in a long-tailed coat and a stiff 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 in­mate of Bounderby’s house, ne­ces­sit­ated 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 con­tinu­ance at the school any longer would be use­less.”

			“I am afraid it would, sir,” Sissy answered with a curt­sey.

			“I can­not dis­guise from you, Jupe,” said Mr. Grad­grind, knit­ting his brow, “that the res­ult of your pro­ba­tion there has dis­ap­poin­ted me; has greatly dis­ap­poin­ted me. You have not 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 are 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, sir. I have thought some­times;” Sissy very tim­id here; “that per­haps I tried to learn too much, and that if I had asked to 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 I 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—and—and we must make that do.”

			“Thank you, sir, very much,” said Sissy, with a grate­ful curt­sey.

			“You are use­ful to Mrs. Grad­grind, and (in a gen­er­ally per­vad­ing 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 these points. I will say no more.”

			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 form. Her ca­pa­city of defin­i­tion might be eas­ily stated at a 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 columns 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 un­der­went 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 Coketown: one of the re­spec­ted mem­bers for ounce weights and meas­ures, one of the rep­res­ent­at­ives of the mul­ti­plic­a­tion table, one of the deaf hon­our­able gen­tle­men, dumb hon­our­able gen­tle­men, blind hon­our­able gen­tle­men, lame hon­our­able gen­tle­men, dead hon­our­able gen­tle­men, to every oth­er con­sid­er­a­tion. Else where­fore live we in a Chris­ti­an land, eight­een hun­dred and odd years after our Mas­ter?

			All this while, Louisa had been passing on, so quiet and re­served, and so much giv­en to watch­ing the bright ashes at twi­light as they fell in­to the grate, and be­came ex­tinct, that from the peri­od when her fath­er had said she was al­most a young wo­man—which seemed but yes­ter­day—she had scarcely at­trac­ted his no­tice again, when he found her quite a young wo­man.

			“Quite a young wo­man,” said Mr. Grad­grind, mus­ing. “Dear me!”

			Soon after this dis­cov­ery, he be­came more thought­ful than usu­al for sev­er­al days, and seemed much en­grossed by one sub­ject. On a cer­tain night, when he was go­ing out, and Louisa came to bid him good­bye be­fore his de­par­ture—as he was not to be home un­til late and she would not see him again un­til the morn­ing—he held her in his arms, look­ing at her in his kind­est man­ner, and said:

			“My dear Louisa, you are a wo­man!”

			She answered with the old, quick, search­ing look of the night when she was found at the Cir­cus; then cast down her eyes. “Yes, fath­er.”

			“My dear,” said Mr. Grad­grind, “I must speak with you alone and ser­i­ously. Come to me in my room after break­fast to­mor­row, will you?”

			“Yes, fath­er.”

			“Your hands are rather cold, Louisa. Are you not well?”

			“Quite well, fath­er.”

			“And cheer­ful?”

			She looked at him again, and smiled in her pe­cu­li­ar man­ner. “I am as cheer­ful, fath­er, as I usu­ally am, or usu­ally have been.”

			“That’s well,” said Mr. Grad­grind. So, he kissed her and went away; and Louisa re­turned to the se­rene apart­ment of the hair-cut­ting char­ac­ter, and lean­ing her el­bow on her hand, looked again at the short-lived sparks that so soon sub­sided in­to ashes.

			“Are you there, Loo?” said her broth­er, look­ing in at the door. He was quite a young gen­tle­man of pleas­ure now, and not quite a pre­pos­sess­ing one.

			“Dear Tom,” she answered, rising and em­bra­cing him, “how long it is since you have been to see me!”

			“Why, I have been oth­er­wise en­gaged, Loo, in the even­ings; and in the day­time old Bounderby has been keep­ing me at it rather. But I touch him up with you when he comes it too strong, and so we pre­serve an un­der­stand­ing. I say! Has fath­er said any­thing par­tic­u­lar to you today or yes­ter­day, Loo?”

			“No, Tom. But he told me to­night that he wished to do so in the morn­ing.”

			“Ah! That’s what I mean,” said Tom. “Do you know where he is to­night?”—with a very deep ex­pres­sion.

			“No.”

			“Then I’ll tell you. He’s with old Bounderby. They are hav­ing a reg­u­lar con­fab to­geth­er up at the Bank. Why at the Bank, do you think? 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. It would be a splen­did thing for me. It would be un­com­monly jolly!”

			Her thought­ful­ness baffled his cun­ning scru­tiny. He could make noth­ing of her face. He pressed 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 to­night. You won’t for­get how fond you are of me?”

			“No, dear Tom, I won’t for­get.”

			“That’s a cap­it­al girl,” said Tom. “Good­bye, 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 Stone Lodge; and she stood there yet, when he was gone and all was quiet. It seemed as if, first in her own fire with­in the house, and then in the fiery haze without, she tried to dis­cov­er what kind of woof Old Time, that greatest and longest-es­tab­lished Spin­ner of all, would weave from the threads he had already spun in­to a wo­man. But his fact­ory is a secret place, his work is noise­less, and his hands are mutes.

		
	
		
			
				XV

				Fath­er and Daugh­ter

			
			Al­though Mr. Grad­grind did not take after Blue­beard, his room was quite a blue cham­ber in its abund­ance of blue books. Whatever they could prove (which is usu­ally any­thing you like), they proved there, in an army con­stantly strength­en­ing by the ar­rival of new re­cruits. In that charmed apart­ment, the most com­plic­ated so­cial ques­tions were cast up, got in­to ex­act totals, and fi­nally settled—if those con­cerned could only have been brought to know it. As if an as­tro­nom­ic­al ob­ser­vat­ory should be made without any win­dows, and the as­tro­nomer with­in should ar­range the starry uni­verse solely by pen, ink, and pa­per, so Mr. Grad­grind, in his Ob­ser­vat­ory (and there are many like it), had no need to cast an eye upon the teem­ing myri­ads of hu­man be­ings around him, but could settle all their des­tinies on a slate, and wipe out all their tears with one dirty little bit of sponge.

			To this Ob­ser­vat­ory, then: a stern room, with a deadly stat­ist­ic­al clock in it, which meas­ured every second with a beat like a rap upon a coffin-lid; Louisa re­paired on the ap­poin­ted morn­ing. A win­dow looked to­wards Coketown; and when she sat down near her fath­er’s table, she saw the high chim­neys and the long tracts of smoke loom­ing in the heavy dis­tance gloomily.

			“My dear Louisa,” said her fath­er, “I pre­pared you last night to give me your ser­i­ous at­ten­tion in the con­ver­sa­tion we are now go­ing to have to­geth­er. You have been so well trained, and you do, I am happy to say, so much justice to the edu­ca­tion you have re­ceived, that I have per­fect con­fid­ence in your good sense. You are not im­puls­ive, you are not ro­mantic, you are ac­cus­tomed to view everything from the strong dis­pas­sion­ate ground of reas­on and cal­cu­la­tion. From that ground alone, I know you will view and con­sider 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 mo­ment at a loss, “you are even more dis­pas­sion­ate 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 in­formed 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,” said Louisa, “do you think I love Mr. Bounderby?”

			Mr. Grad­grind was ex­tremely dis­com­fited by this un­ex­pec­ted ques­tion. “Well, my child,” 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 noth­ing.”

			“Fath­er,” she still pur­sued, “does Mr. Bounderby ask me to love him?”

			“Really, my dear,” said Mr. Grad­grind, “it is dif­fi­cult to an­swer your ques­tion—”

			“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 in which we use the ex­pres­sion. Now, Mr. Bounderby does not do you the in­justice, and does not do him­self the in­justice, of pre­tend­ing 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.”

			“What would you ad­vise me to use in its stead, fath­er?”

			“Why, my dear Louisa,” said Mr. Grad­grind, com­pletely re­covered by this time, “I would ad­vise you (since you ask me) to con­sider this ques­tion, as you have been ac­cus­tomed to con­sider every oth­er ques­tion, simply as one of tan­gible Fact. The ig­nor­ant and the giddy may em­bar­rass such sub­jects 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 will say in round num­bers, fifty. There is some dis­par­ity in your re­spect­ive years, but in your means and po­s­i­tions there is none; on the con­trary, there is a great suit­ab­il­ity. 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 un­im­port­ant to take in­to ac­count the stat­ist­ics of mar­riage, so far as they have yet been ob­tained, in Eng­land and Wales. I find, on ref­er­ence to the fig­ures, that a large pro­por­tion of these mar­riages are con­trac­ted between parties 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 pre­val­ence 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 com­pu­ta­tion yet fur­nished us by trav­el­lers, yield sim­il­ar res­ults. The dis­par­ity I have men­tioned, there­fore, al­most ceases to be dis­par­ity, and (vir­tu­ally) all but dis­ap­pears.”

			“What do you re­com­mend, fath­er,” asked Louisa, her re­served com­pos­ure not in the least af­fected by these grat­i­fy­ing 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 de­lib­er­a­tion.

			“Pre­cisely. And it is sat­is­fact­ory to me, as your fath­er, my dear Louisa, to know that you do not come to the con­sid­er­a­tion 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. Grad­grind. “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, my dear Louisa, is for you to de­cide.”

			From 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 bound the ar­ti­fi­cial bar­ri­ers he had for many years been erect­ing, between him­self and all those subtle es­sences of hu­man­ity which will elude the ut­most cun­ning of al­gebra un­til the last trum­pet ever to be soun­ded shall blow even al­gebra to wreck. The bar­ri­ers were too many and too high for such a leap. With his un­bend­ing, util­it­ari­an, mat­ter-of-fact face, he hardened her again; and the mo­ment shot away in­to the plumb­less depths of the past, to mingle with all the lost op­por­tun­it­ies that are drowned there.

			Re­mov­ing her eyes from him, she sat so long look­ing si­lently to­wards the town, that he said, at length: “Are you con­sult­ing the chim­neys of the Coketown works, Louisa?”

			“There seems to be noth­ing there but lan­guid and mono­ton­ous smoke. Yet when the night comes, fire bursts out, fath­er!” she answered, turn­ing quickly.

			“Of course I know that, Louisa. I do not see the ap­plic­a­tion of the re­mark.” To do him justice he did not, at all.

			She passed it away with a slight mo­tion of her hand, and con­cen­trat­ing her at­ten­tion upon him again, said, “Fath­er, I have of­ten thought that life is very short.”—This was so dis­tinctly one of his sub­jects that he in­ter­posed.

			“It is short, no doubt, my dear. Still, the av­er­age dur­a­tion of hu­man life is proved to have in­creased of late years. The cal­cu­la­tions of vari­ous life as­sur­ance and an­nu­ity of­fices, among oth­er fig­ures which can­not go wrong, have es­tab­lished the fact.”

			“I speak of my own life, fath­er.”

			“O in­deed? Still,” said 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 little I can, and the little I am fit for. What does it mat­ter?”

			Mr. Grad­grind seemed rather at a loss to un­der­stand the last four words; reply­ing, “How, mat­ter? What mat­ter, my dear?”

			“Mr. Bounderby,” she went on in a steady, straight way, without re­gard­ing this, “asks me to marry him. The ques­tion I have to ask my­self is, shall I marry him? That is so, fath­er, is it not? You have told me so, fath­er. Have you not?”

			“Cer­tainly, my dear.”

			“Let it be so. Since Mr. Bounderby likes to take me thus, I am sat­is­fied to ac­cept his pro­pos­al. Tell him, fath­er, as soon as you please, that this was my an­swer. Re­peat it, word for word, if you can, be­cause I should wish him to know what I said.”

			“It is quite right, my dear,” re­tor­ted her fath­er ap­prov­ingly, “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 to 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 re­mote. But per­haps I ought to do so. You have nev­er en­ter­tained in secret any oth­er pro­pos­al?”

			“Fath­er,” she re­turned, al­most scorn­fully, “what oth­er pro­pos­al can have been made to me? Whom have I seen? Where have I been? What are my heart’s ex­per­i­ences?”

			“My dear Louisa,” re­turned Mr. Grad­grind, re­as­sured and sat­is­fied. “You cor­rect me justly. I merely wished to dis­charge my duty.”

			“What do I 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 es­cape have I had from prob­lems that could be demon­strated, and real­it­ies that could be grasped?” As she said it, she un­con­sciously closed her hand, as if upon a sol­id ob­ject, and slowly opened it as though she were re­leas­ing dust or ash.

			“My dear,” as­sen­ted her em­in­ently prac­tic­al par­ent, “quite true, quite true.”

			“Why, fath­er,” she pur­sued, “what a strange ques­tion to ask me! The baby-pref­er­ence that even I have heard of as com­mon among chil­dren, has nev­er had its in­no­cent rest­ing-place in my breast. You have been so care­ful of me, that I nev­er had a child’s heart. You have trained me so well, that I nev­er dreamed a child’s dream. You have dealt so wisely with me, fath­er, from my cradle to this hour, that I nev­er had a child’s be­lief or a child’s fear.”

			Mr. Grad­grind was quite moved by his suc­cess, and by this testi­mony to it. “My dear Louisa,” said he, “you abund­antly 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 I am made happy by the sound de­cision at which you have ar­rived. Mr. Bounderby is a very re­mark­able man; and what little dis­par­ity can be said to ex­ist between you—if any—is more than coun­ter­bal­anced by the tone your mind has ac­quired. It has al­ways been my ob­ject so to edu­cate you, as that you might, while still in your early youth, be (if I may so ex­press my­self) al­most any age. Kiss me once more, Louisa. Now, let us go and find your moth­er.”

			Ac­cord­ingly, they went down to the draw­ing-room, where the es­teemed lady with no non­sense about her, was re­cum­bent as usu­al, while Sissy worked be­side her. She gave some feeble signs of re­turn­ing an­im­a­tion when they entered, and presently the faint trans­par­ency was presen­ted in a sit­ting at­ti­tude.

			“Mrs. Grad­grind,” said her hus­band, who had waited for the achieve­ment of this feat with some im­pa­tience, “al­low 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, Louisa; for if your head be­gins to split as soon as you are mar­ried, which was the case with mine, I can­not con­sider that you are to be en­vied, though I have no doubt you think you are, as all girls do. How­ever, I give you joy, my dear—and I hope you may now turn all your olo­gic­al stud­ies to good ac­count, I am sure I do! I must give you a kiss of con­grat­u­la­tion, Louisa; but don’t touch my right shoulder, for there’s some­thing run­ning down it all day long. And now you see,” whimpered Mrs. Grad­grind, ad­just­ing her shawls after the af­fec­tion­ate 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 you mean?”

			“Whatever I am to call him, Mr. Grad­grind, when he is mar­ried to Louisa! I must call him some­thing. It’s im­possible,” said Mrs. Grad­grind, with a mingled sense of po­lite­ness and in­jury, “to be con­stantly ad­dress­ing him and nev­er giv­ing him a name. I can­not call him Jo­si­ah, for the name is in­sup­port­able to me. You your­self wouldn’t hear of Joe, you very well know. Am I to call my own son-in-law, Mis­ter! Not, I be­lieve, un­less the time has ar­rived when, as an in­val­id, I am to be trampled upon by my re­la­tions. Then, what am I to call him!”

			Nobody present hav­ing any sug­ges­tion to of­fer in the re­mark­able emer­gency, Mrs. Grad­grind de­par­ted this life for the time be­ing, after de­liv­er­ing the fol­low­ing co­di­cil 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 had known it, and seen it, without look­ing at her. From that mo­ment she was im­pass­ive, proud and cold—held Sissy at a dis­tance—changed to her al­to­geth­er.

		
	
		
			
				XVI

				Hus­band and Wife

			
			Mr. Bounderby’s first dis­quiet­ude on hear­ing of his hap­pi­ness, 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 bag­gage, 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 all fore­see. How­ever, as it must be done, he had no choice but to do it; so, after at­tempt­ing sev­er­al 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 off her nose, at all events!” But, in spite of be­ing thus fore­armed, he entered his own house with any­thing but a cour­ageous air; and ap­peared be­fore the ob­ject of his mis­giv­ings, like a dog who was con­scious of com­ing dir­ect from the pantry.

			“Good even­ing, Mr. Bounderby!”

			“Good even­ing, ma’am, good even­ing.” 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 oc­cupy it all, if you think prop­er.”

			“Don’t go to the North Pole, ma’am!” said Mr. Bounderby.

			“Thank you, sir,” said Mrs. Sparsit, and re­turned, though short of her former po­s­i­tion.

			Mr. Bounderby sat look­ing at her, as, with the points of a stiff, sharp pair of scis­sors, she picked out holes for some in­scrut­able or­na­ment­al pur­pose, in a piece of cam­bric. An op­er­a­tion which, taken in con­nec­tion with the bushy eye­brows and the Ro­man nose, sug­ges­ted with some live­li­ness 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, put­ting his hands in his pock­ets, and as­sur­ing him­self with his right hand that the cork of the little bottle was ready for use, “I have no oc­ca­sion to say to you, that you are not only a lady born 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 good opin­ion.”

			“Mrs. Sparsit, ma’am,” said Mr. Bounderby, “I am go­ing to as­ton­ish you.”

			“Yes, sir?” re­turned Mrs. Sparsit, in­ter­rog­at­ively, 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 happy, Mr. Bounderby. Oh, in­deed I hope you may be happy, sir!” And she said it with such great con­des­cen­sion as well as with such great com­pas­sion for him, that Bounderby—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 con­found this wo­man, who could have even guessed that she would 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 re­sent­ment in his tone: which was clearly lowered, though in spite of him­self, “I am ob­liged to you. I hope I shall be.”

			“Do you, sir!” said Mrs. Sparsit, with great af­fabil­ity. “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 cir­cum­stances, I ima­gine it would not be agree­able to a char­ac­ter like yours to re­main here, though you 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 apart­ments at the Bank, where a born 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 com­pli­ment.”

			“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 Bounderby. “If it was not, ma’am, you don’t sup­pose that I should of­fer it to a lady who has moved in the so­ci­ety you have moved in. Not that I care for such so­ci­ety, you know! But you do.”

			“Mr. Bounderby, you are very con­sid­er­ate.”

			“You’ll have your own private apart­ments, and you’ll 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. Sparsit, “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 ac­know­ledg­ments for past fa­vours. And I hope, sir,” said Mrs. Sparsit, con­clud­ing in an im­press­ively com­pas­sion­ate man­ner, “I fondly hope that Miss Grad­grind may be all you de­sire, and de­serve!”

			Noth­ing moved Mrs. Sparsit from that po­s­i­tion any more. It was in vain for Bounderby to bluster or to as­sert him­self in any of his ex­plos­ive ways; Mrs. Sparsit was re­solved to have com­pas­sion on him, as a vic­tim. She was po­lite, ob­li­ging, cheer­ful, hope­ful; but, the more po­lite, the more ob­li­ging, the more cheer­ful, the more hope­ful, the more ex­em­plary al­to­geth­er, she; the for­lorner sac­ri­fice and vic­tim, he. She had that ten­der­ness for his mel­an­choly fate, that his great red coun­ten­ance used to break out in­to cold per­spir­a­tions when she looked at him.

			Mean­while the mar­riage was ap­poin­ted to be sol­em­nized in eight weeks’ time, and Mr. Bounderby went every even­ing to Stone Lodge as an ac­cep­ted woo­er. Love was made on these oc­ca­sions in the form of brace­lets; and, on all oc­ca­sions dur­ing the peri­od of be­troth­al, took a man­u­fac­tur­ing as­pect. Dresses were made, jew­ellery was made, cakes and gloves were made, set­tle­ments were made, and an ex­tens­ive as­sort­ment of Facts did ap­pro­pri­ate hon­our to the con­tract. The busi­ness was all Fact, from first to last. The Hours did not go through any of those rosy per­form­ances, which fool­ish 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 born, and bur­ied it with his ac­cus­tomed reg­u­lar­ity.

			So the day came, as 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 Coketown, to 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 eat and drink was made of, 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 non­sense about any of the com­pany.

			After break­fast, the bride­groom ad­dressed them in the fol­low­ing terms:

			“Ladies and gen­tle­men, I am Jo­si­ah Bounderby of Coketown. 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 is 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 today, 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 men­tioned, 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 parts, for the good­will you have shown to­wards us; and the best wish I can give the un­mar­ried part of the present com­pany, 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 go­ing on a nup­tial trip to Ly­ons, in or­der that Mr. Bounderby might take the op­por­tun­ity of see­ing how the hands got on in those parts, and wheth­er they, too, re­quired to be fed with gold spoons; the happy pair de­par­ted for the rail­road. The bride, in passing down­stairs, dressed for her jour­ney, found Tom wait­ing for her—flushed, either with his feel­ings, or the vin­ous part of the break­fast.

			“What a game girl you are, to be such a first-rate 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 in her re­served com­pos­ure for the first time.

			“Old Bounderby’s quite ready,” said Tom. “Time’s up. Good­bye! I shall be on the lookout for you, when you come back. I say, my dear Loo! An’t it un­com­monly jolly now!”
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				Ef­fects in the Bank

			
			A sunny mid­sum­mer day. There was such a thing some­times, even in Coketown.

			Seen from a dis­tance in such weath­er, Coketown lay shrouded in a haze of 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 and smoke, now con­fusedly tend­ing this way, now that way, now as­pir­ing to the vault of Heav­en, now murkily creep­ing along the earth, as the wind rose and fell, or changed its quarter: a dense form­less jumble, with sheets of cross light in it, that showed noth­ing but masses of dark­ness:—Coketown in the dis­tance was sug­gest­ive of it­self, though not a 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 chinaware as that of which the millers of Coketown were made. Handle them nev­er so lightly, and they fell to pieces with such ease that you might sus­pect them of hav­ing been flawed be­fore. They were ruined, when 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 there. It took the form of a threat. Whenev­er a Coketown­er 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 pitch his prop­erty in­to the At­lantic.” This had ter­ri­fied the Home Sec­ret­ary with­in an inch of his life, on 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 va­pour droop­ing over Coketown, and could not be looked at stead­ily. Stokers emerged from low un­der­ground door­ways in­to fact­ory yards, and sat on steps, and posts, and pal­ings, 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 hands were soiled with it, the mills through­out their many stor­ies oozed and trickled it. The at­mo­sphere of those fairy palaces was like the breath of the sim­oom: 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 Coketown boys who were at large—a rare sight there—rowed a crazy boat, which made a spumous track upon the wa­ter as it jogged along, while every dip of an oar stirred up vile smells. But the sun it­self, how­ever be­ne­fi­cent, gen­er­ally, was less kind to Coketown than hard frost, and rarely 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 or sor­did hands are in­ter­posed between it and the things it looks 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 board­room 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 ap­pro­pri­ate to a vic­tim. He had been mar­ried now a year; and Mrs. Sparsit had nev­er re­leased him from her 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 door­plate, 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 lady­like de­port­ment, the rude busi­ness as­pect of the place. With this im­pres­sion of her in­ter­est­ing char­ac­ter upon her, Mrs. Sparsit con­sidered her­self, in some sort, the Bank Fairy. The townspeople who, in their passing and re­passing, saw her there, re­garded her as the Bank Dragon keep­ing watch over the treas­ures of the mine.

			What those treas­ures were, Mrs. Sparsit knew as little as they did. Gold and sil­ver coin, pre­cious pa­per, secrets that if di­vulged would bring vague de­struc­tion upon vague per­sons (gen­er­ally, how­ever, people whom she dis­liked), were the chief items in her ideal cata­logue there­of. For the rest, she knew that after of­fice-hours, she reigned su­preme over all the of­fice fur­niture, and over a locked-up iron room with three locks, against the door of which strong cham­ber the light port­er laid his head every night, on a truckle bed, that dis­ap­peared at cock­crow. Fur­ther, she was lady para­mount over cer­tain vaults in the base­ment, sharply spiked off from com­mu­nic­a­tion with the pred­at­ory world; and over the rel­ics of the cur­rent day’s work, con­sist­ing of blots of ink, worn-out pens, frag­ments of wafers, and scraps of pa­per torn so small, that noth­ing in­ter­est­ing could ever be de­ciphered on them when Mrs. Sparsit tried. Lastly, she was guard­i­an over a little ar­moury of cut­lasses and car­bines, ar­rayed in venge­ful or­der above one of the of­fi­cial chim­neypieces; and over that re­spect­able tra­di­tion nev­er to be sep­ar­ated from a place of busi­ness claim­ing to be wealthy—a row of fire-buck­ets—ves­sels cal­cu­lated to be of no phys­ic­al util­ity on any oc­ca­sion, but ob­served to ex­er­cise a fine mor­al in­flu­ence, al­most equal to bul­lion, on most be­hold­ers.

			A deaf serving-wo­man and the light port­er com­pleted Mrs. Sparsit’s em­pire. The deaf serving-wo­man was ru­moured 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 dis­ap­point­ment.

			Mrs. Sparsit’s tea was just set for her on a pert little table, with its tri­pod of legs in an at­ti­tude, which she in­sinu­ated after of­fice-hours, in­to the com­pany of the stern, leath­ern-topped, long board-table that be­strode the middle of the room. The light port­er placed the tea-tray on it, knuck­ling his fore­head 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 he blink­ingly defined a horse, for girl num­ber twenty.

			“All is shut up, Bitzer?” said Mrs. Sparsit.

			“All is shut up, ma’am.”

			“And what,” said Mrs. Sparsit, pour­ing out her tea, “is the news of the day? Any­thing?”

			“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 rest­less wretches do­ing now?” asked Mrs. Sparsit.

			“Merely go­ing on in the old way, ma’am. Unit­ing, and leaguing, and en­ga­ging to stand by one an­oth­er.”

			“It is much to be re­gret­ted,” said Mrs. Sparsit, mak­ing her nose more Ro­man and her eye­brows more Cori­olani­an in the strength of her sever­ity, “that the united mas­ters al­low 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.

			“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 hav­ing 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 orac­u­lar au­thor­ity. “You couldn’t put it clear­er, I am sure, ma’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 and but­ter from her left-hand mit­ten, “are trust­worthy, punc­tu­al, and in­dus­tri­ous, of course?”

			“Yes, ma’am, pretty fair, ma’am. With the usu­al ex­cep­tion.”

			He held the re­spect­able of­fice of gen­er­al spy and in­form­er 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 clear­headed, 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 man 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 right 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 ad­mit­ted that he al­lowed her half a pound of tea a year, which was weak in him: first, be­cause all gifts have an in­ev­it­able tend­ency to pau­per­ise the re­cip­i­ent, and secondly, be­cause his only reas­on­able trans­ac­tion 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 get; it hav­ing been clearly as­cer­tained by philo­soph­ers that in this is com­prised the whole duty of man—not a part of man’s duty, but the whole.

			“Pretty fair, ma’am. With the usu­al ex­cep­tion, ma’am,” re­peated Bitzer.

			“Ah—h!” said Mrs. Sparsit, shak­ing her head over her tea­cup, and tak­ing a long gulp.

			“Mr. Thomas, ma’am, I doubt Mr. Thomas very much, ma’am, I don’t like his ways 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 Mr. Bounderby I have re­ceived every ac­know­ledg­ment of my so­cial sta­tion, and every re­cog­ni­tion of my fam­ily des­cent, that I could pos­sibly ex­pect. More, far more. There­fore, to my pat­ron I will be scru­pu­lously true. And I do not con­sider, I will not con­sider, I can­not con­sider,” said Mrs. Sparsit, with a most ex­tens­ive stock on hand of hon­our and mor­al­ity, “that I should be scru­pu­lously true, if I al­lowed names to be men­tioned un­der this roof, that are un­for­tu­nately—most un­for­tu­nately—no doubt of that—con­nec­ted with his.”

			Bitzer knuckled his fore­head again, and again begged par­don.

			“No, Bitzer,” con­tin­ued Mrs. Sparsit, “say an in­di­vidu­al, and I will hear you; say Mr. 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 tea­cup, and the long gulp, as tak­ing up the con­ver­sa­tion again at the point where it had been in­ter­rup­ted.

			“An in­di­vidu­al, 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.

			“I only hope, ma’am,” pur­sued Bitzer, “that his friend 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 mel­an­choly 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.

			“Yes, Bitzer,” said Mrs. Sparsit. “I have al­ways pit­ied the de­lu­sion, al­ways.”

			“As to an in­di­vidu­al, ma’am,” said Bitzer, drop­ping his voice and draw­ing near­er, “he is as im­provid­ent as any of the people in this town. And you know what their im­provid­ence is, ma’am. No one could wish to know it bet­ter than a lady of your em­in­ence does.”

			“They would do well,” 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. That gra­tu­ity 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. Why can’t they do as I have done, ma’am? What one per­son can do, an­oth­er can do.”

			This, again, was among the fic­tions of Coketown. Any cap­it­al­ist there, 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 six­pence, and more or less re­proached them every one for not ac­com­plish­ing the little feat. What I did you can do. Why don’t you go and do it?

			“As to their want­ing re­cre­ations, ma’am,” said Bitzer, “it’s stuff and non­sense. I don’t want re­cre­ations. I nev­er did, and I nev­er shall; I don’t like ’em. As to their com­bin­ing to­geth­er; there are many of them, I have no doubt, that by watch­ing and in­form­ing upon one an­oth­er could earn a trifle now and then, wheth­er in money or good will, and im­prove their live­li­hood. Then, why don’t they im­prove it, ma’am! It’s the first con­sid­er­a­tion of a ra­tion­al creature, and it’s what they pre­tend to want.”

			“Pre­tend in­deed!” said Mrs. Sparsit.

			“I am sure we are con­stantly hear­ing, ma’am, till it be­comes quite naus­eous, con­cern­ing their wives and fam­il­ies,” said Bitzer. “Why look at me, ma’am! I don’t want a wife and fam­ily. Why should they?”

			“Be­cause they are im­provid­ent,” said Mrs. Sparsit.

			“Yes, ma’am,” re­turned Bitzer, “that’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 that’s the per­son I most like to feed.’ ”

			“To be sure,” as­sen­ted Mrs. Sparsit, eat­ing muffin.

			“Thank you, ma’am,” said Bitzer, knuck­ling his fore­head again, in re­turn for the fa­vour of Mrs. Sparsit’s im­prov­ing 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.”

			“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 win­dow; 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 stranger, ma’am, evid­ently.”

			“What a stranger can want at the Bank at this time of the even­ing, un­less he comes upon some 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’s mag­nan­im­ous words, re­peated his knock so loudly that the light 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 de­camped 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 again, and entered the board­room in the man­ner of a Ro­man mat­ron go­ing out­side the city walls to treat with an in­vad­ing gen­er­al.

			The vis­it­or hav­ing strolled to the win­dow, and be­ing then en­gaged in look­ing care­lessly out, was as un­moved by this im­press­ive entry as man could pos­sibly be. He stood whist­ling to him­self with all ima­gin­able cool­ness, with his hat still on, and a cer­tain air of ex­haus­tion upon him, in part arising from ex­cess­ive sum­mer, and in part from ex­cess­ive gen­til­ity. For it was to be seen with half an eye that he was a thor­ough gen­tle­man, made to the mod­el of the time; weary of everything, and put­ting no more faith in any­thing than Lu­ci­fer.

			“I be­lieve, sir,” quoth Mrs. Sparsit, “you wished to see me.”

			“I beg your par­don,” he said, turn­ing and re­mov­ing his hat; “pray ex­cuse me.”

			“Humph!” thought Mrs. Sparsit, as she made a stately bend. “Five and thirty, good-look­ing, good fig­ure, good teeth, good voice, good breed­ing, well-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—merely 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 him­self care­lessly loun­ging against the table. “I left my ser­vant at the rail­way look­ing after the lug­gage—very heavy train and vast quant­ity of it in the van—and strolled on, look­ing about me. Ex­ceed­ingly odd place. Will you al­low me to ask you if it’s al­ways as black as this?”

			“In gen­er­al much black­er,” re­turned Mrs. Sparsit, in her un­com­prom­ising way.

			“Is it pos­sible! Ex­cuse me: you are not a nat­ive, I think?”

			“No, sir,” re­turned Mrs. Sparsit. “It was once my good or ill for­tune, as it may be—be­fore I be­came a wid­ow—to move in a very dif­fer­ent sphere. My hus­band was a Powl­er.”

			“Beg your par­don, really!” said the stranger. “Was—?”

			Mrs. Sparsit re­peated, “A Powl­er.”

			“Powl­er Fam­ily,” said the stranger, after re­flect­ing a few mo­ments. Mrs. Sparsit sig­ni­fied as­sent. The stranger seemed a little more fa­tigued than be­fore.

			“You must be very much bored here?” was the in­fer­ence he drew from the com­mu­nic­a­tion.

			“I am the ser­vant of cir­cum­stances, sir,” said Mrs. Sparsit, “and I have long ad­ap­ted my­self to the gov­ern­ing power of my life.”

			“Very philo­soph­ic­al,” re­turned the stranger, “and very ex­em­plary and laud­able, and—” It seemed to be scarcely worth his while to fin­ish the sen­tence, so he played with his watch-chain wear­ily.

			“May I be per­mit­ted to ask, sir,” said Mrs. Sparsit, “to what I am in­debted for the fa­vour of—”

			“As­suredly,” said the stranger. “Much ob­liged to you for re­mind­ing me. I am the bear­er of a let­ter of in­tro­duc­tion 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 some­thing fluffy, which I as­sume to be 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 liberty 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 that 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 sect, 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 con­firm­a­tion was quite un­ne­ces­sary, and gave Mr. Bounderby’s ad­dress, with all need­ful clues and dir­ec­tions in aid.

			“Thou­sand thanks,” said the stranger. “Of course you know the Banker well?”

			“Yes, sir,” re­joined Mrs. Sparsit. “In my de­pend­ent re­la­tion to­wards him, I have known him ten years.”

			“Quite an etern­ity! I think he mar­ried Grad­grind’s daugh­ter?”

			“Yes,” said Mrs. Sparsit, sud­denly com­press­ing her mouth, “he had that—hon­our.”

			“The lady is quite a philo­soph­er, I am told?”

			“In­deed, sir,” said Mrs. Sparsit. “Is she?”

			“Ex­cuse my im­per­tin­ent curi­os­ity,” pur­sued the stranger, flut­ter­ing over Mrs. Sparsit’s eye­brows, with a pro­pi­ti­at­ory air, “but you know the fam­ily, and know the world. I am about 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 hard­headed repu­ta­tion, that I have a burn­ing de­sire to know. Is she ab­so­lutely un­ap­proach­able? Re­pel­lently and stun­ningly clev­er? I see, by your mean­ing smile, you think not. You have poured balm in­to my anxious soul. As to age, now. Forty? Five and thirty?”

			Mrs. Sparsit laughed out­right. “A chit,” said she. “Not twenty when she was mar­ried.”

			“I give you my hon­our, Mrs. Powl­er,” re­turned the stranger, de­tach­ing him­self from the table, “that I nev­er was so as­ton­ished in my life!”

			It really did seem to im­press him, 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 sur­prise in his mind all the time. “I as­sure you, Mrs. Powl­er,” he then said, much ex­hausted, “that the fath­er’s man­ner pre­pared me for a grim and stony ma­tur­ity. I am ob­liged to you, of all things, for cor­rect­ing so ab­surd a mis­take. Pray ex­cuse my in­tru­sion. Many thanks. Good day!”

			He bowed him­self out; and Mrs. Sparsit, hid­ing in the win­dow cur­tain, saw him lan­guish­ing down the street on the shady 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.”

			“It must be ad­mit­ted,” said 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,” said Bitzer, “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, when the sun began 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 house­tops, up the church steeple, up to the sum­mits of the fact­ory chim­neys, up to the sky. Without a candle in the room, Mrs. Sparsit sat at the win­dow, with her hands be­fore her, not think­ing much of the sounds of even­ing; the whoop­ing of boys, the bark­ing of dogs, the rum­bling of wheels, the steps and voices of pas­sen­gers, the shrill street cries, the clogs upon the pave­ment 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 eye­brows—by that time creased with med­it­a­tion, as if they needed iron­ing out-up­stairs.

			“O, 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.

		
	
		
			
				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-yawed in their speech like them; and they served out, with an en­er­vated air, the little mouldy ra­tions of polit­ic­al eco­nomy, on which they re­galed their dis­ciples. 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 had told im­mensely with the House of Com­mons on the oc­ca­sion 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 mem­ber had so tickled the House (which has a del­ic­ate sense of hu­mour) by put­ting the cap on the cow, that it be­came im­pa­tient 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 Cor­net of Dra­goons, and found it a bore; and had af­ter­wards tried it in the train of an Eng­lish min­is­ter abroad, and found it a 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 open­ing 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 Hart­house look­ing out of win­dow, in a state of mind so dis­con­sol­ate, that he was already half-dis­posed to “go in” for some­thing else.

			“My name, sir,” said his 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 are not go­ing to wear the bot­toms of our boil­ers out any 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 heard a lot of talk about the work in our mills, no doubt. You have? Very good. I’ll state the fact of it to you. It’s the pleas­antest work there is, and it’s the light­est work there is, and it’s the best-paid work there is. More than that, we couldn’t im­prove the mills them­selves, un­less we 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, or child, but has one ul­ti­mate ob­ject in life. That ob­ject is, to be fed on turtle soup and ven­ison with a gold spoon. Now, they’re not a-go­ing—none of ’em—ever to be fed on turtle soup and 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, par­tic­u­larly 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 Grad­grind’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 rif­fraff, and a genu­ine scrap of tag, rag, and bob­tail.”

			If any­thing could have ex­al­ted Jem’s in­terest in 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 gut­ter 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 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. Hart­house gave him to un­der­stand as they shook hands, for the sa­lu­bri­ous 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. Bounderby,” said Jem, “you an­ti­cip­ate my dearest wishes.”

			They went out without fur­ther dis­course; and Mr. Bounderby pi­loted 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. She was so con­strained, and yet so care­less; so re­served, and yet so watch­ful; so cold and proud, and yet so sens­it­ively ashamed of her hus­band’s brag­gart hu­mil­ity—from which she shrunk as if every ex­ample of it 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 ex­pres­sion. 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 girl, 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.

			“This, sir,” said Bounderby, “is my wife, Mrs. Bounderby: Tom Grad­grind’s eld­est daugh­ter. Loo, Mr. James Hart­house. Mr. Hart­house has joined your fath­er’s muster-roll. If he is not Tom Grad­grind’s col­league be­fore long, I be­lieve we shall at least hear of him in con­nec­tion 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 know­ledge, 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 agree­able ad­viser, or one from whom he would be more likely to learn, Mr. Hart­house could nev­er be re­com­men­ded.

			“Come!” said his host. “If you’re in 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 my­self, 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! You’re a gen­tle­man, and I don’t pre­tend to be one. I am Jo­si­ah Bounderby of Coketown, and that’s enough for me. How­ever, though I am not in­flu­enced by man­ners and sta­tion, Loo Bounderby may be. She hadn’t my ad­vant­ages—dis­ad­vant­ages you would call ’em, but I call ’em ad­vant­ages—so you’ll not waste your power, I dare say.”

			“Mr. Bounderby,” said Jem, turn­ing with a smile to Louisa, “is a noble an­im­al in a com­par­at­ively nat­ur­al state, quite free from the har­ness in which a con­ven­tion­al hack like my­self works.”

			“You re­spect Mr. Bounderby very much,” she quietly re­turned. “It is nat­ur­al 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 be­fore him where she had first stopped—in all the sin­gu­lar con­trari­ety of her self-pos­ses­sion, and her be­ing ob­vi­ously very ill at ease—“to show the na­tion the way out of all its dif­fi­culties.”

			“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 con­fess they have, and some do not; and I am go­ing in for your re­spec­ted fath­er’s opin­ions—really be­cause I have no choice of opin­ions, and may as well back them as any­thing else.”

			“Have you none of your own?” asked Louisa.

			“I have not so much as the slight­est pre­dilec­tion left. 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 as much harm as any oth­er set. 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 in 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, tens, hun­dreds, and thou­sands, Mrs. Bounderby, 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, if I did be­lieve it!”

			“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. Bounderby, 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 Hart­house 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 they sat down only three. It was an ap­pro­pri­ate oc­ca­sion for Mr. Bounderby to dis­cuss the fla­vour of the hap’orth of stewed eels he had pur­chased in the streets at eight years old; and also of the in­feri­or wa­ter, spe­cially used for lay­ing the dust, with which he had washed down that re­past. He like­wise en­ter­tained his guest over the soup and fish, with the cal­cu­la­tion that he (Bounderby) had eaten in his youth at least three horses un­der the guise of po­lon­ies and saveloys. These re­cit­als, Jem, in a lan­guid man­ner, re­ceived with “charm­ing!” every now and then; and they prob­ably would have de­cided him to “go in” for Jer­u­s­alem again to­mor­row morn­ing, had he been less curi­ous re­spect­ing Louisa.

			“Is there noth­ing,” he thought, glan­cing at her as she sat at the head of the table, where her youth­ful fig­ure, small and slight, but very grace­ful, looked as pretty as it looked mis­placed; “is there noth­ing that will move that face?”

			Yes! By Jupiter, there was some­thing, and here it was, in an un­ex­pec­ted shape. Tom ap­peared. She changed as the door opened, and broke in­to a beam­ing smile.

			A beau­ti­ful smile. Mr. James Hart­house might not have thought so much of it, but that he had wondered so long at her im­pass­ive face. She put out her hand—a pretty little soft hand; and her fin­gers closed upon her broth­er’s, as if she would have car­ried them to her lips.

			“Ay, ay?” thought the vis­it­or. “This whelp is the only creature she cares for. So, so!”

			The whelp was presen­ted, and took his chair. The ap­pel­la­tion was not flat­ter­ing, but not un­mer­ited.

			“When I was your age, young Tom,” said Bounderby, “I was punc­tu­al, or I got no din­ner!”

			“When you were my age,” re­sumed Tom, “you hadn’t a wrong bal­ance to get right, and hadn’t to dress af­ter­wards.”

			“Nev­er mind that now,” said Bounderby.

			“Well, then,” grumbled Tom. “Don’t be­gin with me.”

			“Mrs. Bounderby,” said Hart­house, per­fectly hear­ing this un­der-strain as it went on; “your broth­er’s face is quite fa­mil­i­ar to me. Can I have seen him abroad? Or at some pub­lic school, per­haps?”

			“No,” she re­sumed, quite in­ter­ested, “he has nev­er been abroad yet, and was edu­cated here, at home. Tom, love, I am telling Mr. Hart­house that he nev­er saw you abroad.”

			“No such luck, sir,” said Tom.

			There was little enough in him to bright­en her face, for he was a sul­len young fel­low, and un­gra­cious in his man­ner even to her. So much the great­er must have been the solitude of her heart, and her need of someone on whom to be­stow it. “So much the more is this whelp the only creature she has ever cared for,” thought Mr. James Hart­house, turn­ing it over and over. “So much the more. So much the more.”

			Both in his sis­ter’s pres­ence, and after she had left the room, the whelp took no pains to hide his con­tempt for Mr. Bounderby, whenev­er he could in­dulge it without the ob­ser­va­tion of that in­de­pend­ent man, by mak­ing wry faces, or shut­ting one eye. Without re­spond­ing to these tele­graph­ic com­mu­nic­a­tions, Mr. Hart­house en­cour­aged him much in the course of the even­ing, and showed an un­usu­al lik­ing for him. At last, when he rose to re­turn to his hotel, and was a little doubt­ful wheth­er he knew the way by night, the whelp im­me­di­ately proffered his ser­vices as guide, and turned out with him to es­cort him thith­er.

		
	
		
			
				III

				The Whelp

			
			It was very re­mark­able that a young gen­tle­man who had been brought up un­der one con­tinu­ous sys­tem of un­nat­ur­al re­straint, should be a hy­po­crite; but it was cer­tainly the case with Tom. It was very strange that a young gen­tle­man who had nev­er been left to his own guid­ance for five con­sec­ut­ive minutes, should be in­cap­able at last of gov­ern­ing him­self; but so it was with Tom. It was al­to­geth­er un­ac­count­able that a young gen­tle­man whose ima­gin­a­tion had been strangled in his cradle, should be still in­con­veni­enced by its ghost in the form of grov­el­ling sen­su­al­it­ies; but such a mon­ster, bey­ond all doubt, was Tom.

			“Do you smoke?” asked Mr. James Hart­house, when they came to the hotel.

			“I be­lieve you!” said Tom.

			He could do no less than ask Tom up; and Tom could do 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 to­night.” 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 Hart­house.

			“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 chim­neypiece, so that he stood be­fore the empty fire-grate as he smoked, in front of Tom and look­ing down at him, ob­served:

			“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.

			There was some­thing so very agree­able in be­ing so in­tim­ate with such a waist­coat; in be­ing called Tom, in such an in­tim­ate way, by such a voice; in be­ing on such off­hand 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.”

			“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 cer­tainly did seem that the whelp yiel­ded to this in­flu­ence. He looked at his com­pan­ion sneak­ingly, he looked at him ad­mir­ingly, 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 Hart­house, strik­ing the ash from his ci­gar with his little fin­ger. “We are in the present tense, now.”

			“Verb neu­ter, not to care. In­dic­at­ive mood, present tense. First per­son sin­gu­lar, I do not care; second per­son sin­gu­lar, thou dost not care; third per­son sin­gu­lar, she does not care,” 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 would have put it up at that great stage of the con­ver­sa­tion. Feel­ing 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 him so care­lessly yet so po­tently.

			“You know our gov­ernor, Mr. Hart­house,” said Tom, “and there­fore, you needn’t be sur­prised that Loo mar­ried old Bounderby. She nev­er had a lov­er, and the gov­ernor pro­posed 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 not have come off as eas­ily,” re­turned the whelp, “if it hadn’t been for me.”

			The tempter merely lif­ted his eye­brows; but the whelp was ob­liged to go on.

			“I 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 al­to­geth­er 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 fire—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.”

			“Formed his daugh­ter on his own mod­el?” sug­ges­ted Hart­house.

			“His daugh­ter? Ah! and every­body else. Why, he formed me that way!” said Tom.

			“Im­possible!”

			“He did, though,” said Tom, shak­ing his head. “I mean 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 have picked up a little since. I don’t deny that. But I have done it my­self; no thanks to the gov­ernor.”

			“And your in­tel­li­gent 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 is to have got over that since. But she don’t mind,” he saga­ciously ad­ded, puff­ing at his ci­gar again. “Girls can al­ways get on, some­how.”

			“Call­ing at the bank yes­ter­day even­ing, for Mr. Bounderby’s ad­dress, I found an an­cient lady there, who seems to en­ter­tain great ad­mir­a­tion for your sis­ter,” ob­served Mr. James Hart­house, throw­ing away the last small rem­nant of the ci­gar 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 giddy drowsi­ness came upon him, fol­lowed by com­plete ob­li­vi­on. He was roused from the lat­ter 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! Good night!”

			He had an­oth­er odd dream of be­ing taken by a waiter through a mist, which, after giv­ing 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 same neg­li­gent 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 forever with its filthy wa­ters.

		
	
		
			
				IV

				Men and Broth­ers

			
			“Oh, my friends, the down­trod­den op­er­at­ives of Coketown! Oh, my friends and fel­low-coun­try­men, the slaves of an iron-handed and a grind­ing des­pot­ism! 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 priv­ileges of Broth­er­hood!”

			“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. He 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 by this time, that he was brought to a stop, and called for a 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 es­sen­tially be­low them. 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. An ill-made, high-shouldered man, with lower­ing brows, and his fea­tures crushed in­to an ha­bitu­ally sour ex­pres­sion, he con­tras­ted most un­fa­vour­ably, even in his mon­grel dress, with the great body of his hear­ers in their plain work­ing clothes. Strange as it al­ways is to con­sider any as­sembly in the act of sub­missively resign­ing it­self to the drear­i­ness of some com­pla­cent per­son, lord or com­mon­er, whom three-fourths of it could, by no hu­man means, raise out of the slough of inan­ity 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.

			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 care­less­ness, no lan­guor, no idle curi­os­ity; none of the many shades of in­dif­fer­ence to be seen in all oth­er as­sem­blies, vis­ible for one mo­ment there. That every man felt his con­di­tion to be, some­how or oth­er, worse than it might be; that every man con­sidered it in­cum­bent 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, faith­fully in earn­est; must have been as plain to any­one who chose to see what was there, as the bare beams of the roof and the whitened brick walls. Nor could any such spec­tat­or fail to know in his own breast, that these men, through their very de­lu­sions, showed great qual­it­ies, sus­cept­ible of be­ing turned to the hap­pi­est and best ac­count; and that to pre­tend (on the strength of sweep­ing ax­ioms, how­so­ever cut and dried) that they went astray wholly without cause, and of their own ir­ra­tion­al wills, was to pre­tend that there could be smoke without fire, death without birth, har­vest without seed, any­thing 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.

			“But oh, my friends and broth­ers! Oh, men and Eng­lish­men, the down­trod­den op­er­at­ives of Coketown! What shall we say of that man—that work­ing­man, that I should find it ne­ces­sary so to li­bel the glor­i­ous name—who, be­ing prac­tic­ally and well ac­quain­ted with the griev­ances and wrongs of you, the in­jured pith and mar­row of this land, and hav­ing heard you, with a 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, I ask you, will you say of that work­ing­man, 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 avow­al that he will hold him­self aloof, 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, looked 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 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 con­course. 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 askes o’ our friend Slack­bridge, who may be a little over het­ter in this busi­ness, to take his seat, whiles this man Steph­en Black­pool is heern. You all know this man Steph­en Black­pool. You know him awlung o’ his mis­fort’ns, and his good name.”

			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’t mend it. But I’d liefer you’d hearn the truth con­cern­in myseln, fro my lips than fro onny oth­er man’s, though I nev­er cud’n speak afore so monny, wi’out bein 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 sar­castic­ally.

			“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. “Oh, my friends, what but 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 whom un­equal laws are known to have fallen heavy? Oh, you Eng­lish­men, I ask you how does this sub­orna­tion show in one of yourselves, who is thus con­sent­ing to his own un­do­ing and to yours, and to your chil­dren’s and your chil­dren’s chil­dren’s?”

			There was some ap­plause, and some cry­ing of Shame upon the man; but the great­er part of the audi­ence were quiet. 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 heern, and howd thee tongue!” Then the place was won­der­fully still.

			“My broth­ers,” said Steph­en, whose low voice was dis­tinctly 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 in 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 no man 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.

			“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 o’ aw heer.”

			He made a sort of rev­er­ence to them by hold­ing up his arms, and stood for the mo­ment in that at­ti­tude; not speak­ing 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 yoong and light­er heart’n than now. I ha’ nev­er had no fratch afore, sin ever I were born, wi’ any o’ my like; Gon­nows I ha’ none now that’s o’ my makin’. Yo’ll ca’ me trait­or and that—yo I mean t’ say,” ad­dress­ing Slack­bridge, “but ’tis easi­er to ca’ 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 live. I ha nob­but work to live 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’ bein 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 little apart, all along the centre of the room, to open a means of passing 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 ex­ten­ded dur­ing the go­ing out, as if he were re­press­ing with in­fin­ite so­li­citude and by a won­der­ful mor­al power the vehe­ment pas­sions of the mul­ti­tude, ap­plied him­self to rais­ing their spir­its. Had not the Ro­man Bru­tus, oh, my Brit­ish coun­try­men, con­demned his son to death; and had not the Spartan moth­ers, oh my soon to be vic­tori­ous friends, driv­en their fly­ing chil­dren on the points of their en­emies’ swords? Then was it 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 hurl out trait­ors from the tents they had pitched in a sac­red and 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 Tribunal!

			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.

			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 for some an­swer­ing look and nev­er finds it, is in cheer­ing so­ci­ety as com­pared with him who passes ten aver­ted faces daily, that were once the coun­ten­ances of friends. Such ex­per­i­ence was to be Steph­en’s now, in every wak­ing mo­ment of his life; at his work, on his way to it and from it, at his door, at his win­dow, every­where. By gen­er­al con­sent, they even avoided that side of the street on which he ha­bitu­ally walked; and left 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. It was even harder than he could have be­lieved pos­sible, to sep­ar­ate in his own con­science his aban­don­ment by all his fel­lows from a base­less sense of shame and dis­grace.

			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 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 in 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 sup­posed 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,” again.

			“Then go straight 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, turned about, and betook him­self as in duty bound, to the red brick castle of the gi­ant Bounderby.

		
	
		
			
				V

				Men and Mas­ters

			
			“Well, Steph­en,” said Bounderby, in his windy man­ner, “what’s this I hear? What have these pests of the earth been do­ing to you? 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 obeis­ance, clos­ing the door and stand­ing near it, with his hat in his 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, got up, say­ing in an in­dol­ent way, “Oh really?” and dawdled to the hearth­rug where Mr. Bounderby stood.

			“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 was 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 was 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 found—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 his lips about them?”

			“I sed as I had nowt to 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. You had bet­ter tell us at once, that that fel­low Slack­bridge is not in the town, stir­ring up the people to mutiny; and that he is not a reg­u­lar qual­i­fied lead­er of the people: that is, a most con­foun­ded scoun­drel. 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.

			“Now, you’ll think this pretty well, Hart­house,” said Mr. Bounderby. “You’ll think this tol­er­ably strong. You’ll 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 me ask this man a ques­tion. Pray, Mr. Black­pool”—wind spring­ing up very fast—“may I take the liberty of ask­ing you how it hap­pens that you re­fused to be in this Com­bin­a­tion?”

			“How ’t hap­pens?”

			“Ah!” said Mr. Bounderby, with his thumbs 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-man­ner’n—I’ll an­swer. I ha passed a promess.”

			“Not to me, you know,” said Bounderby. (Gusty weath­er with de­ceit­ful calms. One now pre­vail­ing.)

			“O 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 whom trans­port­a­tion is too good for! Now, Mr. Hart­house, you have been knock­ing about in the world some time. Did you ever meet with any­thing like that man out of this blessed coun­try?” And Mr. Bounderby poin­ted him out for in­spec­tion, with an angry fin­ger.

			“Nay, ma’am,” said Steph­en Black­pool, staunchly protest­ing 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 amoong ’em, ma’am—a dozen? Not six—but what be­lieves as he has doon his duty by the rest and by him­seln. God for­bid as I, that ha’ known, and had’n ex­per­i­ence o’ these men aw my life—I, that ha’ ett’n an’ droonken wi’ ’em, an’ seet’n wi’ ’em, and toil’n wi’ ’em, and lov’n ’em, should fail fur to stan by ’em wi’ the truth, let ’em ha’ doon to me what they may!”

			He spoke with the rugged earn­est­ness of his place and char­ac­ter—deepened per­haps by a proud con­scious­ness that he was faith­ful to his class un­der all their mis­trust; but he 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 dif­fer­ent.”

			“In short,” said Mr. Bounderby, “it’s be­cause they are so full of vir­tues that they have 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 dunno. But ’tis so. I know ’tis, as I know the heav­ens is over me ah­int the smoke. We’re pa­tient too, an’ wants in 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 though he was, than by seem­ing to ap­peal to any­one 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 tell 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. Bounderby 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, in­stead 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.”

			Steph­en bent his head to the gen­tle­man from Lon­don, and showed a rather more troubled mind than usu­al. He turned his eyes in­vol­un­tar­ily to his former refuge, but at a look from that quarter (ex­press­ive though in­stant­an­eous) he settled them on Mr. Bounderby’s face.

			“Now, what do you com­plain of?” asked Mr. Bounderby.

			“I ha’ not coom here, sir,” Steph­en re­minded him, “to com­plain. I coom for 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 as 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. Look how we live, an’ wheer we live, an’ in what num­bers, an’ 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 ony dis’ant ob­ject—cept­in awlus, Death. Look how you con­siders 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, and nev­er had’n no reas­on in us sin ever we were born. Look how this ha growen an’ growen, sir, big­ger an’ big­ger, broad­er an’ broad­er, harder an’ harder, fro year to year, fro gen­er­a­tion un­to gen­er­a­tion. Who can look on ’t, sir, and fairly tell a man ’tis not a muddle?”

			“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 them as is put ower me, and ower aw the rest of us. What do they tak upon them­seln, sir, if not to do’t?”

			“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 in­dict the black­guards for felony, and get ’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 ab­so­lute cer­tainty, “if yo was t’ tak a hun­dred Slack­bridges—aw as there is, and aw the num­ber ten times towd—an’ was 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 heern, 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 forever right, and tooth­er side un­nat’rally awlus and forever 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, and they will be as one, and yo will be as anooth­er, wi’ a black un­pass­able world betwixt yo, just as long or short a time as sich-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—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 o’ sitch hu­manly feel­ins in their deal­ins wi’ yo—this will nev­er do ’t, sir, till God’s work is on­made.”

			Steph­en stood with the open door in his hand, wait­ing to know if any­thing more were ex­pec­ted of him.

			“Just stop a mo­ment,” said Mr. Bounderby, ex­cess­ively red in 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 told you, if you re­mem­ber, that I was up to the gold spoon lookout.”

			“I were not up to ’t myseln, sir; 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. That’s the busi­ness of your life, my friend.”

			Steph­en shook his head, mutely protest­ing that in­deed he had oth­er busi­ness to do for his life.

			“You are such a waspish, raspish, ill-con­di­tioned chap, you see,” said Mr. Bounderby, “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 raised his eyes quickly to his face.

			“You can fin­ish off what you’re at,” said Mr. Bounderby, 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, “Heav­en help us aw in this world!” he de­par­ted.

		
	
		
			
				VI

				Fad­ing Away

			
			It was fall­ing dark when Steph­en came out of Mr. Bounderby’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 en­countered 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 again, you see.”

			“But how wi’ Ra­chael?” said Steph­en, fall­ing in­to 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 to­night 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 be­ing 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 today. 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!”

			Once again, Steph­en had to con­quer an in­stinct­ive propensity to dis­like this old wo­man, though her man­ner was as hon­est and simple as a man­ner pos­sibly could be. With a gen­tle­ness that was as nat­ur­al to him as he knew it to be to Ra­chael, he pur­sued the sub­ject that in­ter­ested her in her old age.

			“Well, mis­sus,” said 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. Yes!” 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 aw en­den ’twixt him and me.”

			“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 brought’n trouble upon trouble if I had stayed theer. Haply ’tis a kind­ness 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 smooth­ing his thin hair with the 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 sense of even think­ing un­selfishly aided him. Be­fore he had so much as closed Mr. Bounderby’s door, he had re­flec­ted that at least his be­ing ob­liged to go away was good for her, as it would save her from the chance of be­ing brought in­to ques­tion for not with­draw­ing from him. Though it would cost him a hard pang to leave her, and though he could think of no sim­il­ar place in which his con­dem­na­tion would not pur­sue him, per­haps it was al­most a re­lief to be forced away from the en­dur­ance of the last four days, even to un­known dif­fi­culties and dis­tresses.

			So he said, with truth, “I’m more leet­some, Ra­chael, un­der ’t, than I could’n ha be­lieved.” It was not her part to make his bur­den heav­ier. She answered with her com­fort­ing smile, and the three walked on to­geth­er.

			Age, es­pe­cially when it strives to be self-re­li­ant and cheer­ful, finds much con­sid­er­a­tion among the poor. The old wo­man was so de­cent and con­ten­ted, and made so light of her in­firm­it­ies, though they had in­creased upon her since her former in­ter­view with Steph­en, that they both took an in­terest in her. She was too sprightly to al­low of their walk­ing at a slow pace on her ac­count, but she was very grate­ful to be talked to, and very will­ing to talk to any ex­tent: so, when they came to their part of the town, she was more brisk and vi­va­cious than ever.

			“Come to my poor place, mis­sus,” said Steph­en, “and tak a coop o’ tea. Ra­chael will coom then; and arter­wards I’ll see thee safe t’ thy Trav­el­lers’ lodgin. ’T may be long, Ra­chael, ere ever I ha th’ chance o’ thy coom­pany agen.”

			They com­plied, and the three went on to the house where he lodged. When they turned in­to a nar­row street, Steph­en glanced at his win­dow with a dread that al­ways haunted his des­ol­ate home; but it was open, as he had left it, and no one was there. The evil spir­it of his life had flit­ted away again, months ago, and he had heard no more of her since. The only evid­ence of her last re­turn now, were the scanti­er move­ables in his room, and the gray­er hair upon his head.

			He lighted a candle, set out his little tea-board, got hot wa­ter from be­low, and brought in small por­tions of tea and sug­ar, a loaf, and some but­ter from the nearest shop. The bread was new and crusty, the but­ter fresh, and the sug­ar lump, of course—in ful­fil­ment of the stand­ard testi­mony of the Coketown mag­nates, that these people lived like princes, 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 glimpse of so­cial­ity the host had had for many days. He too, with the world a wide heath be­fore him, en­joyed the meal—again in cor­rob­or­a­tion of the mag­nates, as ex­em­pli­fy­ing the ut­ter want of cal­cu­la­tion on the part of these people, sir.

			“I ha nev­er thowt yet, mis­sus,” said Steph­en, “o’ askin thy name.”

			The old lady an­nounced her­self as “Mrs. Pe­g­ler.”

			“A wid­der, I think?” said Steph­en.

			“Oh, many long years!” Mrs. Pe­g­ler’s hus­band (one of the best on re­cord) was already dead, by Mrs. Pe­g­ler’s cal­cu­la­tion, when Steph­en was born.

			“ ’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. “Not 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 ex­cused 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!” 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 stum­bling up the nar­row stairs, and call­ing him to the door, whispered in his ear. Mrs. Pe­g­ler was by no means deaf, for she caught a word 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, as­ton­ished. “ ’Tisn’t Mr. Bounderby; ’tis his wife. Yo’r 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 no­tice of me,” said the old wo­man. “Let me be quite to my­self in this corner.”

			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 on the table. Then he too stood, with his doubled hand upon the table near it, wait­ing to be ad­dressed.

			For the first time in her life Louisa had come in­to one of the dwell­ings of the Coketown hands; for the first time in her life she was face to face with any­thing like in­di­vidu­al­ity in con­nec­tion with them. She knew of their ex­ist­ence by hun­dreds and by thou­sands. She knew what res­ults in work a giv­en num­ber of them would pro­duce in a giv­en space of time. She knew 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 toil­ing men 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 floundered in­to dif­fi­culty; some­thing that was a little pinched when wheat was dear, and over-ate it­self when wheat was cheap; some­thing that in­creased at such a rate of per­cent­age, and yiel­ded such an­oth­er per­cent­age of crime, and such an­oth­er per­cent­age of pau­per­ism; some­thing whole­sale, of which vast for­tunes were made; some­thing that oc­ca­sion­ally 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 com­pon­ent 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?”

			Ra­chael raised her eyes, and they suf­fi­ciently answered no, and dropped again.

			“I re­mem­ber,” said Louisa, red­den­ing at her mis­take; “I re­col­lect, now, to have heard your do­mest­ic mis­for­tunes spoken of, though I was not at­tend­ing to the par­tic­u­lars at the time. It was not my mean­ing to ask a ques­tion that would give pain to any­one here. If I should ask any oth­er ques­tion that may hap­pen to have that res­ult, give me cred­it, if you please, for be­ing in ig­nor­ance how to speak to you as I ought.”

			As Steph­en had but a little while ago in­stinct­ively ad­dressed him­self to her, so she now in­stinct­ively ad­dressed her­self to Ra­chael. Her man­ner was short and ab­rupt, yet fal­ter­ing and tim­id.

			“He has told you what has passed between him­self and my hus­band? You would be his first re­source, I think.”

			“I have heard the end of it, young lady,” said Ra­chael.

			“Did I un­der­stand, that, be­ing re­jec­ted by one em­ploy­er, he would prob­ably be 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 pre­ju­dices of the oth­er, he is sac­ri­ficed alike? Are the two so deeply sep­ar­ated in this town, that there is no place whatever 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 tears. “I didn’t seek it of him, poor lad. I prayed him to avoid trouble for his own good, little think­ing 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.

			“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, forever.”

			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.

			“Weel, 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 nowt 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 bank­note 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 right ac­cord­ing to it.”

			Louisa looked, in part in­cred­u­lous, in part frightened, in part over­come with quick sym­pathy, 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 stood 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 sum he had named. He was neither 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 could not have taught his son in a cen­tury.

			Tom had sat upon the bed, swinging one leg and suck­ing his walk­ing-stick with suf­fi­cient un­con­cern, un­til the vis­it had at­tained this stage. See­ing his sis­ter ready to de­part, he got up, rather hur­riedly, 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!” 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 to­night. I call him our light port­er, be­cause I be­long to the Bank too.”

			Steph­en thought, “What a hurry he is in!” He spoke so con­fusedly.

			“Well!” said Tom. “Now look here! When are you off?”

			“T’ 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 have a note or a mes­sage for you, but not else. Now look here! You are sure you un­der­stand.”

			He had wormed a fin­ger, in the dark­ness, through a but­ton­hole of Steph­en’s coat, and was screw­ing that corner 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! 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 to 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 corner 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, like an un­ac­count­able old wo­man, wept, “be­cause she was such a pretty dear.” Yet Mrs. Pe­g­ler was so flur­ried lest the ob­ject of her ad­mir­a­tion should re­turn by chance, or any­body else should come, that her cheer­ful­ness 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 corner of the street where Ra­chael lived, and as they drew near­er and near­er to it, si­lence crept upon them. When they came to the dark corner 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.”

			“ ’Tis not for that, Steph­en, that I mind. But thou know’st our old agree­ment. ’Tis for that.”

			“Well, well,” 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, and send thee peace and rest at last!”

			“I towd thee, my dear,” said Steph­en Black­pool—“that 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. Good­bye!”

			It was but a hur­ried part­ing in a com­mon street, yet it was a sac­red re­mem­brance to these two com­mon people. Util­it­ari­an 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, the ut­most graces of 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 turn, and make an end of you.

			Steph­en worked the next day, and the next, un­cheered by a word from any­one, 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 night.

			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 some­times com­ing to the door and stand­ing on the steps for a breath of air. When he first came out, Steph­en thought he might be look­ing for him, and 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 every­one, 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 long per­spect­ive of the street, un­til they were blen­ded and lost in 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 win­dows, on its way up. By and by, one corner of the second-floor blind was dis­turbed, as if Mrs. Sparsit’s eye were there; also the oth­er corner, as if the light 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 to­mor­row, 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, mourn­fully 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 com­mu­nic­a­tion 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 were sprinkled with a dirty powder, like un­tidy snuff-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 them­selves. 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 his 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.

		
	
		
			
				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 be­ing 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 born 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 all 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 Hart­house to des­troy, which Thomas Grad­grind had nur­tured there in its state of in­no­cence!

			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 be­lieve 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 re­lief 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.

			To­wards what? Step by step, on­ward and down­ward, to­wards some end, yet so gradu­ally, that she be­lieved her­self to re­main mo­tion­less. As to Mr. Hart­house, whith­er he ten­ded, he neither con­sidered nor cared. He had no par­tic­u­lar design or plan be­fore him: no en­er­get­ic wicked­ness ruffled his las­sit­ude. He was as much amused and in­ter­ested, at present, as it be­came so fine a gen­tle­man to be; per­haps even more than it would have been con­sist­ent with his repu­ta­tion to con­fess. Soon after his ar­rival he lan­guidly wrote 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 flit­tings and vis­it­ings about the Coketown dis­trict; and was much en­cour­aged by Mr. Bounderby. It was quite in Mr. Bounderby’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.

			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 in­to a rus­tic land­scape, golden with heath, and snowy with hawthorn in the spring of the year, and trem­u­lous with leaves and their shad­ows all 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 reg­u­lated fam­il­ies of Coketown, but the bank­rupts had no con­nec­tion whatever with the im­provid­ent classes.

			It af­forded Mr. Bounderby su­preme sat­is­fac­tion to in­stal him­self in this snug little es­tate, and with demon­strat­ive hu­mil­ity to grow cab­bages in the flower-garden. He de­lighted to live, bar­rack-fash­ion, 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, 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 black­ing bottles that I was over­joyed to use in clean­ing boots with, and that I sold when they were empty for a farth­ing apiece, 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 think 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 in this king­dom or else­where—I don’t care where—and here, got in­to the middle of it, like 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 in 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, in 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 would sit watch­ing the fallen leaves of last year, as she had watched the fall­ing ashes at home.

			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 any­thing 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.”

			“Be­ing so im­puls­ive,” she said com­posedly.

			“Mrs. Bounderby, no: you know I make no pre­tence with you. You know I am a sor­did piece of hu­man nature, ready to sell my­self at any time for any reas­on­able sum, and al­to­geth­er in­cap­able of any Ar­ca­di­an pro­ceed­ing whatever.”

			“I am wait­ing,” she re­turned, “for your fur­ther ref­er­ence to my broth­er.”

			“You are ri­gid with me, and I de­serve it. I am as worth­less a dog as you will find, ex­cept that I 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 me 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-for­get­ful­ness on his ac­count—par­don me again—I am run­ning wide of the sub­ject. I am in­ter­ested in him for his own sake.”

			She had made the slight­est ac­tion pos­sible, as if she would have ris­en in a hurry and gone away. He had turned the course of what he said at that in­stant, and she re­mained.

			“Mrs. Bounderby,” he re­sumed, in a light­er man­ner, and yet with a show of ef­fort in as­sum­ing it, which was even more ex­press­ive than the man­ner he dis­missed; “it is no ir­re­voc­able of­fence in a young fel­low of your broth­er’s years, if he is heed­less, in­con­sid­er­ate, and ex­pens­ive—a little dis­sip­ated, in the com­mon phrase. Is he?”

			“Yes.”

			“Al­low me to be frank. Do you think he games at all?”

			“I think 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. May I hint at the prob­ab­il­ity 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.

			“Ac­quit me of im­per­tin­ent curi­os­ity, my dear Mrs. Bounderby. I think Tom may be gradu­ally fall­ing in­to trouble, and I wish to stretch out a help­ing hand to him from the depths of my wicked ex­per­i­ence.—Shall I say again, for his sake? Is that ne­ces­sary?”

			She seemed to try to an­swer, but noth­ing came of it.

			“Can­didly to con­fess everything that has oc­curred to me,” said James Hart­house, again glid­ing with the same ap­pear­ance of ef­fort in­to his more airy man­ner; “I will con­fide 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 es­tab­lished 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.”

			She flushed deep­er and deep­er, and was burn­ing red when she replied in a faint­er voice, “I do not think that likely, either.”

			“Mrs. Bounderby,” said Hart­house, after a short si­lence, “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 un­der­stand that if I tell you what you press to know, it is 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 trinkets. They were no sac­ri­fice. I sold them very will­ingly. I at­tached 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 much as a hun­dred pounds. I have not been able to give it to him. I have felt un­easy for the con­sequences 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 any­one, be­cause—you an­ti­cip­ated my reas­on just now.” She ab­ruptly broke off.

			He was a ready man, and he saw, and seized, an op­por­tun­ity 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 re­gard his er­rors. With all pos­sible re­spect both for Mr. Grad­grind and for Mr. Bounderby, I think I per­ceive that he has not been for­tu­nate in his train­ing. Bred at a dis­ad­vant­age to­wards the so­ci­ety in which he has his part to play, he rushes in­to these ex­tremes for him­self, from op­pos­ite ex­tremes that have long been forced—with the very best in­ten­tions we have no doubt—upon him. Mr. Bounderby’s fine bluff Eng­lish in­de­pend­ence, though a most charm­ing char­ac­ter­ist­ic, does not—as we have agreed—in­vite con­fid­ence. If I might ven­ture to re­mark that it is the least in the world de­fi­cient in that del­ic­acy to which a youth mis­taken, a char­ac­ter mis­con­ceived, and abil­it­ies 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 lights upon the grass in­to the dark­ness of the wood bey­ond, he saw in her face her ap­plic­a­tion of his very dis­tinctly uttered words.

			“All al­low­ance,” he con­tin­ued, “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.”

			Louisa turned her eyes to his face, and asked him what fault was that?

			“Per­haps,” he re­turned, “I have said enough. Per­haps it would have been bet­ter, on the whole, if no al­lu­sion to it had es­caped me.”

			“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 am sure above all pos­sible things, has been es­tab­lished between us—I obey. I can­not for­give him 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 friend; of her un­selfish­ness; of her sac­ri­fice. The re­turn he makes 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 am, I am not so in­dif­fer­ent, Mrs. Bounderby, as to be re­gard­less of this vice in your broth­er, or in­clined to con­sider it a ve­ni­al of­fence.”

			The 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 them.

			“In a word, it is to cor­rect your broth­er in this, Mrs. Bounderby, that I must as­pire. My bet­ter know­ledge of his cir­cum­stances, and my dir­ec­tion and ad­vice in ex­tric­at­ing them—rather valu­able, I hope, as com­ing from a scapegrace on a much lar­ger 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, 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 and dole­ful of late. Per­haps, his broth­erly con­science is touched—if there 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 creature 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?” said Louisa, show­ing no oth­er sense of his dis­con­tent and ill-nature.

			“You know wheth­er the cap fits you, Loo,” re­turned her broth­er sulkily. “If it does, you can wear it.”

			“Tom is mis­an­throp­ic­al today, as all bored people are now and then,” said Mr. Hart­house. “Don’t be­lieve him, Mrs. Bounderby. He knows much bet­ter. I shall dis­close some of his opin­ions of you, privately ex­pressed to me, un­less he re­lents a little.”

			“At all events, Mr. Hart­house,” said Tom, soften­ing in 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 roses on a re­duced scale—and Tom sat down on a ter­race-para­pet, pluck­ing buds and pick­ing them to pieces; while his power­ful 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?”

			“Oh! Mr. Hart­house,” said Tom with a groan, “I am hard up, and bothered out of my life.”

			“My good fel­low, so am I.”

			“You!” re­turned Tom. “You are the pic­ture of in­de­pend­ence. 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 tear­ing them away from his teeth with a hand that trembled like an in­firm 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. Here’s my moth­er who nev­er has any­thing of her own, ex­cept her 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 I 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 her­self agree­able and get­ting it eas­ily. I don’t know what you may call this, but I call it un­nat­ur­al con­duct.”

			There was a piece of or­na­ment­al wa­ter im­me­di­ately be­low the para­pet, on the oth­er side, in­to which Mr. James Hart­house had a very strong in­clin­a­tion to pitch Mr. Thomas Grad­grind Ju­ni­or, as the in­jured men of Coketown threatened to pitch their prop­erty in­to the At­lantic. But he pre­served his easy at­ti­tude; and noth­ing more sol­id went over the stone bal­us­trades than the ac­cu­mu­lated rose­buds now float­ing about, a little sur­face-is­land.

			“My dear Tom,” said Hart­house, “let me try to be your banker.”

			“For God’s sake,” replied Tom, sud­denly, “don’t talk 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 little 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 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 be­dev­il­ments 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 in 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, clap­ping him on the shoulder again, with an air which left him at liberty to in­fer—as he did, poor fool—that this con­di­tion was im­posed upon him in mere care­less good nature to lessen his sense of ob­lig­a­tion, “we will tear ourselves asun­der un­til din­ner­time.”

			When Tom ap­peared be­fore din­ner, though his mind 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.”

			After this, there was a smile upon Louisa’s face that day, for someone else. Alas, for someone else!

			“So much the less is the whelp the only creature that she cares for,” thought James Hart­house, re­vers­ing the re­flec­tion of his first day’s know­ledge of her pretty face. “So much the less, so much the less.”

		
	
		
			
				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 hus­band was ex­cluded. He had es­tab­lished a con­fid­ence with her, that ab­so­lutely turned upon her in­dif­fer­ence to­wards her hus­band, and the ab­sence, now and at all times, of any con­geni­al­ity between them. He had art­fully, but plainly, as­sured her that he knew her heart in its last most del­ic­ate re­cesses; he had come so near to her through its tenderest sen­ti­ment; he had as­so­ci­ated him­self with that feel­ing; and the bar­ri­er be­hind which she lived, had melted away. All very odd, and very sat­is­fact­ory!

			And yet he had not, even now, any earn­est wicked­ness of pur­pose in him. Pub­licly and privately, it were much bet­ter for the age in which he lived, that he and the le­gion of whom he was one were de­sign­edly bad, than in­dif­fer­ent and pur­pose­less. It is the drift­ing ice­bergs set­ting with any cur­rent any­where, that wreck the ships.

			When the Dev­il goeth 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 var­nished, ac­cord­ing to the mode; when he is aweary 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 reck­on­ing up the 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 cir­cum­stances; 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!” 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.”

			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!”

			“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 im­pa­tience. “But it’s not the sum; it’s the fact. It’s the fact of the Bank be­ing robbed, that’s the im­port­ant cir­cum­stance. I am sur­prised you don’t see it.”

			“My dear Bounderby,” said James, dis­mount­ing, and giv­ing his bridle to his ser­vant, “I do see it; and am as over­come as you can pos­sibly de­sire me to be, by the spec­tacle af­forded to my 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.

			“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 tell you be­fore. You know this lady (for she is 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 his 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 Bitzer.

			“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 ab­stin­ence.

			“A hun­dred and fifty odd pound,” re­sumed Mr. Bounderby. “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 can­not say that I have heard him pre­cisely snore, and there­fore must 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 giv­ing strict evid­ence, “that I would con­vey any im­puta­tion on his mor­al char­ac­ter. Far from it. I have al­ways con­sidered Bitzer 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, or 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 today. 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 Hart­house, 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 life. 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 sus­pec­ted. Egod!” said Bounderby, re­lin­quish­ing Mrs. Sparsit’s arm to wipe his heated head. “Jo­si­ah Bounderby of Coketown is not to be plundered and nobody sus­pec­ted. No, thank you!”

			Might Mr. Hart­house 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 Black­pot?”

			“Say Pool in­stead of Pot, sir,” re­turned Bounderby, “and that’s the man.”

			Louisa faintly uttered some word of in­credu­lity and sur­prise.

			“O yes! I know!” said Bounderby, im­me­di­ately catch­ing at the sound. “I know! 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. Show 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 pains had been taken to dis­sem­in­ate—and which some people really be­lieved.

			“But I am ac­quain­ted with these chaps,” said Bounderby. “I can read ’em off, 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 con­nec­tions, 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, in 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. Hart­house, 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 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 tam­bour­ine; “to his be­ing seen—night after night—watch­ing the Bank?—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 today—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 done; all sorts of de­fects are found 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 good­ness 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 rigour of the law, as no­tice-boards ob­serve,” replied James Hart­house, “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, “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. Any­thing 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 shown 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 con­nec­tions; I would gladly do so. I should think it, un­der ex­ist­ing cir­cum­stances, right to do so.” The same Her­mit­ic­al 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 lam­bent bright­ness, and would 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 idio­syn­crasy 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 child 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 rob­bery, 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 con­sol­a­tions had be­gun to pro­duce the ef­fect of mak­ing him, in a bull­headed blun­der­ing way, sen­ti­ment­al, sighed like some large sea-an­im­al. “I can­not bear to see you so, sir,” said Mrs. Sparsit. “Try a hand at back­gam­mon, 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, where their voices could be heard in the still­ness, though not 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. Bounderby; “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. Bounderby. “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 any­thing 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 is 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 great pathos; and Mr. Bounderby went to bed, with a maudlin per­sua­sion that he had been crossed in some­thing tender, though he could not, for his life, have men­tioned what it was.

			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 rang on un­til day­light; but it ceased, and the circles of its last sound spread out faint­er and wider in the air, and all was dead again.

			She waited 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, 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 that 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 every­one 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 every­one 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 com­pas­sion­ate and 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 way.

			“Yes, I am quite tired out.”

			“You have been so hur­ried and dis­turbed today. Have any fresh dis­cov­er­ies been made?”

			“Only those you have heard of, from—him.”

			“Tom, have you said to any­one 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 so?”

			“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 myself. If you dis­close it, there’s an end of it.”

			It was too dark for either to see the oth­er’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 me 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 al­to­geth­er 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 as 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 took it pretty well; he was civil enough. Where are you, Loo?” He sat up in bed and kissed her. “Good night, my dear, good night.”

			“You have noth­ing more to tell me?”

			“No. What should I have? You wouldn’t have me tell you a lie!”

			“I wouldn’t have you do that to­night, 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 had ad­jured him. She stood for some time at the bed­side be­fore she slowly moved 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 him­self upon his pil­low again: tear­ing his hair, mor­osely cry­ing, grudgingly lov­ing her, hate­fully but im­pen­it­ently spurn­ing him­self, and no less hate­fully and un­prof­it­ably spurn­ing all the good in the world.

		
	
		
			
				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 lookout, night and day, un­der her Cori­olani­an eye­brows, that her eyes, 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 of sit­ting, smooth­ing her un­com­fort­able, not to say, gritty 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 most ob­serv­ers would have been con­strained to sup­pose her a dove, em­bod­ied by some freak of nature, in the earthly tab­er­nacle of a bird of the hook-beaked or­der.

			She was a most won­der­ful wo­man for prowl­ing about the house. How she got from story to story was a mys­tery bey­ond solu­tion. A lady so dec­or­ous in her­self, and so highly con­nec­ted, was not to be sus­pec­ted of drop­ping over the ban­is­ters or slid­ing down them, yet her ex­traordin­ary fa­cil­ity of lo­co­motion sug­ges­ted the wild idea. An­oth­er no­tice­able cir­cum­stance in Mrs. Sparsit was, that she was nev­er hur­ried. She would shoot with con­sum­mate ve­lo­city from the roof to the hall, yet would be in full pos­ses­sion of her breath and dig­nity on the mo­ment of her ar­rival there. Neither was she ever seen by hu­man vis­ion to go at a great pace.

			She took very kindly to Mr. Hart­house, and had some pleas­ant con­ver­sa­tion with him soon after her ar­rival. She made him her stately curt­sey in the garden, one morn­ing be­fore break­fast.

			“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 ac­quain­ted with Mr. Bounderby’s ad­dress.”

			“An oc­ca­sion, I am sure, not to be for­got­ten by my­self in the course of ages,” said Mr. Hart­house, in­clin­ing his head to Mrs. Sparsit with the most in­dol­ent of all pos­sible airs.

			“We live 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 its dul­cet tones; “as re­gards the in­timacies we form at one time, with in­di­vidu­als we were quite ig­nor­ant of, at an­oth­er. I re­call, sir, that on that oc­ca­sion you went so far as to say you were ac­tu­ally ap­pre­hens­ive of Miss Grad­grind.”

			“Your memory does me more hon­our than my in­sig­ni­fic­ance 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 com­bin­a­tion of strength of mind—and fam­ily—is 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 the course of its ex­e­cu­tion.

			“You found Miss Grad­grind—I really can­not 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 com­plied, 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 the 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 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 taken 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 quietly, can’t you, Loo?” said Mr. Bounderby, in a blus­ter­ing way to his wife.

			“Of course. It is of no mo­ment. Why should it be of any im­port­ance to me?”

			“Why should it be of any im­port­ance to any­one, Mrs. Sparsit, ma’am?” said Mr. Bounderby, swell­ing with a sense of slight. “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 Bounderby. “Do you sup­pose if there was any of­fence giv­en me, I shouldn’t name it, and re­quest to have it cor­rec­ted? I am a straight­for­ward 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. Oth­er­wise, 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 and 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. Hart­house was soon idly gay on in­dif­fer­ent sub­jects. But from this day, the Sparsit ac­tion upon Mr. Bounderby threw Louisa and James Hart­house more to­geth­er, and strengthened the dan­ger­ous ali­en­a­tion from her hus­band and con­fid­ence against him with an­oth­er, in­to which she had fallen by de­grees so fine 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 oc­ca­sion, 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!” and re­tired, over­whelmed with grief. Yet it is an in­dubit­able fact, with­in the cog­niz­ance of this his­tory, that five minutes after he had left the house in the self­same hat, the same des­cend­ant of the Scadgerses and con­nec­tion by mat­ri­mony of the Powl­ers, shook her right-hand mit­ten at his por­trait, made a con­temp­tu­ous grim­ace at that work of art, and said “Serve you 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 that be­strode the wild coun­try of past and present coal-pits, with 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.

			She had sel­dom been there since her mar­riage. Her fath­er was usu­ally sift­ing and sift­ing at his par­lia­ment­ary cinder-heap in Lon­don (without be­ing ob­served to turn up many pre­cious art­icles among the rub­bish), and was still hard at it in the na­tion­al dust-yard. Her moth­er had taken it rather as a dis­turb­ance than oth­er­wise, to be vis­ited, as she re­clined upon her sofa; young people, Louisa felt her­self all un­fit for; Sissy she had nev­er softened to again, since the night when the stroller’s child had raised her eyes to look at Mr. Bounderby’s in­ten­ded wife. She had no in­duce­ments to go back, and had rarely gone.

			Neither, 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 out­grown, 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 a garden in the stony ways of this world, wherein it were bet­ter for all the chil­dren of Adam that they should of­ten­er sun them­selves, simple and trust­ful, and not worldly-wise—what had she to do with these? Re­mem­brances of how she had jour­neyed to the little that she knew, by the en­chanted roads of what she and mil­lions of in­no­cent creatures had hoped and ima­gined; of how, first com­ing upon Reas­on through the tender light of Fancy, she had seen it a be­ne­fi­cent god, de­fer­ring to gods as great as it­self; not a grim idol, cruel and cold, with its vic­tims bound hand to foot, and its big dumb shape set up with a sight­less stare, nev­er to be moved by any­thing but so many cal­cu­lated tons of lever­age—what 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 the land where grapes are gathered from thorns, and figs from thistles.

			She went, with a heavy, hardened kind 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 Jane, 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 take 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 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 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 new, I am sure, when any­body wants to hear of me. Not at all well, Louisa. Very faint and giddy.”

			“Are you in pain, dear moth­er?”

			“I think there’s a pain some­where in the room,” said Mrs. Grad­grind, “but I couldn’t pos­it­ively say that I have got it.”

			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. “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. “And 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 sis­ter’s was a bet­ter and bright­er face than hers had ever been: had seen in it, not without a rising feel­ing of re­sent­ment, even in that place and at that time, some­thing of the gen­tle­ness of the oth­er face in the room; the sweet face with the trust­ing eyes, made paler than watch­ing and sym­pathy made it, by the rich dark hair.

			Left alone 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 fath­er 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 such faint and broken sounds in­to any chain of con­nec­tion.

			“You learnt a great deal, Louisa, and so did your broth­er. Olo­gies of all kinds from morn­ing to night. If there is any Ology left, of any de­scrip­tion, that has not been worn to rags in this house, all I can say is, I hope I shall nev­er hear its name.”

			“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 me rest­less. I want to write to him, to find 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 she began to trace upon her wrap­pers. The hand soon stopped in the midst of them; the light that had al­ways been feeble and dim be­hind the weak trans­par­ency, went out; and even Mrs. Grad­grind, emerged from the shad­ow in which man walketh and dis­quieteth him­self in vain, took upon her the dread solem­nity of the sages and pat­ri­archs.

		
	
		
			
				X

				Mrs. Sparsit’s Stair­case

			
			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 an­chor­ite 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 to his face, as is rarely taken on man, and to call his por­trait a Noodle to its face, with the greatest ac­ri­mony and con­tempt.

			Mr. Bounderby, hav­ing got it in­to his ex­plos­ive com­pos­i­tion that Mrs. Sparsit was a highly su­per­i­or wo­man 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 any­thing 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 Ma­homedan per­sua­sion: “To hear is to obey.”

			Now, Mrs. Sparsit was not a po­et­ic­al wo­man; but she took an idea in the nature of an al­leg­or­ic­al fancy, in­to her head. Much watch­ing of Louisa, and much con­sequent 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. She erec­ted in her mind a mighty stair­case, with a dark pit of shame and ru­in at the bot­tom; and down those stairs, from day to day and hour to hour, she saw Louisa com­ing.

			It be­came the busi­ness of Mrs. Sparsit’s life, to look up at her stair­case, and to watch Louisa com­ing down. Some­times slowly, 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 hardy 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 off in their youth than I was, how­ever. They had a she-wolf for a nurse; I had only a she-wolf for a grand­moth­er. She didn’t give any milk, ma’am; she gave bruises. She was a reg­u­lar Al­der­ney 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 Tom, who rather sticks to busi­ness at present—some­thing new for him; he hadn’t the school­ing I had—is help­ing. My in­junc­tion is, Keep it quiet, and let 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 com­bine to­geth­er and get this fel­low who has bolted, out of reach for good. Keep it quiet, and 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 about, “is not laid hold of; but, she 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.”

			The 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 over­do­ing 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 sub­missive rep­res­ent­a­tion of your de­voted friend, who knows some­thing of sev­er­al vari­et­ies of his ex­cel­lent fel­low-creatures—for ex­cel­lent they are, I am quite ready to be­lieve, in spite of such little foibles as al­ways help­ing them­selves to what they can get hold of. This fel­low talks. Well; every fel­low talks. He pro­fesses mor­al­ity. Well; all sorts of hum­bugs pro­fess mor­al­ity. From the House of Com­mons to the House of 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 which 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 in this bank busi­ness, went in, put some­thing in his pock­et which had noth­ing in it be­fore, and re­lieved his mind ex­tremely. 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 in 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 bot­tom 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 Hart­house 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 wide open, with no touch of pity, with no touch of com­punc­tion, 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 Mr. Bounderby as con­tra­dis­tin­guished from his por­trait, Mrs. Sparsit had not the smal­lest in­ten­tion of in­ter­rupt­ing the des­cent. Eager to see it ac­com­plished, and yet pa­tient, she waited for the last fall, as for the ripe­ness and full­ness 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 mit­ten (with her fist in it), at the fig­ure com­ing down.

		
	
		
			
				XI

				Lower and Lower

			
			The fig­ure des­cen­ded the great stairs, stead­ily, stead­ily; al­ways ver­ging, like a weight in deep wa­ter, to the black gulf at the bot­tom.

			Mr. Grad­grind, ap­prised of his wife’s de­cease, made an ex­ped­i­tion from Lon­don, and bur­ied her in a busi­ness­like man­ner. He then re­turned with promptitude to the na­tion­al cinder-heap, and re­sumed his sift­ing for the odds and ends he wanted, and his throw­ing of the dust about in­to the eyes of oth­er people who wanted oth­er odds and ends—in fact re­sumed his 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 cat­like 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 char­ac­ter or the graft of cir­cum­stances upon it—her curi­ous re­serve did baffle, while it stim­u­lated, 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. Bounderby 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 Bank, adding: “But you’ll go down to­mor­row, 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, “your will is to me a law, sir; oth­er­wise, it might be my in­clin­a­tion to dis­pute 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 mu­ni­fi­cent hos­pit­al­ity. 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 ad­jur­a­tion, 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 ask 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, and 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,” said Tom. “Sent Loo a bas­ket half as big as a church, yes­ter­day.”

			“The kind of gen­tle­man, now,” said Mrs. Sparsit, sweetly, “whom one might wager 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, I ex­pect to see him to­mor­row,” 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 or 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 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 a furt­ive way about the sta­tion by which a pas­sen­ger would ar­rive from York­shire, and for pre­fer­ring to peep in­to it round pil­lars and corners, and out of ladies’ wait­ing-room win­dows, to ap­pear­ing in its pre­cincts openly.

			Tom was in at­tend­ance, and loitered about un­til the ex­pec­ted 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 wear­i­ness 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 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 a 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.

			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 there 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 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 ad­ders.

			Hark!

			The smal­ler birds might have tumbled out of their nests, fas­cin­ated by the glit­ter­ing of Mrs. Sparsit’s eyes 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 dewy grass, Mrs. Sparsit ad­vanced closer to them. She drew her­self up, and stood be­hind a tree, like Robin­son Cru­soe in his am­bus­cade against the sav­ages; so near to them that at a spring, and 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 horse­back, 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; I don’t know what they see in you when you hold it up,” thought Mrs. Sparsit; “but you little think, my dearest love, whose eyes are on you!”

			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 hands 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 while?”

			“Not here.”

			“Where, Louisa?”

			“Not here.”

			“But we have so little time to make so much of, and I have come so far, and am al­to­geth­er so de­voted, and dis­trac­ted. There nev­er was a slave at once so de­voted and ill-used by his mis­tress. To look for your sunny wel­come that has warmed me in­to life, and to be re­ceived in your frozen man­ner, is heartrend­ing.”

			“Am I to say again, that I must be left to my­self here?”

			“But we must meet, my dear Louisa. Where shall we 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, in­no­cently 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 have fallen pros­trate at last un­der the foot of the most beau­ti­ful, and the most en­ga­ging, and the most im­per­i­ous. My dearest Louisa, I can­not go my­self, or let you go, in this hard ab­use of your power.”

			Mrs. Sparsit saw him de­tain her with his en­circ­ling arm, and heard him then and 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 in his grasp, he flung away from him like the dirt it was, com­pared with her. Its pur­suit, nev­er­the­less, 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 malice, 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 off with such an un­avoid­able 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 little 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 of wa­ter. 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, con­sid­er­ing what next?

			Lo, Louisa com­ing out of the house! Hast­ily cloaked and muffled, and steal­ing away. She elopes! She falls from the lower­most stair, and is swal­lowed up in the gulf.

			In­dif­fer­ent to the rain, and mov­ing with a quick de­term­ined 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 through the um­brageous dark­ness.

			When 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 money in the small of­fice. Louisa sat wait­ing in a corner. Mrs. Sparsit sat wait­ing in an­oth­er corner. Both listened to the thun­der, which was loud, and to 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 zig­zagged on the iron tracks.

			The seizure of the sta­tion with a fit of trem­bling, gradu­ally deep­en­ing to a com­plaint of the heart, 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 wait for him? And where will they go to­geth­er? Pa­tience. We shall see.”

			The tre­mend­ous rain oc­ca­sioned in­fin­ite con­fu­sion, when the train stopped at its des­tin­a­tion. Gut­ters and pipes had burst, drains had over­flowed, and streets were un­der wa­ter. In the first in­stant of alight­ing, 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 all 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 eyes kept upon the rail­road-car­riage in which she had trav­elled, settled upon it a mo­ment too late. The 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 squelch­ing and squash­ing in her shoes whenev­er she moved; with a rash of rain upon her clas­sic­al vis­age; with a bon­net like an over­ripe fig; with all her clothes spoiled; with damp im­pres­sions 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!”

		
	
		
			
				XII

				Down

			
			The na­tion­al dust­men, after en­ter­tain­ing one an­oth­er with a great many noisy little fights among them­selves, had dis­persed for the present, and Mr. Grad­grind was at home for the va­ca­tion.

			He sat writ­ing in the room with the deadly stat­ist­ic­al clock, prov­ing some­thing no doubt—prob­ably, in 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 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 put her cold hand on his arm.

			“Fath­er, you have trained me from my cradle?”

			“Yes, Louisa.”

			“I curse the hour in which I was born to such a des­tiny.”

			He looked at her in doubt and dread, va­cantly re­peat­ing: “Curse the hour? Curse the hour?”

			“How could you give me life, and take from me all the in­ap­pre­ciable things that raise it from the state of con­scious death? Where are the graces of my soul? Where are the sen­ti­ments of my heart? What have you done, O fath­er, what have you done, with the garden that should have bloomed once, in this great wil­der­ness here!”

			She struck her­self with both her 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, you have nev­er nur­tured in your­self; but O! if you had only done so long ago, or if you had only neg­lected me, what a much bet­ter and much hap­pi­er creature I should have been this day!”

			On hear­ing 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 had known that there lingered in my breast, sens­ib­il­it­ies, af­fec­tions, weak­nesses cap­able of be­ing cher­ished in­to strength, de­fy­ing all the cal­cu­la­tions 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 hate?”

			He said, “No. No, my poor child.”

			“Would you have doomed me, at any time, to the frost 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 world—of the im­ma­ter­i­al part of my life, the spring and sum­mer of my be­lief, my refuge from what is sor­did and bad in the real things around me, my school in which I should have learned to be more humble and more trust­ing with them, and to hope in my little sphere to make them bet­ter?”

			“O no, no. No, Louisa.”

			“Yet, fath­er, if I had been stone blind; if I had groped my way by my sense of touch, and had been free, while I knew the shapes and sur­faces of things, to ex­er­cise my fancy some­what, in re­gard to them; I should have been a mil­lion times wiser, hap­pi­er, more lov­ing, 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.”

			He moved, to sup­port her with his arm. She rising as 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, which have nev­er been for a mo­ment ap­peased; with an ar­dent im­pulse to­wards some re­gion where rules, and fig­ures, and defin­i­tions were not quite ab­so­lute; I have grown up, bat­tling every inch of my way.”

			“I nev­er knew you were un­happy, my child.”

			“Fath­er, I al­ways knew it. In this strife I have al­most re­pulsed and crushed my bet­ter an­gel in­to a de­mon. What I have learned has left me doubt­ing, mis­be­liev­ing, des­pising, re­gret­ting, what I have not learned; and my dis­mal re­source has 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 me. 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 put 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 com­ing 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 everything, 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. I could not find that he was worse than I. 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 mat­ters very little how he gained it. Fath­er, he did gain it. What you know of the story of my mar­riage, he soon knew, 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 my 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 means!”

			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.
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					the Third
				

				Gar­ner­ing

			
		
	
		
			
				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 heav­i­ness, her eyes were strained and sore, and she was very weak. 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 ap­proached 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 be­lieve so?”

			“Be­cause I found her here this morn­ing. She didn’t come to my bed­side to wake me, as 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 see 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? I am very glad you think so. I am sure it must be Sissy’s do­ing.”

			The arm Louisa had be­gun to twine around her neck, un­bent 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 pil­low, 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 dwell­ing 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 tried again.

			“My un­for­tu­nate child.” The place was so dif­fi­cult to get over, that he tried again.

			“It would be hope­less for me, Louisa, to en­deav­our to tell 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. The only sup­port on which I leaned, and the strength of which it seemed, and still does seem, im­possible to ques­tion, has giv­en way in 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 say, 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. For I am sens­ible that it may not have been a part of my sys­tem to in­vite any con­fid­ence of that kind. I had proved my—my sys­tem to my­self, and I have ri­gidly ad­min­istered it; and I must bear the re­spons­ib­il­ity of its fail­ures. I only en­treat you to be­lieve, my fa­vour­ite child, that I have meant to do right.”

			He said it earn­estly, and to do him justice he had. In gauging fathom­less deeps with his little mean ex­cise-rod, and in stag­ger­ing over the uni­verse with his rusty stiff-legged com­passes, he had meant to do great things. With­in the lim­its of his short teth­er he had tumbled about, an­ni­hil­at­ing the flowers of ex­ist­ence with great­er single­ness of pur­pose than many of the blatant per­son­ages 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 come to the con­clu­sion that I can­not but mis­trust my­self.”

			He might have ad­ded more than all, when he saw the face now look­ing 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 con­tri­tion.

			“But,” said Mr. Grad­grind, slowly, and with hes­it­a­tion, as well as with a wretched sense of hap­pi­ness, “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—sup­pos­ing 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.

			“Some per­sons hold,” he pur­sued, still hes­it­at­ing, “that there is a wis­dom of the head, and that there is a wis­dom of the heart. I have not sup­posed so; but, as I have said, I mis­trust my­self now. I have sup­posed the head to be all-suf­fi­cient. It may not be all-suf­fi­cient; how can I ven­ture this morn­ing to say it is! If that oth­er kind of wis­dom should be what I have neg­lected, and should be the in­stinct that is wanted, Louisa—”

			He sug­ges­ted it very doubt­fully, as if he were half un­will­ing 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.

			“Louisa,” and his hand res­ted on her hair again, “I have been ab­sent from here, my dear, a good deal of late; and though your sis­ter’s train­ing has been pur­sued ac­cord­ing to—the sys­tem,” he ap­peared to come to that word with great re­luct­ance al­ways, “it has ne­ces­sar­ily been mod­i­fied by daily as­so­ci­ations be­gun, in her case, at an early age. I ask you—ig­nor­antly and humbly, my daugh­ter—for the bet­ter, do you think?”

			“Fath­er,” she replied, without stir­ring, “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.”

			“O 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 I so bit­terly re­proach my­self!” 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 have been do­ing si­lently. Can it be so?”

			She made him no reply.

			“I am not too proud to be­lieve it, Louisa. How could I be ar­rog­ant, and you be­fore me! 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 someone 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, smouldered with­in her like an un­whole­some fire. All closely im­prisoned 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 pos­sessed, 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 un­der­stood 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, al­most 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 off 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 so nat­ur­al in many ways, go­ing as you were among oth­er friends, that I had noth­ing to com­plain of, and was not at all hurt.”

			Her col­our rose as she said it mod­estly and hur­riedly. Louisa un­der­stood the lov­ing pre­tence, and her heart smote her.

			“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 every­one 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 bereft 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, con­tent­ment, hon­our, all the good of which I am quite devoid, more ab­jectly than I do. Does not that re­pel you?”

			“No!”

			In the in­no­cence of her brave af­fec­tion, and the brim­ming up of her old de­voted spir­it, the once deser­ted girl shone like a beau­ti­ful 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 ven­er­a­tion.

			“For­give me, pity me, help me! Have com­pas­sion on my great need, and let me lay this head of mine upon a lov­ing heart!”

			“O lay it here!” cried Sissy. “Lay it here, my dear.”

		
	
		
			
				II

				Very Ri­dicu­lous

			
			Mr. James Hart­house passed a whole night and a day in a state of so much hurry, that the World, with its best glass in his eye, would scarcely have re­cog­nized him dur­ing that in­sane in­ter­val, as the broth­er Jem of the hon­our­able and joc­u­lar mem­ber. He was pos­it­ively agit­ated. He sev­er­al times spoke with an em­phas­is, sim­il­ar to the vul­gar man­ner. He went in and went out in an un­ac­count­able way, like a man without an ob­ject. He rode like a high­way­man. In a word, he was so hor­ribly bored by ex­ist­ing cir­cum­stances, that he for­got to go in for bore­dom in the man­ner pre­scribed by the au­thor­it­ies.

			After put­ting his horse at Coketown through the storm, as if it were a leap, he waited up all night: from time to time ringing his bell with the greatest fury, char­ging the port­er who kept watch with de­lin­quency in with­hold­ing let­ters or mes­sages that could not fail to have been en­trus­ted to him, and de­mand­ing resti­tu­tion on the spot. The dawn com­ing, the morn­ing com­ing, and the day com­ing, and neither mes­sage nor let­ter com­ing with either, he went down to the coun­try house. There, the re­port was, Mr. Bounderby away, and Mrs. Bounderby in town. Left for town sud­denly last even­ing. Not even known to be gone un­til re­ceipt of mes­sage, im­port­ing that her re­turn was not to be ex­pec­ted for the present.

			In these cir­cum­stances he had noth­ing for it but to fol­low her to town. He went to the house in town. Mrs. Bounderby not there. He looked in at the Bank. Mr. Bounderby away and Mrs. Sparsit away. Mrs. Sparsit away? Who could have been re­duced to sud­den ex­tremity for the com­pany of that griffin!

			“Well! I don’t know,” said Tom, who had his own reas­ons for be­ing un­easy about it. “She was off some­where at day­break this morn­ing. She’s al­ways full of mys­tery; I hate her. So I do that white chap; he’s al­ways got his blink­ing eyes upon a fel­low.”

			“Where were you last night, Tom?”

			“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 too! Where were you, you mean.”

			“I was pre­ven­ted from com­ing—de­tained.”

			“De­tained!” mur­mured Tom. “Two of us were de­tained. I was de­tained look­ing for you, till I lost every train but the mail. It would have 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 you see your sis­ter?”

			“How the deuce,” re­turned Tom, star­ing, “could I see my sis­ter when she was fif­teen miles off?”

			Curs­ing these quick re­torts of the young gen­tle­man to whom he was so true a friend, Mr. Hart­house dis­em­bar­rassed him­self of that in­ter­view with the smal­lest con­ceiv­able amount of ce­re­mony, and de­bated for the hun­dredth time what all this could mean? He made only one thing clear. It was, that wheth­er 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 dis­covered, or some mis­chance or mis­take, at present in­com­pre­hens­ible, 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 which 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 re­mon­strance, or an im­promptu wrestle with my friend Bounderby 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 kind of ex­plan­a­tion offered it­self, his per­plex­ity aug­men­ted at com­pound in­terest.

			How­ever, he took af­fairs as coolly as it was in hu­man nature to do, and en­ter­tained him­self with the fa­cetious idea of the train­ing more than once. “It wouldn’t be bad,” he yawned at one time, “to give the waiter five shil­lings, 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 ma­ter­i­ally on the af­ter­noon, or his sus­pense; and, sooth to say, they both lagged fear­fully.

			It was im­possible, even be­fore din­ner, to avoid of­ten walk­ing about in the pat­tern of the car­pet, look­ing out of the win­dow, 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 twi­light turned to night, and still no com­mu­nic­a­tion was made to him, 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, sir, if you please.”

			A gen­er­al re­col­lec­tion that this was the kind of thing the po­lice 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 for that con­sign­ment, Mr. Hart­house hur­ried in­to the gal­lery. A young wo­man whom he had nev­er seen stood there. Plainly dressed, very quiet, very pretty. As he con­duc­ted her in­to the room and placed a chair for her, he ob­served, by the light of the candles, that she was even pret­ti­er than he had at first be­lieved. Her face was in­no­cent and youth­ful, and its ex­pres­sion re­mark­ably pleas­ant. She was not afraid of him, or in any way dis­con­cer­ted; she seemed to have her mind en­tirely pre­oc­cu­pied with the oc­ca­sion of her vis­it, and to have sub­sti­tuted 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 dur­ing the last four-and-twenty hours (which have 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, you will nev­er see her again as long as you live.”

			Mr. Hart­house drew a long breath; and, if ever man found him­self in the po­s­i­tion of not know­ing what to say, made the dis­cov­ery bey­ond all ques­tion that he was so cir­cum­stanced. The child­like in­genu­ous­ness with which his vis­it­or spoke, her mod­est fear­less­ness, her truth­ful­ness which put all ar­ti­fice 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 lady’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 in­firm­ity 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 per­se­cutor. 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 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. Hart­house, I think you had that trust too!”

			He was touched in the cav­ity where his heart should have been—in that nest of addled eggs, where the birds of heav­en would have lived if they had not been whistled away—by the fer­vour of this re­proach.

			“I am not a mor­al sort of fel­low,” he said, “and I nev­er make any pre­ten­sions to the char­ac­ter of a mor­al sort of fel­low. I am as im­mor­al as need be. At the same time, in bring­ing any dis­tress upon the lady who is the sub­ject of the present con­ver­sa­tion, or in un­for­tu­nately 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 ad­vant­age of her fath­er’s be­ing a ma­chine, or of her broth­er’s be­ing a whelp, or of her hus­band’s be­ing a bear; I beg to be al­lowed to as­sure you that I have had 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 began to turn it over. Where­as I find,” said Mr. James Hart­house, 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 vex­a­tion and dis­ap­point­ment that would not be pol­ished out.

			“After what has been just now rep­res­en­ted to me, in a man­ner I find it im­possible to doubt—I know of hardly any oth­er source from which I could have ac­cep­ted it so read­ily—I feel 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 see­ing 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 be­com­ing a mor­al sort of fel­low, or that I have any be­lief in any mor­al sort of fel­low whatever.”

			Sissy’s face suf­fi­ciently 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 gen­tle­ness and stead­i­ness that quite de­feated him, and with a simple con­fid­ence in his be­ing 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 the wrong and harm you have done. I am quite sure that it is the only com­pens­a­tion you have left it in your power to make. I 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 to­night, 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 har­boured 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 for, 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 these fel­lows, to back out in such an in­com­pre­hens­ible way.”

			“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 to do such a very ri­dicu­lous thing,” he said, stop­ping again presently, and lean­ing against the chim­neypiece, “it could only be in the most in­vi­ol­able con­fid­ence.”

			“I will trust to you, sir,” re­turned Sissy, “and you will trust to me.”

			His lean­ing against the chim­neypiece re­minded him of the night with the whelp. It was the self­same chim­neypiece, and some­how he felt as if he were the whelp to­night. He could make no way at all.

			“I sup­pose a man nev­er 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 again. “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 per­mit me to say,” con­tin­ued Mr. James Hart­house, “that I doubt if any oth­er am­bas­sad­or, or am­bas­sad­ress, could have ad­dressed me with the same suc­cess. I must not only re­gard my­self as be­ing in a very ri­dicu­lous po­s­i­tion, but as be­ing van­quished at all points. Will you al­low me the priv­ilege of re­mem­ber­ing my en­emy’s name?”

			“My name?” said the am­bas­sad­ress.

			“The only name I could pos­sibly care to know, to­night.”

			“Sissy Jupe.”

			“Par­don my 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 com­plete 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—only a stroller—only James Hart­house made noth­ing of—only James Hart­house a Great Pyr­am­id of fail­ure.”

			The Great Pyr­am­id put it in­to his head to go up the Nile. He took a pen upon the in­stant, and wrote the fol­low­ing note (in ap­pro­pri­ate hiero­glyph­ics) to his broth­er:

			
				Dear Jack—All up at Coketown. Bored out of the place, and go­ing in for camels.

				
					Af­fec­tion­ately,

					Jem.

				
			

			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 the coun­try, and show­ing where he would be found for the next fort­night. The oth­er, sim­il­ar in ef­fect, to Mr. Grad­grind. Al­most as soon as the ink was dry upon their su­per­scrip­tions, he had left the tall chim­neys of Coketown be­hind, and was in a rail­way car­riage, tear­ing and glar­ing over the dark land­scape.

			The mor­al sort of fel­lows might sup­pose that Mr. James Hart­house de­rived some com­fort­able re­flec­tions af­ter­wards, from this prompt re­treat, as one of his few ac­tions that made any amends for any­thing, and as a token to him­self that he had es­caped the cli­max of a very bad busi­ness. But it was not so, at all. A secret sense of hav­ing failed and been ri­dicu­lous—a dread of what oth­er fel­lows who went in for sim­il­ar sorts of things, would say at his ex­pense if they knew it—so op­pressed him, that what was about the very best pas­sage in his life was the one of all oth­ers he would not have owned to on any ac­count, and the only one that made him ashamed of him­self.

		
	
		
			
				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 with 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, smit­ing her 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 amount of dam­age she had by that time sus­tained was ex­cess­ive, and im­paired her claims to ad­mir­a­tion. Ut­terly heed­less of the wear and tear of her clothes and con­sti­tu­tion, and adam­ant to 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 Jo­si­ah Bounderby of Coketown about let­ters, with his mind in the state it’s in now.”

			“Bounderby,” said Mr. Grad­grind, in a tone of tem­per­ate re­mon­strance, “I speak of a very spe­cial let­ter I have writ­ten to you, in ref­er­ence to Louisa.”

			“Tom Grad­grind,” replied Bounderby, knock­ing the flat of his hand sev­er­al times with great vehe­mence on the table, “I speak of a very spe­cial mes­sen­ger that has come to me, in ref­er­ence to Louisa. Mrs. Sparsit, ma’am, stand for­ward!”

			That un­for­tu­nate lady hereupon es­say­ing to of­fer testi­mony, without any voice and with pain­ful ges­tures ex­press­ive of an in­flamed throat, be­came so ag­grav­at­ing and un­der­went so many fa­cial con­tor­tions, that Mr. Bounderby, un­able to bear it, seized her by the arm and shook her.

			“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 highly con­nec­ted, to be totally in­aud­ible, and seem­ingly swal­low­ing marbles. Tom Grad­grind, Mrs. Sparsit lat­terly found her­self, by ac­ci­dent, in a situ­ation to over­hear a con­ver­sa­tion out of doors between your daugh­ter and your pre­cious gen­tle­man-friend, Mr. James Hart­house.”

			“In­deed!” said Mr. Grad­grind.

			“Ah! In­deed!” cried Bounderby. “And in that con­ver­sa­tion—”

			“It is not ne­ces­sary to re­peat its ten­or, Bounderby. I know what passed.”

			“You do? Per­haps,” said Bounderby, star­ing with all his might at his so quiet and as­suas­ive fath­er-in-law, “you know where your daugh­ter is at the present time!”

			“Un­doubtedly. She is here.”

			“Here?”

			“My dear Bounderby, let me beg you to re­strain these loud out­breaks, on all ac­counts. Louisa is here. The mo­ment she could de­tach her­self from that in­ter­view with the per­son of whom you speak, and whom I deeply re­gret to have been the means of in­tro­du­cing to you, Louisa hur­ried here, for pro­tec­tion. I my­self had not been at home many hours, when I re­ceived her—here, in this room. She hur­ried by the train to town, she ran from town to this house, through a ra­ging storm, and presen­ted her­self be­fore me in a state of dis­trac­tion. Of course, she has re­mained here 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 mo­ments, in 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 coun­try 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 way. 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 du­ti­fully and sub­missively treated by your daugh­ter, as Jo­si­ah Bounderby 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 to­night, that goes against this can­did re­mark, you had bet­ter let it alone.”

			Mr. Grad­grind, it will be ob­served, be­ing much softened, Mr. Bounderby took par­tic­u­lar pains to harden him­self at all points. It was his ami­able nature.

			“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 in­ten­tion 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-friends, 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—”

			“I thought you couldn’t make ’em,” in­ter­rup­ted Bounderby.

			“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. Grad­grind, with a pa­tient, even a sub­missive, air. And he sat for a little while pon­der­ing. “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 coarsely blur­ted ques­tion; “I doubt wheth­er I have un­der­stood Louisa. I doubt wheth­er I have been quite right 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 be tumbled out of doors, neck and crop, and put upon the shortest al­low­ance of everything ex­cept blows. That’s what I call edu­ca­tion.”

			“I think your good sense will per­ceive,” Mr. Grad­grind re­mon­strated in all hu­mil­ity, “that whatever the mer­its of such a sys­tem may be, it would be dif­fi­cult of gen­er­al ap­plic­a­tion to girls.”

			“I don’t see it at all, sir,” re­turned the ob­stin­ate Bounderby.

			“Well,” sighed Mr. Grad­grind, “we will not enter in­to the ques­tion. I as­sure you I have no de­sire to be con­tro­ver­sial. 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 my­self to have be­come bet­ter in­formed as to Louisa’s char­ac­ter, 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 timely en­deav­our to leave her to her bet­ter nature for a while—and to en­cour­age it to de­vel­op it­self by ten­der­ness and con­sid­er­a­tion—it—it would be the bet­ter for the hap­pi­ness of all of us. Louisa,” said Mr. Grad­grind, shad­ing 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 said:

			“You’d like to keep her here for a time?”

			“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 the 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 hay­field wherein his windy an­ger was bois­ter­ous. “You have said your say; I am go­ing to say mine. I am a Coketown man. I am Jo­si­ah Bounderby of Coketown. I know the bricks 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 any­thing 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. Grad­grind, “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 Grad­grind re­duced to his present po­s­i­tion, I should be doubly sorry to see him brought so low as that. Now, there’s an in­com­pat­ib­il­ity of some 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 un­ques­tion­ably is an in­com­pat­ib­il­ity of the first mag­nitude—to be summed up in this—that your daugh­ter don’t prop­erly know her hus­band’s mer­its, and is not im­pressed with such a sense as would be­come her, by George! of the hon­our of his al­li­ance. That’s plain speak­ing, I hope.”

			“Bounderby,” urged Mr. Grad­grind, “this is un­reas­on­able.”

			“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 per­mis­sion 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-horn, in con­sequence of not hav­ing a shoe. Yet you may be­lieve or not, as you think prop­er, that there are ladies—born ladies—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 born lady. That you know, your­self. Not that I care a pinch of candle-snuff about such things, for you are very well aware I don’t; but that such is the fact, and you, Tom Grad­grind, 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 to­night the bet­ter, I think.”

			“On the con­trary, Tom Grad­grind, the more we say to­night, 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 in­com­pat­ib­il­ity?” 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 un­der­stood. 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 of his own words to Steph­en Black­pool, but he cut the quo­ta­tion short with an angry start.

			“Come!” said he, “I don’t want to be told about that. I know what I took her for, as well as you do. Nev­er you mind what I took her for; that’s my look out.”

			“I 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 part, re­mem­ber­ing the trust you have ac­cep­ted, may not only be an act of true kind­ness, but per­haps a debt in­curred to­wards Louisa.”

			“I think dif­fer­ently,” blustered Bounderby. “I am go­ing to fin­ish this busi­ness ac­cord­ing to my own opin­ions. Now, I don’t want to make a quar­rel of it with you, Tom Grad­grind. To tell you 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 likes best. If he falls in my way, I shall tell him my mind; if he don’t fall in my way, I shan’t, for it won’t be worth my while to do it. As to your daugh­ter, whom I made Loo Bounderby, and might have done bet­ter by leav­ing Loo Grad­grind, if she don’t come home to­mor­row, by twelve o’clock at noon, I shall un­der­stand that she prefers to stay away, and I shall send her wear­ing ap­par­el and so forth over here, and you’ll take charge of her for the fu­ture. What I shall say to people in gen­er­al, of the in­com­pat­ib­il­ity that led to my so lay­ing down the law, will be this. I am Jo­si­ah Bounderby, and I had my bring­ing-up; she’s the daugh­ter of Tom Grad­grind, and she had her bring­ing-up; and the two 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 to my mark.”

			“Let me ser­i­ously en­treat you to re­con­sider this, Bounderby,” urged Mr. Grad­grind, “be­fore you com­mit your­self to such a de­cision.”

			“I al­ways come to a de­cision,” said Bounderby, toss­ing his hat on: “and whatever I do, I do at once. I should be sur­prised at Tom Grad­grind’s ad­dress­ing such a re­mark to Jo­si­ah Bounderby of Coketown, know­ing what he knows of him, if I could be sur­prised by any­thing Tom Grad­grind did, after his mak­ing him­self a party to sen­ti­ment­al hum­bug. I have giv­en you my de­cision, and I have got no more to say. Good night!”

			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.

		
	
		
			
				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 his 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 few weeks of his re­sumed bach­el­or­hood, he even ad­vanced upon his usu­al dis­play of bustle, and every day made such a rout in re­new­ing 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-be­tray­ing 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 com­pli­city 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 re­cited 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 listened to the friendly voice that read aloud—there 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 mat­ter of these plac­ards, among turn­ing spindles, rat­tling looms, and whirl­ing wheels, for hours af­ter­wards; and when the hands cleared out again in­to the streets, there were still as many read­ers as be­fore.

			Slack­bridge, the del­eg­ate, had to ad­dress his audi­ence too that night; and Slack­bridge had ob­tained a clean bill from the print­er, and had brought it in his pock­et. Oh, my friends and fel­low-coun­try­men, the down­trod­den op­er­at­ives of Coketown, oh, my fel­low-broth­ers and fel­low-work­men and fel­low-cit­izens and fel­low-men, what a to-do was there, when Slack­bridge un­fol­ded what he called “that damning doc­u­ment,” and held it up to the gaze, and for the ex­ec­ra­tion of the work­ing­man com­munity! “Oh, my fel­low-men, be­hold of what a trait­or in the camp of those great spir­its who are en­rolled upon the holy scroll of Justice and of Uni­on, is ap­pro­pri­ately 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 the earth, upon which right glad would your op­press­ors 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 sis­ters too, what do you say, now, of Steph­en Black­pool, with a slight stoop in his shoulders and 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 majesty of de­nounce­ment will you crush the vi­per, who would bring this stain and shame upon the God­like race that hap­pily has cast him out forever! Yes, my com­pat­ri­ots, hap­pily cast him out and sent him forth! For you re­mem­ber 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 and slunk, and sidled, and split­ted of straws, un­til, with not an inch of ground to which to cling, I hurled him out from amongst us: an ob­ject for the un­dy­ing fin­ger of scorn to point at, and for the aven­ging fire of every free and think­ing mind to scorch and scar! 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 toil, and whose scanty but in­de­pend­ent pots are boiled in 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, a 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 band of broth­ers in a sac­red bond, to which your chil­dren and your chil­dren’s chil­dren yet un­born have set their in­fant hands and seals, I pro­pose to you on the part of the United 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, hav­ing been already sol­emnly dis­owned by the com­munity of Coketown hands, the same are free from the shame of his mis­deeds, and can­not as a class be re­proached with his dis­hon­est ac­tions!”

			Thus Slack­bridge; gnash­ing and per­spir­ing after a prodi­gious sort. A few stern 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 het­ter in’t; y’or a goen too fast!” But these were pyg­mies against an army; the gen­er­al as­semblage sub­scribed to the gos­pel ac­cord­ing to Slack­bridge, and 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, re­turned.

			“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 can­not 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 say any­thing at all about those state­ments, good or bad, I am ob­liged to con­front her with your daugh­ter.”

			“You have seen me once be­fore, young lady,” said Ra­chael, stand­ing in front 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 there?”

			“I went to the house where Steph­en Black­pool lodged, on the night of his 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 corner. 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!”

			“Say, young lady, if you please,” pur­sued Ra­chael, “why, in an evil hour, you ever came to Steph­en’s that night.”

			“I felt com­pas­sion for him,” said Louisa, her col­our deep­en­ing, “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 of­fer him,” asked Ra­chael, “a bank­note?”

			“Yes; but he re­fused it, and would only take two pounds in gold.”

			Ra­chael cast her eyes to­wards Mr. Bounderby again.

			“Oh, cer­tainly!” said Bounderby. “If you put the ques­tion 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 to­night where he have been spoken of in the same shame­ful way. Steph­en! The hon­est­est lad, the truest lad, the best!” Her in­dig­na­tion failed her, and she broke off sob­bing.

			“I am very, very sorry,” said Louisa.

			“Oh, 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; 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 af­flic­ted.

			“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—Oh, 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 corner, “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.”

			She said noth­ing in reply; and her low weep­ing 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. Bounderby 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 I come out of the mill to­night, 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 his hat on. “But I have known you people be­fore today, 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 un­der­taken to do some­thing; all I re­mark upon that at present is, do it!”

			“I have writ­ten to Steph­en by the post that went out this af­ter­noon, as 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 gone from here, young lady,” said Ra­chael, turn­ing ap­peal­ingly to Louisa, “as much as a week, when he sent me the only let­ter I have had from him, say­ing that he was forced to 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 in peace, and do what he felt right. Can a man have no soul of his own, no mind of his own? Must he go wrong all through wi’ this side, or must he go wrong all through wi’ that, or else be hunted like a hare?”

			“In­deed, in­deed, I pity him from my heart,” re­turned Louisa; “and I hope that he will clear him­self.”

			“You need have no fear of that, young lady. He is sure!”

			“All the surer, I sup­pose,” said Mr. Bounderby, “for your re­fus­ing to tell 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 of the sea, “and he will be here, at fur­thest, in two days.”

			“Not­with­stand­ing 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 you; 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 corner 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 scowl at his sis­ter, he left the house.

			Since his sheet-an­chor had come home, Mr. Grad­grind had been spar­ing of speech. He still sat si­lent, when Louisa mildly said:

			“Ra­chael, you will not dis­trust me one day, when you know me bet­ter.”

			“It goes against me,” Ra­chael answered, in a gentler man­ner, “to mis­trust any­one; 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 wronged.”

			“Did you tell him in your let­ter,” in­quired Sissy, “that sus­pi­cion 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 to­mor­row 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 they so hon­est?”

			“Very hon­est.”

			“And her con­fid­ence not to be shaken! I ask my­self,” said Mr. Grad­grind, mus­ing, “does the real cul­prit 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 gray 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.

			Next night, when Sissy re­turned home and told Louisa that Steph­en was not come, she told it in a whis­per. Next night again, 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 con­fid­ence, but con­sid­er­ing her des­patch to have mis­car­ried, went up to the Bank, and showed her let­ter from him 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, as­sist­ing 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; of­fer­ing 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 had 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, which had rolled Heav­en knows how far away in the day­time, came back in­stead, and abided by him un­til morn­ing.
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			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 out bad or good; the mel­an­choly mad ele­phants, like the Hard Fact men, abated noth­ing of their set routine, whatever happened. Day and night again, day and night again. The mono­tony was un­broken. Even Steph­en Black­pool’s dis­ap­pear­ance was fall­ing 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 poor dear lad now.”

			She said it to Sissy, as they sat in her lodging, lighted only by the lamp at the street corner. 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 that though ap­pear­ances may rise against him, he will be proved clear?”

			“I do be­lieve so,” re­turned Sissy, “with my whole heart. 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 faith­ful to everything 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 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 Ra­chael, “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 I—”

			“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 listen with at­ten­tion.

			“I can’t at all times keep out of my mind, mis­trust­ings of someone. I can’t think who ’tis, I can’t think how or why it may be done, but I mis­trust that someone has put Steph­en out of the way. I mis­trust that by his com­ing back of his own ac­cord, and show­ing him­self in­no­cent be­fore them all, someone 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 thought to think he may be murdered.”

			Sissy shuddered, and turned paler yet.

			“When it makes its way in­to my 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 of­fer­ing a worn-out scrap of hope; “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.”

			“Let us hope that to­mor­row will bring some­thing bet­ter, Ra­chael. Come 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 corners; but it was sup­per­time with the great­er part of 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. To­mor­row is Sat­urday. If no news comes to­mor­row, let us walk in the coun­try on Sunday morn­ing, and strengthen you for an­oth­er week. Will you go?”

			“Yes, dear.”

			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 in­vol­un­tar­ily. The bright gas­light over Mr. Bounderby’s steps showed them Mrs. Sparsit 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 someone 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. “Come in, ma’am, or we’ll have you dragged in!”

			The spec­tacle of a mat­ron of clas­sic­al de­port­ment, seiz­ing an an­cient wo­man by the throat, and haul­ing her in­to a dwell­ing-house, would have been un­der any cir­cum­stances, suf­fi­cient tempta­tion to all true Eng­lish strag­glers so blest as to wit­ness it, to force a way in­to that dwell­ing-house 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 ir­rup­tion 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 times, com­ing along, that I will not leave you till I have handed you over to him my­self.”

			Mr. Bounderby now ap­peared, ac­com­pan­ied by Mr. Grad­grind and the whelp, with whom he had been hold­ing con­fer­ence up­stairs. Mr. Bounderby looked more as­ton­ished than hos­pit­able, at sight 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 wish to re­lieve your mind, sir, and con­nect­ing to­geth­er such im­per­fect clues to the part of the coun­try in which that per­son might be sup­posed to reside, as have been af­forded by the young wo­man, Ra­chael, for­tu­nately now present to identi­fy, I have had the hap­pi­ness to suc­ceed, and to bring that per­son with me—I need not say most un­will­ingly on her part. It has not been, sir, without some trouble that I have ef­fected this; but trouble in your ser­vice is to me a pleas­ure, and hun­ger, thirst, and cold a real grat­i­fic­a­tion.”

			Here Mrs. Sparsit ceased; for Mr. Bounderby’s vis­age ex­hib­ited an ex­traordin­ary com­bin­a­tion of all pos­sible col­ours and ex­pres­sions of dis­com­fit­ure, as old Mrs. Pe­g­ler was dis­closed to his view.

			“Why, what do you mean by this?” was his highly un­ex­pec­ted de­mand, in great warmth. “I ask you, what do you mean by this, Mrs. Sparsit, ma’am?”

			“Sir!” ex­claimed Mrs. Sparsit, faintly.

			“Why don’t you mind your own busi­ness, ma’am?” roared Bounderby. “How dare you go and poke your of­fi­cious nose in­to my fam­ily af­fairs?”

			This al­lu­sion to her fa­vour­ite fea­ture over­powered Mrs. Sparsit. She sat down stiffly in a chair, as if she were frozen; and with a fixed stare at Mr. Bounderby, slowly grated her mit­tens against one an­oth­er, as if they were frozen too.

			“My dear Jo­si­ah!” cried Mrs. Pe­g­ler, trem­bling. “My darling boy! I am not to blame. It’s not my fault, Jo­si­ah. I told this lady over and over again, that I knew she was do­ing what would not be agree­able to you, but she would do it.”

			“What did you let her bring you for? Couldn’t you knock her cap off, or her tooth out, or scratch her, or do some­thing or oth­er to her?” asked Bounderby.

			“My own boy! She threatened me that if I res­isted her, I should be brought by con­stables, and it was bet­ter to come quietly than make that stir in such a”—Mrs. Pe­g­ler glanced tim­idly but proudly round the walls—“such a fine house as this. In­deed, in­deed, it is not my fault! My dear, noble, stately boy! I have al­ways lived quiet, and secret, Jo­si­ah, my dear. I have nev­er broken the con­di­tion once. I have nev­er said I was your moth­er. I have ad­mired you at a dis­tance; and if I have come to town some­times, with long times between, to take a proud peep at you, I have done it un­be­known, my love, and gone away again.”

			Mr. Bounderby, with his hands in his pock­ets, walked in im­pa­tient mor­ti­fic­a­tion up and down at the side of the long din­ing-table, while the spec­tat­ors greed­ily took in every 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 that ma­ligned old lady:

			“I am sur­prised, madam,” he ob­served 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 in­fancy, and left him to the bru­tal­ity of a drunk­en grand­moth­er.”

			“I 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 born. May you re­pent of it, sir, and live 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 them­selves 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 pride 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 pen­sioned me on thirty pound a year—more than I want, for 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, and not trouble him. And I nev­er have, ex­cept with look­ing at him once a year, when he has nev­er knowed it. And it’s right,” said poor old Mrs. Pe­g­ler, in af­fec­tion­ate cham­pi­on­ship, “that I should keep down in my own part, and I have no doubts that if I was here I should do a many un­be­fit­ting things, and I am well con­ten­ted, and I can keep my pride in my Jo­si­ah to my­self, and I can love for love’s own sake! And I am ashamed of you, sir,” said Mrs. Pe­g­ler, lastly, “for your slanders and sus­pi­cions. And I nev­er stood here be­fore, nor nev­er wanted to stand here when my dear son said no. And I shouldn’t be here now, if it hadn’t been for be­ing brought here. And for shame upon you, Oh, 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. Grad­grind felt him­self in­no­cently placed in a very dis­tress­ing pre­dic­a­ment, when Mr. Bounderby, who had nev­er ceased walk­ing 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 present com­pany, but I don’t in­quire. When they’re quite sat­is­fied, per­haps they’ll be so good as to dis­perse; wheth­er they’re sat­is­fied or not, per­haps they’ll be so good as to dis­perse. 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 dis­ap­poin­ted—par­tic­u­larly 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-of­fi­cious­ness it wouldn’t have been made, and I hate over-of­fi­cious­ness 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 sheep­ish­ness upon him, at once ex­tremely crest­fal­len and su­per­lat­ively ab­surd. De­tec­ted as the bully of hu­mil­ity, who had built his windy repu­ta­tion upon lies, and in his boast­ful­ness had put the hon­est truth as far away from him as if he had ad­vanced the mean claim (there is no mean­er) to tack him­self on to a ped­i­gree, he cut a most ri­dicu­lous fig­ure. With the people fil­ing off at the door he held, who he knew would carry what had passed to the whole town, to be giv­en to the four winds, he could not have looked a bully more shorn and for­lorn, if he had had his ears cropped. Even that un­lucky fe­male, Mrs. Sparsit, fallen from her pin­nacle of ex­ulta­tion in­to the Slough of Des­pond, was not in so bad a plight as that re­mark­able man and self-made hum­bug, Jo­si­ah Bounderby of Coketown.

			Ra­chael and Sissy, leav­ing Mrs. Pe­g­ler to oc­cupy a bed 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 against 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 Bounderby, 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 someone 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 con­nec­tion 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 gray head on his hand; but it was un­der­stood between them, and they both knew it. This oth­er fear was so aw­ful, that it hovered about each of them like 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?

			An­oth­er night. An­oth­er day and night. No Steph­en Black­pool. Where was the man, and why did he not come back?

		
	
		
			
				VI

				The Star­light

			
			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 pi­ous per­sons who do pen­ance for their own sins by put­ting oth­er people in­to sack­cloth—it was cus­tom­ary for those who now and then thirsted for a draught of pure air, which is not ab­so­lutely the most wicked among the van­it­ies of life, to get a few miles away by the rail­road, and then be­gin their walk, or their lounge in the fields. Sissy and Ra­chael helped them­selves out of the smoke by the usu­al means, and were put down at a sta­tion about mid­way between the town and Mr. Bounderby’s re­treat.

			Though the green land­scape was blot­ted here and there with heaps of coal, it was green else­where, and there were trees to see, and there were larks singing (though it was Sunday), and there were pleas­ant scents in the air, and all was over­arched by a bright blue sky. In the dis­tance one way, Coketown showed as a black mist; in an­oth­er dis­tance hills began to rise; in a third, there was a faint change in the light of the ho­ri­zon where it shone upon the far-off sea. Un­der their feet, the grass was fresh; beau­ti­ful shad­ows of branches flickered upon it, and speckled it; hedgerows were lux­uri­ant; everything was at peace. En­gines at pits’ mouths, and lean old horses that had worn the circle of their daily la­bour in­to the ground, were alike quiet; wheels had ceased for a short space to turn; and the great wheel of earth seemed to re­volve without the shocks and noises of an­oth­er time.

			They walked on across the fields and down the shady lanes, some­times get­ting over a frag­ment of a fence so rot­ten that it dropped at a touch of the foot, some­times passing near a wreck of bricks and beams over­grown with grass, mark­ing the site of deser­ted works. They fol­lowed paths and tracks, how­ever slight. Mounds where the grass was rank and high, and where brambles, dock-weed, and such­like 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 solitude 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 them, at their very feet, was the brink of a black ragged chasm hid­den by the thick grass. They sprang back, and fell upon their knees, each hid­ing her face upon the oth­er’s neck.

			“O, 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 his sake! Let me go and listen.”

			She shuddered to ap­proach the pit; but she crept to­wards it on her hands and knees, 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 still­ness 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 dir­ec­tions, seek­ing aid. You shall go by the way we have come, and I will go for­ward by the path. Tell any­one you see, and every­one 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 see 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 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 fallen down the Old Hell Shaft, he star­ted out to a pool of dirty wa­ter, put his head in it, and 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, ac­com­pan­ied 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 called 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 sound arose to the sur­face, and they sat upon the grass, wait­ing and wait­ing. After they had waited some time, strag­gling people who had heard of the ac­ci­dent began to come up; then the real help of im­ple­ments began to ar­rive. In the midst of this, Ra­chael re­turned; and with 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 in­deed.

			There be­ing now people enough present to im­pede the work, the sobered 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 Coketown, Mr. Grad­grind and Louisa, and Mr. Bounderby, 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 au­tum­nal 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 man at the wind­lass lower­ing as they were 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 “Alive or dead?” and then a deep, pro­found hush.

			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.”

			They 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 wind­lass, 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 in­struc­tions 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 pit, and some­times glan­cing round upon the people, he was not the least con­spicu­ous 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 quickly 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 dan­ger­ous 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 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 com­rades and the sur­geon after the wind­lass had be­gun to lower him, dis­ap­peared in­to the pit. The rope went out as be­fore, the sig­nal was made as be­fore, and the wind­lass stopped. No man re­moved his hand from it now. Every­one waited with his grasp set, and his body bent down to the work, ready to re­verse and wind in. At length the 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 way. 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 cov­er 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 un­til her eyes were between his 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.”

			“Thou’rt in great pain, my own dear Steph­en?”

			“I ha’ been, but not now. I ha’ been—dread­ful, and dree, and long, 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 know­ledge 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’ firedamp 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 the law­makers for Christ’s sake not to let their work be murder to ’em, but to spare ’em for th’ wives and chil­dren 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 any­one. 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, suff’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 muddled, 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’ took’n 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 mind have cleared awa, above a bit, I hope. If soom ha’ been wantin’ in un­ner­stan’in me bet­ter, I, too, ha’ been wantin’ in un­ner­stan’in them bet­ter. When I got thy let­ter, I eas­ily be­lieven 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 betwixt ’em. When I fell, I were in an­ger wi’ her, an’ hur­ry­in on t’ be as on­just t’ her as ooth­ers was t’ me. But in our judg­ments, like as in 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 aw th’ world may on’y coom too­geth­er more, an’ get a bet­ter un­ner­stan’in o’ one an­oth­er, than when I were in ’t my own weak seln.”

			Louisa hear­ing what he said, bent over him on the op­pos­ite side to Ra­chael, so that he could see her.

			“You ha’ heard?” he said, after a few mo­ments’ si­lence. “I ha’ not for­got you, ledy.”

			“Yes, Steph­en, I have heard you. And your pray­er is mine.”

			“You ha’ a fath­er. Will yo tak’ a mes­sage to him?”

			“He is here,” said Louisa, with dread. “Shall I bring him to you?”

			“If yo please.”

			Louisa re­turned with her fath­er. Stand­ing hand-in-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 night. I ask no more o’ yo than that yo clear me—an’ I trust to yo to do ’t.”

			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 shin­in’ on me down there in my trouble, I thowt it were the star as guided to Our Sa­viour’s home. I aw­must think it be the very star!”

			They lif­ted him up, and he was over­joyed to find that they 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 dear!”

			“I will hold thy hand, and keep be­side thee, Steph­en, all the way.”

			“Bless thee! Will soom­body be pleased to coover my 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 of the poor; and through hu­mil­ity, and sor­row, and for­give­ness, he had gone to his Re­deem­er’s rest.

		
	
		
			
				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 for any sight but one—and whispered in his ear. Without turn­ing his head, he con­ferred with her a few mo­ments, and van­ished. Thus 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 to­night.” Mr. Grad­grind turned away, and said no more.

			In the morn­ing, he went down to the Bank him­self as soon as it was opened, and see­ing his son’s place empty (he had not the cour­age to look in at first) went back along the street to meet Mr. Bounderby on his way there. To whom he said that, for reas­ons he would soon ex­plain, but en­treated not then to be asked for, he had found it ne­ces­sary to em­ploy his son at a dis­tance for a little while. Also, that he was charged with the duty of vin­dic­at­ing Steph­en Black­pool’s memory, and de­clar­ing the thief. Mr. Bounderby quite con­foun­ded, stood stock-still in the street after his fath­er-in-law had left him, swell­ing like an im­mense soap-bubble, without its beauty.

			Mr. Grad­grind went home, locked him­self in his room, and kept it all that day. When Sissy and Louisa tapped at his door, he said, without open­ing it, “Not now, my dears; in the even­ing.” On their re­turn in the even­ing, he said, “I am not able yet—to­mor­row.” 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 a wiser man, and a bet­ter man, than in the days when in this life he wanted noth­ing—but Facts. Be­fore he left the room, he ap­poin­ted a time for them to come to him; and so, with his gray head droop­ing, went away.

			“Dear fath­er,” said Louisa, when they kept their ap­point­ment, “you have three young chil­dren left. They will be dif­fer­ent, I 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 Mr. Grad­grind. “Do you think he had planned this rob­bery, when he went with you to the lodging?”

			“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 in­to 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.”

			“He 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 plaus­ible ex­cuse; but since last night, fath­er, and when I re­mem­ber the cir­cum­stances 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 ef­fect 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, “It 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 people.”

			“Thank Heav­en!” ex­claimed his fath­er. “He may be got abroad yet.”

			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 by not see­ing any face they knew.

			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 pos­tilion, who happened to be up early, kick­ing a horse in a fly: 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 le­git­im­ate 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 there last night. The con­nec­tion 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 barns and walls, and one o’clock when they stopped in the mar­ket­place.

			A Grand Morn­ing Per­form­ance by the Riders, com­men­cing at that very hour, was in course of an­nounce­ment by the bell­man as they set their feet upon the stones of the street. Sissy re­com­men­ded that, to avoid mak­ing in­quir­ies and at­tract­ing at­ten­tion in the town, they should present them­selves 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 with dis­cre­tion still.

			There­fore, they re­paired, with flut­ter­ing hearts, to the well-re­membered booth. The flag with the in­scrip­tion Sleary’s Horse-Rid­ing 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 cir­cum­stances (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 un­re­cog­nised, 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 grace­ful Eques­tri­an Tyr­olean Flower Act, was then an­nounced by a new clown (who hu­mor­ously said Cauli­flower Act), and Mr. Sleary ap­peared, lead­ing her in.

			Mr. Sleary had only made one cut at the Clown with his long whip­lash, and the Clown had only said, “If you do it again, I’ll throw the horse at you!” when Sissy was re­cog­nised 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 little long to Sissy and Louisa, par­tic­u­larly when it stopped to af­ford the Clown an op­por­tun­ity of telling Mr. Sleary (who 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’ll have a turn!” when Sissy was touched on the shoulder, and beckoned out.

			She took Louisa with her; and they were re­ceived by Mr. Sleary in a very little private apart­ment, with can­vas sides, a grass floor, and a wooden ceil­ing all aslant, on which the box com­pany stamped their ap­prob­a­tion, as if they were com­ing through. “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 credith thinth the old timeth I’m thure. You mutht thee our people, my dear, afore we thpeak of bith­nith, or they’ll break their hearth—eth­pethi­ally the wo­men. Here’th Joth­phine hath been and got mar­ried to E. W. B. Childerth, and thee hath got a boy, and though he’th only three yearth old, he thtickth on to any pony you can bring againtht him. He’th named The Little Won­der of Thcolatht­ic Equit­a­tion; 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 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 black-ber­ry­in’ 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 Emma 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 off a Ele­phant in a thort of a Pa­goda thing ath the Thultan of the In­di­eth, and he nev­er got the bet­ter 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 chink in the boards.

			“That’h Jack the Gi­ant Killer—piethe of com­ic in­fant bith­nith,” said Sleary. “There’th a prop­erty-houthe, you thee, for Jack to hide in; there’th my Clown with a thau­thep­an-lid and a thpit, for Jack’th ther­vant; there’th little Jack himthelf in a thplen­did 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 ’em all?”

			“Yes,” they both said.

			“Look at ’em again,” said Sleary, “look at ’em well. You 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 them black ther­vanth.”

			Louisa uttered an ex­clam­a­tion, partly of dis­tress, partly of sat­is­fac­tion.

			“Ith a fact,” said Sleary, “and even know­in’ 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 had 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 al­most 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.

			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 a com­ic liv­ery on.”

			They all three went in; and Mr. Grad­grind sat down for­lorn, on the Clown’s per­form­ing chair in the middle of the ring. On one of the back benches, re­mote in the sub­dued light 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 beadle’s, with cuffs and flaps ex­ag­ger­ated to an un­speak­able ex­tent; in an im­mense waist­coat, 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 com­pos­i­tion daubed all over it; any­thing so grimly, de­test­ably, ri­dicu­lously shame­ful as the whelp in his com­ic liv­ery, Mr. Grad­grind nev­er could by any oth­er means have be­lieved in, weigh­able and meas­ur­able fact though it was. And one of his mod­el chil­dren had come to this!

			At first the 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 his voice upon the word.

			“I forced the safe my­self overnight, and shut 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.”

			“If a thun­der­bolt had fallen on me,” said the fath­er, “it would have shocked me less than this!”

			“I don’t see why,” grumbled the son. “So many people are em­ployed in situ­ations of trust; so many people, out of so many, will be dis­hon­est. I have heard you talk, a hun­dred times, of its be­ing a law. How can I help laws? You have com­for­ted oth­ers with such things, fath­er. Com­fort your­self!”

			The fath­er bur­ied his face in his hands, and the son stood in his dis­grace­ful grot­esque­ness, bit­ing straw: his hands, with the black partly worn away in­side, look­ing like the hands of a mon­key. The even­ing was fast clos­ing in; and from time to time, he turned the whites of his eyes rest­lessly and im­pa­tiently to­wards his fath­er. They were the only parts 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 de­plor­able ob­ject away?

			“Why, I’ve been think­ing of it, Th­quire. There’th not muth time to lothe, tho you muth thay 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 word, 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 es­sen­tials; the 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 up be­hind; I’ll go with you there, and they’ll thup­pothe you one of my people. Thay farewell to your fam­ily, and tharp’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!”

			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!”

			“After all your love!” he re­turned, ob­dur­ately. “Pretty love! Leav­ing old Bounderby to him­self, and pack­ing my best friend Mr. Hart­house off, 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 someone 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.

		
	
		
			
				VIII

				Philo­soph­ic­al

			
			They went back in­to the booth, Sleary shut­ting the door to keep in­truders out. Bitzer, still hold­ing the para­lysed cul­prit by the col­lar, stood in the ring, blink­ing at his old pat­ron through the dark­ness of the twi­light.

			“Bitzer,” said Mr. Grad­grind, broken down, and miser­ably sub­missive to him, “have you a heart?”

			“The cir­cu­la­tion, sir,” re­turned Bitzer, smil­ing at the oddity of the ques­tion, “couldn’t be car­ried on without one. No man, sir, ac­quain­ted with the facts es­tab­lished by Har­vey re­lat­ing to the cir­cu­la­tion of the blood, can doubt that I have a heart.”

			“Is it ac­cess­ible,” cried Mr. Grad­grind, “to any com­pas­sion­ate in­flu­ence?”

			“It is ac­cess­ible to reas­on, sir,” 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 busi­ness­like 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 have no doubt whatever that Mr. Bounderby will then pro­mote me to young Mr. Tom’s situ­ation. And I wish to have his situ­ation, sir, for it will be a rise to me, and will do me good.”

			“If this is solely a ques­tion of self-in­terest with you—” Mr. Grad­grind began.

			“I beg your par­don for in­ter­rupt­ing you, sir,” re­turned Bitzer; “but I am sure you know that the whole so­cial sys­tem is a ques­tion of self-in­terest. What you must al­ways ap­peal to, is a per­son’s self-in­terest. It’s your only hold. We are so con­sti­tuted. I was brought up in that cat­ech­ism when I was very young, sir, as you are aware.”

			“What sum of money,” said Mr. Grad­grind, “will you set against your ex­pec­ted pro­mo­tion?”

			“Thank you, sir,” re­turned Bitzer, “for hint­ing 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 in the Bank.”

			“Bitzer,” said Mr. Grad­grind, 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 in any de­gree to dis­reg­ard your present in­terest and re­lease my son, I en­treat and pray you to give him the be­ne­fit of that re­mem­brance.”

			“I really won­der, sir,” re­joined the old pu­pil in an ar­gu­ment­at­ive man­ner, “to find you tak­ing a po­s­i­tion so un­ten­able. My school­ing was paid for; it was a bar­gain; and when I came away, the bar­gain ended.”

			It was a fun­da­ment­al prin­ciple of the Grad­grind philo­sophy that everything was to be paid for. Nobody was ever 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. Every inch of the ex­ist­ence of man­kind, from birth to death, was to be a bar­gain across a counter. And if we didn’t get to Heav­en that way, it was not a politico-eco­nom­ic­al place, and we had no busi­ness there.

			“I don’t deny,” ad­ded Bitzer, “that my school­ing was cheap. But that comes right, sir. I was made in the cheapest mar­ket, and have to dis­pose of my­self in the dearest.”

			He was a little troubled here, by Louisa and Sissy 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 thkylark­ing. 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 drive 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 were 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, Thet­h­il­ia, and I’ll thtand by the Th­quire. More than that: thith ith a pre­thiouth rath­c­al, and be­longth to that bluth­ter­ing Cove that my people nearly pitht out o’ winder. It’ll be a dark night; I’ve got a hort­he that’ll do any­thing but thpeak; I’ve got a pony that’ll go fif­teen mile an hour with Childerth driv­ing of him; I’ve got a dog that’ll keep a man to one plathe four-and-twenty hourth. Get a word with the young Th­quire. Tell him, when he theeth our hort­he be­gin to danthe, not to be afraid of be­ing thpilt, but to look out for a pony-gig com­ing up. Tell him, when he theeth that gig clothe by, to jump down, and it’ll take him off 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 where he be­ginth a danthing, till the morn­ing—I don’t know him?—Tharp’th the word!”

			The word was so sharp, that in ten minutes Mr. Childers, saun­ter­ing about the mar­ket­place 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) already 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 dis­pos­i­tion to alight.

			The oth­er three sat up at the inn all night in great sus­pense. At eight o’clock in the morn­ing Mr. Sleary and the dog re­appeared: both in high spir­its.

			“All right, Th­quire!” said Mr. Sleary, “your thon may be aboard-a-thip by thith time. Childerth took him off, an hour and a half after we left there latht night. The hort­he danthed the polka till he wath dead beat (he would have walthed if he hadn’t been in har­neth), and then I gave him 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 rolled 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 morn­ing.”

			Mr. Grad­grind over­whelmed him with thanks, of course; and hin­ted as del­ic­ately as he could, at a hand­some re­mu­ner­a­tion in money.

			“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. Like­withe if you wath to thtand a col­lar for the dog, or a thet of bell­th for the hort­he, I thould be very glad to take ’em. Brandy and wa­ter I al­wayth take.” He had already called for a glass, and now called for an­oth­er. “If you wouldn’t think it go­ing too far, Th­quire, to make a little thpread for the com­pany 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-Rid­ing, a beth­peak, whenev­er you can, you’ll more than bal­anthe the ac­count. Now, Th­quire, if your daugh­ter will eth­cuthe me, I thould like one part­ing word with you.”

			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 I know what to call it”—said Sleary, “it ith athtonith­ing. The way in whith a dog’ll find you—the ditht­anthe he’ll come!”

			“His scent,” 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! O 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 I 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 Wood one morn­ing, when there cometh in­to our Ring, by the tht­age door, a dog. He had trav­elled a long way, he wath in a 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 fore­legth, weak ath he wath, and then he wagged hith tail and died. Th­quire, that dog wath Merry­legth.”

			“Sissy’s fath­er’s dog!”

			“Thet­h­il­ia’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 come 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 dogth 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 it, Th­quire?” said Mr. Sleary, mus­ing as he looked down in­to the depths of his brandy and wa­ter: “one, that there ith a love in the world, not all thelf-in­teretht after all, but thomething very dif­fer­ent; t’oth­er, that it bath a way of ith own of cal­cu­lat­ing or not cal­cu­lat­ing, whith thome­how or an­oth­er ith at leatht ath hard to give a name to, ath the wayth of the dogth ith!”

			Mr. Grad­grind looked out of win­dow, and made no reply. Mr. Sleary emp­tied his glass and re­called the ladies.

			“Thet­h­il­ia my dear, kith me and good­bye! Mith Th­quire, to thee you treat­ing of her like a thithter, and a thithter 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! Don’t be croth with uth poor vag­a­bondth. People mutht be amuthed. They can’t be al­wayth a learn­ing, nor yet they can’t be al­wayth a work­ing, they an’t made for it. You mutht have uth, Th­quire. Do the withe thing and the kind thing too, and make the betht of uth; not the wurtht!”

			“And I nev­er thought be­fore,” said Mr. Sleary, put­ting his head in at the door again to say it, “that I wath tho muth of a cack­ler!”

		
	
		
			
				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 like 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 con­nec­tion, 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 lunch, 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 off.”

			“Bite your nose off, ma’am?” re­peated Mr. Bounderby. “Your nose!” mean­ing, as Mrs. Sparsit con­ceived, that it was too de­veloped a nose for the pur­pose. After which of­fens­ive im­plic­a­tion, he cut him­self a crust of bread, and threw the knife down with a noise.

			Mrs. Sparsit took her foot out of her stir­rup, and said, “Mr. Bounderby, sir!”

			“Well, ma’am?” re­tor­ted Mr. Bounderby. “What are you star­ing at?”

			“May I ask, sir,” said Mrs. Sparsit, “have you been ruffled this morn­ing?”

			“Yes, ma’am.”

			“May I in­quire, sir,” pur­sued the in­jured wo­man, “wheth­er I am the un­for­tu­nate cause of your hav­ing lost your tem­per?”

			“Now, I’ll tell you what, ma’am,” said Bounderby, “I 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 Cori­olani­an 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 apart­ment.”

			“Al­low me to open the door, ma’am.”

			“Thank you, sir; I can do it for my­self.”

			“You had bet­ter al­low me, ma’am,” said Bounderby, passing her, and get­ting his hand upon the lock; “be­cause I can 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, since 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. Every­body knows how un­err­ing Mr. Bounderby’s judg­ment is. Every­body has 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, should think it highly prob­able.”

			“Then sup­pose you try, ma’am,” said Bounderby, lay­ing 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 apo­lo­gise 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 of not pos­sess­ing 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 sur­prise or in­dig­na­tion; the pro­ceed­ings of a Noodle can only in­spire con­tempt.”

			Thus say­ing, Mrs. Sparsit, with her Ro­man fea­tures like 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 closed the door, and stood be­fore the fire; pro­ject­ing him­self after 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 grudging, smart­ing, peev­ish, tor­ment­ing Lady Scadgers, still laid up in bed with her mys­ter­i­ous leg, and gob­bling her in­suf­fi­cient in­come down by about the middle of every quarter, in a mean little air­less lodging, a mere closet for one, a mere crib for two; but did he see more? Did he catch any glimpse of him­self mak­ing a show of Bitzer to strangers, as the rising young man, so de­voted to his mas­ter’s great mer­its, who had 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 vain­glori­ous will, whereby five-and-twenty Hum­bugs, past five-and-fifty years of age, each tak­ing upon him­self the name, Jo­si­ah Bounderby of Coketown, should forever dine in Bounderby Hall, forever lodge in Bounderby build­ings, forever at­tend a Bounderby chapel, forever go to sleep un­der a Bounderby chap­lain, forever be sup­por­ted out of a Bounderby es­tate, and forever naus­eate all healthy stom­achs, with a vast amount of Bounderby balder­dash 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 pre­tences, vile ex­ample, little ser­vice and much law? Prob­ably not. Yet the por­trait was to see it all out.

			Here was Mr. Grad­grind 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 de­crep­it man, bend­ing his hitherto in­flex­ible the­or­ies to ap­poin­ted cir­cum­stances; mak­ing his facts and fig­ures sub­ser­vi­ent to Faith, Hope, and Char­ity; and no longer try­ing to grind that Heav­enly trio in his dusty little mills? Did he catch sight of him­self, there­fore 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 this and 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 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, ex­on­er­at­ing the late Steph­en Black­pool, weaver, from mis­placed sus­pi­cion, and pub­lish­ing the guilt of his own son, with such ex­ten­u­ation as his years and tempta­tion (he could not bring him­self to add, his edu­ca­tion) might be­seech; were of the present. So, Steph­en Black­pool’s tomb­stone, with her fath­er’s re­cord of his death, was al­most 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 bell, and passing to and fro at the set hours, among the Coketown hands; a wo­man of pens­ive beauty, al­ways dressed in black, but sweet-tempered and se­rene, and even cheer­ful; who, of all the people in the place, alone ap­peared to have com­pas­sion on a de­graded, drunk­en wretch of her own sex, who was some­times seen in the town secretly beg­ging of her, and cry­ing to her; a wo­man work­ing, ever work­ing, but con­tent to do it, and pre­fer­ring to do it as her nat­ur­al lot, un­til she should be too old to la­bour any more? Did Louisa see this? Such a thing was to be.

			A lonely broth­er, many thou­sands of miles away, writ­ing, on pa­per blot­ted with tears, that her words had too soon come true, and that all the treas­ures in the world would be cheaply bartered for a sight of her dear face? At length this broth­er com­ing near­er home, with hope of see­ing her, and be­ing delayed by ill­ness; and then a let­ter, in a strange hand, say­ing “he died in hos­pit­al, of fever, such a day, and died in pen­it­ence and love of you: his last word be­ing your name”? Did Louisa see these things? Such things were to be.

			Her­self again a wife—a moth­er—lov­ingly watch­ful of her chil­dren, ever care­ful that they should have a child­hood of the 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 bless­ing and hap­pi­ness to the wisest? Did Louisa see this? Such a thing was nev­er to be.

			But, happy Sissy’s happy chil­dren lov­ing her; all chil­dren lov­ing her; she, grown learned in child­ish lore; think­ing no in­no­cent and pretty fancy ever to be des­pised; try­ing hard to know her hum­bler fel­low-creatures, and to beau­ti­fy their lives of ma­chinery and real­ity with those ima­gin­at­ive graces and de­lights, without which the heart of in­fancy will with­er up, the stur­di­est phys­ic­al man­hood will be mor­ally stark death, and the plain­est na­tion­al prosper­ity fig­ures can show, will be the Writ­ing on the Wall—she hold­ing this course as part of no fant­ast­ic vow, or bond, or broth­er­hood, or sis­ter­hood, or pledge, or cov­en­ant, or fancy dress, or fancy fair; but simply as a duty to be done—did Louisa see these things of her­self? These 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 see the ashes of our fires turn gray and cold.
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