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Preface of 1848

| cannot forego my usual opportunity of saying farewell to my readersin
this greetingplace, though | have only to acknowledge the unbounded
warmth and earnestnessof their sympathy in every stage of the journey
we have just concluded.

If any of them have felt a sorrow in one of the principal incidents on
which this fiction turns, | hope it may be a sorrow of that sort which en-
dears the sharersin it, one to another. This is not unselfish in me. | may
claim to have felt it, at leastasmuch asanybody else;and | would fain be
remembered kindly for my part in the experience.

DEVONSHIRE TERRACE, Twenty-Fourth March, 1848.



Preface of 1868

| make so bold asto believe that the faculty (or the habit) of correctly ob-
serving the charactersof men, is a rare one. | have not even found, with-
in my experience, that the faculty (or the habit) of correctly observing so
much asthe facesof men, is a general one by any means. The two com-
monest mistakes in judgement that | suppose to arise from the former
default, are, the confounding of shynesswith arrogance - avery common
mistake indeed - and the not understanding that an obstinate nature ex-
Ists in a perpetual struggle with itself.

Mr Dombey undergoes no violent change, either in this book, or in real
life. A sense of his injustice is within him, all along. The more he
repressesit, the more unjust he necessarilyis. Internal shame and extern-
al circumstancesmay bring the contestto a closein aweek, or a day; but,
it has beena contestfor years, and is only fought out after along balance
of victory.

| beganthis book by the Lake of Geneva,and went on with it for some
months in France, before pursuing it in England. The association
between the writing and the place of writing is so curiously strong in my
mind, that at this day, although | know, in my fancy, every stair in the
little midshipman's house, and could swear to every pew in the church
in which Florence was married, or to every young gentleman's bedstead
in Doctor Blimber's establishment, | yet confusedly imagine Captain
Cuttle as secluding himself from Mrs MacStinger among the mountains
of Switzerland. Similarly, when | am reminded by any chanceof what it
was that the waves were always saying, my remembrance wanders for a
whole winter night about the streets of Paris - as | restlessly did with a
heavy heart, on the night when | had written the chapter in which my
little friend and | parted company.



Chapter 1

Dombey satin the corner of the darkened room in the great arm-chair by
the bedside, and Son lay tucked up warm in a little basket bedstead,
carefully disposed on a low setteeimmediately in front of the fire and
closeto it, asif his constitution were analogous to that of a muffin, and it
was essential to toast him brown while he was very new.

Dombey was about eight-and-forty years of age. Son about eight-and-
forty minutes. Dombey was rather bald, rather red, and though a
handsome well-made man, too stern and pompous in appearance,to be
prepossessing.Son was very bald, and very red, and though (of course)
an undeniably fine infant, somewhat crushed and spotty in his general
effect, asyet. On the brow of Dombey, Time and his brother Care had set
some marks, ason atree that was to come down in good time - remorse-
lesstwins they are for striding through their human forests, notching as
they go - while the countenanceof Sonwas crossedwith athousand little
creases,which the samedeceitful Time would take delight in smoothing
out and wearing away with the flat part of his scythe, asa preparation of
the surface for his deeper operations.

Dombey, exulting in the long-looked-for event, jingled and jingled the
heavy gold watch-chain that depended from below his trim blue coat,
whereof the buttons sparkled phosphorescently in the feeble rays of the
distant fire. Son, with his little fists curled up and clenched, seemed,in
his feeble way, to be squaring at existencefor having come upon him so
unexpectedly.

‘The House will once again, Mrs Dombey,' said Mr Dombey, 'be not
only in name but in fact Dombey and Son;' and he added, in a tone of
luxurious satisfaction, with his eyeshalf-closed asif he were reading the
name in a device of flowers, and inhaling their fragrance at the same
time; 'Dom-bey and Son!

The words had such a softening influence, that he appended a term of
endearment to Mrs Dombey's name (though not without some hesita-
tion, as being a man but little used to that form of address): and said,
‘Mrs Dombey, my - my dear.’




A transient flush of faint surprise overspread the sick lady's faceasshe
raised her eyes towards him.

'‘He will be christened Paul, my - Mrs Dombey - of course.'

Shefeebly echoed, 'Of course,' or rather expressedit by the motion of
her lips, and closed her eyes again.

'His father's name, Mrs Dombey, and his grandfather's! | wish his
grandfather were alive this day! There is some inconvenience in the ne-
cessity of writing Junior,' said Mr Dombey, making a fictitious autograph
on his knee; 'but it is merely of a private and personal complexion. It
doesn't enter into the correspondence of the House. Its signature remains
the same.'And again he said ‘'Dombey and Son,in exactly the sametone
as before.

Those three words conveyed the one idea of Mr Dombey's life. The
earth was made for Dombey and Sonto trade in, and the sun and moon
were made to give them light. Rivers and seaswere formed to float their
ships; rainbows gave them promise of fair weather; winds blew for or
against their enterprises; stars and planets circled in their orbits, to pre-
serve inviolate a system of which they were the centre. Common abbre-
viations took new meanings in his eyes,and had sole referenceto them.
A. D. had no concern with  Anno Domini, but stood for anno Dombei -
and Son.

He had risen, as his father had before him, in the course of life and
death, from Sonto Dombey, and for nearly twenty years had been the
sole representative of the Firm. Of those years he had beenmarried, ten -
married, assome said, to alady with no heart to give him; whose happi-
nesswas in the past, and who was content to bind her broken spirit to
the dutiful and meek endurance of the present. Suchidle talk was little
likely to reach the ears of Mr Dombey, whom it nearly concerned; and
probably no one in the world would have received it with such utter in-
credulity ashe,if it had reached him. Dombey and Sonhad often dealt in
hides, but never in hearts. They left that fancy ware to boys and girls,
and boarding-schools and books. Mr Dombey would have reasoned:
That a matrimonial alliance with himself must, in the nature of things, be
gratifying and honourable to any woman of common sense. That the
hope of giving birth to a new partner in such a House, could not fail to
awaken a glorious and stirring ambition in the breast of the least ambi-
tious of her sex. That Mrs Dombey had entered on that social contract of
matrimony: almost necessarily part of a genteel and wealthy station,
even without referenceto the perpetuation of family Firms: with her eyes
fully open to these advantages. That Mrs Dombey had had daily



practical knowledge of his position in society. That Mrs Dombey had al-
ways sat at the head of his table, and done the honours of his house in a
remarkably lady-like and becoming manner. That Mrs Dombey must
have been happy. That she couldn't help it.

Or, at all events, with one drawback. Yes. That he would have al-
lowed. With only one; but that one certainly involving much. With the
drawback of hope deferred. That hope deferred, which, (asthe Scripture
very correctly tells us, Mr Dombey would have added in a patronising
way; for his highest distinct idea even of Scripture, if examined, would
have beenfound to be;that asforming part of a general whole, of which
Dombey and Son formed another part, it was therefore to be commen-
ded and upheld) maketh the heart sick. They had been married ten
years, and until this present day on which Mr Dombey sat jingling and
jingling his heavy gold watch-chain in the great arm-chair by the side of
the bed, had had no issue.

- To speak of; none worth mentioning. There had been a girl some six
years before, and the child, who had stolen into the chamber unob-
served, was now crouching timidly, in a corner whence shecould seeher
mother's face. But what was a girl to Dombey and Son! In the capital of
the House's name and dignity, such a child was merely a piece of base
coin that couldn't be invested - a bad Boy - nothing more.

Mr Dombey's cup of satisfaction was so full at this moment, however,
that he felt he could afford adrop or two of its contents, even to sprinkle
on the dust in the by-path of his little daughter.

So he said, 'Florence, you may go and look at your pretty brother, if
you llIke, | daresay. Don't touch him!

The child glanced keenly at the blue coat and stiff white cravat, which,
with a pair of creaking boots and a very loud ticking watch, embodied
her idea of a father; but her eyesreturned to her mother's face immedi-
ately, and she neither moved nor answered.

'Her insensibility is as proof against a brother as against every thing
else,'said Mr Dombey to himself He seemedso confirmed in a previous
opinion by the discovery, as to be quite glad of it'

Next moment, the lady had opened her eyes and seenthe child; and
the child had run towards her; and, standing on tiptoe, the better to hide
her face in her embrace, had clung about her with a desperate affection
very much at variance with her years.

'‘Oh Lord bless me!" said Mr Dombey, rising testily. 'A very illadvised
and feverish proceeding this, | am sure. Pleaseto ring there for Miss
Florence's nurse. Really the person should be more care-'



'‘Wait! | - had better ask Doctor Pepsif he'll have the goodnessto step
upstairs again perhaps. I'll go down. I'll go down. | needn't beg you," he
added, pausing for a moment at the setteebefore the fire, 'to take partic-
ular care of this young gentleman, Mrs -

‘Blockitt, Sir?' suggested the nurse, a simpering piece of faded gentil-
ity, who did not presume to state her name as a fact, but merely offered
it as a mild suggestion.

'Of this young gentleman, Mrs Blockitt.'

'‘No, Sir, indeed. | remember when Miss Florence was born -’

‘Ay, ay, ay,' said Mr Dombey, bending over the basket bedstead, and
slightly bending his brows at the sametime. '‘Miss Florence was all very
well, but this is another matter. This young gentleman hasto accomplish
a destiny. A destiny, little fellow!" As he thus apostrophised the infant he
raised one of his hands to his lips, and kissed it; then, seeming to fear
that the action involved some compromise of his dignity, went, awk-
wardly enough, away.

Doctor Parker Peps, one of the Court Physicians, and a man of im-
mensereputation for assisting at the increaseof great families, was walk-
ing up and down the drawing-room with his hands behind him, to the
unspeakable admiration of the family Surgeon, who had regularly
puffed the casefor the last six weeks, among all his patients, friends, and
acquaintances, as one to which he was in hourly expectation day and
night of being summoned, in conjunction with Doctor Parker Pep.

‘Well, Sir,’ said Doctor Parker Pepsin a round, deep, sonorous voice,
muffled for the occasion, like the knocker; ‘do you find that your dear
lady is at all roused by your visit?'

‘Stimulated as it were?' said the family practitioner faintly: bowing at
the sametime to the Doctor, as much asto say, 'Excusemy putting in a
word, but this is a valuable connexion.’

Mr Dombey was quite discomfited by the question. He had thought so
little of the patient, that he was not in a condition to answer it. He said
that it would be a satisfaction to him, if Doctor Parker Pepswould walk
upstairs again.

'‘Good! We must not disguise from you, Sir," said Doctor Parker Peps,
'that there is a want of power in Her Gracethe Duchess- | beg your par-
don; | confound names;| should say, in your amiable lady. That there is
a certain degree of languor, and a general absenceof elasticity, which we
would rather - not -

'See,'interposed the family practitioner with another inclination of the
head.



'‘Quite so,' said Doctor Parker Peps,'which we would rather not see.lIt
would appear that the system of Lady Cankaby - excuseme: | should say
of Mrs Dombey: | confuse the names of cases -

'So very numerous,’” murmured the family practitioner - ‘can't be ex-
pected I'm sure - quite wonderful if otherwise - Doctor Parker Peps's
West-End practice -

‘Thank you,' said the Doctor, 'quite so. It would appear, | was ob-
serving, that the system of our patient has sustained a shock, from which
it can only hope to rally by a great and strong -

'‘And vigorous,' murmured the family practitioner.

'‘Quite so,' assentedthe Doctor - '‘and vigorous effort. Mr Pilkins here,
who from his position of medical adviser in this family - no one better
qualified to fill that position, | am sure.'

'Oh!" murmured the family practitioner. ™Praise from Sir Hubert
Stanley!

‘You are good enough,' returned Doctor Parker Peps, 'to say so. Mr
Pilkins who, from his position, is best acquainted with the patient's con-
stitution in its normal state (an acquaintance very valuable to us in form-
ing our opinions in these occasions),is of opinion, with me, that Nature
must be called upon to make a vigorous effort in this instance;and that if
our interesting friend the Countess of Dombey - | beg your pardon; Mrs
Dombey - should not be -’

'‘Able,' said the family practitioner.

‘To make,' said Doctor Parker Peps.

‘That effort," said the family practitioner.

‘Successfully,' said they both together.

‘Then," added Doctor Parker Peps, alone and very gravely, a crisis
might arise, which we should both sincerely deplore.'

With that, they stood for a few secondslooking at the ground. Then,
on the motion - made in dumb show - of Doctor Parker Peps,they went
upstairs; the family practitioner opening the room door for that distin-
guished professional, and following him out, with most obsequious
politeness.

To record of Mr Dombey that he was not in his way affected by this in-
telligence, would beto do him an injustice. He was not a man of whom it
could properly be said that he was ever startled, or shocked; but he cer-
tainly had a sensewithin him, that if his wife should sicken and decay,
he would be very sorry, and that he would find a something gone from
among his plate and furniture, and other household possessions,which
was well worth the having, and could not be lost without sincere regret.



Though it would be a cool,. business-like, gentlemanly, self-possessedre-
gret, no doubit.

His meditations on the subject were soon interrupted, first by the rust-
ling of garments on the staircase,and then by the sudden whisking into
the room of alady rather past the middle agethan otherwise but dressed
in a very juvenile manner, particularly asto the tightness of her bodice,
who, running up to him with akind of screw in her faceand carriage, ex-
pressive of suppressed emotion, flung her arms around his neck, and
said, in a choking voice,

‘My dear Paul! He's quite a Dombey!

‘Well, well!" returned her brother - for Mr Dombey was her brother - |
think he is like the family. Don't agitate yourself, Louisa.'

'It's very foolish of me,' said Louisa, sitting down, and taking out her
pocket~handkerchief, 'but he's - he's such a perfect Dombey!"

Mr Dombey coughed.

'It's so extraordinary,’ said Louisa; smiling through her tears, which in-
deed were not overpowering, 'as to be perfectly ridiculous. So com-
pletely our family. | never saw anything like it in my life!"

'‘But what is this about Fanny, herself?' said Mr Dombey. 'How is
Fanny?'

'‘My dear Paul,' returned Louisa, 'it's nothing whatever. Take my word,
it's nothing whatever. There is exhaustion, certainly, but nothing like
what | underwent myself, either with George or Frederick. An effort is
necessary.That's all. If dear Fanny were a Dombey! - But | daresay she'll
make it; | have no doubt she'll make it. Knowing it to be required of her,
asaduty, of course she'll make it. My dear Paul, it's very weak and silly
of me, | know, to be sotrembly and shaky from head to foot; but | am so
very queer that | must ask you for a glass of wine and a morsel of that
cake.'

Mr Dombey promptly supplied her with these refreshments from a
tray on the table.

'l shall not drink my love to you, Paul," said Louisa: 'l shall drink to the
littte Dombey. Good gracious me! - it's the most astonishing thing | ever
knew in all my days, he's such a perfect Dombey.'

Quenching this expression of opinion in a short hysterical laugh which
terminated in tears, Louisa cast up her eyes, and emptied her glass.

'l know it's very weak and silly of me,' she repeated, 'to be so trembly
and shaky from head to foot, and to allow my feelings so completely to
get the better of me, but | cannot help it. | thought | should have fallen
out of the staircasewindow as| camedown from seeingdear Fanny, and
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that tiddy ickle sing." Theselast words originated in a sudden vivid re-
miniscence of the baby.

They were succeeded by a gentle tap at the door.

‘Mrs Chick,' said a very bland female voice outside, ‘how are you now,
my dear friend?'

'‘My dear Paul,’ said Louisa in a low voice, as she rose from her seat,
it's Miss Tox. The kindest creature! | never could have got here without
her! Miss Tox, my brother Mr Dombey. Paul, my dear, my very particu-
lar friend Miss Tox.'

The lady thus specially presented, was a long lean figure, wearing
such a faded air that she seemednot to have been made in what linen-
drapers call 'fast colours' originally, and to have, by little and little,
washed out. But for this she might have been described asthe very pink
of general propitiation and politeness. From a long habit of listening ad-
miringly to everything that was said in her presence,and looking at the
speakers as if she were mentally engaged in taking off impressions of
their images upon her soul, never to part with the samebut with life, her
head had quite settled on one side. Her hands had contracted a spas-
modic habit of raising themselves of their own accord as in involuntary
admiration. Her eyeswere liable to a similar affection. She had the soft-
estvoice that ever was heard; and her nose, stupendously aquiline, had a
little knob in the very centre or key-stone of the bridge, whence it tended
downwards towards her face,asin an invincible determination never to
turn up at anything.

Miss Tox's dress, though perfectly genteel and good, had a certain
character of angularity and scantiness.Shewas accustomed to wear odd
weedy little flowers in her bonnets and caps. Strange grasseswere some-
times perceived in her hair; and it was observed by the curious, of all her
collars, frills, tuckers, wristbands, and other gossamerarticles - indeed of
everything shewore which had two endsto it intended to unite - that the
two ends were never on good terms, and wouldn't quite meet without a
struggle. She had furry articles for winter wear, as tippets, boas, and
muffs, which stood up on end in rampant manner, and were not at all
sleek. She was much given to the carrying about of small bags with
snaps to them, that went off like little pistols when they were shut up;
and when full-dressed, shewore round her neck the barrenest of lockets,
representing a fishy old eye, with no approach to speculation in it. These
and other appearancesof a similar nature, had served to propagate the
opinion, that Miss Tox was a lady of what is called a limited independ-
ence, which she turned to the best account. Possibly her mincing gait
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encouraged the belief, and suggestedthat her clipping a step of ordinary
compassinto two or three, originated in her habit of making the most of
everything.

'l am sure,' said Miss Tox, with a prodigious curtsey, ‘'that to have the
honour of being presented to Mr Dombey is a distinction which | have
long sought, but very little expected at the present moment. My dear Mrs
Chick - may | say Louisa!'

Mrs Chick took Miss Tox's hand in hers, rested the foot of her wine-
glass upon it, repressed a tear, and said in a low voice, '‘God bless you!

'‘My dear Louisa then,' said Miss Tox, ‘'my sweet friend, how are you
now?'

‘Better,' Mrs Chick returned. 'Take some wine. You have been almost
as anxious as | have been, and must want it, | am sure.'

Mr Dombey of course officiated, and also refilled his sister's glass,
which she (looking another way, and unconscious of his intention) held
straight and steady the while, and then regarded with great astonish-
ment, saying, 'My dear Paul, what have you been doing!

'‘Miss Tox, Paul," pursued Mrs Chick, still retaining her hand, 'knowing
how much | have been interested in the anticipation of the event of to-
day, and how trembly and shaky | have been from head to foot in ex-
pectation of it, has beenworking at a little gift for Fanny, which | prom-
ised to present. Miss Tox is ingenuity itself.'

'‘My dear Louisa,' said Miss Tox. ‘Don't say so.

'It is only a pincushion for the toilette table, Paul,' resumed his sister;
‘one of those trifles which are insignificant to your sexin general, asit's
very natural they should be - we have no businessto expectthey should
be otherwise - but to which we attach some interest.

'‘Miss Tox is very good,' said Mr Dombey.

‘And | do say, and will say, and must say,' pursued his sister, pressing
the foot of the wine-glass on Miss Tox's hand, at each of the three
clauses,'that Miss Tox hasvery prettily adapted the sentiment to the oc-
casion. | call "Welcome little Dombey" Poetry, myself!'

'Is that the device?' inquired her brother.

‘That is the device,' returned Louisa.

'‘But do me the justice to remember, my dear Louisa,' said Miss Toxin a
tone of low and earnestentreaty, ‘that nothing but the - | have some diffi-
culty in expressing myself - the dubiousness of the result would have in-
duced me to take so great a liberty: "Welcome, Master Dombey," would
have been much more congenial to my feelings, as| am sure you know.
But the uncertainty attendant on angelic strangers, will, | hope, excuse
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what must otherwise appear an unwarrantable familiarity." Miss Tox
made a graceful bend as she spoke, in favour of Mr Dombey, which that
gentleman graciously acknowledged. Even the sort of recognition of
Dombey and Son, conveyed in the foregoing conversation, was so palat-
able to him, that his sister, Mrs Chick - though he affected to consider her
a weak good-natured person - had perhaps more influence over him
than anybody else.

'‘My dear Paul,' that lady broke out afresh, after silently contemplating
his features for a few moments, 'l don't know whether to laugh or cry
when | look at you, | declare, you do so remind me of that dear baby
upstairs.’

'‘Well!" said Mrs Chick, with a sweet smile, 'after this, | forgive Fanny
everything!

It was a declaration in a Christian spirit, and Mrs Chick felt that it did
her good. Not that she had anything particular to forgive in her sister-in-
law, nor indeed anything at all, except her having married her brother -
in itself a speciesof audacity - and her having, in the course of events,
given birth to a girl instead of a boy: which, as Mrs Chick had frequently
observed, was not quite what she had expected of her, and was not a
pleasant return for all the attention and distinction she had met with.

Mr Dombey being hastily summoned out of the room at this moment,
the two ladies were left alone together. Miss Tox immediately became
spasmodic.

'l knew you would admire my brother. | told you so beforehand, my
dear,' said Louisa. Miss Tox's hands and eyesexpressedhow much. '‘And
as to his property, my dear!

'‘Ah!" said Miss Tox, with deep feeling. 'Im-mense!’

'‘But his deportment, my dear Louisa!" said Miss Tox. 'His presence!
His dignity! No portrait that | have ever seenof anyone has been half so
replete with those qualities. Something so stately, you know: so uncom-
promising: so very wide acrossthe chest: so upright! A pecuniary Duke
of York, my love, and nothing short of it!" said Miss Tox. 'That's what |
should designate him."’

'‘Why, my dear Paul!" exclaimed his sister, as he returned, 'you look
guite pale! There's nothing the matter?'

'l am sorry to say, Louisa, that they tell me that Fanny -’

'‘Now, my dear Paul,' returned his sister rising, 'don't believe it. Do not
allow yourself to receive a turn unnecessarily. Remember of what im-
portance you are to society, and do not allow yourself to be worried by
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what is so very inconsiderately told you by people who ought to know
better. Really I'm surprised at them."

'l hope | know, Louisa,’ said Mr Dombey, stiffly, 'how to bear myself
before the world.’

'‘Nobody better, my dear Paul. Nobody half sowell. They would be ig-
norant and base indeed who doubted it.’

‘Ignorant and base indeed!' echoed Miss Tox softly.

'‘But,’ pursued Louisa, 'if you have any reliance on my experience,
Paul, you may rest assured that there is nothing wanting but an effort on
Fanny's part. And that effort,’ she continued, taking off her bonnet, and
adjusting her cap and gloves, in a business-like manner, 'she must be en-
couraged, and really, if necessary,urged to make. Now, my dear Paul,
come upstairs with me.’

Mr Dombey, who, besidesbeing generally influenced by his sister for
the reason already mentioned, had really faith in her as an experienced
and bustling matron, acquiesced;and followed her, at once, to the sick
chamber.

The lady lay upon her bed as he had left her, clasping her little daugh-
ter to her breast. The child clung close about her, with the sameintensity
as before, and never raised her head, or moved her soft cheek from her
mother's face, or looked on those who stood around, or spoke, or moved,
or shed a tear.

'Restlesswithout the little girl,' the Doctor whispered Mr Dombey. 'We
found it best to have her in again.'

‘Can nothing be done?' asked Mr Dombey.

The Doctor shook his head. 'We can do no more.’

The windows stood open, and the twilight was gathering without.

The scent of the restoratives that had been tried was pungent in the
room, but had no fragrance in the dull and languid air the lady breathed.

There was such a solemn stiliness round the bed; and the two medical
attendants seemedto look on the impassive form with so much compas-
sion and so little hope, that Mrs Chick was for the moment diverted from
her purpose. But presently summoning courage, and what she called
presenceof mind, she satdown by the bedside, and said in the low pre-
cise tone of one who endeavours to awaken a sleeper:

'‘Fanny! Fanny!

There was no sound in answer but the loud ticking of Mr Dombey's
watch and Doctor Parker Peps'swatch, which seemedin the silenceto be
running a race.
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'‘Fanny, my dear,' said Mrs Chick, with assumed lightness, ‘here's Mr
Dombey come to seeyou. Won't you speak to him? They want to lay
your little boy - the baby, Fanny, you know; you have hardly seenhim
yet, | think - in bed; but they can't till you rouse yourself a little. Don't
you think it's time you roused yourself a little? Eh?"

She bent her ear to the bed, and listened: at the same time looking
round at the bystanders, and holding up her finger.

'Eh?' she repeated, 'what was it you said, Fanny? | didn't hear you.'

No word or sound in answer. Mr Dombey's watch and Dr Parker
Peps's watch seemed to be racing faster.

‘Now, really, Fanny my dear," said the sister-in-law, altering her posi-
tion, and speaking less confidently, and more earnestly, in spite of her-
self, 'l shall have to be quite crosswith you, if you don't rouse yourself.
It's necessaryfor you to make an effort, and perhaps a very great and
painful effort which you are not disposed to make; but this is a world of
effort you know, Fanny, and we must never yield, when so much de-
pends upon us. Come! Try! | must really scold you if you don't!

The race in the ensuing pause was fierce and furious. The watches
seemed to jostle, and to trip each other up.

'Fanny!" said Louisa, glancing round, with a gathering alarm. 'Only
look at me. Only open your eyesto show me that you hear and under-
stand me; will you? Good Heaven, gentlemen, what is to be done!

The two medical attendants exchanged a look acrossthe bed; and the
Physician, stooping down, whispered in the child's ear. Not having un-
derstood the purport of his whisper, the little creature turned her per-
fectly colourless face and deep dark eyes towards him; but without
loosening her hold in the least

The whisper was repeated.

'‘Mama!' said the child.

The little voice, familiar and dearly loved, awakened some show of
consciousness, even at that ebb. For a moment, the closed eye lids
trembled, and the nostril quivered, and the faintest shadow of a smile
was seen.

'‘Mama!" cried the child sobbing aloud. '‘Oh dear Mama! oh dear
Mama!'

The Doctor gently brushed the scattered ringlets of the child, aside
from the face and mouth of the mother. Alas how calm they lay there;
how little breath there was to stir them!

Thus, clinging fast to that slight spar within her arms, the mother drif-
ted out upon the dark and unknown sea that rolls round all the world.
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Chapter 2

'l shall never ceaseto congratulate myself,' said Mrs Chick," on having
said, when | little thought what was in store for us, - really asif | was in-
spired by something, - that | forgave poor dear Fanny everything.
Whatever happens, that must always be a comfort to me!

Mrs Chick made this impressive observation in the drawing-room,
after having descended thither from the inspection of the mantua-
makers upstairs, who were busy on the family mourning. Shedelivered
it for the behoof of Mr Chick, who was a stout bald gentleman, with a
very large face,and his hands continually in his pockets, and who had a
tendency in his nature to whistle and hum tunes, which, sensible of the
indecorum of such sounds in a house of grief, he was at some pains to
repress at present.

'‘Don't you over-exert yourself, Loo," said Mr Chick, 'or you'll be laid
up with spasms,| see.Right tol loor rul! Blessmy soul, | forgot! We're
here one day and gone the next!'

Mrs Chick contented herself with a glance of reproof, and then pro-
ceeded with the thread of her discourse.

'l am sure,' she said, 'l hope this heart-rending occurrence will be a
warning to all of us, to accustom ourselves to rouse ourselves, and to
make efforts in time where they're required of us. There's a moral in
everything, if we would only avail ourselves of it. It will be our own
faults if we lose sight of this one.’

Mr Chick invaded the grave silence which ensued on this remark with
the singularly inappropriate air of 'A cobbler there was;' and checking
himself, in some confusion, observed, that it was undoubtedly our own
faults if we didn't improve such melancholy occasions as the present.

'‘Which might be better improved, | should think, Mr C.,' retorted his
helpmate, after a short pause, 'than by the introduction, either of the col-
lege hornpipe, or the equally unmeaning and unfeeling remark of rump-
te-iddity, bow-wow-wow!" - which Mr Chick had indeed indulged in,
under his breath, and which Mrs Chick repeated in a tone of withering
scorn.
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‘Merely habit, my dear,' pleaded Mr Chick.

'‘Nonsense! Habit!" returned his wife. 'If you're a rational being, don't
make such ridiculous excuses.Habit! If | was to get a habit (asyou call it)
of walking on the ceiling, like the flies, | should hear enough of it, |
daresay.

It appeared so probable that such a habit might be attended with some
degree of notoriety, that Mr Chick didn't venture to dispute the position.

'‘Bow-wow-wow!" repeated Mrs Chick with an emphasis of blighting
contempt on the last syllable. 'More like a professional singer with the
hydrophobia, than a man in your station of life!"

'How's the Baby, Loo?' asked Mr Chick: to change the subject.

'‘What Baby do you mean?' answered Mrs Chick.

‘The poor bereaved little baby," said Mr Chick. 'l don't know of any
other, my dear.'

"You don't know of any other,'retorted Mrs Chick. 'More shame for
you, | was going to say.

Mr Chick looked astonished.

'l am sure the morning | have had, with that dining-room downstairs,
one mass of babies, no one in their senses would believe.'

'‘One mass of babies!' repeated Mr Chick, staring with an alarmed ex-
pression about him.

‘It would have occurred to most men,' said Mrs Chick, 'that poor dear
Fanny being no more, - those words of mine will always be a balm and
comfort to me,' here she dried her eyes;'it becomesnecessaryto provide
a Nurse.'

'‘Oh! Ah!" said Mr Chick. 'Toor-ru! - such s life, | mean. | hope you are
suited, my dear.’

'Indeed | am not,' said Mrs Chick; 'nor likely to be, so far as| can see,
and in the meantime the poor child seemslikely to be starved to death.
Paul is so very particular - naturally so, of course, having set his whole
heart on this one boy - and there are so many objections to everybody
that offers, that | don't see, myself, the least chance of an arrangement.
Meanwhile, of course, the child is -

'‘Going to the Devil," said Mr Chick, thoughtfully, 'to be sure.’

Admonished, however, that he had committed himself, by the indig-
nation expressedin Mrs Chick's countenanceat the idea of a Dombey go-
ing there; and thinking to atone for his misconduct by a bright sugges-
tion, he added:

'‘Couldn't something temporary be done with a teapot?'
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If he had meant to bring the subject prematurely to a close, he could
not have done it more effectually. After looking at him for some mo-
ments in silent resignation, Mrs Chick said she trusted he hadn't said it
in aggravation, becausethat would do very little honour to his heart. She
trusted he hadn't said it seriously, becausethat would do very little hon-
our to his head. As in any case,he couldn't, however sanguine his dis-
position, hope to offer a remark that would be a greater outrage on hu-
man nature in general, we would beg to leave the discussion at that
point.

Mrs Chick then walked majestically to the window and peeped
through the blind, attracted by the sound of wheels. Mr Chick, finding
that his destiny was, for the time, against him, said no more, and walked
off. But it was not always thus with Mr Chick. He was often in the as-
cendant himself, and at those times punished Louisa roundly. In their
matrimonial bickerings they were, upon the whole, a well-matched,
fairly-balanced, give-and-take couple. It would have been, generally
speaking, very difficult to have betted on the winner. Often when Mr
Chick seemed beaten, he would suddenly make a start, turn the tables,
clatter them about the ears of Mrs Chick, and carry all before him. Being
liable himself to similar unlooked for checksfrom Mrs Chick, their little
contests usually possesseda character of uncertainty that was very
animating.

Miss Tox had arrived on the wheels just now alluded to, and came
running into the room in a breathless condition. 'My dear Louisa,'said
Miss Tox, 'is the vacancy still unsupplied?'

‘You good soul, yes,' said Mrs Chick.

‘Then, my dear Louisa,' returned Miss Tox, 'l hope and believe - but in
one moment, my dear, I'll introduce the party.'

Running downstairs again as fast as she had run up, Miss Tox got the
party out of the hackney-coach, and soon returned with it under convoy.

It then appeared that she had used the word, not in its legal or busi-
nessacceptation, when it merely expressesan individual, but asa noun
of multitude, or signifying many: for Miss Tox escorted a plump rosy-
cheeked wholesome apple-faced young woman, with an infant in her
arms; a younger woman not so plump, but apple-faced also, who led a
plump and apple-faced child in each hand; another plump and also
apple-faced boy who walked by himself; and finally, a plump and apple-
faced man, who carried in his arms another plump and apple-faced boy,
whom he stood down on the floor, and admonished, in a husky whisper,
to 'kitch hold of his brother Johnny.'
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'‘My dear Louisa,' said Miss Tox, 'knowing your great anxiety, and
wishing to relieve it, | posted off myself to the Queen Charlotte's Royal
Married Females,'which you had forgot, and put the question, Was there
anybody there that they thought would suit? No, they said there was
not. When they gave me that answer, | do assureyou, my dear, | was al-
most driven to despair on your account. But it did so happen, that one of
the Royal Married Females,hearing the inquiry, reminded the matron of
another who had gone to her own home, and who, she said, would in all
likelihood be most satisfactory. The moment | heard this, and had it cor-
roborated by the matron - excellent referencesand unimpeachable char-
acter - | got the address, my dear, and posted off again.'

‘Like the dear good Tox, you are!' said Louisa.

'‘Not at all,’ returned Miss Tox. 'Don't say so. Arriving at the house (the
cleanestplace, my dear! You might eatyour dinner off the floor), | found
the whole family sitting at table; and feeling that no account of them
could be half so comfortable to you and Mr Dombey asthe sight of them
all together, | brought them all away. This gentleman,' said Miss Tox,
pointing out the apple-faced man, 'is the father. Will you have the good-
ness to come a little forward, Sir?'

The apple-faced man having sheepishly complied with this request,
stood chuckling and grinning in a front row.

‘This is his wife, of course,' said Miss Tox, singling out the young wo-
man with the baby. 'How do you do, Polly?’

'I'm pretty well, | thank you, Ma'am,' said Polly.

By way of bringing her out dexterously, Miss Tox had made the in-
quiry asin condescensionto an old acquaintance whom she hadn't seen
for a fortnight or so.

'I'm glad to hear it,’ said Miss Tox. "The other young woman is her un-
married sister who lives with them, and would take care of her children.
Her name's Jemima. How do you do, Jemima?'

'I'm pretty well, | thank you, Ma'am,’ returned Jemima.

'I'm very glad indeed to hear it,’ said Miss Tox. 'l hope you'll keep so.
Five children. Youngest six weeks. The fine little boy with the blister on
his nose is the eldest The blister, | believe,' said Miss Tox, looking round
upon the family, 'is not constitutional, but accidental?’

The apple-faced man was understood to growl, 'Flat iron.

'l beg your pardon, Sir," said Miss Tox, 'did you?

'Flat iron," he repeated.

'Oh yes,'said Miss Tox. 'Yes! quite true. | forgot. The little creature, in
his mother's absence,smelt a warm flat iron. You're quite right, Sir. You
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were going to have the goodnessto inform me, when we arrived at the
door that you were by trade a -

'Stoker," said the man.

‘A choker!" said Miss Tox, quite aghast.

'Stoker," said the man. 'Steam ingine.'

'‘Oh-h! Yes!'returned Miss Tox, looking thoughtfully at him, and seem-
ing still to have but a very imperfect understanding of his meaning.

‘And how do you like it, Sir?'

'Which, Mum?' said the man.

‘That,' replied Miss Tox. 'Your trade.’

'‘Oh! Pretty well, Mum. The ashessometimes getsin here;' touching his
chest: 'and makes a man speak gruff, as at the present time. But it is
ashes, Mum, not crustiness.’

Miss Tox seemedto be so little enlightened by this reply, asto find a
difficulty in pursuing the subject. But Mrs Chick relieved her, by enter-
ing into a close private examination of Polly, her children, her marriage
certificate, testimonials, and so forth. Polly coming out unscathed from
this ordeal, Mrs Chick withdrew with her report to her brother's room,
and as an emphatic comment on it, and corroboration of it, carried the
two rosiest little Toodles with her. Toodle being the family name of the
apple-faced family.

Mr Dombey had remained in his own apartment since the death of his
wife, absorbed in visions of the youth, education, and destination of his
baby son. Something lay at the bottom of his cool heart, colder and heav-
ler than its ordinary load; but it was more a senseof the child's loss than
his own, awakening within him an almost angry sorrow. That the life
and progress on which he built such hopes, should be endangered in the
outset by so mean a want; that Dombey and Sonshould be tottering for a
nurse, was a sore humiliation. And vyet in his pride and jealousy, he
viewed with so much bitterness the thought of being dependent for the
very first step towards the accomplishment of his soul's desire, on a
hired serving-woman who would be to the child, for the time, all that
even his alliance could have made his own wife, that in every new rejec-
tion of a candidate he felt a secret pleasure. The time had now come,
however, when he could no longer be divided between thesetwo setsof
feelings. The less so, as there seemedto be no flaw in the title of Polly
Toodle after his sister had setit forth, with many commendations on the
indefatigable friendship of Miss Tox.

‘Thesechildren look healthy," said Mr Dombey. 'But my God, to think
of their some day claiming a sort of relationship to Paul!
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' But what relationship is there!" Louisa began -

'Is there!" echoed Mr Dombey, who had not intended his sister to parti-
cipate in the thought he had unconsciously expressed.'ls there, did you
say, Louisa!

'‘Can there be, | mean -'

'Why none,' said Mr Dombey, sternly. 'The whole world knows that, |
presume. Grief has not made me idiotic, Louisa. Take them away,
Louisa! Let me see this woman and her husband.’

Mrs Chick bore off the tender pair of Toodles, and presently returned
with that tougher couple whose presence her brother had commanded.

'‘My good woman," said Mr Dombey, turning round in his easy chair,
as one piece, and not as a man with limbs and joints, 'l understand you
are poor, and wish to earn money by nursing the little boy, my son, who
has been so prematurely deprived of what can never be replaced. | have
no objection to your adding to the comforts of your family by that
means. Sofar as| cantell, you seemto be a deserving object. But | must
Impose one or two conditions on you, before you enter my house in that
capacity. While you are here, | must stipulate that you are always known
as - say as Richards - an ordinary name, and convenient. Have you any
objection to be known as Richards? You had better consult your
husband.’

‘Well?' said Mr Dombey, after a pretty long pause. 'What does your
husband say to your being called Richards?'

As the husband did nothing but chuckle and grin, and continually
draw his right hand acrosshis mouth, moistening the palm, Mrs Toodle,
after nudging him twice or thrice in vain, dropped a curtsey and replied
'that perhaps if she was to be called out of her name, it would be con-
sidered in the wages."'

'Oh, of course,' said Mr Dombey. 'l desire to make it a question of
wages, altogether. Now, Richards, if you nurse my bereaved child, |
wish you to remember this always. You will receive a liberal stipend in
return for the discharge of certain duties, in the performance of which, |
wish you to seeas little of your family as possible. When those duties
ceaseto be required and rendered, and the stipend ceasesto be paid,
there is an end of all relations between us. Do you understand me?'

Mrs Toodle seemeddoubtful about it; and asto Toodle himself, he had
evidently no doubt whatever, that he was all abroad.

*You have children of your own,"' said Mr Dombey. 'It is not at all in
this bargain that you need becomeattached to my child, or that my child
need become attached to you. | don't expect or desire anything of the
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kind. Quite the reverse. When you go away from here, you will have
concluded what is a mere matter of bargain and sale, hiring and letting:
and will stay away. The child will ceaseto remember you; and you will
cease, if you please, to remember the child.'

Mrs Toodle, with a little more colour in her cheeksthan she had had
before, said 'she hoped she knew her place.'

'l hope you do, Richards,' said Mr Dombey. 'l have no doubt you know
it very well. Indeed it is so plain and obvious that it could hardly be oth-
erwise. Louisa, my dear, arrange with Richards about money, and let her
have it when and how she pleases.Mr what's-your name, a word with
you, if you please!

Thus arrested on the threshold as he was following his wife out of the
room, Toodle returned and confronted Mr Dombey alone. He was a
strong, loose, round-shouldered, shuffling, shaggy fellow, on whom his
clothes sat negligently: with a good deal of hair and whisker, deepened
in its natural tint, perhaps by smoke and coal-dust: hard knotty hands:
and a square forehead, as coarsein grain asthe bark of an oak. A thor-
ough contrast in all respects,to Mr Dombey, who was one of those close-
shaved close-cut moneyed gentlemen who are glossy and crisp like new
bank-notes, and who seemto be artificially braced and tightened as by
the stimulating action of golden showerbaths.

*You have a son, | believe?' said Mr Dombey.

'‘Four on 'em, Sir. Four hims and a her. All alive!

'‘Why, it's as much as you can afford to keep them!" said Mr Dombey.

'l couldn't hardly afford but one thing in the world less, Sir.'

'‘What is that?'

‘To lose 'em, Sir.'

'‘Can you read?' asked Mr Dombey.

‘Why, not partick'ler, Sir.'

‘Write?'

'With chalk, Sir?'

'‘With anything?'

'l could make shift to chalk a little bit, | think, if | was put to it," said
Toodle after some reflection.

'‘And yet,’ said Mr Dombey, 'you are two or three and thirty, |
suppose?'

‘Thereabouts, | suppose, Sir," answered Toodle, after more reflection

‘Then why don't you learn?' asked Mr Dombey.

'So I'm a going to, Sir. One of my little boys is a going to learn me,
when he's old enough, and been to school himself.'
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'‘Well," said Mr Dombey, after looking at him attentively, and with no
great favour, as he stood gazing round the room (principally round the
ceiling) and still drawing his hand across and across his mouth. 'You
heard what | said to your wife just now?'

'‘Polly heerd it,’ said Toodle, jerking his hat over his shoulder in the
direction of the door, with an air of perfect confidence in his better half.
It's all right.’

'‘But | ask you if you heard it. You did, | suppose, and understood it?'
pursued Mr Dombey.

'l heerd it,' said Toodle, 'but | don't know as| understood it rightly Sir,
‘account of being no scholar, and the words being - ask your pardon -
rayther high. But Polly heerd it. It's all right.’

'‘As you appear to leave everything to her,' said Mr Dombey, frustrated
in his intention of impressing his views still more distinctly on the hus-
band, asthe stronger character, 'l suppose it is of no use my saying any-
thing to you.'

'‘Not a bit,’ said Toodle. 'Polly heerd it. She's awake, Sir.'

'l won't detain you any longer then,' returned Mr Dombey, disappoin-
ted. 'Where have you worked all your life?'

'‘Mostly underground, Sir, 'till 1 got married. | come to the level then.
I'm a going on one of these here railroads when they comes into full
play.'

As he added in one of his hoarse whispers, 'We means to bring up
little Biler to that line,"” Mr Dombey inquired haughtily who little Biler
was.

‘The eldest on 'em, Sir," said Toodle, with a smile. 'It ain't a common
name. Sermuchserthat when he was took to church the gen'Im'n said, it
wam't a chris'en one, and he couldn't give it. But we always calls him
Biler just the same. For we don't mean no harm. Not we.

‘Do you mean to say, Man,' inquired Mr Dombey; looking at him with
marked displeasure, 'that you have called a child after a boiler?'

'‘No, no, Sir," returned Toodle, with a tender consideration for his mis-
take. 'l should hope not! No, Sir. Arter a BILER Sir. The Steamingine was
a'most as good as a godfather to him, and so we called him Biler, don't
you see!'

As the last straw breaks the laden camel's back, this piece of informa-
tion crushed the sinking spirits of Mr Dombey. He motioned his child's
foster-father to the door, who departed by no means unwillingly: and
then turning the key, paced up and down the room in solitary
wretchedness.
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It would be harsh, and perhaps not altogether true, to say of him that
he felt theserubs and gratings against his pride more keenly than he had
felt his wife's death: but certainly they impressed that event upon him
with new force, and communicated to it added weight and bitterness. It
was a rude shock to his senseof property in his child, that these people -
the mere dust of the earth, as he thought them - should be necessaryto
him; and it was natural that in proportion as he felt disturbed by it, he
should deplore the occurrence which had made them so. For all his
starched, impenetrable dignity and composure, he wiped blinding tears
from his eyesashe paced up and down his room; and often said, with an
emotion of which he would not, for the world, have had a witness, 'Poor
little fellow!"

It may have been characteristic of Mr Dombey's pride, that he pitied
himself through the child. Not poor me. Not poor widower, confiding by
constraint in the wife of an ignorant Hind who hasbeenworking 'mostly
underground' all his life, and yet at whose door Death had never
knocked, and at whose poor table four sons daily sit - but poor little
fellow!

Thosewords being on his lips, it occurred to him - and it is an instance
of the strong attraction with which his hopes and fears and all his
thoughts were tending to one centre - that a great temptation was being
placed in this woman's way. Her infant was a boy too. Now, would it be
posslble for her to change them?

Though he was soon satisfied that he had dismissed the idea as ro-
mantic and unlikely - though possible, there was no denying - he could
not help pursuing it so far as to entertain within himself a picture of
what his condition would be, if he should discover such an imposture
when he was grown old. Whether a man so situated would be able to
pluck away the result of so many years of usage, confidence, and belief,
from the impostor, and endow a stranger with it?

But it was idle speculating thus. It couldn't happen. In a moment after-
wards he determined that it could, but that such women were constantly
observed, and had no opportunity given them for the accomplishment of
such a design, even when they were so wicked asto entertain it. In an-
other moment, he was remembering how few such casesseemedto have
ever happened. In another moment he was wondering whether they ever
happened and were not found out.

As his unusual emotion subsided, these misgivings gradually melted
away, though so much of their shadow remained behind, that he was
constant in his resolution to look closely after Richards himself, without
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appearing to do so. Being now in an easier frame of mind, he regarded
the woman's station asrather an advantageous circumstance than other-
wise, by placing, in itself, a broad distance between her and the child,
and rendering their separation easyand natural. Thence he passedto the
contemplation of the future glories of Dombey and Son, and dismissed
the memory of his wife, for the time being, with a tributary sigh or two.

Meanwhile terms were ratified and agreed upon between Mrs Chick
and Richards, with the assistanceof Miss Tox; and Richards being with
much ceremony invested with the Dombey baby, asif it were an Order,
resigned her own, with many tears and kisses, to Jemima. Glasses of
wine were then produced, to sustain the drooping spirits of the family;
and Miss Tox, busying herself in dispensing 'tastes' to the younger
branches, bred them up to their father's business with such surprising
expedition, that she made chokers of four of them in a quarter of a
minute.

‘You'll take a glass yourself, Sir, won't you?' said Miss Tox, as Toodle
appeared.

‘Thankee, Mum,' said Toodle, 'since you are suppressing.'

‘And you're very glad to leave your dear good wife in such a comfort-
able home, ain't you, Sir?'said Miss Tox, nodding and winking at him
stealthily.

'‘No, Mum," said Toodle. 'Here's wishing of her back agin.'

Polly cried more than ever at this. So Mrs Chick, who had her mat-
ronly apprehensions that this indulgence in grief might be prejudicial to
the little Dombey (‘acid, indeed,' she whispered Miss Tox), hastened to
the rescue.

‘Your little child will thrive charmingly with your sister Jemima,
Richards,' said Mrs Chick; 'and you have only to make an effort - this is a
world of effort, you know, Richards - to be very happy indeed. You have
been already measured for your mourning, haven't you, Richards?'

‘Ye - es, Ma'am,' sobbed Polly.

‘And it'll fit beautifully. | know," said Mrs Chick, 'for the same young
person has made me many dresses. The very best materials, too!"

'Lor, you'll be sosmart," said Miss Tox, 'that your husband won't know
you; will you, Sir?'

'l should know her,' said Toodle, gruffly, ‘anyhows and anywheres.'

Toodle was evidently not to be bought over.

'As to living, Richards, you know,' pursued Mrs Chick, ‘'why, the very
best of everything will be at your disposal. You will order your little
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dinner every day; and anything you take a fancy to, I'm sure will be as
readily provided as if you were a Lady.’

‘Yes to be sure!" said Miss Tox, keeping up the ball with great sym-
pathy. 'And as to porter! - quite unlimited, will it not, Louisa?'

'Oh, certainly! returned Mrs Chick in the sametone. 'With a little ab-
stinence, you know, my dear, in point of vegetables.’

'‘And pickles, perhaps,' suggested Miss Tox.

'‘With such exceptions,' said Louisa, 'she'll consult her choice entirely,
and be under no restraint at all, my love.'

'‘And then, of course, you know,' said Miss Tox, 'however fond sheis
of her own dear little child - and I'm sure, Louisa, you don't blame her
for being fond of it?'

'‘Oh no!" cried Mrs Chick, benignantly.

'Still,' resumed Miss Tox, 'she naturally must be interested in her
young charge, and must consider it a privilege to seea little cherub con-
nected with the superior classes,gradually unfolding itself from day to
day at one common fountain- is it not so, Louisa?'

'‘Most undoubtedly! said Mrs Chick. 'You see,my love, she's already
guite contented and comfortable, and meansto say goodbye to her sister
Jemima and her little pets, and her good honest husband, with a light
heart and a smile; don't she, my dear?’

'‘Oh yes!" cried Miss Tox. 'To be sure she does!

Notwithstanding which, however, poor Polly embraced them all
round in great distress, and coming to her spouse at last, could not make
up her mind to part from him, until he gently disengaged himself, at the
close of the following allegorical piece of consolation:

'‘Polly, old 'ooman, whatever you do, my darling, hold up your head
and fight low. That's the only rule as | know on, that'll carry anyone
through life. You always have held up your head and fought low, Polly.
Do it now, or Bricks is no longer so. God blessyou, Polly! Me and J'mima
will do your duty by you; and with relating to your'n, hold up your head
and fight low, Polly, and you can't go wrong!'

Fortified by this golden secret, Folly finally ran away to avoid any
more particular leave-taking between herself and the children. But the
stratagem hardly succeededas well asit deserved; for the smallest boy
but one divining her intent, immediately began swarming upstairs after
her - if that word of doubtful etymology be admissible - on his arms and
legs; while the eldest (known in the family by the name of Biler, in re-
membrance of the steam engine) beat a demoniacal tattoo with his boots,
expressive of grief; in which he was joined by the rest of the family.
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A quantity of oranges and halfpence thrust indiscriminately on each
young Toodle, checked the first violence of their regret, and the family
were speedily transported to their own home, by means of the hackney-
coach kept in waiting for that purpose. The children, under the guardi-
anship of Jemima, blocked up the window, and dropped out oranges
and halfpence all the way along. Mr Toodle himself preferred to ride be-
hind among the spikes, as being the mode of conveyance to which he
was best accustomed.
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Chapter

The funeral of the deceasedlady having been 'performed to the entire
satisfaction of the undertaker, as well as of the neighbourhood at large,
which is generally disposed to be captious on such a point, and is prone
to take offence at any omissions or short-comings in the ceremonies, the
various members of Mr Dombey's household subsided into their several
placesin the domestic system. That small world, like the great one out of
doors, had the capacity of easily forgetting its dead; and when the cook
had said she was a quiet-tempered lady, and the house-keeper had said
it was the common lot, and the butler had said who'd have thought it,
and the housemaid had said she couldn't hardly believe it, and the foot-
man had said it seemed exactly like a dream, they had quite worn the
subject out, and began to think their mourning was wearing rusty too.

On Richards, who was established upstairs in a state of honourable
captivity, the dawn of her new life seemedto break cold and grey. Mr
Dombey's house was a large one, on the shady side of atall, dark, dread-
fully genteel street in the region between Portland Placeand Bryanstone
Square.'It was a corner house, with great wide areas containing cellars
frowned upon by barred windows, and leered at by crooked-eyed doors
leading to dustbins. It was a house of dismal state,with acircular backto
it, containing a whole suite of drawing-rooms looking upon a gravelled
yard, where two gaunt trees, with blackened trunks and branches,
rattled rather than rustled, their leaveswere so smoked-dried. The sum-
mer sun was never on the street, but in the morning about breakfast-
time, when it camewith the water-carts and the old clothes men, and the
people with geraniums, and the umbrella-mender, and the man who
trilled the little bell of the Dutch clock ashe went along. It was soon gone
again to return no more that day; and the bands of music and the strag-
gling Punch's shows going after it, left it a prey to the most dismal of or-
gans, and white mice; with now and then a porcupine, to vary the enter-
tainments; until the butlers whose families were dining out, began to
stand at the house-doors in the twilight, and the lamp-lighter made his
nightly failure in attempting to brighten up the street with gas.
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It was as blank a house inside as outside. When the funeral was over,
Mr Dombey ordered the furniture to be covered up - perhaps to preserve
it for the son with whom his plans were all associated- and the rooms to
be ungarnished, saving such as he retained for himself on the ground
floor. Accordingly, mysterious shapeswere made of tables and chairs,
heaped together in the middle of rooms, and covered over with great
winding-sheets. Bell-handles, window-blinds, and looking-glasses, being
papered up in journals, daily and weekly, obtruded fragmentary ac-
counts of deaths and dreadful murders. Every chandelier or lustre,
muffled in holland, looked like a monstrous tear depending from the
ceiling's eye. Odours, as from vaults and damp places, came out of the
chimneys. The dead and buried lady was awful in a picture-frame of
ghastly bandages. Every gust of wind that rose, brought eddying round
the corner from the neighbouring mews, some fragments of the straw
that had been strewn before the house when she was ill, mildewed re-
mains of which were still cleaving to the neighbourhood: and these, be-
ing always drawn by some invisible attraction to the threshold of the
dirty houseto let immediately opposite, addresseda dismal eloquenceto
Mr Dombey's windows.

The apartments which Mr Dombey reserved for his own inhabiting,
were attainable from the hall, and consisted of a sitting-room; a library,
which was in fact a dressing-room, so that the smell of hot-pressed pa-
per, vellum, morocco, and Russialeather, contended in it with the smell
of divers pairs of boots; and a kind of conservatory or little glass
breakfast-room beyond, commanding a prospect of the trees before men-
tioned, and, generally speaking, of a few prowling cats. These three
rooms opened upon one another. In the morning, when Mr Dombey was
at his breakfast in one or other of the two first-mentioned of them, as
well asin the afternoon when he came home to dinner, a bell was rung
for Richards to repair to this glass chamber, and there walk to and fro
with her young charge. From the glimpses she caught of Mr Dombey at
these times, sitting in the dark distance, looking out towards the infant
from among the dark heavy furniture - the house had beeninhabited for
years by his father, and in many of its appointments was old-fashioned
and grim - she began to entertain ideas of him in his solitary state, as if
he were a lone prisoner in a cell, or a strange apparition that was not to
be accostedor understood. Mr Dombey cameto be, in the course of a few
days, invested in his own person, to her simple thinking, with all the
mystery and gloom of his house. As she walked up and down the glass
room, or sat hushing the baby there - which shevery often did for hours
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together, when the dusk was closing in, too - shewould sometimestry to
pierce the gloom beyond, and make out how he was looking and what
he was doing. Sensiblethat she was plainly to be seenby him' however,
she never dared to pry in that direction but very furtively and for a mo-
ment at a time. Consequently she made out nothing, and Mr Dombey in
his den remained a very shade.

Little Paul Dombey's foster-mother had led this life herself, and had
carried little Paul through it for some weeks; and had returned upstairs
one day from a melancholy saunter through the dreary rooms of state
(she never went out without Mrs Chick, who called on fine mornings,
usually accompanied by Miss Tox, to take her and Baby for an airing - or
in other words, to march them gravely up and down the pavement, like
a walking funeral); when, as she was sitting in her own room, the door
was slowly and quietly opened, and a dark-eyed little girl looked in.

'It's Miss Florence come home from her aunt's, no doubt,’ thought
Richards, who had never seen the child before. 'Hope | seeyou well,
Miss.'

'Is that my brother?' asked the child, pointing to the Baby.

‘Yes, my pretty,' answered Richards. 'Come and kiss him.'

But the child, instead of advancing, looked her earnestly in the face,
and said:

'‘What have you done with my Mama?'

'‘Lord bless the little creeter!" cried Richards, 'what a sad question! |
done? Nothing, Miss.'

'‘What have they done with my Mama?' inquired the child, with ex-
actly the same look and manner.

'l never saw such a melting thing in all my life!" said Richards, who
naturally substituted ‘for this child one of her own, inquiring for herself
in like circumstances.'Come nearer here, my dear Miss! Don't be afraid
of me.’

'l am not afraid of you,' said the child, drawing nearer. 'But | want to
know what they have done with my Mama.'

Her heart swelled so as she stood before the woman, looking into her
eyes,that shewas fain to pressher little hand upon her breastand hold it
there. Yet there was a purpose in the child that prevented both her
slender figure and her searching gaze from faltering.

'‘My darling,’ said Richards, 'you wear that pretty black frock in re-
membrance of your Mama.'

'l can remember my Mama,' returned the child, with tears springing to
her eyes, 'in any frock.'
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'‘But people put on black, to remember people when they're gone.’

'‘Where gone?' asked the child.

'‘Come and sit down by me,' said Richards, 'and I'll tell you a story."'

With a quick perception that it was intended to relate to what she had
asked, little Florence laid aside the bonnet she had held in her hand until
now, and sat down on a stool at the Nurse's feet, looking up into her
face.

'‘Once upon atime,' said Richards, 'there was alady - a very good lady,
and her little daughter dearly loved her.'

‘A very good lady and her little daughter dearly loved her,' repeated
the child.

'Who, when God thought it right that it should be so, was taken ill and
died.’

The child shuddered.

'‘Died, never to be seenagain by anyone on earth, and was buried in
the ground where the trees grow.

‘The cold ground?' said the child, shuddering again. ‘No! The warm
ground,’ returned Polly, seizing her advantage, 'where the ugly little
seedsturn into beautiful flowers, and into grass, and corn, and | don't
know what all besides. Where good people turn into bright angels, and
fly away to Heaven!

The child, who had dropped her head, raised it again, and sat looking
at her intently.

'So; let me see,'said Polly, not a little flurried between this earnest
scrutiny, her desire to comfort the child, her sudden success,and her
very slight confidence in her own powers." So, when this lady died,
wherever they took her, or wherever they put her, shewent to GOD! and
she prayed to Him, this lady did," said Polly, affecting herself beyond
measure; being heartily in earnest,'to teach her little daughter to be sure
of that in her heart: and to know that she was happy there and loved her
still: and to hope and try - Oh, all her life - to meet her there one day,
never, never, never to part any more.'

'It was my Mamal!' exclaimed the child, springing up, and clasping her
round the neck.

'‘And the child's heart," said Polly, drawing her to her breast: 'the little
daughter's heart was so full of the truth of this, that even when she heard
it from a strange nurse that couldn't tell it right, but was a poor mother
herself and that was all, shefound a comfort in it - didn't feel solonely -
sobbed and cried upon her bosom - took kindly to the baby lying in her
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lap - and - there, there, there!" said Polly, smoothing the child's curls and
dropping tears upon them. 'There, poor dear!

'‘Oh well, Miss Floy! And won't your Pabe angry neither!" cried a quick
voice at the door, proceeding from a short, brown, womanly girl of four-
teen, with a little snub nose, and black eyeslike jet beads.'When it was
‘tickerlerly given out that you wasn't to go and worrit the wet nurse.

'‘Shedon't worry me," was the surprised rejoinder of Polly. 'l am very
fond of children.'

'Oh! but begging your pardon, Mrs Richards, that don't matter, you
know,' returned the black-eyed girl, who was so desperately sharp and
biting that she seemedto make one's eyeswater. 'l may be very fond of
pennywinkles, Mrs Richards, but it don't follow that I'm to have 'em for
tea. 'Well, it don't matter,' said Polly. '‘Oh, thank'ee, Mrs Richards, don't
it!" returned the sharp girl. 'Remembering, however, if you'll be so good,
that Miss Floy's under my charge, and Master Paul's under your'n.'

‘But still we needn't quarrel,’ said Polly.

'‘Oh no, Mrs Richards,' rejoined Spitfire. 'Not at all, | don't wish it, we
needn't stand upon that footing, Miss Floy being a permanency, Master
Paul a temporary.' Spitfire made use of none but comma pauses;shoot-
ing out whatever she had to say in one sentence,and in one breath, if
possible.

'‘Miss Florence has just come home, hasn't she?' asked Polly.

‘Yes, Mrs Richards, just come, and here, Miss Floy, before you've been
in the house a quarter of an hour, you go a smearing your wet face
against the expensive mourning that Mrs Richards is a wearing for your
Ma!" With this remonstrance, young Spitfire, whose real name was Susan
Nipper, detached the child from her new friend by a wrench - asif she
were atooth. But she seemedto do it, more in the excessivelysharp exer-
cise of her official functions, than with any deliberate unkindness.

'She'll be quite happy, now she has come home again,' said Polly, nod-
ding to her with an encouraging smile upon her wholesome face, 'and
will be so pleased to see her dear Papa to-night.’

‘Lork, Mrs Richards!' cried Miss Nipper, taking up her words with a
jerk. 'Don't. See her dear Papa indeed! | should like to see her do it!

'‘Won't she then?' asked Polly.

‘Lork, Mrs Richards, no, her Pa'sa deal too wrapped up in somebody
else,and before there was a somebody elseto be wrapped up in shenev-
er was a favourite, girls are thrown away in this house, Mrs Richards, |
assure you.
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The child looked quickly from one nurse to the other, asif she under-
stood and felt what was said.

*You surprise me!' cried Folly. 'Hasn't Mr Dombey seen her since - '

'‘No," interrupted SusanNipper. ‘Not once since, and he hadn't hardly
set his eyes upon her before that for months and months, and | don't
think he'd have known her for his own child if he had met her in the
streets, or would know her for his own child if he was to meet her in the
streetsto-morrow, Mrs Richards, asto me,' said Spitfire, with a giggle, 'l
doubt if he's aweer of my existence.'

'Pretty dear!" said Richards; meaning, not Miss Nipper, but the little
Florence.

'Oh! there's a Tartar within a hundred miles of where we're now in
conversation, | can tell you, Mrs Richards, present company always ex-
cepted too,' said Susan Nipper; 'wish you good morning, Mrs Richards,
now Miss Floy, you come along with me, and don't go hanging back like
a naughty wicked child that judgments is no example to, don't!"

In spite of being thus adjured, and in spite also of some hauling on the
part of Susan Nipper, tending towards the dislocation of her right
shoulder, little Florence broke away, and kissed her new friend,
affectionately.

'Oh dear! after it was given out so 'tickerlerly, that Mrs Richards
wasn't to be made free with!" exclaimed Susan. 'Very well, Miss Floy!

'‘God bless the sweet thing!" said Richards, 'Good-bye, dear!'

'‘Good-bye!" returned the child. '‘God blessyou! | shall come to seeyou
again soon, and you'll come to see me? Susan will let us. Won't you,
Susan?'

Spitfire seemedto be in the main a good-natured little body, although
a disciple of that school of trainers of the young idea which holds that
childhood, like money, must be shaken and rattled and jostled about a
good deal to keep it bright. For, being thus appealed to with some en-
dearing gestures and caressesshe folded her small arms and shook her
head, and conveyed a relenting expression into her very-wide-open
black eyes.

It ain't right of you to ask it, Miss Floy, for you know | can't refuse
you, but Mrs Richards and me will seewhat can be done, if Mrs Richards
likes, | may wish, you see,to take a voyage to Chaney, Mrs Richards, but
| mayn't know how to leave the London Docks.'

Richards assented to the proposition.

‘This house ain't so exactly ringing with merry-making,' said Miss Nip-
per, 'that one need be lonelier than one must be. Your Toxes and your
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Chickses may draw out my two front double teeth, Mrs Richards, but
that's no reason why | need offer ‘em the whole set.’

This proposition was also assented to by Richards, as an obvious one.

'So I'm able, I'm sure,'said Susan Nipper, 'to live friendly, Mrs
Richards, while Master Paul continues a permanency, if the means can
be planned out without going openly against orders, but goodness gra-
cious Miss Floy, you haven't got your things off yet, you naughty child,
you haven't, come along!

With these words, Susan Nipper, in a transport of coercion, made a
charge at her young ward, and swept her out of the room.

The child, in her grief and neglect, was so gentle, so quiet, and uncom-
plaining; was possessedof so much affection that no one seemedto care
to have, and so much sorrowful intelligence that no one seemedto mind
or think about the wounding of, that Polly's heart was sore when she
was left alone again. In the simple passagethat had taken place between
herself and the motherless little girl, her own motherly heart had been
touched no lessthan the child's; and she felt, asthe child did, that there
was something of confidence and interest between them from that
moment.

Notwithstanding Mr Toodle's great reliance on Polly, she was perhaps
in point of artificial accomplishments very little his superior. She had
been good-humouredly working and drudging for her life all her life,
and was a sober steady-going person, with matter-of-fact ideas about the
butcher and baker, and the division of penceinto farthings. But she was
a good plain sample of a nature that is ever, in the mass, better, truer,
higher, nobler, quicker to feel, and much more constant to retain, all ten-
dernessand pity, self-denial and devotion, than the nature of men. And,
perhaps, unlearned as she was, she could have brought a dawning
knowledge home to Mr Dombey at that early day, which would not then
have struck him in the end like lightning.

But this is from the purpose. Polly only thought, at that time, of im-
proving on her successful propitiation of Miss Nipper, and devising
some means of having little Florence aide her, lawfully, and without re-
bellion. An opening happened to present itself that very night.

Shehad beenrung down into the glassroom asusual, and had walked
about and about it a long time, with the baby in her arms, when, to her
great surprise and dismay, Mr Dombey - whom she had seen at first
leaning on his elbow at the table, and afterwards walking up and down
the middle room, drawing, eachtime, a little nearer, she thought, to the
open folding doors - came out, suddenly, and stopped before her.

34



'‘Good evening, Richards.’

Just the same austere, stiff gentleman, as he had appeared to her on
that first day. Such a hard-looking gentleman, that she involuntarily
dropped her eyes and her curtsey at the same time.

'How is Master Paul, Richards?'

‘Quite thriving, Sir, and well.’

'He looks so,' said Mr Dombey, glancing with great interest at the tiny
face she uncovered for his observation, and yet affecting to be half care-
less of it. 'They give you everything you want, | hope?’

'Oh yes, thank you, Sir.'

She suddenly appended such an obvious hesitation to this reply,
however, that Mr Dombey, who had turned away; stopped, and turned
round again, inquiringly.

'If you please, Sir, the child is very much disposed to take notice of
things,' said Richards, with another curtsey, 'and - upstairs is a little dull
for him, perhaps, Sir.'

'l begged them to take you out for airings, constantly,’ said Mr
Dombey. 'Very well! You shall go out oftener. You're quite right to men-
tion it.'

'l beg your pardon, Sir,' faltered Polly, 'but we go out quite plenty Sir,
thank you.'

'‘What would you have then?' asked Mr Dombey.

'Indeed Sir, | don't exactly know,' said Polly, 'unless -

'Yes?'

'l believe nothing is so good for making children lively and cheerful,
Sir, as seeing other children playing about 'em,' observed Polly, taking
courage.

'l think 1 mentioned to you, Richards, when you came here,' said Mr
Dombey, with a frown, 'that | wished you to seeas little of your family
as possible.’

'Oh dear yes, Sir, | wasn't so much as thinking of that.'

'l am glad of it,' said Mr Dombey hastily. "You can continue your walk
if you please.’

With that, he disappeared into his inner room; and Polly had the satis-
faction of feeling that he had thoroughly misunderstood her object, and
that she had fallen into disgrace without the least advancement of her
purpose.

Next night, she found him walking about the conservatory when she
came down. As she stopped at the door, checked by this unusual sight,
and uncertain whether to advance or retreat, he called her in. His mind
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was too much seton Dombey and Son, it soon appeared, to admit of his
having forgotten her suggestion.

'If you really think that sort of society is good for the child,’ he said
sharply, asif there had been no interval since she proposed it, ‘where's
Miss Florence?'

'‘Nothing could be better than Miss Florence, Sir,' said Polly eagerly,
'but I understood from her maid that they were not to -

Mr Dombey rang the bell, and walked till it was answered.

‘Tell them always to let Miss Florence be with Richards when she
chooses,and go out with her, and so forth. Tell them to let the children
be together, when Richards wishes it.'

The iron was now hot, and Richards striking on it boldly - it was a
good causeand she bold in it, though instinctively afraid of Mr Dombey
- requested that Miss Florence might be sent down then and there, to
make friends with her little brother.

Shefeigned to be dandling the child asthe servant retired on this er-
rand, but she thought that she saw Mr Dombey's colour changed; that
the expression of his face quite altered; that he turned, hurriedly, asif to
gainsay what he had said, or she had said, or both, and was only de-
terred by very shame.

And she was right. The last time he had seenhis slighted child, there
had been that in the sad embrace between her and her dying mother,
which was at once a revelation and a reproach to him. Let him be ab-
sorbed as he would in the Son on whom he built such high hopes, he
could not forget that closing scene.He could not forget that he had had
no part in it. That, at the bottom of its clear depths of tenderness and
truth' lay those two figures clasped in each other's arms, while he stood
on the bank above them, looking down a mere spectator - not a sharer
with them - quite shut out.

Unable to exclude these things from his remembrance, or to keep his
mind free from such imperfect shapes of the meaning with which they
were fraught, aswere able to make themselvesvisible to him through the
mist of his pride, his previous feeling of indifference towards little
Florence changed into an uneasinessof an extraordinary kind. Young as
shewas, and possessingin any eyesbut his (and perhaps in his too) even
more than the usual amount of childish simplicity and confidence, he al-
most felt asif she watched and distrusted him. As if she held the clue to
something secretin his breast, of the nature of which he was hardly in-
formed himself. As if she had an innate knowledge of one jarring and
discordant string within him, and her very breath could sound it.
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His feeling about the child had been negative from her birth. He had
never conceived an aversion to her: it had not beenworth his while or in
his humour. Shehad never been a positively disagreeable object to him.
But now he was ill at easeabout her. Shetroubled his peace.He would
have preferred to put her idea aside altogether, if he had known how.
Perhaps - who shall decide on such mysteries! - he was afraid that he
might come to hate her.

When little Florencetimidly presented herself, Mr Dombey stopped in
his pacing up and down and looked towards her. Had he looked with
greater interest and with a father's eye, he might have read in her keen
glance the impulses and fears that made her waver; the passionate desire
to run clinging to him, crying, as she hid her face in his embrace, 'Oh
father, try to love me! there's no one else!'the dread of a repulse; the fear
of being too bold, and of offending him; the pitiable need in which she
stood of some assuranceand encouragement; and how her overcharged
young heart was wandering to find some natural resting-place, for its
sorrow and affection.

But he saw nothing of this. He saw her pause irresolutely at the door
and look towards him; and he saw no more.

'‘Come in,' he said, 'come in: what is the child afraid of?'

She came in; and after glancing round her for a moment with an un-
certain air, stood pressing her small hands hard together, close within
the door.

'‘Come here, Florence,' said her father, coldly. 'Do you know who |
am?'

‘Yes, Papa.’

'‘Have you nothing to say to me?'

The tears that stood in her eyesas she raised them quickly to his face,
were frozen by the expression it wore. Shelooked down again, and put
out her trembling hand.

Mr Dombey took it loosely in his own, and stood looking down upon
her for a moment, as if he knew as little as the child, what to say or do.

‘There! Be a good girl,' he said, patting her on the head, and regarding
her as it were by stealth with a disturbed and doubtful look. 'Go to
Richards! Go!

His little daughter hesitated for another instant as though she would
have clung about him still, or had some lingering hope that he might
raise her in his arms and kiss her. Shelooked up in his face once more.
He thought how like her expression was then, to what it had beenwhen
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she looked round at the Doctor - that night - and instinctively dropped
her hand and turned away.

It was not difficult to perceive that Florence was at a great disadvant-
agein her father's presence.It was not only a constraint upon the child's
mind, but even upon the natural grace and freedom of her actions. As
she sported and played about her baby brother that night, her manner
was seldom sowinning and so pretty asit naturally was, and sometimes
when in his pacing to and fro, he came near her (she had, perhaps, for
the moment, forgotten him) it changed upon the instant and became
forced and embarrassed.

Still, Polly persevered with all the better heart for seeing this; and,
judging of Mr Dombey by herself, had great confidence in the mute ap-
peal of poor little Florence's mourning dress.'It's hard indeed,' thought
Polly, 'if he takes only to one little motherless child, when he has anoth-
er, and that a girl, before his eyes.'

So, Polly kept her before his eyes, as long as she could, and managed
sowell with little Paul, asto make it very plain that he was all the livelier
for his sister's company. When it was time to withdraw upstairs again,
she would have sent Florence into the inner room to say good-night to
her father, but the child was timid and drew back; and when she urged
her again, said, spreading her hands before her eyes,asif to shut out her
own unworthiness, '‘Oh no, no! He don't want me. He don't want me!'

The little altercation between them had attracted the notice of Mr
Dombey, who inquired from the table where he was sitting at his wine,
what the matter was.

'‘Miss Florence was afraid of interrupting, Sir, if she came in to say
good-night,' said Richards.

'It doesn't matter,’ returned Mr Dombey. "You can let her come and go
without regarding me.'

The child shrunk as she listened - and was gone, before her humble
friend looked round again.

However, Polly triumphed not a little in the successof her well-inten-
tioned scheme,and in the addresswith which she had brought it to bear:
whereof she made a full disclosure to Spitfire when she was once more
safely entrenched upstairs. Miss Nipper received that proof of her con-
fidence, as well as the prospect of their free association for the future,
rather coldly, and was anything but enthusiastic in her demonstrations
of joy.

'l thought you would have been pleased,' said Polly.

38



'Oh yes, Mrs Richards, I'm very well pleased, thank you,' returned
Susan, who had suddenly become so very upright that she seemedto
have put an additional bone in her stays.

*You don't show it," said Polly.

'‘Oh! Being only a permanency | couldn't be expectedto show it like a
temporary,’ said Susan Nipper. 'Temporaries carries it all before 'em
here, | find, but though there's a excellent party-wall between this house

and the next, | maynt exactly like to go to it, Mrs Richards,
notwithstanding!'
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4

Chapter

Though the offices of Dombey and Son were within the liberties of the
City of London, and within hearing of Bow Bells, when their clashing
voices were not drowned by the uproar in the streets, yet were there
hints of adventurous and romantic story to be observed in some of the
adjacent objects. Gog and Magog held their state within ten minutes'
walk; the Royal Exchange was close at hand; the Bank of England, with
its vaults of gold and silver 'down among the dead men' underground,
was their magnificent neighbour. Just round the corner stood the rich
East India House, teeming with suggestions of precious stuffs and
stones, tigers, elephants, howdahs, hookahs, umbrellas, palm trees, pa-
lanquins, and gorgeous princes of a brown complexion sitting on car-
pets, with their slippers very much turned up at the toes. Anywhere in
the immediate vicinity there might be seen pictures of ships speeding
away full sail to all parts of the world; outfitting warehouses ready to
pack off anybody anywhere, fully equipped in half an hour; and little
timber midshipmen in obsolete naval uniforms, eternally employed out-
side the shop doors of nautical Instrument-makers in taking observations
of the hackney carriages.

Sole master and proprietor of one of these effigies - of that which
might be called, familiarly, the woodenest - of that which thrust itself out
above the pavement, right leg foremost, with a suavity the least endur-
able, and had the shoe buckles and flapped waistcoat the least reconcile-
able to human reason, and bore at its right eye the most offensively dis-
proportionate piece of machinery - sole master and proprietor of that
Midshipman, and proud of him too, an elderly gentleman in a Welsh
wig had paid house-rent, taxes, rates, and dues, for more years than
many a full-grown midshipman of flesh and blood has humbered in his
life; and midshipmen who have attained a pretty greenold age, have not
been wanting in the English Navy.

The stock-in-trade of this old gentleman comprised chronometers, ba-
rometers, telescopes,compasses,charts, maps, sextants, quadrants, and
specimens of every kind of instrument used in the working of a ship's
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course, or the keeping of a ship's reckoning, or the prosecuting of a ship's
discoveries. Objects in brass and glass were in his drawers and on his
shelves, which none but the initiated could have found the top of, or
guessedthe use of, or having once examined, could have ever got back
again into their mahogany nests without assistance. Everything was
jammed into the tightest cases,fitted into the narrowest corners, fenced
up behind the most impertinent cushions, and screwed into the acutest
angles, to prevent its philosophical composure from being disturbed by
the rolling of the sea. Such extraordinary precautions were taken in
every instance to save room, and keep the thing compact; and so much
practical navigation was fitted, and cushioned, and screwed into every
box (whether the box was a mere slab, as some were, or something
between a cocked hat and a star-fish, as others were, and those quite
mild and modest boxes as compared with others); that the shop itself,
partaking of the general infection, seemedalmost to become a snug, sea-
going, ship-shape concern, wanting only good sea-room, in the event of
an unexpected launch, to work its way securely to any desert island in
the world.

Many minor incidents in the household life of the Ships'

Instrument-maker who was proud of his little Midshipman, assisted
and bore out this fancy. His acquaintance lying chiefly among ship-
chandlers and so forth, he had always plenty of the veritable ships' bis-
cuit on his table. It was familiar with dried meats and tongues, possess-
ing an extraordinary flavour of rope yarn. Pickles were produced upon
it, in great wholesale jars, with 'dealer in all kinds of Ships' Provisions'
on the label; spirits were set forth in casebottles with no throats. Old
prints of ships with alphabetical referencesto their various mysteries,
hung in frames upon the walls; the Tartar Frigate under weigh, was on
the plates; outlandish shells, seaweeds, and mosses, decorated the
chimney-piece; the little wainscotted back parlour was lighted by a sky-
light, like a cabin.

Here he lived too, in skipper-like state, all alone with his nephew Wal-
ter: a boy of fourteen who looked quite enough like a midshipman, to
carry out the prevailing idea. But there it ended, for Solomon Gills him-
self (more generally called old Sol) was far from having a maritime ap-
pearance.To say nothing of his Welsh wig, which was as plain and stub-
born a Welsh wig as ever was worn, and in which he looked like any-
thing but a Rover, he was a slow, quiet-spoken, thoughtful old fellow,
with eyesasred asif they had been small suns looking at you through a
fog; and a newly-awakened manner, such as he might have acquired by
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having stared for three or four days successively through every optical
instrument in his shop, and suddenly came back to the world again, to
find it green. The only changeever known in his outward man, was from
a complete suit of coffee-colour cut very square, and ornamented with
glaring buttons, to the same suit of coffee-colour minus the inexpress-
ibles, which were then of a pale nankeen. He wore a very precise shirt-
frill, and carried a pair of first-rate spectacleson his forehead, and a tre-
mendous chronometer in his fob, rather than doubt which precious pos-
session,he would have believed in a conspiracy against it on part of all
the clocks and watches in the City, and even of the very Sun itself. Such
as he was, such he had been in the shop and parlour behind the little
Midshipman, for years upon years; going regularly aloft to bed every
night in a howling garret remote from the lodgers, where, when gentle-
men of England who lived below at easehad little or no idea of the state
of the weather, it often blew great guns.

It is half-past five o'clock, and an autumn afternoon, when the reader
and Solomon Gills become acquainted. Solomon Gills is in the act of see-
ing what time it is by the unimpeachable chronometer. The usual daily
clearance has been making in the City for an hour or more; and the hu-
man tide is still rolling westward. 'The streets have thinned,' as Mr Gills
says, 'very much.' It threatens to be wet to-night. All the weatherglasses
in the shop are in low spirits, and the rain already shines upon the
cocked hat of the wooden Midshipman.

‘Where's Walter, | wonder!" said Solomon Gills, after he had carefully
put up the chronometer again. 'Here's dinner been ready, half an hour,
and no Walter!

Turning round upon his stool behind the counter, Mr Gills looked out
among the instruments in the window, to seeif his nephew might be
crossing the road. No. He was not among the bobbing umbrellas, and he
certainly was not the newspaper boy in the oilskin cap who was slowly
working his way along the piece of brassoutside, writing his name over
Mr Gills's name with his forefinger.

'If 1 didn't know he was too fond of me to make a run of it, and go and
enter himself aboard ship against my wishes, | should begin to be fid-
getty," said Mr Gills, tapping two or three weather-glasses with his
knuckles. 'l really should. All in the Downs, eh! Lots of moisture! Well!
it's wanted.'

| believe," said Mr Gills, blowing the dust off the glass top of a
compass-case,that you don't point more direct and due to the back par-
lour than the boy's inclination does after all. And the parlour couldn't
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bear straighter either. Due north. Not the twentieth part of a point either
way.'

'Halloa, Uncle Sol!'

'Halloa, my boy!" cried the Instrument-maker, turning briskly round.
‘What! you are here, are you?'

A cheerful looking, merry boy, fresh with running home in the rain;
fair-faced, bright-eyed, and curly-haired.

'‘Well, Uncle, how have you got on without me all day? Is dinner
ready? I'm so hungry.'

'‘As to getting on,' said Solomon good-naturedly, ‘it would be odd if |
couldn't get on without a young dog like you a great deal better than
with you. As to dinner being ready, it's been ready this half hour and
waiting for you. As to being hungry, I am!

'‘Come along then, Uncle!" cried the boy. 'Hurrah for the admiral’

'‘Confound the admiral!" returned Solomon Gills. "You mean the Lord
Mayor.'

'‘No | don't!" cried the boy. 'Hurrah for the admiral! Hurrah for the
admiral! For-ward!

At this word of command, the Welsh wig and its wearer were borne
without resistance into the back parlour, as at the head of a boarding
party of five hundred men; and Uncle Sol and his nephew were speedily
engaged on a fried sole with a prospect of steak to follow.

‘The Lord Mayor, Wally," said Solomon, ‘for ever! No more admirals.
The Lord Mayor's your admiral.’

'Oh, is he though!" said the boy, shaking his head. 'Why, the Sword
Bearer's better than him. He draws his sword sometimes.

'‘And a pretty figure he cuts with it for his pains,' returned the Uncle.
‘Listen to me, Wally, listen to me. Look on the mantelshelf.'

'Why who has cocked my silver mug up there, on a nail?' exclaimed
the boy.

| have,' said his Uncle. 'No more mugs now. We must begin to drink
out of glassesto-day, Walter. We are men of business. We belong to the
City. We started in life this morning.

'‘Well, Uncle," said the boy, 'I'll drink out of anything you like, so long
as | can drink to you. Here's to you, Uncle Sol, and Hurrah for the

‘Lord Mayor," interrupted the old man.

'For the Lord Mayor, Sheriffs, Common Council, and Livery," said the
boy. 'Long life to ‘'em!

The uncle nodded his head with great satisfaction. 'And now,' he said,
'let's hear something about the Firm.'
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'Oh! there's not much to be told about the Firm, Uncle," said the boy,
plying his knife and fork." It's a precious dark set of offices, and in the
room where | sit, there's a high fender, and an iron safe,and some cards
about ships that are going to sail, and an almanack, and some desks and
stools, and an inkbottle, and some books, and some boxes, and a lot of
cobwebs, and in one of 'em, just over my head, a shrivelled-up blue-
bottle that looks as if it had hung there ever so long.’

‘Nothing else?' said the Uncle.

'‘No, nothing else, except an old birdcage (I wonder how that ever
came there!) and a coal-scuttle.’

'‘No bankers' books, or cheque books, or bills, or such tokens of wealth
rolling in from day to day?' said old Sol, looking wistfully at his nephew
out of the fog that always seemedto hang about him, and laying an unc-
tuous emphasis upon the words.

'‘Oh yes, plenty of that | suppose,' returned his nephew carelessly;'but
all that sort of thing's in Mr Carker's room, or Mr Morfin's, or MR
Dombey's.’

'‘Has Mr Dombey been there to-day?' inquired the Uncle.

'Oh yes! In and out all day.'

'He didn't take any notice of you, | suppose?'.

‘Yeshe did. He walked up to my seat,- | wish he wasn't so solemn and
stiff, Uncle, - and said, "Oh! you are the son of Mr Gills the Ships'
Instrument-maker." "Nephew, Sir," | said. "I said nephew, boy," said he.
But | could take my oath he said son, Uncle.

‘You're mistaken | daresay. It's no matter.

'‘No, it's no matter, but he needn't have been so sharp, | thought. There
was no harm in it though he did say son. Then he told me that you had
spoken to him about me, and that he had found me employment in the
House accordingly, and that | was expectedto be attentive and punctual,
and then he went away. | thought he didn't seem to like me much.'

'You mean, | suppose,’ observed the Instrument-maker, ‘that you
didn't seem to like him much?’

‘Well, Uncle,' returned the boy, laughing. 'Perhaps so; | never thought
of that.'

Solomon looked a little graver as he finished his dinner, and glanced
from time to time at the boy's bright face. When dinner was done, and
the cloth was cleared away (the entertainment had been brought from a
neighbouring eating-house), he lighted a candle, and went down below
into a little cellar, while his nephew, standing on the mouldy staircase,
dutifully held the light. After a moment's groping here and there, he
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presently returned with a very ancient-looking bottle, covered with dust
and dirt.

'‘Why, Uncle Sol!" said the boy, 'what are you about? that's the wonder-
ful Madeira! - there's only one more bottle!

Uncle Sol nodded his head, implying that he knew very well what he
was about; and having drawn the cork in solemn silence, filled two
glasses and set the bottle and a third clean glass on the table.

‘You shall drink the other bottle, Wally," he said, 'when you come to
good fortune; when you are a thriving, respected, happy man; when the
start in life you have made to-day shall have brought you, as | pray
Heaven it may! - to a smooth part of the course you have to run, my
child. My love to you!

Some of the fog that hung about old Sol seemedto have got into his
throat; for he spoke huskily. His hand shook too, as he clinked his glass
against his nephew's. But having once got the wine to his lips, he tossed
it off like a man, and smacked them afterwards.

'‘Dear Uncle," said the boy, affecting to make light of it, while the tears
stood in his eyes,'for the honour you have done me, et cetera, et cetera.|
shall now beg to propose Mr Solomon Gills with three times three and
one cheermore. Hurrah! and you'll return thanks, Uncle, when we drink
the last bottle together; won't you?'

They clinked their glassesagain; and Walter, who was hoarding his
wine, took a sip of it, and held the glassup to his eye with ascritical an
air as he could possibly assume.

His Uncle satlooking at him for sometime in silence. When their eyes
at last met, he began at once to pursue the theme that had occupied his
thoughts, aloud, as if he had been speaking all the time.

'You see,Walter,' he said, 'in truth this businessis merely a habit with
me. | am so accustomed to the habit that | could hardly live if | relin-
quished it: but there's nothing doing, nothing doing. When that uniform
was worn,' pointing out towards the little Midshipman, 'then indeed,
fortunes were to be made, and were made. But competition, competition
- new invention, new invention - alteration, alteration - the world's gone
past me. | hardly know where | am myself, much lesswhere my custom-
ers are.

‘Never mind ‘em, Uncle!'

'Since you came home from weekly boarding-school at Peckham, for
instance - and that's ten days,' said Solomon, 'l don't remember more
than one person that has come into the shop.’
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‘Two, Uncle, don't you recollect? There was the man who cameto ask
for change for a sovereign -

‘That's the one,’ said Solomon.

'Why Uncle! don't you call the woman anybody, who cameto ask the
way to Mile-End Turnpike?'

'‘Oh! it's true,’ said Solomon, 'l forgot her. Two persons.’

‘To be sure, they didn't buy anything,' cried the boy.

'‘No. They didn't buy anything,' said Solomon, quietly.

‘Nor want anything,' cried the boy.

'‘No. If they had, they'd gone to another shop,' said Solomon, in the
same tone.

'‘But there were two of ‘em, Uncle,' cried the boy, asif that were a great
triumph. 'You said only one.’

'‘Well, Wally," resumed the old man, after a short pause: 'not being like
the Savageswho came on Robinson Crusoe's Island, we can't live on a
man who asksfor changefor a sovereign, and a woman who inquires the
way to Mile-End Turnpike. As | said just now, the world has gone past
me. | don't blame it; but | no longer understand it. Tradesmen are not the
sameasthey used to be, apprentices are not the same, businessis not the
same, business commodities are not the same. Seven-eighthsof my stock
Is old-fashioned. | am an old-fashioned man in an old-fashioned shop, in
a street that is not the same as | remember it. | have fallen behind the
time, and am too old to catch it again. Even the noise it makes a long
way ahead, confuses me.'

Walter was going to speak, but his Uncle held up his hand.

‘Therefore, Wally - therefore it is that | am anxious you should be early
in the busy world, and on the world's track. | am only the ghost of this
business- its substancevanished long ago; and when | die, its ghost will
be laid. As it is clearly no inheritance for you then, | have thought it best
to use for your advantage, almost the only fragment of the old connexion
that stands by me, through long habit. Some people suppose me to be
wealthy. | wish for your sakethey were right. But whatever | leave be-
hind me, or whatever | can give you, you in such a House as Dombey's
are in the road to use well and make the most of. Be diligent, try to like
it, my dear boy, work for a steady independence, and be happy!

'l do everything | can, Uncle, to deserveyour affection. Indeed | will,'
said the boy, earnestly

'l know it,' said Solomon. 'l am sure of it,' and he applied himself to a
second glass of the old Madeira, with increased relish. 'As to the Sea,'he
pursued, 'that's well enough in fiction, Wally, but it won't do in fact: it
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won't do at all. It's natural enough that you should think about it, associ-
ating it with all these familiar things; but it won't do, it won't do.’

Solomon Gills rubbed his hands with an air of stealthy enjoyment, as
he talked of the sea,though; and looked on the seafaring objects about
him with inexpressible complacency.

‘Think of this wine for instance,' said old Sol, 'which has been to the
East Indies and back, I'm not able to say how often, and has been once
round the world. Think of the pitch-dark nights, the roaring winds, and
rolling seas:'

‘The thunder, lightning, rain, hail, storm of all kinds," said the boy.

‘To be sure,' said Solomon, - 'that this wine has passedthrough. Think
what a straining and creaking of timbers and masts: what a whistling
and howling of the gale through ropes and rigging:'

'‘What a clambering aloft of men, vying with each other who shall lie
out first upon the yards to furl the icy sails, while the ship rolls and
pitches, like mad! cried his nephew.

'Exactly so,' said Solomon: 'has gone on, over the old cask that held
this wine. Why, when the Charming Sally went down in the -

'In the Baltic Sea,in the dead of night; five-and-twenty minutes past
twelve when the captain's watch stopped in his pocket; he lying dead
against the main-mast - on the fourteenth of February, seventeenforty-
nine!' cried Walter, with great animation.

'‘Ay, to be sure!' cried old Sol, ‘quite right! Then, there were five hun-
dred casksof such wine aboard; and all hands (exceptthe first mate, first
lieutenant, two seamen,and a lady, in a leaky boat) going to work to
stave the casks, got drunk and died drunk, singing "Rule Britannia",
when she settled and went down, and ending with one awful screamin
chorus.'

'‘But when the George the Seconddrove ashore, Uncle, on the coast of
Cornwall, in a dismal gale, two hours before daybreak, on the fourth of
March, 'seventy-one, she had near two hundred horses aboard; and the
horses breaking loose down below, early in the gale, and tearing to and
fro, and trampling each other to death, made such noises, and set up
such human cries, that the crew believing the ship to be full of devils,
some of the best men, losing heart and head, went overboard in despair,
and only two were left alive, at last, to tell the tale.’

‘And when,' said old Sol, 'when the Polyphemus -

'‘Private West India Trader, burden three hundred and fifty tons, Cap-
tain, John Brown of Deptford. Owners, Wiggs and Co.,' cried Walter.
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‘The same,' said Sol; 'when she took fire, four days' sail with a fair
wind out of Jamaica Harbour, in the night -

‘There were two brothers on board,' interposed his nephew, speaking
very fast and loud, 'and there not being room for both of them in the
only boat that wasn't swamped, neither of them would consentto go, un-
til the elder took the younger by the waist, and flung him in. And then
the younger, rising in the boat, cried out, "Dear Edward, think of your
promised wife at home. I'm only a boy. No one waits at home for me.
Leap down into my place!" and flung himself in the sea!’

The kindling eye and heightened colour of the boy, who had risen
from his seatin the earnestnessof what he said and felt, seemedto re-
mind old Sol of something he had forgotten, or that his encircling mist
had hitherto shut out. Instead of proceeding with any more anecdotes,as
he had evidently intended but a moment before, he gave a short dry
cough, and said, 'Well! suppose we change the subject.'

The truth was, that the simple-minded Uncle in his secretattraction to-
wards the marvellous and adventurous - of which he was, in some sort, a
distant relation, by his trade - had greatly encouraged the same attrac-
tion in the nephew; and that everything that had ever been put before
the boy to deter him from a life of adventure, had had the usual unac-
countable effect of sharpening his taste for it. This is invariable. It would
seemasif there never was a book written, or a story told, expressly with
the object of keeping boys on shore, which did not lure and charm them
to the ocean, as a matter of course.

But an addition to the little party now made its appearance, in the
shape of a gentleman in a wide suit of blue, with a hook instead of a
hand attached to his right wrist; very bushy black eyebrows; and a thick
stick in his left hand, covered all over (like his nose)with knobs. He wore
a loose black silk handkerchief round his neck, and such a very large
coarse shirt collar, that it looked like a small sail. He was evidently the
person for whom the spare wine-glass was intended, and evidently
knew it; for having taken off his rough outer coat, and hung up, on a par-
ticular peg behind the door, such a hard glazed hat as a sympathetic
person's head might ache at the sight of, and which left a red rim round
his own forehead as if he had been wearing a tight basin, he brought a
chair to where the clean glass was, and sat himself down behind it. He
was usually addressed as Captain, this visitor; and had beena pilot, or a
skipper, or a privateersman, or all three perhaps; and was a very salt-
looking man indeed.
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His face, remarkable for a brown solidity, brightened as he shook
hands with Uncle and nephew; but he seemedto be of a laconic disposi-
tion, and merely said:

'How goes it?"

‘All well,' said Mr Gills, pushing the bottle towards him.

He took it up, and having surveyed and smelt it, said with extraordin-
ary expression:

‘The?'

‘The,' returned the Instrument-maker.

Upon that he whistled as he filled his glass, and seemedto think they
were making holiday indeed.

'‘Wal'r!" he said, arranging his hair (which was thin) with his hook, and
then pointing it at the Instrument-maker, 'Look at him! Love! Honour!
And Obey! Overhaul your catechism till you find that passage, and
when found turn the leaf down. Success, my boy!

He was so perfectly satisfied both with his quotation and his reference
to it, that he could not help repeating the words again in alow voice, and
saying he had forgotten ‘em these forty year.

'‘But | never wanted two or three words in my life that | didn't know
where to lay my hand upon 'em, Gills,” he observed. 'lt comes of not
wasting language as some do.'

The reflection perhaps reminded him that he had better, like young
Norval's father, "'ncreasehis store." At any rate he becamesilent, and re-
mained so, until old Sol went out into the shop to light it up, when he
turned to Walter, and said, without any introductory remark:

'l suppose he could make a clock if he tried?'

'l shouldn't wonder, Captain Cuttle,' returned the boy.

‘And it would go! said Captain Cuttle, making a speciesof serpent in
the air with his hook. 'Lord, how that clock would go!

For a moment or two he seemed quite lost in contemplating the pace
of this ideal timepiece, and sat looking at the boy asif his face were the
dial.

'‘But he's chockful of science,'he observed, waving his hook towards
the stock-in-trade. 'Look'ye here! Here's a collection of ‘em. Earth, air, or
water. It's all one. Only say where you'll have it. Up in a balloon? There
you are. Down in a bell? There you are. D'ye want to put the North Star
in a pair of scales and weigh it? He'll do it for you.'

It may be gathered from theseremarks that Captain Cuttle's reverence
for the stock of instruments was profound, and that his philosophy knew
little or no distinction between trading in it and inventing it.
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'‘Ah!" he said, with a sigh, 'it's a fine thing to understand ‘em. And yet
it's afine thing not to understand 'em. | hardly know which is best. It's so
comfortable to sit here and feel that you might be weighed, measured,
magnified, electrified, polarized, played the very devil with: and never
know how.'

Nothing short of the wonderful Madeira, combined with the occasion
(which rendered it desirable to improve and expand Walter's mind),
could have ever loosened his tongue to the extent of giving utterance to
this prodigious oration. He seemedquite amazed himself at the manner
in which it opened up to view the sourcesof the taciturn delight he had
had in eating Sunday dinners in that parlour for ten years. Becoming a
sadder and a wiser man, he mused and held his peace.

'‘Come!" cried the subject of this admiration, returning. '‘Before you
have your glass of grog, Ned, we must finish the bottle.'

‘Stand by!" said Ned, filling his glass. '‘Give the boy some more.’

'‘No more, thank'e, Uncle!’

‘Yes, yes,' said Sol, ‘a little more. We'll finish the bottle, to the House,
Ned - Walter's House. Why it may be his House one of these days, in
part. Who knows? Sir Richard Whittington married his master's
daughter.'

“Turn again Whittington, Lord Mayor of London, and when you are
old you will never depart from it," interposed the Captain. 'Wal'r! Over-
haul the book, my lad.’

‘And although Mr Dombey hasn't a daughter,’ Sol began.

'Yes, yes, he has, Uncle,' said the boy, reddening and laughing.

'Has he?' cried the old man. ‘'Indeed | think he has too.

'Oh! | know he has,'said the boy. 'Some of 'em were talking about it in
the office today. And they do say, Uncle and Captain Cuttle," lowering
his voice, 'that he's taken a dislike to her, and that she'sleft, unnoticed,
among the servants, and that his mind's so setall the while upon having
his son in the House, that although he's only a baby now, he is going to
have balances struck oftener than formerly, and the books kept closer
than they used to be, and has even been seen (when he thought he
wasn't) walking in the Docks, looking at his ships and property and all
that, asif he was exulting like, over what he and his son will possessto-
gether. That's what they say. Of course, | don't know.

'He knows all about her already, you see,’ said the instrument-maker.

'‘Nonsense, Uncle," cried the boy, still reddening and laughing, boy-
like. 'How can | help hearing what they tell me?’
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‘The Son'sa little in our way at present, I'm afraid, Ned,' said the old
man, humouring the joke.

'‘Very much,' said the Captain.

‘Nevertheless, we'll drink him," pursued Sol.'So, here'sto Dombey and
Son.’

'‘Oh, very well, Uncle,' said the boy, merrily. 'Since you have intro-
duced the mention of her, and have connected me with her and have
said that | know all about her, | shall make bold to amend the toast. So
here's to Dombey - and Son - and Daughter!’
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e O

Chapter

Little Paul, suffering no contamination from the blood of the Toodles,
grew stouter and stronger every day. Every day, too, he was more and
more ardently cherished by Miss Tox, whose devotion was so far appre-
ciated by Mr Dombey that he began to regard her as a woman of great
natural good sense,whose feelings did her credit and deserved encour-
agement. He was so lavish of this condescension,that he not only bowed
to her, in a particular manner, on several occasions,but even entrusted
such stately recognitions of her to his sister as 'pray tell your friend,
Louisa, that sheis very good,' or ‘'mention to Miss Tox, Louisa, that | am
obliged to her;'specialities which made a deep impression on the lady
thus distinguished.

Whether Miss Tox conceived that having been selectedby the Fatesto
welcome the little Dombey before he was born, in Kirby, Beard and
Kirby's Best Mixed Pins, it therefore naturally devolved upon her to
greet him with all other forms of welcome in all other early stagesof his
existence - or whether her overflowing goodnessinduced her to volun-
teer into the domestic militia asa substitute in some sort for his deceased
Mama - or whether she was conscious of any other motives - are ques-
tions which in this stage of the Firm's history herself only could have
solved. Nor have they much bearing on the fact (of which there is no
doubt), that Miss Tox's constancy and zeal were a heavy discouragement
to Richards, who lost flesh hourly under her patronage, and was in some
danger of being superintended to death.

Miss Tox was often in the habit of assuring Mrs Chick, that nothing
could exceedher interest in all connected with the development of that
sweet child;' and an observer of Miss Tox's proceedings might have in-
ferred so much without declaratory confirmation. She would preside
over the innocent repasts of the young heir, with ineffable satisfaction,
almost with an air of joint proprietorship with Richards in the entertain-
ment. At the little ceremonies of the bath and toilette, she assisted with
enthusiasm. The administration of infantine doses of physic awakened
all the active sympathy of her character; and being on one occasion
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secreted in a cupboard (whither she had fled in modesty), when Mr
Dombey was introduced into the nursery by his sister, to behold his son,
in the course of preparation for bed, taking a short walk uphill over
Richards's gown, in a short and airy linen jacket, Miss Tox was so trans-
ported beyond the ignorant present asto be unable to refrain from cry-
ing out, 'Is he not beautiful Mr Dombey! Is he not a Cupid, Sir!" and then
almost sinking behind the closet door with confusion and blushes.

‘Louisa,’ said Mr Dombey, one day, to his sister, 'l really think | must
present your friend with some little token, on the occasion of Paul's
christening. She has exerted herself so warmly in the child's behalf from
the first, and seemsto understand her position sothoroughly (avery rare
merit in this world, | am sorry to say), that it would really be agreeable
to me to notice her.'

Let it be no detraction from the merits of Miss Tox, to hint that in Mr
Dombey's eyes, as in some others that occasionally see the light, they
only achieved that mighty piece of knowledge, the understanding of
their own position, who showed a fitting reverence for his. It was not so
much their merit that they knew themselves, asthat they knew him, and
bowed low before him.

'‘My dear Paul,' returned his sister, 'you do Miss Tox but justice, as a
man of your penetration was sure, | knew, to do. | believe if there are
three words in the English language for which she has a respectamount-
ing almost to veneration, those words are, Dombey and Son.'

'‘Well," said Mr Dombey, 'l believe it. It does Miss Tox credit.’

'‘And asto anything in the shape of atoken, my dear Paul,' pursued his
sister, 'all 1 can say is that anything you give Miss Tox will be hoarded
and prized, | am sure, like a relic. But there is a way, my dear Paul, of
showing your senseof Miss Tox's friendliness in a still more flattering
and acceptable manner, if you should be so inclined.’

'How is that?' asked Mr Dombey.

‘Godfathers, of course,' continued Mrs Chick, 'are important in point of
connexion and influence.'

'l don't know why they should be, to my son, said Mr Dombey, coldly.

‘Very true, my dear Paul,' retorted Mrs Chick, with an extraordinary
show of animation, to cover the suddenness of her conversion; ‘and
spoken like yourself. I might have expected nothing else from you. |
might have known that such would have been your opinion. Perhaps;'
here Mrs Chick faltered again, as not quite comfortably feeling her way;
‘perhaps that is a reasonwhy you might have the lessobjection to allow-
ing Miss Tox to be godmother to the dear thing, if it were only asdeputy
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and proxy for someoneelse.That it would be received asa great honour
and distinction, Paul, | need not say.
‘Louisa,' said Mr Dombey, after a short pause,'it is not to be supposed

‘Certainly not," cried Mrs Chick, hastening to anticipate a refusal, 'l
never thought it was."'

Mr Dombey looked at her impatiently.

'‘Don't flurry me, my dear Paul,’ said his sister; 'for that destroys me. |
am far from strong. | have not been quite myself, since poor dear Fanny
departed.’

Mr Dombey glanced at the pocket-handkerchief which his sister ap-
plied to her eyes, and resumed:

'It is not be supposed, | say 'And | say,' murmured Mrs Chick, 'that |
never thought it was."'

'‘Good Heaven, Louisa!' said Mr Dombey.

'‘No, my dear Paul,’ she remonstrated with tearful dignity, 'l must
really be allowed to speak.| am not so clever, or so reasoning, or so elo-
guent, or so anything, as you are. | know that very well. So much the
worse for me. But if they were the last words | had to utter - and last
words should be very solemn to you and me, Paul, after poor dear Fanny
- 1 would still say | never thought it was. And what is more," added Mrs
Chick with increased dignity, asif she had withheld her crushing argu-
ment until now, 'l never did think it was." Mr Dombey walked to the
window and back again.

'It is not to be supposed, Louisa,' he said (Mrs Chick had nailed her
colours to the mast, and repeated 'l know it isn't,' but he took no notice of
it), 'but that there are many persons who, supposing that | recognised
any claim at all in such a case,have a claim upon me superior to Miss
Tox's. But | do not. | recognise no such thing. Paul and myself will be
able, when the time comes,to hold our own - the House, in other words,
will be able to hold its own, and maintain its own, and hand down its
own of itself, and without any such common-place aids. The kind of for-
eign help which people usually seek for their children, | can afford to
despise;being aboveit, | hope. Sothat Paul's infancy and childhood pass
away well, and | seehim becoming qualified without waste of time for
the career on which he is destined to enter, | am satisfied. He will make
what powerful friends he pleasesin after-life, when he is actively main-
taining - and extending, if that is possible - the dignity and credit of the
Firm. Until then, | am enough for him, perhaps, and all in all. | have no
wish that people should step in between us. | would much rather show
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my senseof the obliging conduct of a deserving person like your friend.
Therefore let it be so; and your husband and myself will do well enough
for the other sponsors, | daresay.'

In the course of these remarks, delivered with great majesty and
grandeur, Mr Dombey had truly revealed the secretfeelings of his breast.
An indescribable distrust of anybody stepping in between himself and
his son; a haughty dread of having any rival or partner in the boy's re-
spect and deference; a sharp misgiving, recently acquired, that he was
not infallible in his power of bending and binding human wills; assharp
a jealousy of any second check or cross;thesewere, at that time the mas-
ter keys of his soul. In all his life, he had never made a friend. His cold
and distant nature had neither sought one, nor found one. And now,
when that nature concentrated its whole force so strongly on a partial
scheme of parental interest and ambition, it seemedasif its icy current,
instead of being released by this influence, and running clear and free,
had thawed for but an instant to admit its burden, and then frozen with
it into one unyielding block.

Elevated thus to the godmothership of little Paul, in virtue of her insig-
nificance, Miss Tox was from that hour chosen and appointed to office;
and Mr Dombey further signified his pleasure that the ceremony,
already long delayed, should take place without further postponement.
His sister, who had beenfar from anticipating so signal a success,with-
drew as soon as she could, to communicate it to her best of friends; and
Mr Dombey was left alone in his library. He had already laid his hand
upon the bellrope to convey his usual summons to Richards, when his
eye fell upon a writing-desk, belonging to his deceasedwife, which had
been taken, among other things, from a cabinet in her chamber. It was
not the first time that his eye had lighted on it He carried the key in his
pocket; and he brought it to his table and opened it now - having previ-
ously locked the room door - with a well-accustomed hand.

From beneath a leaf of torn and cancelled scraps of paper, he took one
letter that remained entire. Involuntarily holding his breath as he opened
this document, and 'bating in the stealthy action something of his arrog-
ant demeanour, he s at down, resting his head upon one hand, and read
it through.

He read it slowly and attentively, and with a nice particularity to
every syllable. Otherwise than as his great deliberation seemedunnatur-
al, and perhaps the result of an effort equally great, he allowed no sign of
emotion to escapehim. When he had read it through, he folded and re-
folded it slowly several times, and tore it carefully into fragments.
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Checking his hand in the act of throwing theseaway, he put them in his
pocket, as if unwilling to trust them even to the chancesof being re-
united and deciphered; and instead of ringing, asusual, for little Paul, he
sat solitary, all the evening, in his cheerless room.

There was anything but solitude in the nursery; for there, Mrs Chick
and Miss Tox were enjoying a social evening, so much to the disgust of
Miss SusanNipper, that that young lady embraced every opportunity of
making wry facesbehind the door. Her feelings were so much excited on
the occasion, that she found it indispensable to afford them this relief,
even without having the comfort of any audience or sympathy whatever.
As the knight-errants of old relieved their minds by carving their
mistress's names in deserts, and wildernesses, and other savage places
where there was no probability of there ever being anybody to read
them, so did Miss Susan Nipper curl her snub nose into drawers and
wardrobes, put away winks of disparagement in cupboards, shed deris-
Ive squints into stone pitchers, and contradict and call names out in the
passage.

The two interlopers, however, blissfully unconscious of the young
lady's sentiments, saw little Paul safe through all the stagesof undress-
ing, airy exercise,supper and bed; and then sat down to tea before the
fire. The two children now lay, through the good offices of Polly, in one
room; and it was not until the ladies were established at their tea-table
that, happening to look towards the little beds, they thought of Florence.

'How sound she sleeps!" said Miss Tox.

'‘Why, you know, my dear, she takes a great deal of exercisein the
course of the day,' returned Mrs Chick, 'playing about little Paul so
much.’

'She is a curious child,’ said Miss Tox.

'‘My dear," retorted Mrs Chick, in a low voice: 'Her Mama, all over!

'In deed!" said Miss Tox. 'Ah dear me!'

A tone of most extraordinary compassion Miss Tox said it in, though
she had no distinct idea why, except that it was expected of her.

'Florence will never, never, never be a Dombey,'said Mrs Chick, 'not if
she lives to be a thousand years old.’

Miss Tox elevated her eyebrows, and was again full of

commiseration.

' quite fret and worry myself about her," said Mrs Chick, with a sigh of
modest merit. 'l really don't seewhat is to becomeof her when she grows
older, or what position sheis to take. Shedon't gain on her Papain the
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least. How can one expect she should, when she is so very unlike a
Dombey?’

Miss Tox looked asif she saw no way out of such a cogent argument
as that, at all.

‘And the child, you see,'said Mrs Chick, in deep confidence, 'has poor
dear Fanny's nature. She'll never make an effort in after-life, I'll venture
to say. Never! She'll never wind and twine herself about her Papa'sheart
like -

‘Like the ivy?' suggested Miss Tox.

'Like the ivy," Mrs Chick assented.'Never! She'll never glide and nestle
into the bosom of her Papa's affections like - the - '

‘Startled fawn?' suggested Miss Tox.

'Like the startled fawn,' said Mrs Chick. 'Never! Poor Fanny! Yet, how
| loved her!

"You must not distress yourself, my dear,' said Miss Tox, in a soothing
voice. 'Now really! You have too much feeling.'

'‘We have all our faults," said Mrs Chick, weeping and shaking her
head. 'l daresay we have. | never was blind to hers. | never said | was.
Far from it. Yet how | loved her!’

What a satisfaction it was to Mrs Chick - a common-place piece of folly
enough, compared with whom her sister-in-law had beena very angel of
womanly intelligence and gentleness- to patronise and be tender to the
memory of that lady: in exact pursuance of her conduct to her in her life-
time: and to thoroughly believe herself, and take herself in, and make
herself uncommonly comfortable on the strength of her toleration! What
amighty pleasantvirtue toleration should be when we are right, to be so
very pleasantwhen we are wrong, and quite unable to demonstrate how
we come to be invested with the privilege of exercising it!

Mrs Chick was yet drying her eyes and shaking her head, when
Richards made bold to caution her that Miss Florence was awake and sit-
ting in her bed. She had risen, as the nurse said, and the lashes of her
eyeswere wet with tears. But no one saw them glistening save Polly. No
one else leant over her, and whispered soothing words to her, or was
near enough to hear the flutter of her beating heart.

'‘Oh! dear nurse!" said the child, looking earnestly up in her face,'let me
lie by my brother!'

'Why, my pet?' said Richards.

'Oh! | think he loves me,' cried the child wildly. 'Let me lie by him.
Pray do!
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Mrs Chick interposed with some motherly words about going to sleep
like a dear, but Florence repeated her supplication, with a frightened
look, and in a voice broken by sobs and tears.

'I'l' not wake him," she said, covering her face and hanging down her
head. 'I'll only touch him with my hand, and go to sleep. Oh, pray, pray,
let me lie by my brother to-night, for | believe he's fond of me!

Richards took her without a word, and carrying her to the little bed in
which the infant was sleeping, laid her down by his side. She crept as
near him asshe could without disturbing his rest; and stretching out one
arm sothat it timidly embraced his neck, and hiding her face on the oth-
er, over which her damp and scattered hair fell loose, lay motionless.

'‘Poor little thing,' said Miss Tox; 'she has been dreaming, | daresay.'

Dreaming, perhaps, of loving tones for ever silent, of loving eyes for
ever closed, of loving arms again wound round her, and relaxing in that
dream within the dam which no tongue can relate. Seeking, perhaps - in
dreams - some natural comfort for a heart, deeply and sorely wounded,
though so young a child's: and finding it, perhaps, in dreams, if not in
waking, cold, substantial truth. This trivial incident had so interrupted
the current of conversation, that it was difficult of resumption; and Mrs
Chick moreover had been so affected by the contemplation of her own
tolerant nature, that she was not in spirits. The two friends accordingly
soon made an end of their tea, and a servant was despatched to fetch a
hackney cabriolet for Miss Tox. Miss Tox had great experience in hack-
ney cabs, and her starting in one was generally a work of time, as she
was systematic in the preparatory arrangements.

'Have the goodness,if you please, Towlinson," said Miss Tox, 'first of
all, to carry out a pen and ink and take his number legibly.’

‘Yes, Miss,' said Towlinson.

‘Then, if you please, Towlinson,'said Miss Tox, 'have the goodness

to turn the cushion. Which,' said Miss Tox apart to Mrs Chick, 'is gen-
erally damp, my dear.’

‘Yes, Miss,' said Towlinson.

"Il trouble you also, if you please, Towlinson," said Miss Tox, 'with
this card and this shilling. He's to drive to the card, and is to understand
that he will not on any account have more than the shilling.'

'‘No, Miss,' said Towlinson.

‘And - I'm sorry to give you so much trouble, Towlinson," said Miss
Tox, looking at him pensively.

'‘Not at all, Miss," said Towlinson.
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‘Mention to the man, then, if you please, Towlinson," said Miss Tox,
'that the lady's uncle is a magistrate, and that if he gives her any of his
impertinence he will be punished terribly. You can pretend to say that, if
you please, Towlinson, in a friendly way, and becauseyou know it was
done to another man, who died.’

‘Certainly, Miss,' said Towlinson.

'‘And now good-night to my sweet, sweet, sweet, godson,' said Miss
Tox, with a soft shower of kissesat eachrepetition of the adjective; 'and
Louisa, my dear friend, promise me to take a little something warm be-
fore you go to bed, and not to distress yourself!'

It was with extreme difficulty that Nipper, the black-eyed, who looked
on steadfastly, contained herself at this crisis, and until the subsequent
departure of Mrs Chick. But the nursery being at length free of visitors,
she made herself some recompense for her late restraint.

'You might keep me in a strait-waistcoat for six weeks,' said Nipper,
‘and when | got it off I'd only be more aggravated, who ever heard the
like of them two Griffins, Mrs Richards?'

‘And then to talk of having been dreaming, poor dear!" said Polly.

'‘Oh you beauties! cried Susan Nipper, affecting to salute the door by
which the ladies had departed. 'Never be a Dombey won't she?It's to be
hoped she won't, we don't want any more such, one's enough.'

'‘Don't wake the children, Susan dear,’ said Polly.

'I'm very much beholden to you, Mrs Richards,' said Susan,who was
not by any meansdiscriminating in her wrath, 'and really feel it asa hon-
our to receive your commands, being a black slave and a mulotter. Mrs
Richards, if there's any other orders, you can give me, pray mention ‘em.’

'‘Nonsense; orders,' said Polly.

'‘Oh! blessyour heart, Mrs Richards,' cried Susan,'temporaries always
orders permanencies here, didn't you know that, why wherever was you
born, Mrs Richards?But wherever you was born, Mrs Richards,' pursued
Spitfire, shaking her head resolutely, 'and whenever, and however
(which is bestknown to yourself), you may bearin mind, please,that it's
one thing to give orders, and quite another thing to take 'em. A person
may tell a person to dive off a bridge head foremost into five-and-forty
feet of water, Mrs Richards, but a person may be very far from diving.'

‘There now,' said Polly, 'you're angry because you're a good little
thing, and fond of Miss Florence;and yet you turn round on me, because
there's nobody else.’

'It's very easyfor someto keep their tempers, and be soft-spoken, Mrs
Richards,' returned Susan,slightly mollified, 'when their child's made as
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much of asa prince, and is petted and patted till it wishes its friends fur-
ther, but when a sweetyoung pretty innocent, that never ought to have a
crossword spoken to or of it, is rundown, the caseis very different in-
deed. My goodnessgracious me, Miss Floy, you naughty, sinful child, if
you don't shut your eyes this minute, I'll call in them hobgoblins that
lives in the cock-loft to come and eat you up alive!'

Here Miss Nipper made a horrible lowing, supposed to issue from a
conscientious goblin of the bull species,impatient to discharge the severe
duty of his position. Having further composed her young charge by cov-
ering her head with the bedclothes, and making three or four angry dabs
at the pillow, she folded her arms, and screwed up her mouth, and sat
looking at the fire for the rest of the evening.

Though little Paul was said, in nursery phrase, 'to take a deal of notice
for his age,'he took aslittle notice of all this asof the preparations for his
christening on the next day but one; which nevertheless went on about
him, asto his personal apparel, and that of his sister and the two nurses,
with great activity. Neither did he, on the arrival of the appointed morn-
ing, show any senseof its importance; being, on the contrary, unusually
inclined to sleep, and unusually inclined to take it ill in his attendants
that they dressed him to go out.

It happened to be an iron-grey autumnal day, with a shrewd eastwind
blowing - a day in keeping with the proceedings. Mr Dombey represen-
ted in himself the wind, the shade,and the autumn of the christening. He
stood in his library to receive the company, as hard and cold as the
weather; and when he looked out through the glassroom, at the treesin
the little garden, their brown and yellow leavescamefluttering down, as
if he blighted them.

Ugh! They were black, cold rooms; and seemedto be in mourning, like
the inmates of the house. The books precisely matched as to size, and
drawn up in line, like soldiers, looked in their cold, hard, slippery uni-
forms, asif they had but one idea among them, and that was a freezer.
The bookcase,glazed and locked, repudiated all familiarities. Mr Pitt, in
bronze, on the top, with no trace of his celestial origin' about him,
guarded the unattainable treasure like an enchanted Moor. A dusty urn
at each high corner, dug up from an ancient tomb, preached desolation
and decay, as from two pulpits; and the chimney-glass, reflecting Mr
Dombey and his portrait at one blow, seemed fraught with melancholy
meditations.
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The stiff and stark fire-irons appeared to claim a nearer relationship
than anything elsethere to Mr Dombey, with his buttoned coat, his white
cravat, his heavy gold watch-chain, and his creaking boots.

But this was before the arrival of Mr and Mrs Chick, his lawful relat-
ives, who soon presented themselves.

'‘My dear Paul,’ Mrs Chick murmured, as she embraced him, 'the be-
ginning, | hope, of many joyful days!

‘Thank you, Louisa,’ said Mr Dombey, grimly. 'How do you do, Mr
John?'

'‘How do you do, Sir?' said Chick.

He gave Mr Dombey his hand, asif he feared it might electrify him.
Mr Dombey tool: it asif it were a fish, or seaweed,or some such clammy
substance, and immediately returned it to him with exalted politeness.

'‘Perhaps, Louisa,' said Mr Dombey, slightly turning his head in his
cravat, as if it were a socket, 'you would have preferred a fire?'

'‘Oh, my dear Paul, no," said Mrs Chick, who had much ado to keep her
teeth from chattering; 'not for me.'

‘Mr John," said Mr Dombey, 'you are not sensible of any chill?'

Mr John,who had already got both his hands in his pockets over the
wrists, and was on the very threshold of that same canine chorus which
had given Mrs Chick so much offence on a former occasion, protested
that he was perfectly comfortable.

He added in a low voice, 'With my tiddle tol toor rul' - when he was
providentially stopped by Towlinson, who announced:

‘Miss Tox!

And enter that fair enslaver, with a blue nose and indescribably frosty
face, referable to her being very thinly clad in a maze of fluttering odds
and ends, to do honour to the ceremony.

'How do you do, Miss Tox?' said Mr Dombey.

Miss Tox, in the midst of her spreading gauzes,went down altogether
like an opera-glass shutting-up; she curtseyed so low, in acknowledg-
ment of Mr Dombey's advancing a step or two to meet her.

'l can never forget this occasion, Sir,' said Miss Tox, softly. Tis im-
possible. My dear Louisa, | can hardly believe the evidence of my
senses.'

If Miss Tox could believe the evidence of one of her senses,it was a
very cold day. That was quite clear. She took an early opportunity of
promoting the circulation in the tip of her nose by secretly chafing it with
her pocket handkerchief, lest, by its very low temperature, it should dis-
agreeably astonish the baby when she came to kiss it.
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The baby soon appeared, carried in great glory by Richards; while
Florence, in custody of that active young constable, Susan Nipper,
brought up the rear. Though the whole nursery party were dressed by
this time in lighter mourning than at first, there was enough in the ap-
pearanceof the bereaved children to make the day no brighter. The baby
too - it might have been Miss Tox's nose - began to cry. Thereby, as it
happened, preventing Mr Chick from the awkward fulfilment of a very
honest purpose he had; which was, to make much of Florence. For this
gentleman, insensible to the superior claims of a perfect Dombey
(perhaps on account of having the honour to be united to a Dombey him-
self, and being familiar with excellence), really liked her, and showed
that he liked her, and was about to show it in his own way now, when
Paul cried, and his helpmate stopped him short

'‘Now Florence, child!" said her aunt, briskly, 'what are you doing,
love? Show yourself to him. Engage his attention, my dear!'

The atmosphere became or might have become colder and colder,
when Mr Dombey stood frigidly watching his little daughter, who, clap-
ping her hands, and standing On tip-toe before the throne of his son and
heir, lured him to bend down from his high estate,and look at her. Some
honest act of Richards's may have aided the effect, but he did look down,
and held his peace.As his sister hid behind her nurse, he followed her
with his eyes; and when she peeped out with a merry cry to him, he
sprang up and crowed lustily - laughing outright when sheran in upon
him; and seeming to fondle her curls with his tiny hands, while she
smothered him with kisses.

Was Mr Dombey pleased to seethis? He testified no pleasure by the
relaxation of a nerve; but outward tokens of any kind of feeling were un-
usual with him. If any sunbeam stole into the room to light the children
at their play, it never reached his face. He looked on so fixedly and
coldly, that the warm light vanished even from the laughing eyesof little
Florence, when, at last, they happened to meet his.

It was adull, grey, autumn day indeed, and in a minute's pause and si-
lence that took place, the leaves fell sorrowfully.

‘Mr John,'said Mr Dombey, referring to his watch, and assuming his
hat and gloves. 'Take my sister, if you please: my arm today is Miss
Tox's. You had better go first with Master Paul, Richards. Be very
careful.'

In Mr Dombey's carriage, Dombey and Son, Miss Tox, Mrs Chick,
Richards, and Florence. In alittle carriage following it, SusanNipper and
the owner Mr Chick. Susan looking out of window, without
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intermission, asa relief from the embarrassment of confronting the large
face of that gentleman, and thinking whenever anything rattled that he
was putting up in paper an appropriate pecuniary compliment for
herself.

Once upon the road to church, Mr Dombey clapped his hands for the
amusement of his son. At which instance of parental enthusiasm Miss
Tox was enchanted. But exclusive of this incident, the chief difference
between the christening party and a party in a mourning coachconsisted
in the colours of the carriage and horses.

Arrived at the church steps, they were received by a portentous
beadle.' Mr Dombey dismounting first to help the ladies out, and stand-
ing near him at the church door, looked like another beadle. A beadle
less gorgeous but more dreadful; the beadle of private life; the beadle of
our business and our bosomes.

Miss Tox's hand trembled assheslipped it through Mr Dombey's arm,
and felt herself escorted up the steps, preceded by a cocked hat and a
Babylonian collar. It seemedfor a moment like that other solemn institu-
tion, 'Wilt thou have this man, Lucretia?' 'Yes, | will.'

'Pleaseto bring the child in quick out of the air there," whispered the
beadle, holding open the inner door of the church.

Little Paul might have asked with Hamlet 'into my grave?' so chill and
earthy was the place. The tall shrouded pulpit and reading desk; the
dreary perspective of empty pews stretching away under the galleries,
and empty benchesmounting to the roof and lost in the shadow of the
great grim organ; the dusty matting and cold stone slabs;the grisly free
seats'in the aisles;and the damp corner by the bell-rope, where the black
trestles used for funerals were stowed away, along with some shovels
and baskets, and a coil or two of deadly-looking rope; the strange, un-
usual, uncomfortable smell, and the cadaverous light; were all in unison.
It was a cold and dismal scene.

‘There's a wedding just on, Sir,' said the beadle, 'but it'll be over dir-
ectly, if you'll walk into the westry here.

Before he turned again to lead the way, he gave Mr Dombey a bow
and a half smile of recognition, importing that he (the beadle) re-
membered to have had the pleasure of attending on him when he buried
his wife, and hoped he had enjoyed himself since.

The very wedding looked dismal asthey passedin front of the altar.
The bride was too old and the bridegroom too young, and a superannu-
ated beau with one eye and an eyeglass stuck in its blank companion,
was giving away the lady, while the friends were shivering. In the vestry
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the fire was smoking; and an over-aged and over-worked and under-
paid attorney's clerk, 'making a search,'was running his forefinger down
the parchment pagesof an immense register (one of a long seriesof sim-
ilar volumes) gorged with burials. Over the fireplace was a ground-plan
of the vaults underneath the church; and Mr Chick, skimming the liter-
ary portion of it aloud, by way of enlivening the company, read the ref-
erence to Mrs Dombey's tomb in full, before he could stop himself.

After another cold interval, a wheezy little pew-opener afflicted with
an asthma, appropriate to the churchyard, if not to the church,
summoned them to the font - arigid marble basin which seemedto have
been playing a churchyard game at cup and ball with its matter of fact
pedestal, and to have beenjust that moment caught on the top of it. Here
they waited some little time while the marriage party enrolled them-
selves; and meanwhile the wheezy little pew-opener - partly in con-
sequenceof her infirmity, and partly that the marriage party might not
forget her - went about the building coughing like a grampus.

Presently the clerk (the only cheerful-looking object there, and he was
an undertaker) came up with a jug of warm water, and said something,
as he poured it into the font, about taking the chill off; which millions of
gallons boiling hot could not have done for the occasion. Then the cler-
gyman, an amiable and mild-looking young curate, but obviously afraid
of the baby, appeared like the principal characterin a ghost-story, 'a tall
figure all in white;' at sight of whom Paul rent the air with his cries, and
never left off again till he was taken out black in the face.

Even when that event had happened, to the great relief of everybody,
he was heard under the portico, during the rest of the ceremony, now
fainter, now louder, now hushed, now bursting forth again with an irre-
pressible senseof his wrongs. This so distracted the attention of the two
ladies, that Mrs Chick was constantly deploying into the centre aisle, to
send out messagesby the pew-opener, while Miss Tox kept her Prayer-
book open at the Gunpowder Plot, and occasionally read responsesfrom
that service.

During the whole of these proceedings, Mr Dombey remained as im-
passive and gentlemanly as ever, and perhaps assisted in making it so
cold, that the young curate smoked at the mouth as he read. The only
time that he unbent his visage in the least, was when the clergyman, in
delivering (very unaffectedly and simply) the closing exhortation, relat-
Ive to the future examination of the child by the sponsors, happened to
rest his eye on Mr Chick; and then Mr Dombey might have beenseento
express by a majestic look, that he would like to catch him at it.
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It might have beenwell for Mr Dombey, if he had thought of his own
dignity a little less;and had thought of the great origin and purpose of
the ceremony in which he took so formal and so stiff a part, a little more.
His arrogance contrasted strangely with its history.

When it was all over, he again gave his arm to Miss Tox, and conduc-
ted her to the vestry, where he informed the clergyman how much pleas-
ure it would have given him to have solicited the honour of his company
at dinner, but for the unfortunate state of his household affairs. The re-
gister signed, and the fees paid, and the pew-opener (whose cough was
very bad again) remembered, and the beadle gratified, and the sexton
(who was accidentally on the doorsteps, looking with great interest at
the weather) not forgotten, they got into the carriage again, and drove
home in the same bleak fellowship.

There they found Mr Pitt turning up his nose at a cold collation, set
forth in a cold pomp of glass and silver, and looking more like a dead
dinner lying in state than a social refreshment. On their arrival Miss Tox
produced a mug for her godson, and Mr Chick a knife and fork and
spoon in a case.Mr Dombey also produced a bracelet for Miss Tox; and,
on the receipt of this token, Miss Tox was tenderly affected.

‘Mr John,' said Mr Dombey, 'will you take the bottom of the table, if
you please? What have you got there, Mr John?'

'l have got a cold fillet of veal here, Sir,' replied Mr Chick, rubbing his
numbed hands hard together. 'What have you got there, Sir?'

‘This,' returned Mr Dombey, 'is some cold preparation of calf's head, |
think. | seecold fowls - ham - patties - salad - lobster. Miss Tox will do
me the honour of taking some wine? Champagne to Miss Tox.'

There was a toothache in everything. The wine was so bitter cold that
it forced a little screamfrom Miss Tox, which she had great difficulty in
turning into a 'Hem!" The veal had come from such an airy pantry, that
the first taste of it had struck a sensationasof cold lead to Mr Chick's ex-
tremities. Mr Dombey alone remained unmoved. He might have been
hung up for sale at a Russian fair as a specimen of a frozen gentleman.

The prevailing influence was too much even for his sister. She made
no effort at flattery or small talk, and directed all her efforts to looking as
warm as she could.

'‘Well, Sir," said Mr Chick, making a desperate plunge, after a long si-
lence, and filling a glass of sherry; 'l shall drink this, if you'll allow me,
Sir, to little Paul.'

'‘Bless him!" murmured Miss Tox, taking a sip of wine.

'‘Dear little Dombey!" murmured Mrs Chick.
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‘Mr John,' said Mr Dombey, with severe gravity, 'my son would feel
and expresshimself obliged to you, | have no doubt, if he could appreci-
ate the favour you have done him. He will prove, in time to come, | trust,
equal to any responsibility that the obliging disposition of his relations
and friends, in private, or the onerous nature of our position, in public,
may impose upon him.'

The tone in which this was said admitting of nothing more, Mr Chick
relapsed into low spirits and silence. Not so Miss Tox, who, having
listened to Mr Dombey with even a more emphatic attention than usual,
and with a more expressive tendency of her head to one side, now leant
across the table, and said to Mrs Chick softly:

‘Louisal’

'‘My dear," said Mrs Chick.

‘Onerous nature of our position in public may - | have forgotten

the exact term.’

'Expose him to,' said Mrs Chick.

'‘Pardon me, my dear," returned Miss Tox, 'l think not. It was more
rounded and flowing. Obliging disposition of relations and friends in
private, or onerous nature of position in public - may - impose upon
him!'

‘Impose upon him, to be sure,' said Mrs Chick.

Miss Tox struck her delicate hands together lightly, in triumph; and
added, casting up her eyes, ‘eloquence indeed!

Mr Dombey, in the meanwhile, had issued orders for the attendance of
Richards, who now entered curtseying, but without the baby; Paul being
asleep after the fatigues of the morning. Mr Dombey, having delivered a
glass of wine to this vassal, addressed her in the following words: Miss
Tox previously settling her head on one side, and making other little ar-
rangements for engraving them on her heart.

'‘During the six months or so, Richards, which have seenyou an inmate
of this house, you have done your duty. Desiring to connect some little
service to you with this occasion, | considered how | could best effect
that object, and | also advised with my sister, Mrs -’

'Chick," interposed the gentleman of that name.

'Oh, hush if you please!" said Miss Tox.

'l was about to say to you, Richards,' resumed Mr Dombey, with an
appalling glance at Mr John, 'that | was further assistedin my decision,
by the recollection of a conversation | held with your husband in this
room, on the occasion of your being hired, when he disclosed to me the
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melancholy fact that your family, himself at the head, were sunk and
steeped in ignorance.

Richards quailed under the magnificence of the reproof.

'l am far from being friendly," pursued Mr Dombey, 'to what is called
by persons of levelling sentiments, general education. But it is necessary
that the inferior classesshould continue to be taught to know their posi-
tion, and to conduct themselves properly. So far | approve of schools.
Having the power of nominating a child on the foundation of an ancient
establishment, called (from a worshipful company) the Charitable
Grinders; where not only is a wholesome education bestowed upon the
scholars, but where a dress and badge is likewise provided for them; I
have (first communicating, through Mrs Chick, with your family) nomin-
ated your eldest son to an existing vacancy; and he hasthis day, | am in-
formed, assumed the habit. The number of her son, | believe,' said Mr
Dombey, turning to his sister and speaking of the child asif he were a
hackney-coach, is one hundred and forty-seven. Louisa, you can tell her.’

'‘One hundred and forty-seven,' said Mrs Chick 'The dress, Richards, is
a nice, warm, blue baize tailed coat and cap, turned up with orange col-
oured binding; red worsted stockings; and very strong leather small-
clothes. One might wear the articles one's self,’ said Mrs Chick, with en-
thusiasm, 'and be grateful.'

‘There, Richards!" said Miss Tox. 'Now, indeed, you may be proud. The
Charitable Grinders!

'l am sure | am very much obliged, Sir,' returned Richards faintly, ‘and
take it very kind that you should remember my little ones.' At the same
time avision of Biler asa Charitable Grinder, with his very small legs en-
casedin the serviceable clothing described by Mrs Chick, swam before
Richards's eyes, and made them water.

'l am very glad to seeyou have so much feeling, Richards,' said Miss
Tox.

'It makes one almost hope, it really does,'said Mrs Chick, who prided
herself on taking trustful views of human nature, 'that there may yet be
some faint spark of gratitude and right feeling in the world.’

Richards deferred to these compliments by curtseying and murmuring

her thanks; but finding it quite impossible to recover her spirits from
the disorder into which they had beenthrown by the image of her sonin
his precocious nether garments, she gradually approached the door and
was heartily relieved to escape by it.

Such temporary indications of a partial thaw that had appeared with
her, vanished with her; and the frost set in again, as cold and hard as
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ever. Mr Chick was twice heard to hum atune at the bottom of the table,
but on both occasionsit was a fragment of the Dead March in Saul. The
party seemedto get colder and colder, and to be gradually resolving it-
self into a congealedand solid state, like the collation round which it was
assembled. At length Mrs Chick looked at Miss Tox, and Miss Tox re-
turned the look, and they both rose and said it was really time to go. Mr
Dombey receiving this announcement with perfect equanimity, they
took leave of that gentleman, and presently departed under the protec-
tion of Mr Chick; who, when they had turned their backsupon the house
and left its master in his usual solitary state, put his hands in his pockets,
threw himself back in the carriage, and whistled 'With a hey ho chevy!
all through; conveying into his face as he did so, an expression of such
gloomy and terrible defiance, that Mrs Chick dared not protest, or in any
way molest him.

Richards, though she had little Paul on her lap, could not forget her
own first-born. Shefelt it was ungrateful; but the influence of the day fell
even on the Charitable Grinders, and she could hardly help regarding
his pewter badge, number one hundred and forty-seven, as, somehow, a
part of its formality and sternness.She spoke, too, in the nursery, of his
'blessed legs,' and was again troubled by his spectre in uniform.

'l don't know what | wouldn't give,' said Polly, 'to seethe poor little
dear before he gets used to '‘em.’

'‘Why, then, | tell you what, Mrs Richards,' retorted Nipper, who had
been admitted to her confidence, 'see him and make your mind easy.'

'‘Mr Dombey wouldn't like it," said Polly.

'‘Oh, wouldn't he, Mrs Richards!" retorted Nipper, ‘he'd like it very
much, | think when he was asked.’

"You wouldn't ask him, | suppose, at all?' said Polly.

'‘No, Mrs Richards, quite contrairy,’ returned Susan,'and them two in-
spectors Tox and Chick, not intending to be on duty tomorrow, as |
heard 'em say, me and Mid Floy will go along with you tomorrow morn-
ing, and welcome, Mrs Richards, if you like, for we may as well walk
there as up and down a street, and better too.'

Polly rejected the idea pretty stoutly at first; but by little and little she
beganto entertain it, as she entertained more and more distinctly the for-
bidden pictures of her children, and her own home. At length, arguing
that there could be no great harm in calling for a moment at the door, she
yielded to the Nipper proposition.

The matter being settled thus, little Paul began to cry most piteously,
as if he had a foreboding that no good would come of it.
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'What's the matter with the child?' asked Susan.

'He's cold, | think," said Polly, walking with him to and fro, and hush-
ing him.

It was a bleak autumnal afternoon indeed; and as she walked, and
hushed, and, glancing through the dreary windows, pressedthe little fel-
low closer to her breast, the withered leaves came showering down.
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Chapter 6

Polly was besetby so many misgivings in the morning, that but for the
incessant promptings of her black-eyed companion, she would have
abandoned all thoughts of the expedition, and formally petitioned for
leave to seenumber one hundred and forty-seven, under the awful shad-
ow of Mr Dombey's roof. But Susanwho was personally disposed in fa-
vour of the excursion, and who (like Tony Lumpkin), if she could bear
the disappointments of other people with tolerable fortitude, could not
abide to disappoint herself, threw so many ingenious doubts in the way
of this second thought, and stimulated the original intention with so
many ingenious arguments, that almost as soon as Mr Dombey's stately
back was turned, and that gentleman was pursuing his daily road to-
wards the City, his unconscious son was on his way to Staggs's Gardens.

This euphonious locality was situated in a suburb, known by the in-
habitants of Staggs'sGardens by the name of Camberling Town; a desig-
nation which the Strangers' Map of London, as printed (with a view to
pleasant and commodious reference) on pocket handkerchiefs, con-
denses,with some show of reason, into Camden Town. Hither the two
nurses bent their steps,accompanied by their charges;Richards carrying
Paul, of course,and Susanleading little Florence by the hand, and giving
her such jerks and pokes from time to time, as she considered it whole-
some to administer.

The first shock of a great earthquake had, just at that period, rent the
whole neighbourhood to its centre. Traces of its course were visible on
every side. Houses were knocked down; streets broken through and
stopped; deep pits and trenches dug in the ground; enormous heaps of
earth and clay thrown up; buildings that were undermined and shaking,
propped by great beamsof wood. Here, a chaosof carts, overthrown and
jumbled together, lay topsy-turvy at the bottom of a steep unnatural hill;
there, confused treasures of iron soaked and rusted in something that
had accidentally become a pond. Everywhere were bridges that led
nowhere; thoroughfares that were wholly impassable; Babel towers of
chimneys, wanting half their height; temporary wooden houses and
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enclosures,in the most unlikely situations; carcasesof ragged tenements,
and fragments of unfinished walls and arches, and piles of scaffolding,
and wildernesses of bricks, and giant forms of cranes,and tripods strad-
dling above nothing. There were a hundred thousand shapesand sub-
stances of incompleteness, wildly mingled out of their places, upside
down, burrowing in the earth, aspiring in the air, mouldering in the wa-
ter, and unintelligible asany dream. Hot springs and fiery eruptions, the
usual attendants upon earthquakes, lent their contributions of confusion
to the scene.Boiling water hissed and heaved within dilapidated walls;
whence, also, the glare and roar of flames came issuing forth; and
mounds of ashesblocked up rights of way, and wholly changed the law
and custom of the neighbourhood.

In short, the yet unfinished and unopened Railroad was in progress;
and, from the very core of all this dire disorder, trailed smoothly away,
upon its mighty course of civilisation and improvement.

But as yet, the neighbourhood was shy to own the Railroad. One or
two bold speculators had projected streets;and one had built a little, but
had stopped among the mud and ashesto consider farther of it. A bran-
new Tavern, redolent of fresh mortar and size, and fronting nothing at
all, had taken for its sign The Railway Arms; but that might be rash en-
terprise - and then it hoped to sell drink to the workmen. So,the Excav-
ators' House of Call had sprung up from a beer-shop; and the old-estab-
lished Ham and BeefShop had becomethe Railway Eating House, with a
roast leg of pork daily, through interested motives of a similar immedi-
ate and popular description. Lodging-house keepers were favourable in
like manner; and for the like reasonswere not to be trusted. The general
belief was very slow. There were frowzy fields, and cow-houses, and
dunghills, and dustheaps, and ditches, and gardens, and summer-
houses, and carpet-beating grounds, at the very door of the Railway.
Little tumuli of oyster shells in the oyster season,and of lobster shells in
the lobster season,and of broken crockery and faded cabbageleavesin
all seasons,encroached upon its high places. Posts, and rails, and old
cautions to trespassers, and backs of mean houses, and patches of
wretched vegetation, stared it out of countenance. Nothing was the bet-
ter for it, or thought of being so. If the miserable waste ground lying near
it could have laughed, it would have laughed it to scorn, like many of the
miserable neighbours.

Staggs'sGardens was uncommonly incredulous. It was a little row of
houses,with little squalid patchesof ground before them, fenced off with
old doors, barrel staves, scraps of tarpaulin, and dead bushes; with
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bottomless tin kettles and exhausted iron fenders, thrust into the gaps.
Here, the Staggs'sGardeners trained scarlet beans, kept fowls and rab-
bits, erected rotten summer-houses (one was an old boat), dried clothes,
and smoked pipes. Somewere of opinion that Staggs'sGardens derived

its name from a deceasedcapitalist, one Mr Staggs,who had built it for
his delectation. Others, who had a natural taste for the country, held that
it dated from those rural times when the antlered herd, under the famili-

ar denomination of Staggses,had resorted to its shady precincts. Be this
as it may, Staggs'sGardens was regarded by its population as a sacred
grove not to be withered by Railroads; and so confident were they gener-
ally of its long outliving any such ridiculous inventions, that the master
chimney-sweeper at the corner, who was understood to take the lead in
the local politics of the Gardens, had publicly declared that on the occa-
sion of the Railroad opening, if ever it did open, two of his boys should
ascendthe flues of his dwelling, with instructions to hail the failure with

derisive cheers from the chimney-pots.

To this unhallowed spot, the very name of which had hitherto been
carefully concealed from Mr Dombey by his sister, was little Paul now
borne by Fate and Richards

‘That's my house, Susan,' said Polly, pointing it out.

'Is it, indeed, Mrs Richards?' said Susan, condescendingly.

'‘And there's my sister Jemima at the door, | do declare' cried Polly,
‘with my own sweet precious baby in her arms!’

The sight added such an extensive pair of wings to Polly's impatience,
that she set off down the Gardens at a run, and bouncing on Jemima,
changed babies with her in a twinkling; to the unutterable astonishment
of that young damsel, on whom the heir of the Dombeys seemedto have
fallen from the clouds.

'‘Why, Polly!" cried Jemima. 'You! what a turn you have given me!
who'd have thought it! come along in Polly! How well you do look to be
sure! The children will go half wild to see you Polly, that they will.'

That they did, if one might judge from the noise they made, and the
way in which they dashed at Polly and dragged her to alow chair in the
chimney corner, where her own honest apple face becameimmediately
the centre of a bunch of smaller pippins, all laying their rosy cheeksclose
to it, and all evidently the growth of the sametree. As to Polly, she was
full as noisy and vehement asthe children; and it was not until she was
quite out of breath, and her hair was hanging all about her flushed face,
and her new christening attire was very much dishevelled, that any
pausetook place in the confusion. Even then, the smallest Toodle but one
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remained in her lap, holding on tight with both arms round her neck;
while the smallest Toodle but two mounted on the back of the chair, and
made desperate efforts, with one leg in the air, to kiss her round the
corner,

'‘Look! there's a pretty little lady come to seeyou,' said Polly; 'and see
how quiet she is! what a beautiful little lady, ain't she?'

This referenceto Florence,who had been standing by the door not un-
observant of what passed,directed the attention of the younger branches
towards her; and had likewise the happy effect of leading to the formal
recognition of Miss Nipper, who was not quite free from a misgiving
that she had been already slighted.

'‘Oh do comein and sit down a minute, Susan,please,'said Polly. "This
IS my sister Jemima, this is. Jemima, | don't know what | should ever do
with myself, if it wasn't for Susan Nipper; | shouldn't be here now but
for her.'

'‘Oh do sit down, Miss Nipper, if you please," quoth Jemima.

Susantook the extreme corner of a chair, with a stately and ceremoni-
ous aspect.

'l never was so glad to seeanybody in all my life; now really | never
was, Miss Nipper,' said Jemima.

Susan relaxing, took a little more of the chair, and smiled graciously.

'Do untie your bonnet-strings, and make yourself at home, Miss Nip-
per, please,'entreated Jemima.'l am afraid it's a poorer place than you're
used to; but you'll make allowances, I'm sure.'

The black-eyed was so softened by this deferential behaviour, that she
caught up little Miss Toodle who was running past, and took her to Ban-
bury Cross immediately.

'‘But where's my pretty boy?' said Polly. ‘My poor fellow? | came all
this way to see him in his new clothes.'

'‘Ah what a pity!" cried Jemima. 'He'll break his heart, when he hears
his mother has been here. He's at school, Polly.’

‘Gone already!

‘Yes. He went for the first time yesterday, for fear he should lose any
learning. But it's half-holiday, Polly: if you could only stop till he comes
home - you and Miss Nipper, leastways,' said Jemima, mindful in good
time of the dignity of the black-eyed.

'‘And how does he look, Jemima, bless him!" faltered Polly.

'‘Well, really he don't look so bad as you'd suppose,' returned Jemima.

'‘Ah!" said Polly, with emotion, 'l knew his legs must be too short.’
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His legs is short," returned Jemima; ‘especially behind; but they'll get
longer, Polly, every day.’

It was a slow, prospective kind of consolation; but the cheerfulness
and good nature with which it was administered, gave it a value it did
not intrinsically possess.After a moment's silence, Polly asked, in a more
sprightly manner:

'‘And where's Father, Jemima dear?' - for by that patriarchal appella-
tion, Mr Toodle was generally known in the family.

‘There again!" said Jemima. 'What a pity! Father took his dinner with
him this morning, and isn't coming home till night. But he's always talk-
ing of you, Polly, and telling the children about you; and is the peace-
ablest, patientest, best-temperedestsoul in the world, as he always was
and will be!

‘Thankee, Jemima,' cried the simple Polly; delighted by the speech,and
disappointed by the absence.

'Oh you needn't thank me, Polly," said her sister, giving her a sounding
kiss upon the cheek, and then dancing little Paul cheerfully. 'l say the
same of you sometimes, and think it too.'

In spite of the double disappointment, it was impossible to regard in
the light of a failure a visit which was greeted with such a reception; so
the sisters talked hopefully about family matters, and about Biler, and
about all his brothers and sisters: while the black-eyed, having per-
formed several journeys to Banbury Cross and back, took sharp note of
the furniture, the Dutch clock, the cupboard, the castle on the mantel-
piece with red and green windows in it, susceptible of illumination by a
candle-end within; and the pair of small black velvet kittens, eachwith a
lady's reticule in its mouth; regarded by the Staggs'sGardeners as prodi-
gies of imitative art. The conversation soon becoming general lest the
black-eyed should go off at score and turn sarcastic,that young lady re-
lated to Jemima a summary of everything she knew concerning Mr
Dombey, his prospects, family, pursuits, and character. Also an exactin-
ventory of her personal wardrobe, and some account of her principal re-
lations and friends. Having relieved her mind of these disclosures, she
partook of shrimps and porter, and evinced a disposition to swear etern-
al friendship.

Little Florence herself was not behind-hand in improving the occasion;
for, being conducted forth by the young Toodles to inspect some toad-
stools and other curiosities of the Gardens, she entered with them, heart
and soul, on the formation of a temporary breakwater across a small
green pool that had collected in a corner. Shewas still busily engagedin
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that labour, when sought and found by Susan;who, such was her sense
of duty, even under the humanizing influence of shrimps, delivered a
moral address to her (punctuated with thumps) on her degenerate
nature, while washing her face and hands; and predicted that she would

bring the grey hairs of her family in general, with sorrow to the grave.
After some delay, occasioned by a pretty long confidential interview

above stairs on pecuniary subjects, between Polly and Jemima, an inter-

change of babies was again effected - for Polly had all this timeretained

her own child, and Jemima little Paul - and the visitors took leave.

But first the young Toodles, victims of a pious fraud, were deluded in-
to repairing in a body to a chandler's shop in the neighbourhood, for the
ostensible purpose of spending a penny; and when the coastwas quite
clear, Polly fled: Jemimacalling after her that if they could only go round
towards the City Road on their way back, they would be sure to meet
little Biler coming from school.

‘Do you think that we might make time to go a little round in that dir-
ection, Susan?' inquired Polly, when they halted to take breath.

'‘Why not, Mrs Richards?' returned Susan.

'It's getting on towards our dinner time you know," said Polly.

But lunch had rendered her companion more than indifferent to this
grave consideration, so she allowed no weight to it, and they resolved to
go 'a little round.’

Now, it happened that poor Biler's life had been, since yesterday
morning, rendered weary by the costume of the Charitable Grinders. The
youth of the streets could not endure it. No young vagabond could be
brought to bear its contemplation for a moment, without throwing him-
self upon the unoffending wearer, and doing him a mischief. His social
existence had been more like that of an early Christian, than an innocent
child of the nineteenth century. He had been stoned in the streets. He
had been overthrown into gutters; bespattered with mud; violently
flattened against posts. Entire strangers to his person had lifted his yel-
low cap off his head, and castit to the winds. His legs had not only un-
dergone verbal criticisms and revilings, but had been handled and
pinched. That very morning, he had received a perfectly unsolicited
black eye on his way to the Grinders' establishment, and had been pun-
ished for it by the master: a superannuated old Grinder of savagedispos-
ition, who had been appointed schoolmaster because he didn't know
anything, and wasn't fit for anything, and for whose cruel cane all
chubby little boys had a perfect fascination.'
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Thus it fell out that Biler, on his way home, sought unfrequented
paths; and slunk along by narrow passagesand back streets,to avoid his
tormentors. Being compelled to emergeinto the main road, his ill fortune
brought him at last where a small party of boys, headed by a ferocious
young butcher, were lying in wait for any means of pleasurable excite-
ment that might happen. These, finding a Charitable Grinder in the
midst of them - unaccountably delivered over, as it were, into their
hands - set up a general yell and rushed upon him.

But it so fell out likewise, that, at the same time, Polly, looking hope-
lessly along the road before her, after a good hour's walk, had said it was
no use going any further, when suddenly she saw this sight. She no
sooner saw it than, uttering a hasty exclamation, and giving Master
Dombey to the black-eyed, she started to the rescueof her unhappy little
son.

Surprises, like misfortunes, rarely come alone. The astonished Susan
Nipper and her two young chargeswere rescued by the bystanders from
under the very wheels of a passing carriage before they knew what had
happened; and at that moment (it was market day) a thundering alarm
of 'Mad Bull!" was raised.

With a wild confusion before her, of people running up and down,
and shouting, and wheels running over them, and boys fighting, and
mad bulls coming up, and the nurse in the midst of all these dangers be-
ing torn to pieces, Florence screamed and ran. Sheran till she was ex-
hausted, urging Susanto do the same;and then, stopping and wringing
her hands as she remembered they had left the other nurse behind,
found, with a sensation of terror not to be described, that she was quite
alone.

'‘Susan! Susan!' cried Florence, clapping her hands in the very ecstasy
of her alarm. 'Oh, where are they? where are they?'

'‘Where are they?' said an old woman, coming hobbling acrossas fast
as she could from the opposite side of the way. 'Why did you run away
from 'em?’

'l was frightened," answered Florence. 'l didn't know what | did. |
thought they were with me. Where are they?'

The old woman took her by the wrist, and said, 'I'll show you.’

Shewas a very ugly old woman, with red rims round her eyes,and a
mouth that mumbled and chattered of itself when she was not speaking.
She was miserably dressed, and carried some skins over her arm. She
seemedto have followed Florence some little way at all events, for she
had lost her breath; and this made her uglier still, as she stood trying to
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regain it: working her shrivelled yellow face and throat into all sorts of
contortions.

Florence was afraid of her, and looked, hesitating, up the street, of
which shehad almost reachedthe bottom. It was a solitary place - more a
back road than a street - and there was no one in it but her- self and the
old woman.

'You needn't be frightened now," said the old woman, still holding her
tight. 'Come along with me.’

'l - 1 don't know you. What's your name?' asked Florence.

'Mrs Brown,' said the old woman. 'Good Mrs Brown.'

‘Are they near here?' asked Florence, beginning to be led away.

'‘Susanain't far off,’ said Good Mrs Brown; 'and the others are closeto
her.'

'Is anybody hurt?' cried Florence.

‘Not a bit of it,’ said Good Mrs Brown.

The child shed tears of delight on hearing this, and accompanied the
old woman willingly; though she could not help glancing at her face as
they went along - particularly at that industrious mouth - and wonder-
ing whether Bad Mrs Brown, if there were such a person, was at all like
her.

They had not gone far, but had gone by some very uncomfortable
places, such as brick-fields and tile-yards, when the old woman turned
down adirty lane, where the mud lay in deep black ruts in the middle of
the road. Shestopped before a shabby little house, as closely shut up asa
house that was full of cracks and crevices could be. Opening the door
with a key shetook out of her bonnet, she pushed the child before her in-
to a back room, where there was a great heap of rags of different colours
lying on the floor; a heap of bones, and a heap of sifted dust or cinders;
but there was no furniture at all, and the walls and ceiling were quite
black.

The child became so terrified the she was stricken speechless,and
looked as though about to swoon.

‘Now don't be ayoung mule,' said Good Mrs Brown, reviving her with
a shake. 'I'm not a going to hurt you. Sit upon the rags.'

Florence obeyed her, holding out her folded hands, in mute
supplication.

'I'm not a going to keep you, even, above an hour,' said Mrs Brown.
'‘D'ye understand what | say?"

The child answered with great difficulty, 'Yes.'
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‘Then,' said Good Mrs Brown, taking her own seaton the bones,'don't
vex me. If you don't, | tell you | won't hurt you. But if you do, I'll kill
you. | could have you killed at any time - even if you was in your own
bed at home. Now let's know who you are, and what you are, and all
about it.'

The old woman's threats and promises; the dread of giving her of-
fence; and the habit, unusual to a child, but almost natural to Florence
now, of being quiet, and repressing what shefelt, and feared, and hoped;
enabled her to do this bidding, and to tell her little history, or what she
knew of it. Mrs Brown listened attentively, until she had finished.

'So your name's Dombey, eh?' said Mrs Brown.

'l want that pretty frock, Miss Dombey," said Good Mrs Brown, 'and
that little bonnet, and a petticoat or two, and anything else you can
spare. Come! Take 'em off.’

Florence obeyed, asfast as her trembling hands would allow; keeping,
all the while, a frightened eye on Mrs Brown. When she had divested
herself of all the articles of apparel mentioned by that lady, Mrs B. ex-
amined them at leisure, and seemed tolerably well satisfied with their
guality and value.

'Humph!" she said, running her eyes over the child's slight figure, 'l
don't seeanything else - except the shoes.| must have the shoes, Miss
Dombey.’

Poor little Florence took them off with equal alacrity, only too glad to
have any more means of conciliation about her. The old woman then
produced some wretched substitutes from the bottom of the heap of
rags, which she turned up for that purpose; together with a girl's cloak,
quite worn out and very old; and the crushed remains of a bonnet that
had probably beenpicked up from someditch or dunghill. In this dainty
raiment, sheinstructed Florenceto dress herself; and as such preparation
seemeda prelude to her release,the child complied with increasedreadi-
ness, if possible.

In hurriedly putting on the bonnet, if that may be called a bonnet
which was more like a pad to carry loads on, she caught it in her hair
which grew luxuriantly, and could not immediately disentangle it. Good
Mrs Brown whipped out a large pair of scissors,and fell into an unac-
countable state of excitement.

'Why couldn't you let me be!' said Mrs Brown, 'when | was contented?
You little fool!

'l begyour pardon. | don't know what | have done,' panted Florence.'|
couldn't help it.'
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'‘Couldn't help it!" cried Mrs Brown. 'How do you expect| can help it?
Why, Lord!" said the old woman, ruffling her curls with a furious pleas-
ure, ‘anybody but me would have had 'em off, first of all." Florence was
so relieved to find that it was only her hair and not her head which Mrs
Brown coveted, that she offered no resistance or entreaty, and merely
raised her mild eyes towards the face of that good soul.

'If 1 hadn't once had a gal of my own - beyond seasnow- that was
proud of her hair," said Mrs Brown, 'I'd have had every lock of it. She's
far away, she's far away! Oho! Oho!

Mrs Brown's was not a melodious cry, but, accompanied with a wild
tossing up of her lean arms, it was full of passionategrief, and thrilled to
the heart of Florence,whom it frightened more than ever. It had its part,
perhaps, in saving her curls; for Mrs Brown, after hovering about her
with the scissorsfor some moments, like a new kind of butterfly, bade
her hide them under the bonnet and let no trace of them escapeto tempt
her. Having accomplished this victory over herself, Mrs Brown resumed
her seaton the bones, and smoked a very short black pipe, mowing and
mumbling all the time, as if she were eating the stem.

When the pipe was smoked out, she gave the child a rabbit-skin to
carry, that she might appear the more like her ordinary companion, and
told her that shewas now going to lead her to a public street whence she
could inquire her way to her friends. But she cautioned her, with threats
of summary and deadly vengeancein caseof disobedience, not to talk to
strangers, nor to repair to her own home (which may have beentoo near
for Mrs Brown's convenience), but to her father's office in the City; also
to wait at the street corner where shewould be left, until the clock struck
three. These directions Mrs Brown enforced with assurancesthat there
would be potent eyes and ears in her employment cognizant of all she
did; and these directions Florence promised faithfully and earnestly to
observe.

At length, Mrs Brown, issuing forth, conducted her changed and
ragged little friend through a labyrinth of narrow streets and lanes and
alleys, which emerged, after along time, upon a stable yard, with a gate-
way at the end, whence the roar of a great thoroughfare made itself aud-
ible. Pointing out this gateway, and informing Florence that when the
clocks struck three she was to go to the left, Mrs Brown, after making a
parting grasp at her hair which seemed involuntary and quite beyond
her own control, told her she knew what to do, and bade her go and do
it: remembering that she was watched.
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With alighter heart, but still sore afraid, Florence felt herself released,
and tripped off to the corner. When she reached it, she looked back and
saw the head of Good Mrs Brown peeping out of the low wooden pas-
sage,where she had issued her parting injunctions; likewise the fist of
Good Mrs Brown shaking towards her. But though she often looked back
afterwards - every minute, at least, in her nervous recollection of the old
woman - she could not see her again.

Florence remained there, looking at the bustle in the street, and more
and more bewildered by it; and in the meanwhile the clocks appeared to
have made up their minds never to strike three any more. At last the
steeplesrang out three o'clock; there was one close by, so she couldn't be
mistaken; and - after often looking over her shoulder, and often going a
little way, and as often coming back again, lest the all-powerful spies of
Mrs Brown should take offence - she hurried off, as fast as she could in
her slipshod shoes, holding the rabbit-skin tight in her hand.

All she knew of her father's offices was that they belonged to Dombey
and Son, and that that was a great power belonging to the City. Soshe
could only ask the way to Dombey and Son'sin the City; and asshe gen-
erally made inquiry of children - being afraid to ask grown people - she
got very little satisfaction indeed. But by dint of asking her way to the
City after a while, and dropping the rest of her inquiry for the present,
shereally did advance, by slow degrees,towards the heart of that great
region which is governed by the terrible Lord Mayor.

Tired of walking, repulsed and pushed about, stunned by the noise
and confusion, anxious for her brother and the nurses, terrified by what
she had undergone, and the prospect of encountering her angry father in
such an altered state; perplexed and frightened alike by what had
passed, and what was passing, and what was yet before her; Florence
went upon her weary way with tearful eyes,and once or twice could not
help stopping to ease her bursting heart by crying bitterly. But few
people noticed her at those times, in the garb shewore: or if they did, be-
lieved that she was tutored to excite compassion, and passed on.
Florence,too, called to her aid all the firmness and self-reliance of a char-
acter that her sad experience had prematurely formed and tried: and
keeping the end she had in view steadily before her, steadily pursued it.

It was full two hours later in the afternoon than when she had started
on this strange adventure, when, escaping from the clash and clangour
of a narrow street full of carts and waggons, she peeped into a kind of
wharf or landing-place upon the river-side, where there were a great
many packages, casks,and boxes, strewn about; a large pair of wooden
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scales;and a little wooden house on wheels, outside of which, looking at
the neighbouring masts and boats, a stout man stood whistling, with his
pen behind his ear, and his hands in his pockets, as if his day's work
were nearly done.

'‘Now then! 'said this man, happening to turn round. '‘We haven't got
anything for you, little girl. Be off!"

'If you please, is this the City?' asked the trembling daughter of the
Dombeys.

'‘Ah! It's the City. You know that well enough, | daresay. Be off! We
haven't got anything for you.'

'l don't want anything, thank you," was the timid answer. 'Except to
know the way to Dombey and Son's.’

The man who had been strolling carelessly towards her, seemed sur-
prised by this reply, and looking attentively in her face, rejoined:

'‘Why, what can you want with Dombey and Son's?'

‘To know the way there, if you please.’

The man looked at her yet more curiously, and rubbed the back of his
head so hard in his wonderment that he knocked his own hat off.

‘Joe!"he called to another man - a labourer- as he picked it up and put
it on again.

‘Joe it is!" said Joe.

'‘Where's that young spark of Dombey's who's beenwatching the ship-
ment of them goods?'

‘Just gone, by t'other gate,' said Joe.

‘Call him back a minute.’

Joe ran up an archway, bawling as he went, and very soon returned

with a blithe-looking boy.

‘You're Dombey's jockey, ain't you?' said the first man.

'I'm in Dombey's House, Mr Clark,' returned the boy.

‘Look'ye here, then,' said Mr Clark.

Obedient to the indication of Mr Clark's hand, the boy approached to-
wards Florence, wondering, as well he might, what he had to do with
her. But she,who had heard what passed,and who, besidesthe relief of
so suddenly considering herself safe at her journey's end, felt reassured
beyond all measure by his lively youthful face and manner, ran eagerly
up to him, leaving one of the slipshod shoes upon the ground and
caught his hand in both of hers.

'l am lost, if you please!' said Florence.

‘Lost!" cried the boy.
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‘Yes, | was lost this morning, a long way from here - and | have had
my clothes taken away, since - and | am not dressed in my own now -
and my name is Florence Dombey, my little brother's only sister - and,
oh dear, dear, take care of me, if you please!'sobbed Florence, giving full
vent to the childish feelings she had solong suppressed,and bursting in-
to tears. At the sametime her miserable bonnet falling off, her hair came
tumbling down about her face: moving to speechlessadmiration and
commiseration, young Walter, nephew of Solomon Gills, Ships'
Instrument-maker in general.

Mr Clark stood rapt in amazement: observing under his breath, | never
saw such a start on this wharf before. Walter picked up the shoe,and put
it on the little foot asthe Prince in the story might have fitted Cinderella's
slipper on. He hung the rabbit-skin over his left arm; gave the right to
Florence; and felt, not to say like Richard Whittington - that is a tame
comparison - but like Saint George of England, with the dragon lying
dead before him.

‘Don't cry, Miss Dombey," said Walter, in a transport of

enthusiasm.

'‘What a wonderful thing for me that | am here! You are as safenow as
if you were guarded by a whole boat's crew of picked men from a man-
of-war. Oh, don't cry.'

'l won't cry any more,' said Florence. 'l am only crying for joy.'

'‘Crying for joy! thought Walter, 'and I'm the causeof it! Come along,
Miss Dombey. There's the other shoe off now! Take mine, Miss Dombey.'

'‘No, no, no,' said Florence, checking him in the act of impetuously

pulling off his own. 'These do better. These do very well.'

'‘Why, to be sure,' said Walter, glancing at her foot, 'mine are a mile too
large. What am | thinking about! You never could walk in mine! Come
along, Miss Dombey. Let me seethe villain who will dare molest you
now.'

So Walter, looking immensely fierce, led off Florence, looking very
happy; and they went arm-in-arm along the streets, perfectly indifferent
to any astonishment that their appearance might or did excite by the
way.

It was growing dark and foggy, and beginning to rain too; but they
cared nothing for this: being both wholly absorbedin the late adventures
of Florence, which she related with the innocent good faith and confid-
ence of her years, while Walter listened as if, far from the mud and
grease of Thames Street, they were rambling alone among the broad
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leavesand tall treesof somedesertisland in the tropics - ashe very likely
fancied, for the time, they were.

'Have we far to go?' asked Florence at last, lilting up her eyesto her
companion's face.

'‘Ah! By-the-bye,' said Walter, stopping, ‘let me see;where are we? Oh!
| know. But the offices are shut up now, Miss Dombey. There's nobody
there. Mr Dombey has gone home long ago. | suppose we must go home
too? or, stay. Suppose | take you to my Uncle's, where | live - it's very
near here - and go to your housein acoachto tell them you are safe,and
bring you back some clothes. Won't that be best?'

'l think so,' answered Florence. '‘Don't you? What do you think?’

As they stood deliberating in the street, a man passed them, who
glanced quickly at Walter as he went by, asif he recognised him; but
seeming to correct that first impression, he passed on without stopping.

'‘Why, | think it's Mr Carker,' said Walter. 'Carker in our House. Not
Carker our Manager, Miss Dombey - the other Carker; the Junior - Hal-
loa! Mr Carker!'

'Is that Walter Gay?' said the other, stopping and returning. 'l couldn't
believe it, with such a strange companion.

As he stood near alamp, listening with surprise to Walter's hurried ex-
planation, he presented a remarkable contrast to the two youthful figures
arm-in-arm before him. He was not old, but his hair was white; his body
was bent, or bowed asif by the weight of some great trouble: and there
were deep lines in his worn and melancholy face.The fire of his eyes,the
expression of his features, the very voice in which he spoke, were all sub-
dued and quenched, asif the spirit within him lay in ashes.He was re-
spectably, though very plainly dressed, in black; but his clothes, moul-
ded to the general character of his figure, seemedto shrink and abase
themselves upon him, and to join in the sorrowful solicitation which the
whole man from head to foot expressed,to be left unnoticed, and alone
in his humility.

And yet his interest in youth and hopefulness was not extinguished
with the other embers of his soul, for he watched the boy's earnestcoun-
tenance as he spoke with unusual sympathy, though with an inexplic-
able show of trouble and compassion, which escaped into his looks,
however hard he strove to hold it prisoner. When Walter, in conclusion,
put to him the question he had put to Florence, he still stood glancing at
him with the same expression, asif he had read some fate upon his face,
mournfully at variance with its present brightness.
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'‘What do you advise, Mr Carker?' said Walter, smiling. '"You always
give me good advice, you know, when you do speakto me. That's not of-
ten, though.'

'l think your own idea is the best,' he answered: looking from Florence
to Walter, and back again.

‘Mr Carker,' said Walter, brightening with a generous thought, ‘Come!
Here's a chancefor you. Go you to Mr Dombey's, and be the messenger
of good news. It may do you some good, Sir. I'll remain at home. You
shall go.'

'I'" returned the other.

‘Yes. Why not, Mr Carker?' said the boy.

He merely shook him by the hand in answer; he seemedin a manner
ashamed and afraid even to do that; and bidding him good-night, and
advising him to make haste, turned away.

'‘Come, Miss Dombey,' said Walter, looking after him as they turned
away also, 'we'll go to my Uncle's as quick aswe can. Did you ever hear
Mr Dombey speak of Mr Carker the Junior, Miss Florence?"

'‘No,' returned the child, mildly, 'l don't often hear Papa speak.’

'‘Ah! true! more shame for him," thought Walter. After a minute's
pause, during which he had beenlooking down upon the gentle patient
little face moving on at his side, he said, 'The strangest man, Mr Carker
the Junior is, Miss Florence, that ever you heard of. If you could under-
stand what an extraordinary interest he takes in me, and yet how he
shuns me and avoids me; and what a low place he holds in our office,
and how he is never advanced, and never complains, though year after
year he seesyoung men passed over his head, and though his brother
(younger than he is), is our head Manager, you would be as much
puzzled about him as | am.’

As Florence could hardly be expected to understand much about it,
Walter bestirred himself with his accustomed boyish animation and rest-
lessnessto change the subject; and one of the unfortunate shoescoming
off again opportunely, proposed to carry Florence to his uncle's in his
arms. Florence, though very tired, laughingly declined the proposal, lest
he should let her fall; and as they were already near the wooden Mid-
shipman, and as Walter went on to cite various precedents, from ship-
wrecks and other moving accidents, where younger boys than he had tri-
umphantly rescued and carried off older girls than Florence, they were
still in full conversation about it when they arrived at the Instrument-
maker's door.
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'Holloa, Uncle Sol!" cried Walter, bursting into the shop, and speaking
incoherently and out of breath, from that time forth, for the rest of the
evening. 'Here's a wonderful adventure! Here's Mr Dombey's daughter
lost in the streets,and robbed of her clothes by an old witch of awoman -
found by me - brought home to our parlour to rest - look here!

'‘Good Heaven!" said Uncle Sol, starting back against his favourite
compass-case. 'lt can't be! Well, | -

'‘No, nor anybody else,' said Walter, anticipating the rest. ‘Nobody
would, nobody could, you know. Here! just help me lift the little sofa
near the fire, will you, Uncle Sol - take care of the plates - cut some din-
ner for her, will you, Uncle - throw those shoesunder the grate. Miss
Florence - put your feet on the fender to dry - how damp they are - here's
an adventure, Uncle, eh? - God bless my soul, how hot | am!'

Solomon Gills was quite as hot, by sympathy, and in excessivebewil-
derment. He patted Florence's head, pressed her to eat, pressed her to
drink, rubbed the solesof her feet with his pocket-handkerchief heated at
the fire, followed his locomotive nephew with his eyes, and ears, and
had no clear perception of anything exceptthat he was being constantly
knocked against and tumbled over by that excited young gentleman, as
he darted about the room attempting to accomplish twenty things at
once, and doing nothing at all.

'Here, wait a minute, Uncle,' he continued, catching up a candle, 'till |
run upstairs, and get another jacket on, and then I'll be off. | say, Uncle,
Isn't this an adventure?'

'‘My dear boy,' said Solomon, who, with his spectacleson his forehead
and the great chronometer in his pocket, was incessantly oscillating
between Florence on the sofa, and his nephew in all parts of the parlour,
'it's the most extraordinary -

'‘No, but do, Uncle, please - do, Miss Florence - dinner, you know,
Uncle.'

‘Yes, yes, yes,' cried Solomon, cutting instantly into aleg of mutton, as
if he were catering for a giant. 'I'll take care of her, Wally! | understand.
Pretty dear! Famished, of course. You go and get ready. Lord bless me!
Sir Richard Whittington thrice Lord Mayor of London.'

Walter was not very long in mounting to his lofty garret and descend-
ing from it, but in the meantime Florence, overcome by fatigue, had sunk
into a doze before the fire. The short interval of quiet, though only a few
minutes in duration, enabled Solomon Gills so far to collect his wits asto
make some little arrangements for her comfort, and to darken the room,

85



and to screenher from the blaze. Thus, when the boy returned, she was
sleeping peacefully.

‘That's capital" he whispered, giving Solomon such a hug that it
squeezeda new expressioninto his face.'Now I'm off. I'll just take a crust
of bread with me, for I'm very hungry - and don't wake her, Uncle Sol.'

'‘No, no,' said Solomon. 'Pretty child.’

'Pretty, indeed!" cried Walter. 'l never saw such a face, Uncle Sol. Now
I'm off.’

‘That's right,' said Solomon, greatly relieved.

'l say, Uncle Sol,' cried Walter, putting his face in at the door.

'Here he is again,' said Solomon.

'How does she look now?"

'‘Quite happy,' said Solomon.

‘That's famous! now I'm off.’

'l hope you are,' said Solomon to himself.

'l say, Uncle Sol,' cried Walter, reappearing at the door.

'Here he is again!' said Solomon.

'‘We met Mr Carker the Junior in the street, queerer than ever. He bade
me good-bye, but came behind us here - there's an odd thing! - for when
we reached the shop door, | looked round, and saw him going quietly
away, like a servant who had seenme home, or a faithful dog. How does
she look now, Uncle?'

'‘Pretty much the same as before, Wally,' replied Uncle Sol.

‘That's right. Now | am off!'

And this time he really was: and Solomon Gills, with no appetite for
dinner, sat on the opposite side of the fire, watching Florence in her
slumber, building a great many airy castlesof the most fantastic architec-
ture; and looking, in the dim shade,and in the close vicinity of all the in-
struments, like a magician disguised in a Welsh wig and a suit of coffee
colour, who held the child in an enchanted sleep.

In the meantime, Walter proceeded towards Mr Dombey's house at a
pace seldom achieved by a hack horse from the stand; and yet with his
head out of window every two or three minutes, in impatient remon-
strance with the driver. Arriving at his journey's end, he leaped out, and
breathlessly announcing his errand to the servant, followed him straight
into the library, we there was a great confusion of tongues, and where
Mr Dombey, his sister, and Miss Tox, Richards, and Nipper, were all
congregated together.

'‘Oh! | beg your pardon, Sir,' said Walter, rushing up to him, 'but I'm
happy to say it's all right, Sir. Miss Dombey's found!'
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The boy with his open face, and flowing hair, and sparkling eyes,
panting with pleasure and excitement, was wonderfully opposed to Mr
Dombey, as he sat confronting him in his library chair.

'l told you, Louisa, that she would certainly be found,’ said Mr
Dombey, looking slightly over his shoulder at that lady, who wept in
company with Miss Tox. 'Let the servants know that no further stepsare
necessary.This boy who brings the information, is young Gay, from the
office. How was my daughter found, Sir?1 know how shewas lost.' Here
he looked majestically at Richards. '‘But how was she found? Who found
her?'

'‘Why, | believe | found Miss Dombey, Sir,' said Walter modestly, 'at
least| don't know that | can claim the merit of having exactly found her,
Sir, but | was the fortunate instrument of -

'‘What do you mean, Sir," interrupted Mr Dombey, regarding the boy's
evident pride and pleasure in his share of the transaction with an in-
stinctive dislike, 'by not having exactly found my daughter, and by being
a fortunate instrument? Be plain and coherent, if you please.’

It was quite out of Walter's power to be coherent; but he rendered
himself as explanatory as he could, in his breathless state, and stated
why he had come alone.

'You hear this, girl?' said Mr Dombey sternly to the black-eyed. 'Take
what is necessary,and return immediately with this young man to fetch
Miss Florence home. Gay, you will be rewarded to-morrow.

'‘Oh! thank you, Sir," said Walter. '"You are very kind. I'm sure | was not
thinking of any reward, Sir.'

‘You are a boy,' said Mr Dombey, suddenly and almost fiercely; ‘and
what you think of, or affect to think of, is of little consequence.You have
done well, Sir. Don't undo it. Louisa, please to give the lad some wine.’

Mr Dombey's glance followed Walter Gay with sharp disfavour, ashe
left the room under the pilotage of Mrs Chick; and it may be that his
mind's eye followed him with no greater relish, as he rode back to his
Uncle's with Miss Susan Nipper.

There they found that Florence, much refreshed by sleep, had dined,
and greatly improved the acquaintance of Solomon Gills, with whom she
was on terms of perfect confidence and ease.The black-eyed (who had
cried so much that she might now be called the red-eyed, and who was
very silent and depressed)caught her in her arms without aword of con-
tradiction or reproach, and made a very hysterical meeting of it. Then
converting the parlour, for the nonce, into a private tiring room, she
dressed her, with great care, in proper clothes; and presently led her
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forth, aslike a Dombey as her natural disqualifications admitted of her
being made.

'‘Good-night!" said Florence, running up to Solomon. 'You have been
very good to me.

Old Sol was quite delighted, and kissed her like her grand-father.

'‘Good-night, Walter! Good-bye!" said Florence.

'‘Good-bye!" said Walter, giving both his hands.

'l never forget you," pursued Florence. 'No! indeed | never will.
Good-bye, Walter!" In the innocence of her grateful heart, the child lifted
up her faceto his. Walter, bending down his own, raised it again, all red
and burning; and looked at Uncle Sol, quite sheepishly.

'‘Where's Walter?' 'Good-night, Walter!" 'Good-bye, Walter!" 'Shake
hands once more, Walter!" This was still Florence'scry, after shewas shut
up with her little maid, in the coach. And when the coach at length
moved off, Walter on the door-step gaily turned the waving of her
handkerchief, while the wooden Midshipman behind him seemed, like
himself, intent upon that coach alone, excluding all the other passing
coaches from his observation.

In good time Mr Dombey's mansion was gained again, and again there
was a noise of tongues in the library. Again, too, the coach was ordered
to wait - 'for Mrs Richards,' one of Susan'sfellow-servants ominously
whispered, as she passed with Florence.

The entrance of the lost child made a slight sensation, but not much.
Mr Dombey, who had never found her, kissed her once upon the fore-
head, and cautioned her not to run away again, or wander anywhere
with treacherous attendants. Mrs Chick stopped in her lamentations on
the corruption of human nature, even when beckoned to the paths of vir-
tue by a Charitable Grinder; and received her with a welcome something
short of the reception due to none but perfect Dombeys. Miss Tox regu-
lated her feelings by the models before her. Richards, the culprit
Richards, alone poured out her heart in broken words of welcome, and
bowed herself over the little wandering head as if she really loved it.

'‘Ah, Richards! said Mrs Chick, with a sigh. 'lt would have been much
more satisfactory to those who wish to think well of their fellow
creatures, and much more becoming in you, if you had shown some
proper feeling, in time, for the little child that is now going to be prema-
turely deprived of its natural nourishment.

'‘Cut off,’ said Miss Tox, in a plaintive whisper, 'from one common
fountain!'
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'If it was ungrateful case,'said Mrs Chick, solemnly, '‘and | had your
reflections, Richards, | should feel as if the Charitable Grinders' dress
would blight my child, and the education choke him.’

For the matter of that - but Mrs Chick didn't know it - he had been
pretty well blighted by the dress already; and as to the education, even
its retributive effect might be produced in time, for it was a storm of sobs
and blows.

‘Louisa!" said Mr Dombey. 'It is not necessaryto prolong these obser-
vations. The woman is discharged and paid. You leave this house,
Richards, for taking my son - my son,'said Mr Dombey, emphatically re-
peating these two words, 'into haunts and into society which are not to
be thought of without a shudder. As to the accident which befel Miss
Florence this morning, | regard that as,in one great sense,a happy and
fortunate circumstance; inasmuch as, but for that occurrence, | never
could have known - and from your own lips too - of what you had been
guilty. | think, Louisa, the other nurse, the young person,' here Miss Nip-
per sobbed aloud, 'being so much younger, and necessarily influenced
by Paul's nurse, may remain. Have the goodness to direct that this
woman's coach is paid to' - Mr Dombey stopped and winced - 'to
Staggs's Gardens.’

Polly moved towards the door, with Florence holding to her dress,and
crying to her in the most pathetic manner not to go away. It was a dag-
ger in the haughty father's heart, an arrow in his brain, to seehow the
flesh and blood he could not disown clung to this obscure stranger, and
he sitting by. Not that he cared to whom his daughter turned, or from
whom turned away. The swift sharp agony struck through him, as he
thought of what his son might do.

His son cried lustily that night, at all events. Sooth to say, poor Paul
had better reason for his tears than sons of that age often have, for he
had lost his second mother - his first, so far as he knew - by a stroke as
sudden as that natural affliction which had darkened the beginning of
his life. At the same blow, his sister too, who cried herself to sleep so
mournfully, had lost as good and true a friend. But that is quite beside
the question. Let us waste no words about it.
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Chapter 7

Miss Tox inhabited a dark little house that had been squeezed, at some
remote period of English History, into a fashionable neighbourhood at
the west end of the town, where it stood in the shadelike a poor relation
of the great street round the corner, coldly looked down upon by mighty

mansions. It was not exactly in a court, and it was not exactly in a yard;
but it was in the dullest of No-Thoroughfares, rendered anxious and
haggard by distant double knocks. The name of this retirement, where
grass grew between the chinks in the stone pavement, was Princess's
Place;and in Princess'sPlacewas Princess'sChapel, with atinkling bell,
where sometimes as many asfive-and-twenty people attended service on
a Sunday. The Princess'sArms was also there, and much resorted to by
splendid footmen. A sedan chair was kept inside the railing before the
Princess'sArms, but it had never come out within the memory of man;
and on fine mornings, the top of every rail (there were eight-and-forty,

as Miss Tox had often counted) was decorated with a pewter-pot.

There was another private house besidesMiss Tox's in Princess'sPlace:
not to mention an immense Pair of gates, with an immense pair of lion-
headed knockers on them, which were never opened by any chance,and
were supposed to constitute a disused entrance to somebody's stables.
Indeed, there was a smack of stabling in the air of Princess'sPlace;and
Miss Tox's bedroom (which was at the back) commanded a vista of
Mews, where hostlers, at whatever sort of work engaged, were continu-
ally accompanying themselves with effervescent noises; and where the
most domestic and confidential garments of coachmen and their wives
and families, usually hung, like Macbeth's banners, on the outward
walls.'

At this other private house in Princess's Place, tenanted by a retired
butler who had married a housekeeper, apartments were let Furnished,
to a single gentleman: to wit, a wooden-featured, blue-faced Major, with
his eyes starting out of his head, in whom Miss Tox recognised, as she
herself expressed it, 'something so truly military;' and between whom
and herself, an occasional interchange of newspapers and pamphlets,
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and such Platonic dalliance, was effected through the medium of a dark
servant of the Major's who Miss Tox was quite content to classify as a
‘native,’ without connecting him with any geographical idea whatever.

Perhaps there never was a smaller entry and staircase,than the entry
and staircaseof Miss Tox's house. Perhaps, taken altogether, from top to
bottom, it was the most inconvenient little house in England, and the
crookedest; but then, Miss Tox said, what a situation! There was very
little daylight to be got there in the winter: no sun at the best of times: air
was out of the question, and traffic was walled out. Still Miss Tox said,
think of the situation! So said the blue-faced Major, whose eyes were
starting out of his head: who gloried in Princess's Place: and who de-
lighted to turn the conversation at his club, whenever he could, to
something connected with some of the great people in the great street
round the corner, that he might have the satisfaction of saying they were
his neighbours.

In short, with Miss Tox and the blue-faced Major, it was enough for
Princess'sPlace - as with a very small fragment of society, it is enough
for many a little hanger-on of another sort - to be well connected, and to
have genteel blood in its veins. It might be poor, mean, shabby, stupid,
dull. No matter. The great street round the corner trailed off into
Princess'sPlace;and that which of High Holborn would have becomea
choleric word, spoken of Princess's Place became flat blasphemy.

The dingy tenement inhabited by Miss Tox was her own; having been
devised and bequeathedto her by the deceasedowner of the fishy eyein
the locket, of whom a miniature portrait, with a powdered head and a
pigtail, balanced the kettle-holder on opposite sides of the parlour fire-
place. The greater part of the furniture was of the powdered-head and
pig-tail period: comprising a plate-warmer, always languishing and
sprawling its four attenuated bow legsin somebody's way; and an obsol-
ete harpsichord, illuminated round the maker's name with a painted gar-
land of sweet peas. In any part of the house, visitors were usually cog-
nizant of a prevailing mustiness; and in warm weather Miss Tox had
beenseenapparently writing in sundry chinks and crevices of the wains-
coat with the the wrong end of a pen dipped in spirits of turpentine.

Although Major Bagstockhad arrived at what is called in polite literat-
ure, the grand meridian of life, and was proceeding on his journey
downhill with hardly any throat, and a very rigid pair of jaw-bones, and
long-flapped elephantine ears, and his eyesand complexion in the state
of artificial excitement already mentioned, he was mightily proud of
awakening an interest in Miss Tox, and tickled his vanity with the fiction
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that she was a splendid woman who had her eye on him. This he had
several times hinted at the club: in connexion with little jocularities, of
which old JoeBagstock, old JoeyBagstock,old J.Bagstock, old JoshBag-
stock, or so forth, was the perpetual theme: it being, as it were, the
Major's stronghold and donjon-keep of light humour, to be on the most
familiar terms with his own name.

‘Joey B., Sir,'the Major would say, with a flourish of his walking-stick,
'is worth a dozen of you. If you had a few more of the Bagstock breed
among you, Sir, you'd be none the worse for it. Old Joe,Sir, needn't look
far for a wile even now, if he was on the look-out; but he's hard-hearted,
Sir, is Joe- he'stough, Sir, tough, and de-vilish sly!" After such a declara-
tion, wheezing sounds would be heard; and the Major's blue would
deepen into purple, while his eyes strained and started convulsively.

Notwithstanding his very liberal laudation of himself, however, the
Major was selfish. It may be doubted whether there ever was a more en-
tirely selfish person at heart; or at stomach is perhaps a better expression,
seeing that he was more decidedly endowed with that latter organ than
with the former. He had no idea of being overlooked or slighted by any-
body; least of all, had he the remotest comprehension of being over-
looked and slighted by Miss Tox.

And yet, Miss Tox, asit appeared, forgot him - gradually forgot him.
She began to forget him soon after her discovery of the Toodle family.
She continued to forget him up to the time of the christening. She went
on forgetting him with compound interest after that. Something or some-
body had superseded him as a source of interest.

'‘Good morning, Ma'am,' said the Major, meeting Miss Tox in Princess's
Place, some weeks after the changes chronicled in the last chapter.

‘Good morning, Sir,' said Miss Tox; very coldly.

‘Joe Bagstock, Ma'am,' observed the Major, with his usual gallantry,
'has not had the happiness of bowing to you at your window, for a con-
siderable period. Joehas beenhardly used, Ma'am. His sun has been be-
hind a cloud.'

Miss Tox inclined her head; but very coldly indeed.

‘Joe'sluminary has been out of town, Ma'am, perhaps,' inquired the
Major.

'1? out of town? oh no, | have not been out of town," said Miss Tox. 'l
have been much engaged lately. My time is nearly all devoted to some
very intimate friends. | am afraid | have none to spare, even now. Good
morning, Sir!'
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As Miss Tox, with her most fascinating step and carriage, disappeared
from Princess'sPlace,the Major stood looking after her with a bluer face
than ever: muttering and growling some not at all complimentary
remarks.

'‘Why, damme, Sir,' said the Major, rolling his lobster eyesround and
round Princess's Place, and apostrophizing its fragrant air, 'six months
ago, the woman loved the ground JoshBagstock walked on. What's the
meaning of it?'

The Major decided, after some consideration, that it meant mantraps;
that it meant plotting and snaring; that Miss Tox was digging pitfalls.
‘But you won't catch Joe, Ma'am,' said the Major. 'He's tough, Ma'am,
tough, is J.B.Tough, and de-vilish sly!" over which reflection he chuckled
for the rest of the day.

But still, when that day and many other days were gone and past, it
seemedthat Miss Tox took no heed whatever of the Major, and thought
nothing at all about him. She had been wont, once upon a time, to look
out at one of her little dark windows by accident, and blushingly return
the Major's greeting; but now, she never gave the Major a chance, and
cared nothing at all whether he looked over the way or not. Other
changes had come to passtoo. The Major, standing in the shade of his
own apartment, could make out that an air of greater smartness had re-
cently come over Miss Tox's house; that a new cage with gilded wires
had been provided for the ancient little canary bird; that divers orna-
ments, cut out of coloured card-boards and paper, seemedto decorate
the chimney-piece and tables; that a plant or two had suddenly sprung
up in the windows; that Miss Tox occasionally practised on the harpsi-
chord, whose garland of sweet peas was always displayed ostenta-
tiously, crowned with the Copenhagen and Bird Waltzes in a Music
Book of Miss Tox's own copying.

Over and above all this, Miss Tox had long beendressed with uncom-
mon care and elegancein slight mourning. But this helped the Major out
of his difficulty; and be determined within himself that she had come in-
to a small legacy, and grown proud.

It was on the very next day after he had easedhis mind by arriving at
this decision, that the Major, sitting at his breakfast, saw an apparition so
tremendous and wonderful in Miss Tox's little drawing-room, that he re-
mained for some time rooted to his chair; then, rushing into the next
room, returned with a double-barrelled opera-glass, through which he
surveyed it intently for some minutes.
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'It's a Baby, Sir,’ said the Major, shutting up the glass again, 'for fifty
thousand pounds!'

The Major couldn't forget it. He could do nothing but whistle, and
stare to that extent, that his eyes,compared with what they now became,
had been in former times quite cavernous and sunken. Day after day,
two, three, four times a week, this Baby reappeared. The Major contin-
ued to stare and whistle. To all other intents and purposes he was alone
in Princess'sPlace.Miss Tox had ceasedto mind what he did. He might
have been black as well as blue, and it would have been of no con-
sequence to her.

The perseverance with which she walked out of Princess's Place to
fetch this baby and its nurse, and walked back with them, and walked
home with them again, and continually mounted guard over them; and
the perseverancewith which she nursed it herself, and fed it, and played
with it, and froze its young blood with airs upon the harpsichord, was
extraordinary. At about this same period too, she was seized with a pas-
sion for looking at a certain bracelet; also with a passion for looking at
the moon, of which she would take long observations from her chamber
window. But whatever she looked at; sun, moon, stars, or bracelet; she
looked no more at the Major. And the Major whistled, and stared, and
wondered, and dodged about his room, and could make nothing of it.

You'll quite win my brother Paul's heart, and that's the truth, my
dear,' said Mrs Chick, one day.

Miss Tox turned pale.

'‘He grows more like Paul every day,' said Mrs Chick.

Miss Tox returned no other reply than by taking the little Paul in her
arms, and making his cockade perfectly flat and limp with her caresses.

'His mother, my dear,’ said Miss Tox, 'whose acquaintance | was to
have made through you, does he at all resemble her?'

'‘Not at all,' returned Louisa

'‘She was - she was pretty, | believe?' faltered Miss Tox.

'‘Why, poor dear Fanny was interesting,’ said Mrs Chick, after some ju-
dicial consideration. 'Certainly interesting. She had not that air of com-
manding superiority which one would somehow expect, almost as a
matter of course, to find in my brother's wife; nor had she that strength
and vigour of mind which such a man requires.'

Miss Tox heaved a deep sigh.

'‘But shewas pleasing:' said Mrs Chick: 'extremely so. And she meant! -
oh, dear, how well poor Fanny meant!'
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'You Angel!" cried Miss Tox to little Paul. "You Picture of your own
Papa!’

If the Major could have known how many hopes and ventures, what a
multitude of plans and speculations, rested on that baby head; and could
have seenthem hovering, in all their heterogeneous confusion and dis-
order, round the puckered cap of the unconscious little Paul; he might
have stared indeed. Then would he have recognised, among the crowd,
some few ambitious motes and beams belonging to Miss Tox; then
would he perhaps have understood the nature of that lady's faltering in-
vestment in the Dombey Firm.

If the child himself could have awakened in the night, and seen,
gathered about his cradle-curtains, faint reflections of the dreams that
other people had of him, they might have scaredhim, with good reason.
But he slumbered on, alike unconscious of the kind intentions of Miss
Tox, the wonder of the Major, the early sorrows of his sister, and the
stern visions of his father; and innocent that any spot of earth contained
a Dombey or a Son.
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Chapter

Beneaththe watching and attentive eyesof Time - so far another Major -
Paul's slumbers gradually changed. More and more light broke in upon
them; distincter and distincter dreams disturbed them; an accumulating
crowd of objects and impressions swarmed about his rest; and so he
passed from babyhood to childhood, and became a talking, walking,
wondering Dombey.

On the downfall and banishment of Richards, the nursery may be said
to have beenput into commission: asa Public Department is sometimes,
when no individual Atlas can be found to support it The Commissioners
were, of course, Mrs Chick and Miss Tox: who devoted themselves to
their duties with such astonishing ardour that Major Bagstock had every
day some new reminder of his being forsaken, while Mr Chick, bereft of
domestic supervision, cast himself upon the gay world, dined at clubs
and coffee-houses,smelt of smoke on three different occasions,went to
the play by himself, and in short, loosened (as Mrs Chick once told him)
every social bond, and moral obligation.

Yet, in spite of his early promise, all this vigilance and care could not
make little Paul athriving boy. Naturally delicate, perhaps, he pined and
wasted after the dismissal of his nurse, and, for a long time, seemedbut
to wait his opportunity of gliding through their hands, and seeking his
lost mother. This dangerous ground in his steeple-chasetowards man-
hood passed, he still found it very rough riding, and was grievously be-
set by all the obstaclesin his course. Every tooth was a break-neck fence,
and every pimple in the measlesa stone wall to him. He was down in
every fit of the hooping-cough, and rolled upon and crushed by a whole
field of small diseases,that came trooping on each other's heels to pre-
vent his getting up again. Somebird of prey got into his throat instead of
the thrush; and the very chickens turning ferocious - if they have any-
thing to do with that infant malady to which they lend their name - wor-
ried him like tiger-cats.

The chill of Paul's christening had struck home, perhaps to some sens-
itive part of his nature, which could not recover itself in the cold shade of
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his father; but he was an unfortunate child from that day. Mrs Wickam
often said she never see a dear so put upon.

Mrs Wickam was a waiter's wife - which would seemequivalent to be-
ing any other man's widow - whose application for an engagementin Mr
Dombey's service had been favourably considered, on account of the ap-
parent impossibility of her having any followers, or anyone to follow;
and who, from within a day or two of Paul's sharp weaning, had been
engaged as his nurse. Mrs Wickam was a meek woman, of a fair com-
plexion, with her eyebrows always elevated, and her head always droop-
ing; who was always ready to pity herself, or to be pitied, or to pity any-
body else;and who had a surprising natural gift of viewing all subjects
in an utterly forlorn and pitiable light, and bringing dreadful precedents
to bear upon them, and deriving the greatest consolation from the exer-
cise of that talent.

It is hardly necessaryto observe, that no touch of this quality ever
reached the magnificent knowledge of Mr Dombey. It would have been
remarkable, indeed, if any had; when no one in the house - not even Mrs
Chick or Miss Tox - dared ever whisper to him that there had, on any
one occasion, been the least reason for uneasinessin reference to little
Paul. He had settled, within himself, that the child must necessarily pass
through a certain routine of minor maladies, and that the sooner he did
so the better. If he could have bought him off, or provided a substitute,
asin the caseof an unlucky drawing for the militia, he would have been
glad to do so, on liberal terms. But as this was not feasible, he merely
wondered, in his haughty-manner, now and then, what Nature meant by
it; and comforted himself with the reflection that there was another mile-
stone passedupon the road, and that the great end of the journey lay so
much the nearer. For the feeling uppermost in his mind, now and con-
stantly intensifying, and increasing in it as Paul grew older, was impa-
tience. Impatience for the time to come, when his visions of their united
consequence and grandeur would be triumphantly realized.

Some philosophers tell us that selfishnessis at the root of our best
loves and affections.' Mr Dombey's young child was, from the beginning,
so distinctly important to him asa part of his own greatness,or (which is
the same thing) of the greatness of Dombey and Son, that there is no
doubt his parental affection might have been easily traced, like many a
goodly superstructure of fair fame, to a very low foundation. But he
loved his son with all the love he had. If there were a warm place in his
frosty heart, his son occupied it; if its very hard surface could receive the
impression of any image, the image of that son was there; though not so
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much asan infant, or asa boy, but asa grown man - the 'Son' of the Firm.
Therefore he was impatient to advance into the future, and to hurry over
the intervening passagesof his history. Therefore he had little or no anxi-
ety' about them, in spite of his love; feeling asif the boy had a charmed
life, and must become the man with whom he held such constant com-
munication in his thoughts, and for whom he planned and projected, as
for an existing reality, every day.

Thus Paul grew to be nearly five years old. He was a pretty little fel-
low; though there was something wan and wistful in his small face, that
gave occasion to many significant shakes of Mrs Wickam's head, and
many long-drawn inspirations of Mrs Wickam's breath. His temper gave
abundant promise of being imperious in after-life; and he had as hopeful
an apprehension of his own importance, and the rightful subservience of
all other things and personsto it, as heart could desire. He was childish
and sportive enough at times, and not of a sullen disposition; but he had
a strange, old-fashioned, thoughtful way, at other times, of sitting brood-
ing in his miniature arm-chair, when he looked (and talked) like one of
those terrible little Beingsin the Fairy tales, who, at a hundred and fifty
or two hundred years of age, fantastically represent the children for
whom they have been substituted. He would frequently be stricken with
this precocious mood upstairs in the nursery; and would sometimes
lapse into it suddenly, exclaiming that he was tired: even while playing
with Florence, or driving Miss Tox in single harness. But at no time did
he fall into it so surely, aswhen, his little chair being carried down into
his father's room, he sat there with him after dinner, by the fire. They
were the strangest pair at such a time that ever firelight shone upon. Mr
Dombey so erectand solemn, gazing at the blare; his little image, with an
old, old face, peering into the red perspective with the fixed and rapt at-
tention of a sage.Mr Dombey entertaining complicated worldly schemes
and plans; the little image entertaining Heaven knows what wild fancies,
half-formed thoughts, and wandering speculations. Mr Dombey stiff
with starch and arrogance; the little image by inheritance, and in uncon-
scious imitation. The two so very much alike, and yet so monstrously
contrasted.

On one of these occasions,when they had both been perfectly quiet for
along time, and Mr Dombey only knew that the child was awake by oc-
casionally glancing at his eye, where the bright fire was sparkling like a
jewel, little Paul broke silence thus:

'‘Papa! what's money?'
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The abrupt question had such immediate referenceto the subject of Mr
Dombey's thoughts, that Mr Dombey was quite disconcerted.

'‘What is money, Paul?' he answered. 'Money?'

‘Yes,' said the child, laying his hands upon the elbows of his little
chair, and turning the old face up towards Mr Dombey's; 'what is
money?'

Mr Dombey was in a difficulty. He would have liked to give him some
explanation involving the terms circulating-medium, currency, depreci-
ation of currency', paper, bullion, rates of exchange, value of precious
metals in the market, and so forth; but looking down at the little chair,
and seeingwhat along way down it was, he answered: 'Gold, and silver,
and copper. Guineas, shillings, half-pence. You know what they are?"

'‘Oh yes, | know what they are,' said Paul. 'l don't mean that, Papa. |
mean what's money after all?'

Heaven and Earth, how old his face was as he turned it up again to-
wards his father's!

'‘What is money after all!' said Mr Dombey, backing his chair a little,
that he might the better gaze in sheer amazement at the presumptuous
atom that propounded such an inquiry.

'l mean, Papa, what can it do?' returned Paul, folding his arms (they
were hardly long enough to fold), and looking at the fire, and up at him,
and at the fire, and up at him again.

Mr Dombey drew his chair back to its former place, and patted him on
the head. 'You'll know better by-and-by, my man,' he said. 'Money, Paul,
can do anything." He took hold of the little hand, and beat it softly
against one of his own, as he said so.

But Paul got his hand free assoon as he could; and rubbing it gently to
and fro on the elbow of his chair, asif his wit were in the palm, and he
were sharpening it - and looking at the fire again, asthough the fire had
been his adviser and prompter - repeated, after a short pause:

'‘Anything, Papa?'

‘Yes. Anything - almost,’' said Mr Dombey.

'‘Anything means everything, don't it, Papa?' asked his son: not ob-
serving, or possibly not understanding, the qualification.

'It includes it: yes,' said Mr Dombey.

'‘Why didn't money save me my Mama?' returned the child. 'lt isn't
cruel, is it?'

'‘Cruel! said Mr Dombey, settling his neckcloth, and seeming to resent
the idea. 'No. A good thing can't be cruel.’
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'If it's a good thing, and can do anything,’ said the little fellow,
thoughtfully, as he looked back at the fire, 'l wonder why it didn't save
me my Mama.'

He didn't askthe question of his father this time. Perhapshe had seen,
with a child's quickness, that it had already made his father uncomfort-
able. But he repeated the thought aloud, asif it were quite an old one to
him, and had troubled him very much; and sat with his chin resting on
his hand, still cogitating and looking for an explanation in the fire.

Mr Dombey having recovered from his surprise, not to say his alarm
(for it was the very first occasionon which the child had ever broached
the subject of his mother to him, though he had had him sitting by his
side, in this same manner, evening after evening), expounded to him
how that money, though a very potent spirit, never to be disparaged on
any account whatever, could not keep people alive whose time was come
to die; and how that we must all die, unfortunately, even in the City,
though we were never sorich. But how that money causedus to be hon-
oured, feared, respected, courted, and admired, and made us powerful
and glorious in the eyes of all men; and how that it could, very often,
even keep off death, for a long time together. How, for example, it had
secured to his Mama the services of Mr Pilkins, by which be, Paul, had
often profited himself; likewise of the great Doctor Parker Peps, whom
he had never known. And how it could do all, that could be done. This,
with more to the same purpose, Mr Dombey instilled into the mind of
his son, who listened attentively, and seemedto understand the greater
part of what was said to him.

'It can't make me strong and quite well, either, Papa; can it?" asked
Paul, after a short silence; rubbing his tiny hands.

'‘Why, you are strong and quite well,' returned Mr Dombey. 'Are you
not?'

Oh! the age of the face that was turned up again, with an expression,
half of melancholy, half of slyness, on it!

‘You are as strong and well assuch little people usually are? Eh?' said
Mr Dombey.

'Florence is older than | am, but I'm not asstrong and well asFlorence,
'l know," returned the child; 'and | believe that when Florence was as
little as me, she could play a great deal longer at a time without tiring
herself. | am sotired sometimes,'said little Paul, warming his hands, and
looking in between the bars of the grate, asif some ghostly puppet-show
were performing there, 'and my bones ache so (Wickam says it's my
bones), that | don't know what to do.'
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'‘Ay! But that's at night," said Mr Dombey, drawing his own chair closer
to his son's, and laying his hand gently on his back; 'little people should
be tired at night, for then they sleep well.'

'Oh, it's not at night, Papa,'returned the child, 'it's in the day; and | lie
down in Florence'slap, and she sings to me. At night | dream about such
cu-ri-ous things!'

And he went on, warming his hands again, and thinking about them,
like an old man or a young goblin.

Mr Dombey was so astonished, and so uncomfortable, and so perfectly
at aloss how to pursue the conversation, that he could only sit looking at
his son by the light of the fire, with his hand resting on his back, asif it
were detained there by some magnetic attraction. Once he advanced his
other hand, and turned the contemplative face towards his own for a
moment. But it sought the fire again as soon as he released it; and re-
mained, addressed towards the flickering blaze, until the nurse ap-
peared, to summon him to bed.

'l want Florence to come for me,' said Paul.

'‘Won't you come with your poor Nurse Wickam, Master Paul?' in-
quired that attendant, with great pathos.

'‘No, | won't,’ replied Paul, composing himself in his arm-chair again,
like the master of the house.

Invoking a blessing upon his innocence, Mrs Wickam withdrew, and
presently Florence appeared in her stead. The child immediately started
up with sudden readiness and animation, and raised towards his father
in bidding him good-night, a countenance so much brighter, so much
younger, and so much more child-like altogether, that Mr Dombey,
while he felt greatly reassured by the change, was quite amazed at it.

After they had left the room together, he thought he heard a soft voice
singing; and remembering that Paul had said his sister sung to him, he
had the curiosity to open the door and listen, and look after them. She
was toiling up the great, wide, vacant staircase,with him in her arms; his
head was lying on her shoulder, one of his arms thrown negligently
round her neck. So they went, toiling up; she singing all the way, and
Paul sometimes crooning out a feeble accompaniment. Mr Dombey
looked after them until they reachedthe top of the staircase- not without
halting to rest by the way - and passedout of his sight; and then he still
stood gazing upwards, until the dull rays of the moon, glimmering in a
melancholy manner through the dim skylight, sent him back to his room.

Mrs Chick and Miss Tox were convoked in council at dinner next day;
and when the cloth was removed, Mr Dombey opened the proceedings
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by requiring to be informed, without any gloss or reservation, whether
there was anything the matter with Paul, and what Mr Pilkins said about
him.

'For the child is hardly,' said Mr Dombey, 'as stout as | could wish.'

'‘My dear Paul,' returned Mrs Chick, 'with your usual happy discrimin-
ation, which | am weak enough to envy you, every time | am in your
company; and so | think is Miss Tox

'Oh my dear!" said Miss Tox, softly, 'how could it be otherwise? Pre-
sumptuous asit is to aspire to such alevel; still, if the bird of night may -
but I'll not trouble Mr Dombey with the sentiment. It merely relates to
the Bulbul.'

Mr Dombey bent his head in stately recognition of the Bulbuls as an
old-established body.

'With your usual happy discrimination, my dear Paul,' resumed Mrs
Chick, 'you have hit the point at once. Our darling is altogether as stout
aswe could wish. The fact is, that his mind is too much for him. His soul
Is a great deal too large for his frame. | am sure the way in which that
dear child talks!'said Mrs Chick, shaking her head; 'no one would be-
lieve. His expressions, Lucretia, only yesterday upon the subject of
Funerals!

'I am afraid," said Mr Dombey, interrupting her testily, 'that some of
those persons upstairs suggest improper subjects to the child. He was
speaking to me last night about his - about his Bones,'said Mr Dombey,
laying an irritated stressupon the word. '‘What on earth has anybody to
do with the - with the - Bonesof my son?He is not a living skeleton, |
suppose.

‘Very far from it,’ said Mrs Chick, with unspeakable expression.

'l hope so,'returned her brother. 'Funerals again! who talks to the child
of funerals? We are not undertakers, or mutes, or grave-diggers, |
believe.'

‘Very far from it," interposed Mrs Chick, with the same profound ex-
pression as before.

‘Then who puts such things into his head?'said Mr Dombey. 'Really |
was quite dismayed and shocked last night. Who puts such things into
his head, Louisa?'

'‘My dear Paul,’ said Mrs Chick, after a moment's silence,'it is of no use
inquiring. | do not think, | will tell you candidly that Wickam is a person
of very cheerful spirit, or what one would call a -

‘A daughter of Momus," Miss Tox softly suggested.
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'‘Exactly so,' said Mrs Chick; 'but she is exceedingly attentive and use-
ful, and not at all presumptuous; indeed | never saw a more biddable
woman. | would say that for her, if | was put upon my trial before a
Court of Justice.'

'‘Well! you are not put upon your trial before a Court of Justice, at
present, Louisa,' returned Mr Dombey, chafing,' and therefore it don't
matter.

'‘My dear Paul,’ said Mrs Chick, in a warning voice, 'l must be spoken
to kindly, or there is an end of me,' at the sametime a premonitory red-
nessdeveloped itself in Mrs Chick's eyelids which was an invariable sign
of rain, unless the weather changed directly.

'l was inquiring, Louisa,’ observed Mr Dombey, in an altered voice,
and after a decent interval, 'about Paul's health and actual state.

'If the dear child,’ said Mrs Chick, in the tone of one who was sum-
ming up what had been previously quite agreed upon, instead of saying
it all for the first time, 'is a little weakened by that last attack, and is not
in quite such vigorous health aswe could wish; and if he has some tem-
porary weaknessin his system, and does occasionally seemabout to lose,
for the moment, the use of his -

Mrs Chick was afraid to say limbs, after Mr Dombey's recent objection
to bones, and therefore waited for a suggestion from Miss Tox, who, true
to her office, hazarded ‘'members.’

‘Members!" repeated Mr Dombey.

'l think the medical gentleman mentioned legs this morning, my dear
Louisa, did he not?' said Miss Tox.

'‘Why, of course he did, my love,' retorted Mrs Chick, mildly reproach-
ful. '"How canyou ask me?You heard him. | say, if our dear Paul should
lose, for the moment, the use of his legs, these are casualties common to
many children at his time of life, and not to be prevented by any care or
caution. The sooner you understand that, Paul, and admit that, the bet-
ter. If you have any doubt asto the amount of care,and caution, and af-
fection, and self-sacrifice, that has been bestowed upon little Paul, |
should wish to refer the question to your medical attendant, or to any of
your dependants in this house. Call Towlinson," said Mrs Chick, 'l be-
lieve he has no prejudice in our favour; quite the contrary. | should wish
to hear what accusation Towlinson can make!'

'Surely you must know, Louisa,’ observed Mr Dombey, ‘that | don't
guestion your natural devotion to, and regard for, the future head of my
house.'
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'l am glad to hear it, Paul,' said Mrs Chick; 'but really you are very
odd, and sometimes talk very strangely, though without meaning it, |
know. If your dear boy's soul is too much for his body, Paul, you should
remember whose fault that is - who he takes after, | mean - and make the
best of it. He's aslike his Papaashe can be. People have noticed it in the
streets. The very beadle, | am informed, observed it, solong ago asat his
christening. He's a very respectable man, with children of his own. He
ought to know.’

‘Mr Pilkins saw Paul this morning, | believe?' said Mr Dombey.

‘Yes, he did," returned his sister. ‘Miss Tox and myself were present.
Miss Tox and myself are always present. We make a point of it. Mr
Pilkins has seenhim for some days past, and a very clever man | believe
him to be. He saysit is nothing to speak of; which | can confirm, if that is
any consolation; but he recommended, to-day, sea-air. Very wisely, Paul,
| feel convinced.'

‘Sea-air,' repeated Mr Dombey, looking at his sister.

‘There is nothing to be made uneasy by, in that,'said Mrs Chick. 'My
George and Frederick were both ordered sea-air, when they were about
his age; and | have been ordered it myself a great many times. | quite
agreewith you, Paul, that perhaps topics may be incautiously mentioned
upstairs before him, which it would be aswell for his little mind not to
expatiate upon; but | really don't seehow that is to be helped, in the case
of a child of his quickness. If he were a common child, there would be
nothing in it. | must say | think, with Miss Tox, that a short absencefrom
this house, the air of Brighton, and the bodily and mental training of so
judicious a person as Mrs Pipchin for instance - '

'‘Who is Mrs Pipchin, Louisa?' asked Mr Dombey; aghast at this famili-
ar introduction of a name he had never heard before.

‘Mrs Pipchin, my dear Paul,' returned his sister, 'is an elderly lady -
Miss Tox knows her whole history - who has for some time devoted all
the energies of her mind, with the greatest success,to the study and
treatment of infancy, and who has been extremely well connected. Her
husband broke his heart in - how did you say her husband broke his
heart, my dear? | forget the precise circumstances.

'In pumping water out of the Peruvian Mines,' replied Miss Tox.

'‘Not being a Pumper himself, of course,' said Mrs Chick, glancing at
her brother; and it really did seemnecessaryto offer the explanation, for
Miss Tox had spoken of him asif he had died at the handle; 'but having
invested money in the speculation, which failed. | believe that Mrs
Pipchin's management of children is quite astonishing. | have heard it
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commended in private circles ever sincel was - dear me - how high!" Mrs
Chick's eye wandered about the bookcasenear the bust of Mr Pitt, which
was about ten feet from the ground.

'‘Perhaps| should say of Mrs Pipchin, my dear Sir,' observed Miss Tox,
with an ingenuous blush, 'having been so pointedly referred to, that the
encomium which has been passedupon her by your sweet sister is well
merited. Many ladies and gentleman, now grown up to be interesting
members of society, have been indebted to her care. The humble indi-
vidual who addressesyou was once under her charge. | believe juvenile
nobility itself is no stranger to her establishment.'

‘Do | understand that this respectable matron keeps an establishment,
Miss Tox?' the Mr Dombey, condescendingly.

'‘Why, | really don't know," rejoined that lady, 'whether | am justified in
calling it so. It is not a Preparatory School by any means. Should | ex-
press my meaning,' said Miss Tox, with peculiar sweetness,'if | desig-
nated it an infantine Boarding-House of a very select description?’

'‘On an exceedingly limited and particular scale,'suggested Mrs Chick,
with a glance at her brother.

'‘Oh! Exclusion itself!" said Miss Tox.

There was something in this. Mrs Pipchin's husband having broken his
heart of the Peruvian mines was good. It had a rich sound. Besides, Mr
Dombey was in a state almost amounting to consternation at the idea of
Paul remaining where he was one hour after his removal had been re-
commended by the medical practitioner. It was a stoppage and delay
upon the road the child must traverse, slowly at the best, before the goal
was reached. Their recommendation of Mrs Pipchin had great weight
with him; for he knew that they were jealous of any interference with
their charge, and he never for a moment took it into account that they
might be solicitous to divide a responsibility, of which he had, as shown
just now, his own established views. Broke his heart of the Peruvian
mines, mused Mr Dombey. Well! a very respectable way of doing It.

'‘Supposing we should decide, on to-morrow's inquiries, to send Paul
down to Brighton to this lady, who would go with him?' inquired Mr
Dombey, after some reflection.

'l don't think you could send the child anywhere at present without
Florence, my dear Paul,’ returned his sister, hesitating. 'lt's quite an in-
fatuation with him. He's very young, you know, and has his fancies.'

Mr Dombey turned his head away, and going slowly to the bookcase,
and unlocking it, brought back a book to read.
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'‘Anybody else, Louisa?' he said, without looking up, and turning over
the leaves.

'‘Wickam, of course. Wickam would be quite sufficient, | should say,’
returned his sister. 'Paul being in such hands asMrs Pipchin's, you could
hardly send anybody who would be a further check upon her. You
would go down yourself once a week at least, of course.’

'Of course,'said Mr Dombey; and sat looking at one page for an hour
afterwards, without reading one word.

This celebrated Mrs Pipchin was a marvellous ill-favoured, ill-condi-
tioned old lady, of a stooping figure, with a mottled face, like bad
marble, a hook nose,and a hard grey eye, that looked asif it might have
beenhammered at on an anvil without sustaining any injury. Forty years
at least had elapsed since the Peruvian mines had been the death of Mr
Pipchin; but his relict still wore black bombazeen, of such a lustreless,
deep, dead, sombre shade, that gasitself couldn't light her up after dark,
and her presence was a quencher to any number of candles. She was
generally spoken of as'a great manager' of children; and the secretof her
management was, to give them everything that they didn't like, and
nothing that they did - which was found to sweeten their dispositions
very much. Shewas such a bitter old lady, that one was tempted to be-
lieve there had beensome mistake in the application of the Peruvian ma-
chinery, and that all her waters of gladnessand milk of human kindness,
had been pumped out dry, instead of the mines.

The Castle of this ogress and child-queller was in a steep by-street at
Brighton; where the soil was more than usually chalky, flinty, and sterile,
and the houseswere more than usually brittle and thin; where the small
front-gardens had the unaccountable property of producing nothing but
marigolds, whatever was sown in them; and where snails were con-
stantly discovered holding on to the street doors, and other public places
they were not expected to ornament, with the tenacity of cupping-
glasses.In the winter time the air couldn't be got out of the Castle,and in
the summer time it couldn't be got in. There was such a continual rever-
beration of wind in it, that it sounded like a great shell, which the inhab-
itants were obliged to hold to their ears night and day, whether they
liked it or no. It was not, naturally, a fresh-smelling house; and in the
window of the front parlour, which was never opened, Mrs Pipchin kept
a collection of plants in pots, which imparted an earthy flavour of their
own to the establishment. However choice examples of their kind, too,
these plants were of a kind peculiarly adapted to the embowerment of
Mrs Pipchin. There were half-a-dozen specimens of the cactus, writhing
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round bits of lath, like hairy serpents; another specimen shooting out

broad claws, like a green lobster; several creeping vegetables, possessed
of sticky and adhesive leaves; and one uncomfortable flower-pot

hanging to the ceiling, which appeared to have boiled over, and tickling

people underneath with its long green ends, reminded them of spiders -
in which Mrs Pipchin's dwelling was uncommonly prolific, though per-
haps it challenged competition still more proudly, in the season,in point

of earwigs.

Mrs Pipchin's scale of charges being high, however, to all who could
afford to pay, and Mrs Pipchin very seldom sweetening the equable acid-
ity of her nature in favour of anybody, she was held to be an old 'lady of
remarkable firmness, who was quite scientific in her knowledge of the
childish character.' On this reputation, and on the broken heart of Mr
Pipchin, she had contrived, taking one year with another, to eke out a
tolerable sufficient living since her husband's demise. Within three days
after Mrs Chick's first allusion to her, this excellent old lady had the sat-
isfaction of anticipating a handsome addition to her current receipts,
from the pocket of Mr Dombey; and of receiving Florence and her little
brother Paul, as inmates of the Castle.

Mrs Chick and Miss Tox, who had brought them down on the previ-
ous night (which they all passedat an Hotel), had just driven away from
the door, on their journey home again; and Mrs Pipchin, with her back to
the fire, stood, reviewing the new-comers, like an old soldier. Mrs
Pipchin's middle-aged niece, her good-natured and devoted slave, but
possessinga gaunt and iron-bound aspect,and much afflicted with boils
on her nose,was divesting Master Bitherstone of the clean collar he had
worn on parade. Miss Pankey, the only other little boarder at present,
had that moment been walked off to the Castle Dungeon (an empty
apartment at the back, devoted to correctional purposes), for having
sniffed thrice, in the presence of visitors.

'‘Well, Sir," said Mrs Pipchin to Paul, 'how do you think you shall like
me?'

'l don't think | shall like you at all,’ replied Paul. 'l want to go away.
This isn't my house.'

'No. It's mine,' retorted Mrs Pipchin.

'It's a very nasty one,' said Paul.

‘There's a worse place in it than this though,' said Mrs Pipchin, ‘where
we shut up our bad boys.'

'Has he ever been in it?' asked Paul: pointing out Master Bitherstone.
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Mrs Pipchin nodded assent;and Paul had enough to do, for the rest of
that day, in surveying Master Bitherstone from head to foot, and watch-
ing all the workings of his countenance, with the interest attaching to a
boy of mysterious and terrible experiences.

At one o'clock there was a dinner, chiefly of the farinaceous and veget-
able kind, when Miss Pankey (a mild little blue-eyed morsel of a child,
who was shampoo'd every morning, and seemed in danger of being
rubbed away, altogether) was led in from captivity by the ogressherself,
and instructed that nobody who sniffed before visitors ever went to
Heaven. When this great truth had beenthoroughly impressed upon her,
she was regaled with rice; and subsequently repeated the form of grace
established in the Castle, in which there was a special clause, thanking
Mrs Pipchin for a good dinner. Mrs Pipchin's niece, Berinthia, took cold
pork. Mrs Pipchin, whose constitution required warm nourishment,
made a special repast of mutton-chops, which were brought in hot and
hot, between two plates, and smelt very nice.

As it rained after dinner, and they couldn't go out walking on the
beach, and Mrs Pipchin's constitution required rest after chops, they
went away with Berry (otherwise Berinthia) to the Dungeon; an empty
room looking out upon a chalk wall and a water-butt, and made ghastly
by a ragged fireplace without any stove in it. Enlivened by company,
however, this was the best place after all; for Berry played with them
there, and seemedto enjoy a game at romps as much as they did; until
Mrs Pipchin knocking angrily at the wall, like the Cock Lane Ghost' re-
vived, they left off, and Berry told them stories in a whisper until
twilight.

For tea there was plenty of milk and water, and bread and butter, with
a little black tea-pot for Mrs Pipchin and Berry, and buttered toast unlim-
ited for Mrs Pipchin, which was brought in, hot and hot, like the chops.
Though Mrs Pipchin got very greasy, outside, over this dish, it didn't
seemto lubricate her internally, at all; for she was as fierce as ever, and
the hard grey eye knew no softening.

After tea, Berry brought out a little work-box, with the Royal Pavilion
on the lid, and fell to working busily; while Mrs Pipchin, having put on
her spectaclesand opened a great volume bound in green baize, beganto
nod. And whenever Mrs Pipchin caught herself falling forward into the
fire, and woke up, she filliped Master Bitherstone on the nose for nod-
ding too.

At last it was the children's bedtime, and after prayers they went to
bed. As little Miss Pankey was afraid of sleeping alone in the dark, Mrs
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Pipchin always made a point of driving her upstairs herself, like a sheep;
and it was cheerful to hear Miss Pankey moaning long afterwards, in the
least eligible chamber, and Mrs Pipchin now and then going in to shake
her. At about half-past nine o'clock the odour of a warm sweet-bread
(Mrs Pipchin's constitution wouldn't go to sleep without sweet-bread)
diversified the prevailing fragrance of the house, which Mrs Wickam
said was 'a smell of building;' and slumber fell upon the Castle shortly
after.

The breakfast next morning was like the tea over night, except that
Mrs Pipchin took her roll instead of toast, and seemeda little more irate
when it was over. Master Bitherstone read aloud to the rest a pedigree
from Genesis judiciously selected by Mrs Pipchin), getting over the
nameswith the easeand clearnessof a person tumbling up the treadmill.
That done, Miss Pankey was borne away to be shampoo'd; and Master
Bitherstone to have something else done to him with salt water, from
which he always returned very blue and dejected. Paul and Florence
went out in the meantime on the beach with Wickam - who was con-
stantly in tears - and at about noon Mrs Pipchin presided over some
Early Readings. It being a part of Mrs Pipchin's system not to encourage
a child's mind to develop and expand itself like a young flower, but to
open it by force like an oyster, the moral of theselessonswas usually of a
violent and stunning character: the hero - a naughty boy - seldom, in the
mildest catastrophe, being finished off anything less than a lion, or a
bear.

Such was life at Mrs Pipchin's. On Saturday Mr Dombey came down;
and Florence and Paul would go to his Hotel, and have tea They passed
the whole of Sunday with him, and generally rode out before dinner;
and on these occasionsMr Dombey seemedto grow, like Falstaff's assail-
ants, and instead of being one man in buckram, to become a dozen.
Sunday evening was the most melancholy evening in the week; for Mrs
Pipchin always made a point of being particularly cross on Sunday
nights. Miss Pankey was generally brought back from an aunt's at Rot-
tingdean, in deep distress; and Master Bitherstone, whose relatives were
all in India, and who was required to sit, between the services,in an erect
position with his head against the parlour wall, neither moving hand nor
foot, suffered so acutely in his young spirits that he once asked Florence,
on a Sunday night, if she could give him any idea of the way back to
Bengal.

But it was generally said that Mrs Pipchin was a woman of system
with children; and no doubt shewas. Certainly the wild oneswent home
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tame enough, after sojourning for a few months beneath her hospitable
roof. It was generally said, too, that it was highly creditable of Mrs
Pipchin to have devoted herself to this way of life, and to have made
such a sacrifice of her feelings, and such a resolute stand against her
troubles, when Mr Pipchin broke his heart in the Peruvian mines.

At this exemplary old lady, Paul would sit staring in his little arm-
chair by the fire, for any length of time. He never seemedto know what
weariness was, when he was looking fixedly at Mrs Pipchin. He was not
fond of her; he was not afraid of her; but in those old, old moods of his,
she seemedto have a grotesque attraction for him. There he would sit,
looking at her, and warming his hands, and looking at her, until he
sometimes quite confounded Mrs Pipchin, Ogress as she was. Once she
asked him, when they were alone, what he was thinking about.

'*You,' said Paul, without the least reserve.

‘And what are you thinking about me?' asked Mrs Pipchin.

'I'm thinking how old you must be," said Paul.

'You mustn't say such things as that, young gentleman,' returned the
dame. 'That'll never do.'

'‘Why not?' asked Paul.

'‘Because it's not polite,' said Mrs Pipchin, snappishly.

'‘Not polite?' said Paul.

'No.'

'It's not polite,’ said Paul, innocently, 'to eat all the mutton chops and
toast, Wickam says.

'‘Wickam,' retorted Mrs Pipchin, colouring, 'is a wicked, impudent,
bold-faced hussy.'

'‘What's that?' inquired Paul.

‘Never you mind, Sir,' retorted Mrs Pipchin. 'Remember the story of
the little boy that was gored to death by a mad bull for asking questions.'

'If the bull was mad,' said Paul, ‘how did he know that the boy had
asked questions? Nobody can go and whisper secretsto a mad bull. |
don't believe that story.

*You don't believe it, Sir?' repeated Mrs Pipchin, amazed.

'‘No,' said Paul.

‘Not if it should happen to have been a tame bull, you little Infidel?'
said Mrs Pipchin.

As Paul had not considered the subjectin that light, and had founded
his conclusions on the alleged lunacy of the bull, he allowed himself to
be put down for the present. But he sat turning it over in his mind, with
such an obvious intention of fixing Mrs Pipchin presently, that even that
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hardy old lady deemed it prudent to retreat until he should have forgot-
ten the subject.

From that time, Mrs Pipchin appeared to have something of the same
odd kind of attraction towards Paul, as Paul had towards her. Shewould
make him move his chair to her side of the fire, instead of sitting oppos-
ite; and there he would remain in a nook between Mrs Pipchin and the
fender, with all the light of his little face absorbedinto the black bombaz-
een drapery, studying every line and wrinkle of her countenance, and
peering at the hard grey eye, until Mrs Pipchin was sometimes fain to
shut it, on pretence of dozing. Mrs Pipchin had an old black cat, who
generally lay coiled upon the centre foot of the fender, purring egotistic-
ally, and winking at the fire until the contracted pupils of his eyeswere
like two notes of admiration. The good old lady might have been- not to
record it disrespectfully - awitch, and Paul and the cat her two familiars,
asthey all sat by the fire together. It would have been quite in keeping
with the appearance of the party if they had all sprung up the chimney
in a high wind one night, and never been heard of any more.

This, however, never came to pass. The cat, and Paul, and Mrs
Pipchin, were constantly to be found in their usual placesafter dark; and
Paul, eschewing the companionship of Master Bitherstone, went on
studying Mrs Pipchin, and the cat, and the fire, night after night, as if
they were a book of necromancy, in three volumes.

Mrs Wickam put her own construction on Paul's eccentricities; and be-
ing confirmed in her low spirits by a perplexed view of chimneys from
the room where she was accustomedto sit, and by the noise of the wind,
and by the general dulness (gashlinesswas Mrs Wickam's strong expres-
sion) of her present life, deduced the most dismal reflections from the
foregoing premises. It was a part of Mrs Pipchin's policy to prevent her
own 'young hussy' - that was Mrs Pipchin's generic name for female ser-
vant - from communicating with Mrs Wickam: to which end she devoted
much of her time to concealing herself behind doors, and springing out
on that devoted maiden, whenever she made an approach towards Mrs
Wickam's apartment. But Berry was free to hold what converse she could
in that quarter, consistently with the discharge of the multifarious duties
at which shetoiled incessantly from morning to night; and to Berry Mrs
Wickam unburdened her mind.

'‘What a pretty fellow he is when he's asleep! said Berry, stopping to
look at Paul in bed, one night when she took up Mrs Wickam's supper.

'‘Ah!" sighed Mrs Wickam. 'He need be.'

'‘Why, he's not ugly when he's awake,' observed Berry.
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'‘No, Ma'am. Oh, no. No more was my Uncle's Betsey Jane,'said Mrs
Wickam.

Berry looked as if she would like to trace the connexion of ideas
between Paul Dombey and Mrs Wickam's Uncle's Betsey Jane

'‘My Uncle's wife,"” Mrs Wickam went on to say, 'died just like his
Mama. My Uncle's child took on just as Master Paul do.'

‘Took on! You don't think he grieves for his Mama, sure?' argued
Berry, sitting down on the side of the bed. 'He can't remember anything
about her, you know, Mrs Wickam. It's not possible.'

'‘No, Ma'am,' said Mrs Wickam 'No more did my Uncle's child. But my
Uncle's child said very strange things sometimes, and looked very
strange, and went on very strange, and was very strange altogether. My
Uncle's child made people's blood run cold, some times, she did!"

'How?' asked Berry.

'l wouldn't have sat up all night alone with Betsey Jane!'said Mrs
Wickam, 'not if you'd have put Wickam into business next morning for
himself. | couldn't have done it, Miss Berry.

Miss Berry naturally asked why not? But Mrs Wickam, agreeably to
the usage of some ladies in her condition, pursued her own branch of the
subject, without any compunction.

'‘BetseyJane,'said Mrs Wickam, 'was assweeta child asl could wish to
see.l couldn't wish to seea sweeter. Everything that a child could have
in the way of illnesses, Betsey Janehad come through. The cramps was
ascommon to her,' said Mrs Wickam, 'as biles is to yourself, Miss Berry.'
Miss Berry involuntarily wrinkled her nose.

'‘But Betsey Jane,'said Mrs Wickam, lowering her voice, and looking
round the room, and towards Paul in bed, ‘had been minded, in her
cradle, by her departed mother. | couldn't say how, nor | couldn't say
when, nor | couldn't say whether the dear child knew it or not, but Bet-
sey Janehad beenwatched by her mother, Miss Berry!" and Mrs Wickam,
with a very white face, and with watery eyes, and with a tremulous
voice, again looked fearfully round the room, and towards Paul in bed.

'‘Nonsense!' cried Miss Berry - somewhat resentful of the idea.

'You may say nonsense!l ain't offended, Miss. | hope you may be able
to think in your own consciencethat it is nonsense;you'll find your spir-
its all the better for it in this - you'll excuse my being so free - in this
burying-ground of a place; which is wearing of me down. Master Paul's
a little restless in his sleep. Pat his back, if you please.'

'Of course you think," said Berry, gently doing what she was asked,
'that he has been nursed by his mother, too?'
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'‘BetseyJane,'returned Mrs Wickam in her most solemn tones, 'was put
upon as that child has been put upon, and changed as that child has
changed. | have seenher sit, often and often, think, think, thinking, like
him. | have seenher look, often and often, old, old, old, like him. | have
heard her, many atime, talk just like him. | consider that child and Bet-
sey Jane on the same footing entirely, Miss Berry.'

'Is your Uncle's child alive?' asked Berry.

‘Yes, Miss, sheis alive,' returned Mrs Wickam with an air of triumph,
for it was evident. Miss Berry expected the reverse;‘and is married to a
silver-chaser. Oh yes, Miss, SHE is alive,’ said Mrs Wickam, laying
strong stress on her nominative case.

It being clear that somebody was dead, Mrs Pipchin's niece inquired
who it was.

'l wouldn't wish to make you uneasy,' returned Mrs Wickam, pursuing
her supper. Don't ask me."

This was the surest way of being asked again. Miss Berry repeated her
guestion, therefore; and after some resistance, and reluctance, Mrs
Wickam laid down her knife, and again glancing round the room and at
Paul in bed, replied:

'‘She took fancies to people; whimsical fancies, some of them; others,
affections that one might expect to see - only stronger than common.
They all died.’

This was so very unexpected and awful to Mrs Pipchin's niece, that
she sat upright on the hard edge of the bedstead, breathing short, and
surveying her informant with looks of undisguised alarm.

Mrs Wickam shook her left fore-finger stealthily towards the bed
where Florence lay; then turned it upside down, and made several em-
phatic points at the floor; immediately below which was the parlour in
which Mrs Pipchin habitually consumed the toast.

'Remember my words, Miss Berry," said Mrs Wickam, 'and be thankful
that Master Paul is not too fond of you. | am, that he's not too fond of me,
| assureyou; though there isn't much to live for - you'll excusemy being
so free - in this jail of a house!'

Miss Berry's emotion might have led to her patting Paul too hard on
the back, or might have produced a cessationof that soothing monotony,
but he turned in his bed just now, and, presently awaking, sat up in it
with his hair hot and wet from the effects of some childish dream, and
asked for Florence.

Shewas out of her own bed at the first sound of his voice; and bending
over his pillow immediately, sang him to sleep again. Mrs Wickam
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shaking her head, and letting fall several tears, pointed out the little
group to Berry, and turned her eyes up to the ceiling.

'He's asleepnow, my dear,' said Mrs Wickam after a pause,'you'd bet-
ter go to bed again. Don't you feel cold?'

'‘No, nurse,' said Florence, laughing. 'Not at all.’

'‘Ah!" sighed Mrs Wickam, and she shook her head again, expressing to
the watchful Berry, 'we shall be cold enough, some of us, by and by!"

Berry took the frugal supper-tray, with which Mrs Wickam had by this
time done, and bade her good-night.

'‘Good-night, Miss!" returned Wickam softly. 'Good-night! Your aunt is
an old lady, Miss Berry, and it's what you must have looked for, often.’

This consolatory farewell, Mrs Wickam accompanied with a look of
heartfelt anguish; and being left alone with the two children again, and
becoming conscious that the wind was blowing mournfully, she in-
dulged in melancholy - that cheapestand most accessibleof luxuries -
until she was overpowered by slumber.

Although the niece of Mrs Pipchin did not expectto find that exem-
plary dragon prostrate on the hearth-rug when she went downstairs, she
was relieved to find her unusually fractious and severe,and with every
present appearanceof intending to live along time to be a comfort to all
who knew her. Nor had she any symptoms of declining, in the course of
the ensuing week, when the constitutional viands still continued to dis-
appear in regular succession,notwithstanding that Paul studied her as
attentively as ever, and occupied his usual seatbetween the black skirts
and the fender, with unwavering constancy.

But as Paul himself was no stronger at the expiration of that time than
he had been on his first arrival, though he looked much healthier in the
face, a little carriage was got for him, in which he could lie at his ease,
with an alphabet and other elementary works of reference, and be
wheeled down to the sea-side.Consistent in his odd tastes,the child set
aside a ruddy-faced lad who was proposed as the drawer of this car-
riage, and selected, instead, his grandfather - a weazen, old, crab-faced
man, in a suit of battered oilskin, who had got tough and stringy from
long pickling in salt water, and who smelt like a weedy sea-beachwhen
the tide is out.

With this notable attendant to pull him along, and Florence always
walking by his side, and the despondent Wickam bringing up the rear,
he went down to the margin of the oceanevery day; and there he would
sit or lie in his carriage for hours together: never so distressed as by the
company of children - Florence alone excepted, always.
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'‘Go away, if you please,'he would say to any child who cameto bear
him company. Thank you, but | don't want you.'

Some small voice, near his ear, would ask him how he was, perhaps.

'l am very well, | thank you,' he would answer. '‘But you had better go
and play, if you please.’

Then he would turn his head, and watch the child away, and say to
Florence, 'We don't want any others, do we? Kiss me, Floy.'

He had even a dislike, at such times, to the company of Wickam, and
was well pleased when she strolled away, as she generally did, to pick
up shells and acquaintances.His favourite spot was quite a lonely one,
far away from most loungers; and with Florence sitting by his side at
work, or reading to him, or talking to him, and the wind blowing on his
face, and the water coming up among the wheels of his bed, he wanted
nothing more.

'Floy,' he said one day, ‘where's India, where that boy's friends live?'

'Oh, it's a long, long distance off," said Florence, raising her eyesfrom
her work.

'‘Weeks off?' asked Paul.

‘Yes dear. Many weeks' journey, night and day.'

'If you were in India, Floy,' said Paul, after being silent for a minute, 'l
should - what is it that Mama did? | forget.'

'‘Loved me!" answered Florence.

'‘No, no. Don't | love you now, Floy? What is it? - Died. in you were in
India, | should die, Floy.'

Shehurriedly put her work aside, and laid her head down on his pil-
low, caressing him. And so would she, she said, if he were there. He
would be better soon.

'Oh! | am a great deal better now!" he answered. 'l don't mean that. |
mean that | should die of being so sorry and so lonely, Floy!

Another time, in the same place, he fell asleep,and slept quietly for a
long time. Awaking suddenly, he listened, started up, and sat listening.

Florence asked him what he thought he heard.

'l want to know what it says,' he answered, looking steadily in her
face. 'The sea' Floy, what is it that it keeps on saying?'

She told him that it was only the noise of the rolling waves.

'Yes, yes,' he said. 'But | know that they are always saying something.
Always the same thing. What place is over there?' He rose up, looking
eagerly at the horizon.

Shetold him that there was another country opposite, but he said he
didn't mean that: he meant further away - farther away!
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Very often afterwards, in the midst of their talk, he would break off, to
try to understand what it was that the waves were always saying; and
would rise up in his couch to look towards that invisible region, far
away.
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Chapter 9

That spice of romance and love of the marvellous, of which there was a
pretty strong infusion in the nature of young Walter Gay, and which the
guardianship of his Uncle, old Solomon Gills, had not very much
weakened by the waters of stern practical experience, was the occasion
of his attaching an uncommon and delightful interest to the adventure of
Florence with Good Mrs Brown. He pampered and cherished it in his
memory, especially that part of it with which he had beenassociated:un-
til it becamethe spoiled child of his fancy, and took its own way, and did
what it liked with it.

The recollection of those incidents, and his own share in them, may
have been made the more captivating, perhaps, by the weekly dreamings
of old Sol and Captain Cuttle on Sundays. Hardly a Sunday passed,
without mysterious references being made by one or other of those
worthy chums to Richard Whittington; and the latter gentleman had
even gone so far as to purchase a ballad of considerable antiquity, that
had long fluttered among many others, chiefly expressive of maritime
sentiments, on a dead wall in the Commercial Road: which poetical per-
formance setforth the courtship and nuptials of a promising young coal-
whipper with a certain 'lovely Peg,' the accomplished daughter of the
master and part-owner of a Newcastle collier. In this stirring legend,
Captain Cuttle descried a profound metaphysical bearing on the caseof
Walter and Florence; and it excited him so much, that on very festive oc-
casions,as birthdays and a few other non-Dominical holidays, he would
roar through the whole song in the little back parlour; making an amaz-
ing shake on the word Pe-e-eg,with which every verse concluded, in
compliment to the heroine of the piece.

But a frank, free-spirited, open-hearted boy, is not much given to ana-
lysing the nature of his own feelings, however strong their hold upon
him: and Walter would have found it difficult to decide this point. He
had a great affection for the wharf where he had encountered Florence,
and for the streets (albeit not enchanting in themselves) by which they
had come home. The shoesthat had so often tumbled off by the way, he
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preserved in his own room; and, sitting in the little back parlour of an
evening, he had drawn a whole gallery of fancy portraits of Good Mrs
Brown. It may be that he became a little smarter in his dress after that
memorable occasion;and he certainly liked in his leisure time to walk to-
wards that quarter of the town where Mr Dombey's house was situated,
on the vague chanceof passing little Florence in the street. But the senti-
ment of all this was as boyish and innocent as could be. Florence was
very pretty, and it is pleasant to admire a pretty face. Florence was de-
fencelessand weak, and it was a proud thought that he had beenable to
render her any protection and assistance.Florence was the most grateful
little creature in the world, and it was delightful to seeher bright gratit-
ude beaming in her face. Florence was neglected and coldly looked
upon, and his breastwas full of youthful interest for the slighted child in
her dull, stately home.

Thus it came about that, perhaps some half-a-dozen times in the
course of the year, Walter pulled off his hat to Florencein the street, and
Florence would stop to shake hands. Mrs Wickam (who, with a charac-
teristic alteration of his name, invariably spoke of him as'Young Graves')
was so well used to this, knowing the story of their acquaintance, that
she took no heed of it at all. Miss Nipper, on the other hand, rather
looked out for these occasions:her sensitive young heart being secretly
propitiated by Walter's good looks, and inclining to the belief that its
sentiments were responded to.

In this way, Walter, so far from forgetting or losing sight of his ac-
quaintance with Florence, only remembered it better and better. As to its
adventurous beginning, and all those little circumstanceswhich gaveit a
distinctive character and relish, he took them into account, more as a
pleasant story very agreeableto his imagination, and not to be dismissed
from it, than asa part of any matter of fact with which he was concerned.
They setoff Florencevery much, to his fancy; but not himself. Sometimes
he thought (and then he walked very fast) what a grand thing it would
have been for him to have been going to seaon the day after that first
meeting, and to have gone, and to have done wonders there, and to have
stopped away a long time, and to have come back an Admiral of all the
colours of the dolphin, or at least a Post-Captain with epaulettes of in-
supportable brightness, and have married Florence (then a beautiful
young woman) in spite of Mr Dombey's teeth, cravat, and watch-chain,
and borne her away to the blue shores of somewhere or other, tri-
umphantly. But theseflights of fancy seldom burnished the brassplate of
Dombey and Son'sOffices into atablet of golden hope, or shed a brilliant
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