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Chapter1
The One Thing Needful

"NOW, what I want is, Facts. Teach these boys and girls nothing but
Facts. Facts alone are wanted in life. Plant nothing else, and root out
everything else.You can only form the minds of reasoning animals upon
Facts:nothing else will ever be of any service to them. This is the prin-
ciple on which I bring up my own children, and this is the principle on
which I bring up these children. Stick to Facts, sir!"

The scenewas a plain, bare, monotonous vault of a school-room, and
the speakerÕssquare forefinger emphasized his observations by under-
scoring every sentencewith a line on the schoolmasterÕssleeve.The em-
phasis was helped by the speakerÕssquare wall of a forehead, which had
his eyebrows for its base,while his eyes found commodious cellarage in
two dark caves,overshadowed by the wall. The emphasis was helped by
the speakerÕsmouth, which was wide, thin, and hard set. The emphasis
was helped by the speakerÕsvoice, which was inflexible, dry, and dictat-
orial. The emphasis was helped by the speakerÕshair, which bristled on
the skirts of his bald head, a plantation of firs to keep the wind from its
shining surface, all covered with knobs, like the crust of a plum pie, as if
the head had scarcely warehouse-room for the hard facts stored inside.
The speakerÕsobstinate carriage, square coat, square legs, square
shoulders, - nay, his very neckcloth, trained to take him by the throat
with an unaccommodating grasp, like a stubborn fact, as it was, - all
helped the emphasis.

"In this life, we want nothing but Facts, sir; nothing but Facts!"
The speaker, and the schoolmaster, and the third grown person

present, all backed a little, and swept with their eyes the inclined plane
of little vesselsthen and there arranged in order, ready to have imperial
gallons of facts poured into them until they were full to the brim.
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Chapter2
Murdering the Innocents

THOMAS GRADGRIND, sir. A man of realities. A man of facts and cal-
culations. A man who proceeds upon the principle that two and two are
four, and nothing over, and who is not to be talked into allowing for any-
thing over. Thomas Gradgrind, sir - peremptorily Thomas - Thomas
Gradgrind. With a rule and a pair of scales,and the multiplication table
always in his pocket, sir, ready to weigh and measure any parcel of hu-
man nature, and tell you exactly what it comesto. It is a mere question of
figures, a caseof simple arithmetic. You might hope to get some other
nonsensicalbelief into the head of George Gradgrind, or Augustus Grad-
grind, or John Gradgrind, or JosephGradgrind (all supposititious, non-
existent persons), but into the head of Thomas Gradgrind - no, sir!

In such terms Mr. Gradgrind always mentally introduced himself,
whether to his private circle of acquaintance, or to the public in general.
In such terms, no doubt, substituting the words Ôboysand girls,Õfor Ôsir,Õ
Thomas Gradgrind now presented Thomas Gradgrind to the little pitch-
ers before him, who were to be filled so full of facts.

Indeed, as he eagerly sparkled at them from the cellarage before men-
tioned, he seemeda kind of cannon loaded to the muzzle with facts, and
prepared to blow them clean out of the regions of childhood at one dis-
charge. He seemed a galvanizing apparatus, too, charged with a grim
mechanical substitute for the tender young imaginations that were to be
stormed away.

ÔGirlnumber twenty,Õsaid Mr. Gradgrind, squarely pointing with his
square forefinger, ÔI donÕt know that girl. Who is that girl?Õ

ÔSissyJupe,sir,Õexplained number twenty, blushing, standing up, and
curtseying.

ÔSissyis not a name,Õsaid Mr. Gradgrind. ÔDonÕtcall yourself Sissy.
Call yourself Cecilia.Õ

ÔItÕsfather ascalls me Sissy,sir,Õreturned the young girl in a trembling
voice, and with another curtsey.

5



ÔThenhe has no business to do it,Õsaid Mr. Gradgrind. ÔTellhim he
mustnÕt. Cecilia Jupe. Let me see. What is your father?Õ

ÔHe belongs to the horse-riding, if you please, sir.Õ
Mr. Gradgrind frowned, and waved off the objectionable calling with

his hand.
ÔWedonÕtwant to know anything about that, here. You mustnÕttell us

about that, here. Your father breaks horses, donÕt he?Õ
ÔIfyou please, sir, when they can get any to break, they do break

horses in the ring, sir.Õ
ÔYoumustnÕttell us about the ring, here. Very well, then. Describe

your father as a horsebreaker. He doctors sick horses, I dare say?Õ
ÔOh yes, sir.Õ
ÔVerywell, then. He is a veterinary surgeon, a farrier, and horsebreak-

er. Give me your definition of a horse.Õ
(Sissy Jupe thrown into the greatest alarm by this demand.)
ÔGirlnumber twenty unable to define a horse!Õsaid Mr. Gradgrind, for

the general behoof of all the little pitchers. ÔGirl number twenty pos-
sessedof no facts, in referenceto one of the commonest of animals! Some
boyÕs definition of a horse. Bitzer, yours.Õ

The square finger, moving here and there, lighted suddenly on Bitzer,
perhaps becausehe chanced to sit in the same ray of sunlight which,
darting in at one of the bare windows of the intensely white-washed
room, irradiated Sissy. For, the boys and girls sat on the face of the in-
clined plane in two compact bodies, divided up the centre by a narrow
interval; and Sissy,being at the corner of a row on the sunny side, came
in for the beginning of a sunbeam, of which Bitzer, being at the corner of
a row on the other side, a few rows in advance, caught the end. But,
whereas the girl was so dark-eyed and dark-haired, that she seemed to
receive a deeper and more lustrous colour from the sun, when it shone
upon her, the boy was so light-eyed and light-haired that the self-same
rays appeared to draw out of him what little colour he ever possessed.
His cold eyes would hardly have been eyes, but for the short ends of
lasheswhich, by bringing them into immediate contrast with something
paler than themselves, expressed their form. His short-cropped hair
might have been a mere continuation of the sandy freckles on his fore-
head and face. His skin was so unwholesomely deficient in the natural
tinge, that he looked as though, if he were cut, he would bleed white.

ÔBitzer,Õ said Thomas Gradgrind. ÔYour definition of a horse.Õ
ÔQuadruped. Graminivorous. Forty teeth, namely twenty-four

grinders, four eye-teeth, and twelve incisive. Shedscoat in the spring; in
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marshy countries, shedshoofs, too. Hoofs hard, but requiring to be shod
with iron. Age known by marks in mouth.Õ Thus (and much more)
Bitzer.

ÔNow girl number twenty,Õsaid Mr. Gradgrind. ÔYouknow what a
horse is.Õ

She curtseyed again, and would have blushed deeper, if she could
have blushed deeper than she had blushed all this time. Bitzer, after rap-
idly blinking at Thomas Gradgrind with both eyesat once, and so catch-
ing the light upon his quivering ends of lashes that they looked like the
antennae of busy insects, put his knuckles to his freckled forehead, and
sat down again.

The third gentleman now stepped forth. A mighty man at cutting and
drying, he was; a government officer; in his way (and in most other
peopleÕstoo), a professed pugilist; always in training, always with a sys-
tem to force down the general throat like a bolus, always to be heard of
at the bar of his little Public-office, ready to fight all England. To contin-
ue in fistic phraseology, he had a genius for coming up to the scratch,
wherever and whatever it was, and proving himself an ugly customer.
He would go in and damage any subject whatever with his right, follow
up with his left, stop, exchange,counter, bore his opponent (he always
fought All England) to the ropes, and fall upon him neatly. He was cer-
tain to knock the wind out of common sense,and render that unlucky
adversary deaf to the call of time. And he had it in charge from high au-
thority to bring about the great public-office Millennium, when Commis-
sioners should reign upon earth.

ÔVerywell,Õsaid this gentleman, briskly smiling, and folding his arms.
ÔThatÕsa horse. Now, let me ask you girls and boys, Would you paper a
room with representations of horses?Õ

After a pause, one half of the children cried in chorus, ÔYes,sir!ÕUpon
which the other half, seeing in the gentlemanÕsface that Yes was wrong,
cried out in chorus, ÔNo, sir!Õ - as the custom is, in these examinations.

ÔOf course, No. Why wouldnÕt you?Õ
A pause.One corpulent slow boy, with a wheezy manner of breathing,

ventured the answer, Because he wouldnÕt paper a room at all, but
would paint it.

ÔYou must paper it,Õ said the gentleman, rather warmly.
ÔYoumust paper it,Õsaid Thomas Gradgrind, Ôwhetheryou like it or

not. DonÕt tell us you wouldnÕt paper it. What do you mean, boy?Õ
ÔIÕllexplain to you, then,Õsaid the gentleman, after another and a dis-

mal pause, Ôwhy you wouldnÕt paper a room with representations of
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horses.Do you ever seehorseswalking up and down the sides of rooms
in reality - in fact? Do you?Õ

ÔYes, sir!Õ from one half. ÔNo, sir!Õ from the other.
ÔOfcourse no,Õsaid the gentleman, with an indignant look at the

wrong half. ÔWhy,then, you are not to seeanywhere, what you donÕtsee
in fact; you are not to have anywhere, what you donÕthave in fact. What
is called Taste, is only another name for Fact.ÕThomas Gradgrind nod-
ded his approbation.

ÔThisis a new principle, a discovery, a great discovery,Õsaid the gen-
tleman. ÔNow, IÕll try you again. Suppose you were going to carpet a
room. Would you use a carpet having a representation of flowers upon
it?Õ

There being a general conviction by this time that ÔNo,sir!Õwas always
the right answer to this gentleman, the chorus of no was very strong.
Only a few feeble stragglers said Yes: among them Sissy Jupe.

ÔGirlnumber twenty,Õsaid the gentleman, smiling in the calm strength
of knowledge.

Sissy blushed, and stood up.
ÔSoyou would carpet your room - or your husbandÕsroom, if you

were a grown woman, and had a husband - with representations of
flowers, would you?Õ said the gentleman. ÔWhy would you?Õ

ÔIf you please, sir, I am very fond of flowers,Õ returned the girl.
ÔAnd is that why you would put tables and chairs upon them, and

have people walking over them with heavy boots?Õ
ÔItwouldnÕt hurt them, sir. They wouldnÕt crush and wither, if you

please, sir. They would be the pictures of what was very pretty and
pleasant, and I would fancy - Õ

ÔAy,ay, ay! But you mustnÕtfancy,Õcried the gentleman, quite elated
by coming so happily to his point. ÔThatÕs it! You are never to fancy.Õ

ÔYouare not, Cecilia Jupe,ÕThomas Gradgrind solemnly repeated, Ôto
do anything of that kind.Õ

ÔFact,fact, fact!Õsaid the gentleman. And ÔFact,fact, fact!Õrepeated
Thomas Gradgrind.

ÔYouare to be in all things regulated and governed,Õsaid the gentle-
man, Ôbyfact. We hope to have, before long, a board of fact, composed of
commissioners of fact, who will force the people to be a people of fact,
and of nothing but fact. You must discard the word Fancy altogether.
You have nothing to do with it. You are not to have, in any object of use
or ornament, what would be a contradiction in fact. You donÕtwalk
upon flowers in fact; you cannot be allowed to walk upon flowers in
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carpets. You donÕtfind that foreign birds and butterflies come and perch
upon your crockery; you cannot be permitted to paint foreign birds and
butterflies upon your crockery. You never meet with quadrupeds going
up and down walls; you must not have quadrupeds represented upon
walls. You must use,Õsaid the gentleman, Ôforall these purposes, com-
binations and modifications (in primary colours) of mathematical figures
which are susceptible of proof and demonstration. This is the new dis-
covery. This is fact. This is taste.Õ

The girl curtseyed, and sat down. Shewas very young, and she looked
as if she were frightened by the matter-of-fact prospect the world
afforded.

ÔNow,if Mr. MÕChoakumchild,Õsaid the gentleman, Ôwill proceed to
give his first lesson here, Mr. Gradgrind, I shall be happy, at your re-
quest, to observe his mode of procedure.Õ

Mr. Gradgrind was much obliged. ÔMr. MÕChoakumchild, we only
wait for you.Õ

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

He went to work in this preparatory lesson,not unlike Morgiana in the
Forty Thieves: looking into all the vessels ranged before him, one after
another, to seewhat they contained. Say, good MÕChoakumchild. When
from thy boiling store, thou shalt fill each jar brim full by-and-by, dost
thou think that thou wilt always kill outright the robber Fancy lurking
within - or sometimes only maim him and distort him!
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Chapter3
A Loophole

MR. GRADGRIND walked homeward from the school, in a state of con-
siderable satisfaction. It was his school, and he intended it to be a model.
He intended every child in it to be a model - just as the young Grad-
grinds were all models.

There were five young Gradgrinds, and they were models every one.
They had been lectured at, from their tenderest years; coursed, like little
hares. Almost as soon as they could run alone, they had been made to
run to the lecture-room. The first object with which they had an associ-
ation, or of which they had a remembrance, was a large black board with
a dry Ogre chalking ghastly white figures on it.

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

No little Gradgrind had ever seena face in the moon; it was up in the
moon before it could speak distinctly. No little Gradgrind had ever
learnt the silly jingle, Twinkle, twinkle, little star; how I wonder what
you are! No little Gradgrind had ever known wonder on the subject,
each little Gradgrind having at five years old dissected the Great Bear
like a Professor Owen, and driven CharlesÕsWain like a locomotive
engine-driver. No little Gradgrind had ever associated a cow in a field
with that famous cow with the crumpled horn who tossed the dog who
worried the cat who killed the rat who ate the malt, or with that yet more
famous cow who swallowed Tom Thumb: it had never heard of those
celebrities, and had only been introduced to a cow as a graminivorous
ruminating quadruped with several stomachs.

To his matter-of-fact home, which was called Stone Lodge, Mr. Grad-
grind directed his steps. He had virtually retired from the wholesale
hardware trade before he built StoneLodge, and was now looking about
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for a suitable opportunity of making an arithmetical figure in Parliament.
StoneLodge was situated on a moor within a mile or two of a great town
- called Coketown in the present faithful guide-book.

A very regular feature on the face of the country, Stone Lodge was.
Not the least disguise toned down or shaded off that uncompromising
fact in the landscape.A great square house, with a heavy portico darken-
ing the principal windows, as its masterÕsheavy brows overshadowed
his eyes.A calculated, castup, balanced,and proved house.Six windows
on this side of the door, six on that side; a total of twelve in this wing, a
total of twelve in the other wing; four-and-twenty carried over to the
back wings. A lawn and garden and an infant avenue, all ruled straight
like a botanical account- book. Gas and ventilation, drainage and water-
service, all of the primest quality. Iron clamps and girders, fire-proof
from top to bottom; mechanical lifts for the housemaids, with all their
brushes and brooms; everything that heart could desire.

Everything? Well, I suppose so. The little Gradgrinds had cabinets in
various departments of sciencetoo. They had a little conchological cabin-
et, and a little metallurgical cabinet, and a little mineralogical cabinet;
and the specimens were all arranged and labelled, and the bits of stone
and ore looked as though they might have been broken from the parent
substancesby those tremendously hard instruments their own names;
and, to paraphrase the idle legend of Peter Piper, who had never found
his way into their nursery, If the greedy little Gradgrinds grasped at
more than this, what was it for good gracious goodnessÕsake, that the
greedy little Gradgrinds grasped it!

Their father walked on in a hopeful and satisfied frame of mind. He
was an affectionate father, after his manner; but he would probably have
described himself (if he had been put, like SissyJupe,upon a definition)
asÔaneminently practicalÕfather. He had a particular pride in the phrase
eminently practical, which was considered to have a special application
to him. Whatsoever the public meeting held in Coketown, and whatso-
ever the subject of such meeting, some Coketowner was sure to seize the
occasionof alluding to his eminently practical friend Gradgrind. This al-
ways pleased the eminently practical friend. He knew it to be his due,
but his due was acceptable.

He had reached the neutral ground upon the outskirts of the town,
which was neither town nor country, and yet was either spoiled, when
his ears were invaded by the sound of music. The clashing and banging
band attached to the horse-riding establishment, which had there set up
its rest in a wooden pavilion, was in full bray. A flag, floating from the
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summit of the temple, proclaimed to mankind that it was ÔSlearyÕs
Horse-ridingÕwhich claimed their suffrages. Sleary himself, a stout mod-
ern statue with a money-box at its elbow, in an ecclesiastical niche of
early Gothic architecture, took the money. Miss Josephine Sleary, as
some very long and very narrow strips of printed bill announced, was
then inaugurating the entertainments with her graceful equestrian
Tyrolean flower-act. Among the other pleasing but always strictly moral
wonders which must be seento be believed, Signor Jupe was that after-
noon to Ôelucidatethe diverting accomplishments of his highly trained
performing dog Merrylegs.ÕHe was also to exhibit Ôhisastounding feat
of throwing seventy-five hundred-weight in rapid successionbackhan-
ded over his head, thus forming a fountain of solid iron in mid-air, a feat
never before attempted in this or any other country, and which having
elicited such rapturous plaudits from enthusiastic throngs it cannot be
withdrawn.Õ The same Signor Jupe was to Ôenliventhe varied perform-
ances at frequent intervals with his chaste Shaksperean quips and re-
torts.ÕLastly, he was to wind them up by appearing in his favourite char-
acter of Mr. William Button, of Tooley Street, in Ôthehighly novel and
laughable hippo- comedietta of The TailorÕs Journey to Brentford.Õ

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

This brought him to a stop. ÔNow,to think of these vagabonds,Õsaid
he, Ôattracting the young rabble from a model school.Õ

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

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

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

ÔInthe name of wonder, idleness, and folly!Õsaid Mr. Gradgrind, lead-
ing each away by a hand; Ôwhat do you do here?Õ

ÔWanted to see what it was like,Õ returned Louisa, shortly.
ÔWhat it was like?Õ
ÔYes, father.Õ
There was an air of jaded sullenness in them both, and particularly in

the girl: yet, struggling through the dissatisfaction of her face, there was
a light with nothing to rest upon, a fire with nothing to burn, a starved
imagination keeping life in itself somehow, which brightened its expres-
sion. Not with the brightness natural to cheerful youth, but with uncer-
tain, eager,doubtful flashes, which had something painful in them, ana-
logous to the changes on a blind face groping its way.

Shewas a child now, of fifteen or sixteen; but at no distant day would
seemto becomea woman all at once. Her father thought so as he looked
at her. She was pretty. Would have been self-willed (he thought in his
eminently practical way) but for her bringing-up.

ÔThomas,though I have the fact before me, I find it difficult to believe
that you, with your education and resources,should have brought your
sister to a scene like this.Õ

ÔI brought him, father,Õ said Louisa, quickly. ÔI asked him to come.Õ
ÔIam sorry to hear it. I am very sorry indeed to hear it. It makes Tho-

mas no better, and it makes you worse, Louisa.Õ
She looked at her father again, but no tear fell down her cheek.
ÔYou!Thomas and you, to whom the circle of the sciencesis open; Tho-

mas and you, who may be said to be replete with facts; Thomas and you,
who have been trained to mathematical exactness; Thomas and you,
here!Õ cried Mr. Gradgrind. ÔIn this degraded position! I am amazed.Õ

ÔI was tired, father. I have been tired a long time,Õ said Louisa.
ÔTired? Of what?Õ asked the astonished father.
ÔI donÕt know of what - of everything, I think.Õ
ÔSaynot another word,Õreturned Mr. Gradgrind. ÔYouare childish. I

will hear no more.ÕHe did not speak again until they had walked some
half-a-mile in silence, when he gravely broke out with: ÔWhatwould
your best friends say, Louisa? Do you attach no value to their good opin-
ion? What would Mr. Bounderby say?ÕAt the mention of this name, his
daughter stole a look at him, remarkable for its intense and searching
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character.He saw nothing of it, for before he looked at her, shehad again
cast down her eyes!

ÔWhat,Õhe repeated presently, Ôwould Mr. Bounderby say?ÕAll the
way to Stone Lodge, as with grave indignation he led the two delin-
quents home, he repeated at intervals ÔWhatwould Mr. Bounderby say?Õ
- as if Mr. Bounderby had been Mrs. Grundy.
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Chapter4
Mr. Bounderby

NOT being Mrs. Grundy, who was Mr. Bounderby?
Why, Mr. Bounderby was as near being Mr. GradgrindÕs bosom

friend, as a man perfectly devoid of sentiment can approach that spiritu-
al relationship towards another man perfectly devoid of sentiment. So
near was Mr. Bounderby - or, if the reader should prefer it, so far off.

He was a rich man: banker, merchant, manufacturer, and what not. A
big, loud man, with a stare, and a metallic laugh. A man made out of a
coarsematerial, which seemed to have been stretched to make so much
of him. A man with a great puffed head and forehead, swelled veins in
his temples, and such a strained skin to his face that it seemedto hold his
eyesopen, and lift his eyebrows up. A man with a pervading appearance
on him of being inflated like a balloon, and ready to start. A man who
could never sufficiently vaunt himself a self-made man. A man who was
always proclaiming, through that brassy speaking-trumpet of a voice of
his, his old ignorance and his old poverty. A man who was the Bully of
humility.

A year or two younger than his eminently practical friend, Mr.
Bounderby looked older; his sevenor eight and forty might have had the
sevenor eight added to it again, without surprising anybody. He had not
much hair. One might have fancied he had talked it off; and that what
was left, all standing up in disorder, was in that condition from being
constantly blown about by his windy boastfulness.

In the formal drawing-room of Stone Lodge, standing on the hearth-
rug, warming himself before the fire, Mr. Bounderby delivered some ob-
servations to Mrs. Gradgrind on the circumstance of its being his birth-
day. He stood before the fire, partly becauseit was a cool spring after-
noon, though the sun shone; partly becausethe shade of Stone Lodge
was always haunted by the ghost of damp mortar; partly becausehe thus
took up a commanding position, from which to subdue Mrs. Gradgrind.
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ÔIhadnÕta shoeto my foot. As to a stocking, I didnÕtknow such a thing
by name. I passedthe day in a ditch, and the night in a pigsty. ThatÕsthe
way I spent my tenth birthday. Not that a ditch was new to me, for I was
born in a ditch.Õ

Mrs. Gradgrind, a little, thin, white, pink-eyed bundle of shawls, of
surpassing feebleness,mental and bodily; who was always taking physic
without any effect, and who, whenever she showed a symptom of com-
ing to life, was invariably stunned by some weighty piece of fact tum-
bling on her; Mrs. Gradgrind hoped it was a dry ditch?

ÔNo! As wet as a sop. A foot of water in it,Õ said Mr. Bounderby.
ÔEnough to give a baby cold,Õ Mrs. Gradgrind considered.
ÔCold?I was born with inflammation of the lungs, and of everything

else, I believe, that was capable of inflammation,Õ returned Mr.
Bounderby. ÔForyears, maÕam,I was one of the most miserable little
wretches ever seen. I was so sickly, that I was always moaning and
groaning. I was so ragged and dirty, that you wouldnÕthave touched me
with a pair of tongs.Õ

Mrs. Gradgrind faintly looked at the tongs, as the most appropriate
thing her imbecility could think of doing.

ÔHowI fought through it, I donÕtknow,Õsaid Bounderby. ÔIwas de-
termined, I suppose. I have been a determined character in later life, and
I suppose I was then. Here I am, Mrs. Gradgrind, anyhow, and nobody
to thank for my being here, but myself.Õ

Mrs. Gradgrind meekly and weakly hoped that his mother -
ÔMy mother? Bolted, maÕam!Õ said Bounderby.
Mrs. Gradgrind, stunned as usual, collapsed and gave it up.
ÔMymother left me to my grandmother,Õsaid Bounderby; Ôand,ac-

cording to the best of my remembrance, my grandmother was the wick-
edest and the worst old woman that ever lived. If I got a little pair of
shoesby any chance,shewould take Õemoff and sell Õemfor drink. Why,
I have known that grandmother of mine lie in her bed and drink her
four-teen glasses of liquor before breakfast!Õ

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

ÔShekept a chandlerÕsshop,Õpursued Bounderby, Ôandkept me in an
egg-box. That was the cot of my infancy; an old egg-box. As soon as I
was big enough to run away, of course I ran away. Then I became a
young vagabond; and instead of one old woman knocking me about and
starving me, everybody of all ages knocked me about and starved me.
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They were right; they had no business to do anything else. I was a nuis-
ance, an incumbrance, and a pest. I know that very well.Õ

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

ÔIwas to pull through it, I suppose, Mrs. Gradgrind. Whether I was to
do it or not, maÕam,I did it. I pulled through it, though nobody threw
me out a rope. Vagabond, errand-boy, vagabond, labourer, porter, clerk,
chief manager, small partner, JosiahBounderby of Coketown. Those are
the antecedents, and the culmination. Josiah Bounderby of Coketown
learnt his letters from the outsides of the shops,Mrs. Gradgrind, and was
first able to tell the time upon a dial-plate, from studying the steeple
clock of St. GilesÕsChurch, London, under the direction of a drunken
cripple, who was a convicted thief, and an incorrigible vagrant. Tell Josi-
ah Bounderby of Coketown, of your district schools and your model
schools, and your training schools, and your whole kettle-of-fish of
schools; and JosiahBounderby of Coketown, tells you plainly, all right,
all correct - he hadnÕtsuch advantages - but let us have hard-headed,
solid-fisted people - the education that made him wonÕtdo for every-
body, he knows well - such and such his education was, however, and
you may force him to swallow boiling fat, but you shall never force him
to suppress the facts of his life.Õ

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

ÔWell!Õblustered Mr. Bounderby, ÔwhatÕsthe matter? What is young
Thomas in the dumps about?Õ

He spoke of young Thomas, but he looked at Louisa.
ÔWewere peeping at the circus,Õmuttered Louisa, haughtily, without

lifting up her eyes, Ôand father caught us.Õ
ÔAnd,Mrs. Gradgrind,Õsaid her husband in a lofty manner, ÔIshould

as soon have expected to find my children reading poetry.Õ
ÔDearme,Õwhimpered Mrs. Gradgrind. ÔHow can you, Louisa and

Thomas! I wonder at you. I declare youÕreenough to make one regret
ever having had a family at all. I have a great mind to say I wish I hadnÕt.
Then what would you have done, I should like to know?Õ

Mr. Gradgrind did not seemfavourably impressed by thesecogent re-
marks. He frowned impatiently.
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ÔAsif, with my head in its present throbbing state,you couldnÕtgo and
look at the shells and minerals and things provided for you, instead of
circuses!Õsaid Mrs. Gradgrind. ÔYouknow, as well as I do, no young
people have circus masters, or keep circuses in cabinets, or attend lec-
tures about circuses. What can you possibly want to know of circuses
then? I am sure you have enough to do, if thatÕswhat you want. With my
head in its present state, I couldnÕtremember the mere names of half the
facts you have got to attend to.Õ

ÔThatÕs the reason!Õ pouted Louisa.
ÔDonÕttell me thatÕsthe reason,becauseit canÕtbe nothing of the sort,Õ

said Mrs. Gradgrind. ÔGoand be somethingological directly.ÕMrs. Grad-
grind was not a scientific character, and usually dismissed her children
to their studies with this general injunction to choose their pursuit.

In truth, Mrs. GradgrindÕsstock of facts in general was woefully de-
fective; but Mr. Gradgrind in raising her to her high matrimonial posi-
tion, had been influenced by two reasons.Firstly, she was most satisfact-
ory as a question of figures; and, secondly, she had ÔnononsenseÕabout
her. By nonsensehe meant fancy; and truly it is probable she was as free
from any alloy of that nature, asany human being not arrived at the per-
fection of an absolute idiot, ever was.

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

ÔBounderby,Õsaid Mr. Gradgrind, drawing a chair to the fireside, Ôyou
are always so interested in my young people - particularly in Louisa -
that I make no apology for saying to you, I am very much vexed by this
discovery. I have systematically devoted myself (as you know) to the
education of the reason of my family. The reason is (as you know) the
only faculty to which education should be addressed. ÔAnd yet,
Bounderby, it would appear from this unexpected circumstance of to-
day, though in itself a trifling one, as if something had crept into Tho-
masÕsand LouisaÕsminds which is - or rather, which is not - I donÕt
know that I can express myself better than by saying - which has never
been intended to be developed, and in which their reason has no part.Õ

ÔTherecertainly is no reason in looking with interest at a parcel of vag-
abonds,Õreturned Bounderby. ÔWhenI was a vagabond myself, nobody
looked with any interest at me; I know that.Õ

ÔThencomes the question; said the eminently practical father, with his
eyes on the fire, Ôin what has this vulgar curiosity its rise?Õ
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ÔIÕll tell you in what. In idle imagination.Õ
ÔIhope not,Õsaid the eminently practical; ÔIconfess,however, that the

misgiving has crossed me on my way home.Õ
ÔInidle imagination, Gradgrind,Õ repeated Bounderby. ÔAvery bad

thing for anybody, but a cursed bad thing for a girl like Louisa. I should
ask Mrs. GradgrindÕspardon for strong expressions,but that she knows
very well I am not a refined character. Whoever expects refinement in
me will be disappointed. I hadnÕt a refined bringing up.Õ

ÔWhether,Õsaid Gradgrind, pondering with his hands in his pockets,
and his cavernous eyeson the fire, Ôwhetherany instructor or servant can
have suggested anything? Whether Louisa or Thomas can have been
reading anything? Whether, in spite of all precautions, any idle story-
book can have got into the house? Because,in minds that have been
practically formed by rule and line, from the cradle upwards, this is so
curious, so incomprehensible.Õ

ÔStopa bit!Õcried Bounderby, who all this time had been standing, as
before, on the hearth, bursting at the very furniture of the room with ex-
plosive humility. ÔYou have one of those strollersÕ children in the school.Õ

ÔCeciliaJupe, by name,Õsaid Mr. Gradgrind, with something of a
stricken look at his friend.

ÔNow, stop a bit!Õ cried Bounderby again. ÔHow did she come there?Õ
ÔWhy,the fact is, I saw the girl myself, for the first time, only just now.

She specially applied here at the house to be admitted, as not regularly
belonging to our town, and - yes, you are right, Bounderby, you are
right.Õ

ÔNow,stop a bit!Õcried Bounderby, once more. ÔLouisasaw her when
she came?Õ

ÔLouisacertainly did seeher, for she mentioned the application to me.
But Louisa saw her, I have no doubt, in Mrs. GradgrindÕs presence.Õ

ÔPray, Mrs. Gradgrind,Õ said Bounderby, Ôwhat passed?Õ
ÔOh,my poor health!Õreturned Mrs. Gradgrind. ÔThegirl wanted to

come to the school, and Mr. Gradgrind wanted girls to come to the
school, and Louisa and Thomas both said that the girl wanted to come,
and that Mr. Gradgrind wanted girls to come, and how was it possible to
contradict them when such was the fact!Õ

ÔNowI tell you what, Gradgrind!Õsaid Mr. Bounderby. ÔTurnthis girl
to the right about, and thereÕs an end of it.Õ

ÔI am much of your opinion.Õ
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ÔDoit at once,Õsaid Bounderby, Ôhasalways been my motto from a
child. When I thought I would run away from my egg-box and my
grandmother, I did it at once. Do you the same. Do this at once!Õ

ÔAreyou walking?Õasked his friend. ÔIhave the fatherÕsaddress. Per-
haps you would not mind walking to town with me?Õ

ÔNotthe least in the world,Õsaid Mr. Bounderby, Ôaslong as you do it
at once!Õ

So, Mr. Bounderby threw on his hat - he always threw it on, as ex-
pressing a man who had been far too busily employed in making him-
self, to acquire any fashion of wearing his hat - and with his hands in his
pockets, sauntered out into the hall. ÔInever wear gloves,Õit was his cus-
tom to say. ÔIdidnÕtclimb up the ladder in them. - ShouldnÕtbe so high
up, if I had.Õ

Being left to saunter in the hall a minute or two while Mr. Gradgrind
went up-stairs for the address, he opened the door of the childrenÕs
study and looked into that serene floor-clothed apartment, which, not-
withstanding its book-casesand its cabinets and its variety of learned
and philosophical appliances, had much of the genial aspect of a room
devoted to hair-cutting. Louisa languidly leaned upon the window look-
ing out, without looking at anything, while young Thomas stood sniffing
revengefully at the fire. Adam Smith and Malthus, two younger Grad-
grinds, were out at lecture in custody; and little Jane,after manufactur-
ing a good deal of moist pipe-clay on her facewith slate-pencil and tears,
had fallen asleep over vulgar fractions.

ÔItÕsall right now, Louisa: itÕsall right, young Thomas,Õsaid Mr.
Bounderby; ÔyouwonÕtdo so any more. IÕllanswer for itÕsbeing all over
with father. Well, Louisa, thatÕs worth a kiss, isnÕt it?Õ

ÔYoucan take one, Mr. Bounderby,Õreturned Louisa, when she had
coldly paused, and slowly walked across the room, and ungraciously
raised her cheek towards him, with her face turned away.

ÔAlwaysmy pet; ainÕtyou, Louisa?Õsaid Mr. Bounderby. ÔGood-bye,
Louisa!Õ

He went his way, but shestood on the samespot, rubbing the cheekhe
had kissed, with her handkerchief, until it was burning red. Shewas still
doing this, five minutes afterwards.

ÔWhatare you about, Loo?Õher brother sulkily remonstrated. ÔYouÕll
rub a hole in your face.Õ

ÔYoumay cut the piece out with your penknife if you like, Tom. I
wouldnÕt cry!Õ
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Chapter5
The Keynote

COKETOWN, to which Mr's. Bounderby and Gradgrind now walked,
was a triumph of fact; it had no greater taint of fancy in it than Mrs.
Gradgrind herself. Let us strike the key-note, Coketown, before pursuing
our tune.

It was a town of red brick, or of brick that would have been red if the
smoke and asheshad allowed it; but as matters stood, it was a town of
unnatural red and black like the painted face of a savage.It was a town
of machinery and tall chimneys, out of which interminable serpents of
smoke trailed themselves for ever and ever, and never got uncoiled. It
had a black canal in it, and a river that ran purple with ill-smelling dye,
and vast piles of building full of windows where there was a rattling and
a trembling all day long, and where the piston of the steam-engine
worked monotonously up and down, like the head of an elephant in a
state of melancholy madness. It contained several large streets all very
like one another, and many small streets still more like one another, in-
habited by people equally like one another, who all went in and out at
the same hours, with the same sound upon the same pavements, to do
the same work, and to whom every day was the same as yesterday and
to-morrow, and every year the counterpart of the last and the next.

These attributes of Coketown were in the main inseparable from the
work by which it was sustained; against them were to be set off, com-
forts of life which found their way all over the world, and eleganciesof
life which made, we will not ask how much of the fine lady, who could
scarcely bear to hear the place mentioned. The rest of its features were
voluntary, and they were these.

You saw nothing in Coketown but what was severely workful. If the
members of a religious persuasion built a chapel there - as the members
of eighteen religious persuasions had done - they made it a pious ware-
house of red brick, with sometimes (but this is only in highly ornamental
examples) a bell in a birdcage on the top of it. The solitary exception was
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the New Church; a stuccoed edifice with a square steeple over the door,
terminating in four short pinnacles like florid wooden legs.All the public
inscriptions in the town were painted alike, in severecharactersof black
and white. The jail might have been the infirmary, the infirmary might
have been the jail, the town-hall might have been either, or both, or any-
thing else, for anything that appeared to the contrary in the graces of
their construction. Fact, fact, fact, everywhere in the material aspect of
the town; fact, fact, fact, everywhere in the immaterial. The
MÕChoakumchild school was all fact, and the school of design was all
fact, and the relations between master and man were all fact, and
everything was fact between the lying-in hospital and the cemetery, and
what you couldnÕtstate in figures, or show to be purchaseable in the
cheapestmarket and saleable in the dearest, was not, and never should
be, world without end, Amen.

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

No. Coketown did not come out of its own furnaces, in all respectslike
gold that had stood the fire. First, the perplexing mystery of the place
was, Who belonged to the eighteen denominations? Because,whoever
did, the labouring people did not. It was very strange to walk through
the streets on a Sunday morning, and note how few of them the barbar-
ous jangling of bells that was driving the sick and nervous mad, called
away from their own quarter, from their own close rooms, from the
corners of their own streets, where they lounged listlessly, gazing at all
the church and chapel going, as at a thing with which they had no man-
ner of concern. Nor was it merely the stranger who noticed this, because
there was a native organization in Coketown itself, whose members were
to be heard of in the House of Commons every session,indignantly peti-
tioning for actsof parliament that should make thesepeople religious by
main force. Then came the Teetotal Society, who complained that these
same people would get drunk, and showed in tabular statements that
they did get drunk, and proved at tea parties that no inducement, human
or Divine (except a medal), would induce them to forego their custom of
getting drunk. Then came the chemist and druggist, with other tabular
statements, showing that when they didnÕtget drunk, they took opium.
Then came the experienced chaplain of the jail, with more tabular state-
ments, outdoing all the previous tabular statements, and showing that
the samepeople would resort to low haunts, hidden from the public eye,
where they heard low singing and saw low dancing, and mayhap joined
in it; and where A. B., aged twenty-four next birthday, and committed
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for eighteen monthsÕsolitary, had himself said (not that he had ever
shown himself particularly worthy of belief) his ruin began, as he was
perfectly sure and confident that otherwise he would have beena tip-top
moral specimen. Then came Mr. Gradgrind and Mr. Bounderby, the two
gentlemen at this present moment walking through Coketown, and both
eminently practical, who could, on occasion, furnish more tabular state-
ments derived from their own personal experience, and illustrated by
cases they had known and seen, from which it clearly appeared - in
short, it was the only clear thing in the case- that thesesamepeople were
a bad lot altogether, gentlemen; that do what you would for them they
were never thankful for it, gentlemen; that they were restless,gentlemen;
that they never knew what they wanted; that they lived upon the best,
and bought fresh butter; and insisted on Mocha coffee, and rejected all
but prime parts of meat, and yet were eternally dissatisfied and unman-
ageable. In short, it was the moral of the old nursery fable:

There was an old woman, and what do you think?
She lived upon nothing but victuals and drink;
Victuals and drink were the whole of her diet,
And yet this old woman would never be quiet.
Is it possible, I wonder, that there was any analogy between the caseof

the Coketown population and the caseof the little Gradgrinds? Surely,
none of us in our sober sensesand acquainted with figures, are to be told
at this time of day, that one of the foremost elements in the existenceof
the Coketown working-people had been for scoresof years, deliberately
set at nought? That there was any Fancy in them demanding to be
brought into healthy existence instead of struggling on in convulsions?
That exactly in the ratio as they worked long and monotonously, the
craving grew within them for some physical relief - some relaxation, en-
couraging good humour and good spirits, and giving them a vent - some
recognized holiday, though it were but for an honest dance to a stirring
band of music - some occasional light pie in which even
MÕChoakumchild had no finger - which craving must and would be sat-
isfied aright, or must and would inevitably go wrong, until the laws of
the Creation were repealed?

ÔThisman lives at PodÕsEnd, and I donÕtquite know PodÕsEnd,Õsaid
Mr. Gradgrind. ÔWhich is it, Bounderby?Õ

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

Almost as they did so, there came running round the corner of the
street at a quick pace and with a frightened look, a girl whom Mr.
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Gradgrind recognized. ÔHalloa!Õsaid he. ÔStop!Where are you going!
Stop!ÕGirl number twenty stopped then, palpitating, and made him a
curtsey.

ÔWhyare you tearing about the streets,Õsaid Mr. Gradgrind, Ôinthis
improper manner?Õ

ÔI was - I was run after, sir,Õ the girl panted, Ôand I wanted to get away.Õ
ÔRun after?Õ repeated Mr. Gradgrind. ÔWho would run after you?Õ
The question was unexpectedly and suddenly answered for her, by the

colourless boy, Bitzer, who cameround the corner with such blind speed
and so little anticipating a stoppage on the pavement, that he brought
himself up against Mr. GradgrindÕswaistcoat and rebounded into the
road.

ÔWhatdo you mean, boy?Õsaid Mr. Gradgrind. ÔWhatare you doing?
How dare you dash against - everybody - in this manner?ÕBitzer picked
up his cap, which the concussion had knocked off; and backing, and
knuckling his forehead, pleaded that it was an accident.

ÔWas this boy running after you, Jupe?Õ asked Mr. Gradgrind.
ÔYes, sir,Õ said the girl reluctantly.
ÔNo,I wasnÕt,sir!Õcried Bitzer. ÔNottill she run away from me. But the

horse-riders never mind what they say, sir; theyÕrefamous for it. You
know the horse-riders are famous for never minding what they say,Õad-
dressing Sissy.ÔItÕsaswell known in the town as - please,sir, as the mul-
tiplication table isnÕt known to the horse-riders.Õ Bitzer tried Mr.
Bounderby with this.

ÔHe frightened me so,Õ said the girl, Ôwith his cruel faces!Õ
ÔOh!Õcried Bitzer. ÔOh!AnÕtyou one of the rest! AnÕtyou a horse-rider!

I never looked at her, sir. I asked her if she would know how to define a
horse to-morrow, and offered to tell her again, and she ran away, and I
ran after her, sir, that she might know how to answer when she was
asked. You wouldnÕt have thought of saying such mischief if you hadnÕt
been a horse-rider?Õ

ÔHercalling seemsto be pretty well known among Õem,Õobserved Mr.
Bounderby. ÔYouÕdhave had the whole school peeping in a row, in a
week.Õ

ÔTruly,I think so,Õreturned his friend. ÔBitzer,turn you about and take
yourself home. Jupe,stay here a moment. Let me hear of your running in
this manner any more, boy, and you will hear of me through the master
of the school. You understand what I mean. Go along.Õ

The boy stopped in his rapid blinking, knuckled his forehead again,
glanced at Sissy, turned about, and retreated.
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ÔNow,girl,Õsaid Mr. Gradgrind, Ôtakethis gentleman and me to your
fatherÕs;we are going there. What have you got in that bottle you are
carrying?Õ

ÔGin,Õ said Mr. Bounderby.
ÔDear, no, sir! ItÕs the nine oils.Õ
ÔThe what?Õ cried Mr. Bounderby.
ÔThe nine oils, sir, to rub father with.Õ
ÔThen,Õsaid Mr. Bounderby, with a loud short laugh, Ôwhatthe devil

do you rub your father with nine oils for?Õ
ÔItÕswhat our people aways use, sir, when they get any hurts in the

ring,Õreplied the girl, looking over her shoulder, to assure herself that
her pursuer was gone. ÔThey bruise themselves very bad sometimes.Õ

ÔServeÕemright,Õsaid Mr. Bounderby, Ôforbeing idle.ÕSheglanced up
at his face, with mingled astonishment and dread.

ÔByGeorge!Õsaid Mr. Bounderby, ÔwhenI was four or five years
younger than you, I had worse bruises upon me than ten oils, twenty
oils, forty oils, would have rubbed off. I didnÕtget Õemby posture-mak-
ing, but by being banged about. There was no rope- dancing for me; I
danced on the bare ground and was larruped with the rope.Õ

Mr. Gradgrind, though hard enough, was by no means so rough a
man as Mr. Bounderby. His character was not unkind, all things con-
sidered; it might have been a very kind one indeed, if he had only made
some round mistake in the arithmetic that balanced it, years ago. He
said, in what he meant for a reassuring tone, as they turned down a nar-
row road, ÔAnd this is PodÕs End; is it, Jupe?Õ

ÔThis is it, sir, and - if you wouldnÕt mind, sir - this is the house.Õ
She stopped, at twilight, at the door of a mean little public- house,

with dim red lights in it. As haggard and as shabby, as if, for want of
custom, it had itself taken to drinking, and had gone the way all drunk-
ards go, and was very near the end of it.

ÔItÕsonly crossing the bar, sir, and up the stairs, if you wouldnÕtmind,
and waiting there for a moment till I get a candle. If you should hear a
dog, sir, itÕs only Merrylegs, and he only barks.Õ

ÔMerrylegsand nine oils, eh!Õsaid Mr. Bounderby, entering last with
his metallic laugh. ÔPretty well this, for a self-made man!Õ
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Chapter6
Sleary's Horsemanship

THE name of the public-house was the PegasusÕsArms. The PegasusÕs
legs might have been more to the purpose; but, underneath the winged
horse upon the sign-board, the PegasusÕsArms was inscribed in Roman
letters. Beneaththat inscription again, in a flowing scroll, the painter had
touched off the lines:

Good malt makes good beer,
Walk in, and theyÕll draw it here;
Good wine makes good brandy,
Give us a call, and youÕll find it handy.
Framed and glazed upon the wall behind the dingy little bar, was an-

other Pegasus- a theatrical one - with real gauze let in for his wings,
golden stars stuck on all over him, and his ethereal harnessmade of red
silk.

As it had grown too dusky without, to seethe sign, and as it had not
grown light enough within to see the picture, Mr. Gradgrind and Mr.
Bounderby received no offence from these idealities. They followed the
girl up some steep corner-stairs without meeting any one, and stopped
in the dark while she went on for a candle. They expected every moment
to hear Merrylegs give tongue, but the highly trained performing dog
had not barked when the girl and the candle appeared together.

ÔFatheris not in our room, sir,Õshe said, with a face of great surprise.
ÔIfyou wouldnÕtmind walking in, IÕllfind him directly.ÕThey walked in;
and Sissy,having set two chairs for them, sped away with a quick light
step. It was a mean, shabbily furnished room, with a bed in it. The white
night-cap, embellished with two peacockÕsfeathers and a pigtail bolt up-
right, in which Signor Jupehad that very afternoon enlivened the varied
performances with his chasteShakspereanquips and retorts, hung upon
a nail; but no other portion of his wardrobe, or other token of himself or
his pursuits, was to be seenanywhere. As to Merrylegs, that respectable
ancestor of the highly trained animal who went aboard the ark, might
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have beenaccidentally shut out of it, for any sign of a dog that was mani-
fest to eye or ear in the PegasusÕs Arms.

They heard the doors of rooms above, opening and shutting as Sissy
went from one to another in quest of her father; and presently they heard
voices expressing surprise. She came bounding down again in a great
hurry, opened a battered and mangy old hair trunk, found it empty, and
looked round with her hands clasped and her face full of terror.

ÔFathermust have gone down to the Booth, sir. I donÕtknow why he
should go there, but he must be there; IÕllbring him in a minute!ÕShe
was gone directly, without her bonnet; with her long, dark, childish hair
streaming behind her.

ÔWhatdoes she mean!Õsaid Mr. Gradgrind. ÔBackin a minute? ItÕs
more than a mile off.Õ

Before Mr. Bounderby could reply, a young man appeared at the door,
and introducing himself with the words, ÔByyour leaves, gentlemen!Õ
walked in with his hands in his pockets. His face,close-shaven,thin, and
sallow, was shaded by a great quantity of dark hair, brushed into a roll
all round his head, and parted up the centre. His legs were very robust,
but shorter than legs of good proportions should have been. His chest
and back were as much too broad, as his legs were too short. He was
dressed in a Newmarket coat and tight-fitting trousers; wore a shawl
round his neck; smelt of lamp-oil, straw, orange-peel, horsesÕprovender,
and sawdust; and looked a most remarkable sort of Centaur, compoun-
ded of the stable and the play-house. Where the one began,and the other
ended, nobody could have told with any precision. This gentleman was
mentioned in the bills of the day as Mr. E. W. B. Childers, so justly celeb-
rated for his daring vaulting act as the Wild Huntsman of the North
American Prairies; in which popular performance, a diminutive boy with
an old face,who now accompanied him, assistedas his infant son: being
carried upside down over his fatherÕsshoulder, by one foot, and held by
the crown of his head, heels upwards, in the palm of his fatherÕshand,
according to the violent paternal manner in which wild huntsmen may
be observed to fondle their offspring. Made up with curls, wreaths,
wings, white bismuth, and carmine, this hopeful young person soared
into so pleasing a Cupid as to constitute the chief delight of the maternal
part of the spectators;but in private, where his characteristicswere a pre-
cocious cutaway coat and an extremely gruff voice, he became of the
Turf, turfy.

ÔByyour leaves, gentlemen,Õsaid Mr. E. W. B. Childers, glancing
round the room. ÔIt was you, I believe, that were wishing to see Jupe!Õ
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ÔItwas,Õsaid Mr. Gradgrind. ÔHisdaughter has gone to fetch him, but I
canÕtwait; therefore, if you please, I will leave a messagefor him with
you.Õ

ÔYousee,my friend,ÕMr. Bounderby put in, Ôweare the kind of people
who know the value of time, and you are the kind of people who donÕt
know the value of time.Õ

ÔIhave not,Õretorted Mr. Childers, after surveying him from head to
foot, Ôthehonour of knowing you, - but if you mean that you can make
more money of your time than I can of mine, I should judge from your
appearance, that you are about right.Õ

ÔAndwhen you have made it, you can keep it too, I should think,Õsaid
Cupid.

ÔKidderminster, stow that!Õsaid Mr. Childers. (Master Kidderminster
was CupidÕs mortal name.)

ÔWhatdoes he come here cheeking us for, then?Õcried Master Kidder-
minster, showing a very irascible temperament. ÔIfyou want to cheek us,
pay your ochre at the doors and take it out.Õ

ÔKidderminster,Õsaid Mr. Childers, raising his voice, Ôstowthat! - Sir,Õ
to Mr. Gradgrind, ÔIwas addressing myself to you. You may or you may
not be aware (for perhaps you have not been much in the audience), that
Jupe has missed his tip very often, lately.Õ

ÔHas- what has he missed?Õasked Mr. Gradgrind, glancing at the po-
tent Bounderby for assistance.

ÔMissed his tip.Õ
ÔOfferedat the Garters four times last night, and never done Õemonce,Õ

said Master Kidderminster. ÔMissedhis tip at the banners, too, and was
loose in his ponging.Õ

ÔDidnÕtdo what he ought to do. Was short in his leaps and bad in his
tumbling,Õ Mr. Childers interpreted.

ÔOh!Õ said Mr. Gradgrind, Ôthat is tip, is it?Õ
ÔIn a general way thatÕsmissing his tip,Õ Mr. E. W. B. Childers

answered.
ÔNineoils, Merrylegs, missing tips, garters, banners, and Ponging, eh!Õ

ejaculated Bounderby, with his laugh of laughs. ÔQueersort of company,
too, for a man who has raised himself!Õ

ÔLower yourself, then,Õretorted Cupid. ÔOhLord! if youÕveraised
yourself so high as all that comes to, let yourself down a bit.Õ

ÔThisis a very obtrusive lad!Õsaid Mr. Gradgrind, turning, and knit-
ting his brows on him.
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ÔWeÕdhave had a young gentleman to meet you, if we had known you
were coming,Õretorted Master Kidderminster, nothing abashed. ÔItÕsa
pity you donÕthave a bespeak,being so particular. YouÕreon the Tight-
Jeff, ainÕt you?Õ

ÔWhatdoes this unmannerly boy mean,Õasked Mr. Gradgrind, eyeing
him in a sort of desperation, Ôby Tight-Jeff?Õ

ÔThere!Get out, get out!Õsaid Mr. Childers, thrusting his young friend
from the room, rather in the prairie manner. ÔTight-Jeffor Slack-Jeff, it
donÕtmuch signify: itÕsonly tight-rope and slack- rope. You were going
to give me a message for Jupe?Õ

ÔYes, I was.Õ
ÔThen,Õcontinued Mr. Childers, quickly, Ômyopinion is, he will never

receive it. Do you know much of him?Õ
ÔI never saw the man in my life.Õ
ÔI doubt if you ever will see him now. ItÕs pretty plain to me, heÕs off.Õ
ÔDo you mean that he has deserted his daughter?Õ
ÔAy!I mean,Õsaid Mr. Childers, with a nod, Ôthathe has cut. He was

goosed last night, he was goosed the night before last, he was goosed to-
day. He has lately got in the way of being always goosed, and he canÕt
stand it.Õ

ÔWhyhas he been- so very much - Goosed?Õasked Mr. Gradgrind, for-
cing the word out of himself, with great solemnity and reluctance.

ÔHisjoints are turning stiff, and he is getting used up,Õsaid Childers.
ÔHe has his points as a Cackler still, but he canÕt get a living out of them.Õ

ÔA Cackler!Õ Bounderby repeated. ÔHere we go again!Õ
ÔAspeaker, if the gentleman likes it better,Õsaid Mr. E. W. B. Childers,

superciliously throwing the interpretation over his shoulder, and accom-
panying it with a shake of his long hair - which all shook at once. ÔNow,
itÕsa remarkable fact, sir, that it cut that man deeper, to know that his
daughter knew of his being goosed, than to go through with it.Õ

ÔGood!Õinterrupted Mr. Bounderby. ÔThisis good, Gradgrind! A man
so fond of his daughter, that he runs away from her! This is devilish
good! Ha! ha! Now, IÕlltell you what, young man. I havenÕtalways occu-
pied my present station of life. I know what thesethings are. You may be
astonished to hear it, but my mother - ran away from me.Õ

E. W. B. Childers replied pointedly, that he was not at all astonished to
hear it.

ÔVerywell,Õsaid Bounderby. ÔIwas born in a ditch, and my mother ran
away from me. Do I excuseher for it? No. Have I ever excusedher for it?
Not I. What do I call her for it? I call her probably the very worst woman
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that ever lived in the world, except my drunken grandmother. ThereÕs
no family pride about me, thereÕsno imaginative sentimental humbug
about me. I call a spade a spade; and I call the mother of Josiah
Bounderby of Coketown, without any fear or any favour, what I should
call her if she had been the mother of Dick Jonesof Wapping. So, with
this man. He is a runaway rogue and a vagabond, thatÕswhat he is, in
English.Õ

ÔItÕsall the sameto me what he is or what he is not, whether in English
or whether in French,Õretorted Mr. E. W. B. Childers, facing about. ÔIam
telling your friend whatÕsthe fact; if you donÕtlike to hear it, you can
avail yourself of the open air. You give it mouth enough, you do; but
give it mouth in your own building at least,Õremonstrated E. W. B. with
stern irony. ÔDonÕtgive it mouth in this building, till youÕrecalled upon.
You have got some building of your own I dare say, now?Õ

ÔPerhaps so,Õ replied Mr. Bounderby, rattling his money and laughing.
ÔThengive it mouth in your own building, will you, if you please?Õ

said Childers. ÔBecausethis isnÕta strong building, and too much of you
might bring it down!Õ

Eyeing Mr. Bounderby from head to foot again, he turned from him, as
from a man finally disposed of, to Mr. Gradgrind.

ÔJupesent his daughter out on an errand not an hour ago, and then
was seento slip out himself, with his hat over his eyes,and a bundle tied
up in a handkerchief under his arm. Shewill never believe it of him, but
he has cut away and left her.Õ

ÔPray,Õ said Mr. Gradgrind, Ôwhy will she never believe it of him?Õ
ÔBecausethose two were one. Becausethey were never asunder. Be-

cause,up to this time, he seemedto dote upon her,Õsaid Childers, taking
a step or two to look into the empty trunk. Both Mr. Childers and Master
Kidderminster walked in a curious manner; with their legs wider apart
than the general run of men, and with a very knowing assumption of be-
ing stiff in the knees.This walk was common to all the male members of
SlearyÕscompany, and was understood to express,that they were always
on horseback.

ÔPoorSissy!He had better have apprenticed her,Õsaid Childers, giving
his hair another shake, as he looked up from the empty box. ÔNow,he
leaves her without anything to take to.Õ

ÔItis creditable to you, who have never been apprenticed, to express
that opinion,Õ returned Mr. Gradgrind, approvingly.

ÔI never apprenticed? I was apprenticed when I was seven year old.Õ
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ÔOh!Indeed?Õsaid Mr. Gradgrind, rather resentfully, as having been
defrauded of his good opinion. ÔIwas not aware of its being the custom
to apprentice young persons to - Õ

ÔIdleness,ÕMr. Bounderby put in with a loud laugh. ÔNo,by the Lord
Harry! Nor I!Õ

ÔHerfather always had it in his head,Õresumed Childers, feigning un-
consciousnessof Mr. BounderbyÕsexistence, Ôthatshe was to be taught
the deuce-and-all of education. How it got into his head, I canÕtsay; I can
only say that it never got out. He has beenpicking up a bit of reading for
her, here - and a bit of writing for her, there - and a bit of ciphering for
her, somewhere else - these seven years.Õ

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

ÔWhenSissy got into the school here,Õhe pursued, Ôherfather was as
pleased as Punch. I couldnÕtaltogether make out why, myself, as we
were not stationary here, being but comers and goers anywhere. I sup-
pose, however, he had this move in his mind - he was always half-
cracked - and then considered her provided for. If you should happen to
have looked in to-night, for the purpose of telling him that you were go-
ing to do her any little service,Õsaid Mr. Childers, stroking his faceagain,
and repeating his look, Ôitwould be very fortunate and well-timed; very
fortunate and well- timed.Õ

ÔOnthe contrary,Õreturned Mr. Gradgrind. ÔIcame to tell him that her
connections made her not an object for the school, and that she must not
attend any more. Still, if her father really has left her, without any con-
nivance on her part - Bounderby, let me have a word with you.Õ

Upon this, Mr. Childers politely betook himself, with his equestrian
walk, to the landing outside the door, and there stood stroking his face,
and softly whistling. While thus engaged, he overheard such phrases in
Mr. BounderbyÕsvoice as ÔNo.I say no. I advise you not. I say by no
means.ÕWhile, from Mr. Gradgrind, he heard in his much lower tone the
words, ÔButeven asan example to Louisa, of what this pursuit which has
been the subject of a vulgar curiosity, leads to and ends in. Think of it,
Bounderby, in that point of view.Õ

Meanwhile, the various members of SlearyÕscompany gradually
gathered together from the upper regions, where they were quartered,
and, from standing about, talking in low voices to one another and to
Mr. Childers, gradually insinuated themselves and him into the room.
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There were two or three handsome young women among them, with
their two or three husbands, and their two or three mothers, and their
eight or nine little children, who did the fairy business when required.
The father of one of the families was in the habit of balancing the father
of another of the families on the top of a great pole; the father of a third
family often made a pyramid of both those fathers, with Master Kidder-
minster for the apex, and himself for the base;all the fathers could dance
upon rolling casks, stand upon bottles, catch knives and balls, twirl
hand-basins, ride upon anything, jump over everything, and stick at
nothing. All the mothers could (and did) dance, upon the slack wire and
the tight-rope, and perform rapid acts on bare-backed steeds; none of
them were at all particular in respect of showing their legs; and one of
them, alone in a Greek chariot, drove six in hand into every town they
came to. They all assumed to be mighty rakish and knowing, they were
not very tidy in their private dresses,they were not at all orderly in their
domestic arrangements, and the combined literature of the whole com-
pany would have produced but a poor letter on any subject. Yet there
was a remarkable gentlenessand childishness about these people, a spe-
cial inaptitude for any kind of sharp practice, and an untiring readiness
to help and pity one another, deserving often of as much respect,and al-
ways of as much generous construction, as the every- day virtues of any
class of people in the world.

Last of all appeared Mr. Sleary: a stout man as already mentioned,
with one fixed eye, and one loose eye, a voice (if it can be called so) like
the efforts of a broken old pair of bellows, a flabby surface, and a
muddled head which was never sober and never drunk.

ÔThquire!Õsaid Mr. Sleary, who was troubled with asthma, and whose
breath camefar too thick and heavy for the letter s, ÔYourthervant! Thith
ith a bad piethe of bithnith, thith ith. YouÕveheard of my Clown and hith
dog being thuppothed to have morrithed?Õ

He addressed Mr. Gradgrind, who answered ÔYes.Õ
ÔWell,Thquire,Õhe returned, taking off his hat, and rubbing the lining

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

ÔIshall have something to propose to her when she comes back,Õsaid
Mr. Gradgrind.

ÔGladto hear it, Thquire. Not that I want to get rid of the child, any
more than I want to thtand in her way. IÕmwilling to take her prentith,
though at her age ith late. My voithe ith a little huthky, Thquire, and not
eathy heard by them ath donÕtknow me; but if youÕdbeen chilled and
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heated, heated and chilled, chilled and heated in the ring when you wath
young, ath often ath I have been,your voithe wouldnÕthave lathted out,
Thquire, no more than mine.Õ

ÔI dare say not,Õ said Mr. Gradgrind.
ÔWhatthall it be, Thquire, while you wait? Thall it be Therry? Give it a

name, Thquire!Õ said Mr. Sleary, with hospitable ease.
ÔNothing for me, I thank you,Õ said Mr. Gradgrind.
ÔDonÕtthay nothing, Thquire. What doth your friend thay? If you

havenÕt took your feed yet, have a glath of bitterth.Õ
Here his daughter Josephine- a pretty fair-haired girl of eighteen, who

had been tied on a horse at two years old, and had made a will at twelve,
which she always carried about with her, expressive of her dying desire
to be drawn to the grave by the two piebald ponies - cried, ÔFather,hush!
she has come back!ÕThen came SissyJupe, running into the room as she
had run out of it. And when she saw them all assembled,and saw their
looks, and saw no father there, she broke into a most deplorable cry, and
took refuge on the bosom of the most accomplished tight-rope lady
(herself in the family-way), who knelt down on the floor to nurse her,
and to weep over her.

ÔIth an internal thame, upon my thoul it ith,Õ said Sleary.
ÔOmy dear father, my good kind father, where are you gone?You are

gone to try to do me some good, I know! You are gone away for my sake,
I am sure! And how miserable and helpless you will be without me,
poor, poor father, until you come back!ÕIt was so pathetic to hear her
saying many things of this kind, with her face turned upward, and her
arms stretched out as if she were trying to stop his departing shadow
and embrace it, that no one spoke a word until Mr. Bounderby (growing
impatient) took the case in hand.

ÔNow,good people all,Õsaid he, Ôthisis wanton waste of time. Let the
girl understand the fact. Let her take it from me, if you like, who have
been run away from, myself. Here, whatÕsyour name! Your father has
absconded - deserted you - and you mustnÕtexpect to seehim again as
long as you live.Õ

They cared so little for plain Fact, these people, and were in that ad-
vanced state of degeneracy on the subject, that instead of being im-
pressed by the speakerÕsstrong common sense, they took it in ex-
traordinary dudgeon. The men muttered ÔShame!Õand the women
ÔBrute!Õand Sleary, in some haste, communicated the following hint,
apart to Mr. Bounderby.
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ÔItell you what, Thquire. To thpeak plain to you, my opinion ith that
you had better cut it thort, and drop it. TheyÕrea very good naturÕd
people, my people, but theyÕreaccuthtomed to be quick in their move-
menth; and if you donÕtact upon my advithe, IÕmdamned if I donÕtbe-
lieve theyÕll pith you out oÕ winder.Õ

Mr. Bounderby being restrained by this mild suggestion, Mr. Grad-
grind found an opening for his eminently practical exposition of the
subject.

ÔItis of no moment,Õsaid he, Ôwhetherthis person is to be expected
back at any time, or the contrary. He is gone away, and there is no
present expectation of his return. That, I believe, is agreed on all hands.Õ

ÔThath agreed, Thquire. Thick to that!Õ From Sleary.
ÔWellthen. I, who camehere to inform the father of the poor girl, Jupe,

that she could not be received at the school any more, in consequenceof
there being practical objections, into which I need not enter, to the recep-
tion there of the children of persons so employed, am prepared in these
altered circumstances to make a proposal. I am willing to take charge of
you, Jupe, and to educate you, and provide for you. The only condition
(over and above your good behaviour) I make is, that you decide now, at
once,whether to accompany me or remain here. Also, that if you accom-
pany me now, it is understood that you communicate no more with any
of your friends who are here present. These observations comprise the
whole of the case.Õ

ÔAtthe thame time,Õsaid Sleary, ÔImutht put in my word, Thquire, tho
that both thides of the banner may be equally theen. If you like, Thethil-
ia, to be prentitht, you know the natur of the work and you know your
companionth. Emma Gordon, in whothe lap youÕrea lying at prethent,
would be a mother to you, and JothÕphinewould be a thithter to you. I
donÕtpretend to be of the angel breed myself, and I donÕtthay but what,
when you mithÕdyour tip, youÕdfind me cut up rough, and thwear an
oath or two at you. But what I thay, Thquire, ith, that good tempered or
bad tempered, I never did a horthe a injury yet, no more than thwearing
at him went, and that I donÕtexpect I thall begin otherwithe at my time
of life, with a rider. I never wath much of a Cackler, Thquire, and I have
thed my thay.Õ

The latter part of this speechwas addressed to Mr. Gradgrind, who re-
ceived it with a grave inclination of his head, and then remarked:

ÔTheonly observation I will make to you, Jupe, in the way of influen-
cing your decision, is, that it is highly desirable to have a sound practical
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education, and that even your father himself (from what I understand)
appears, on your behalf, to have known and felt that much.Õ

The last words had a visible effect upon her. She stopped in her wild
crying, a little detached herself from Emma Gordon, and turned her face
full upon her patron. The whole company perceived the force of the
change, and drew a long breath together, that plainly said, Ôshe will go!Õ

ÔBesure you know your own mind, Jupe,ÕMr. Gradgrind cautioned
her; ÔI say no more. Be sure you know your own mind!Õ

ÔWhenfather comesback,Õcried the girl, bursting into tears again after
a minuteÕs silence, Ôhow will he ever find me if I go away!Õ

ÔYoumay be quite at ease,Õsaid Mr. Gradgrind, calmly; he worked out
the whole matter like a sum: Ôyoumay be quite at ease,Jupe, on that
score. In such a case, your father, I apprehend, must find out Mr. - Õ

ÔThleary.Thath my name, Thquire. Not athamed of it. Known all over
England, and alwayth paythe ith way.Õ

ÔMustfind out Mr. Sleary, who would then let him know where you
went. I should have no power of keeping you against his wish, and he
would have no difficulty, at any time, in finding Mr. Thomas Gradgrind
of Coketown. I am well known.Õ

ÔWellknown,ÕassentedMr. Sleary, rolling his loose eye. ÔYouÕreone of
the thort, Thquire, that keepth a prethiouth thight of money out of the
houthe. But never mind that at prethent.Õ

There was another silence; and then she exclaimed, sobbing with her
hands before her face,ÔOh,give me my clothes, give me my clothes, and
let me go away before I break my heart!Õ

The women sadly bestirred themselves to get the clothes together - it
was soon done, for they were not many - and to pack them in a basket
which had often travelled with them. Sissy sat all the time upon the
ground, still sobbing, and covering her eyes. Mr. Gradgrind and his
friend Bounderby stood near the door, ready to take her away. Mr.
Sleary stood in the middle of the room, with the male members of the
company about him, exactly as he would have stood in the centre of the
ring during his daughter JosephineÕsperformance. He wanted nothing
but his whip.

The basket packed in silence, they brought her bonnet to her, and
smoothed her disordered hair, and put it on. Then they pressed about
her, and bent over her in very natural attitudes, kissing and embracing
her: and brought the children to take leave of her; and were a tender-
hearted, simple, foolish set of women altogether.

ÔNow, Jupe,Õ said Mr. Gradgrind. ÔIf you are quite determined, come!Õ
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But she had to take her farewell of the male part of the company yet,
and every one of them had to unfold his arms (for they all assumed the
professional attitude when they found themselves near Sleary), and give
her a parting kiss - Master Kidderminster excepted, in whose young
nature there was an original flavour of the misanthrope, who was also
known to have harboured matrimonial views, and who moodily with-
drew. Mr. Sleary was reserved until the last. Opening his arms wide he
took her by both her hands, and would have sprung her up and down,
after the riding-master manner of congratulating young ladies on their
dismounting from a rapid act; but there was no rebound in Sissy, and
she only stood before him crying.

ÔGood-bye,my dear!Õsaid Sleary. ÔYouÕllmake your fortun, I hope,
and none of our poor folkth will ever trouble you, IÕllpound it. I with
your father hadnÕttaken hith dog with him; ith a ill- conwenienth to
have the dog out of the billth. But on thecond thoughth, he wouldnÕt
have performed without hith mathter, tho ith ath broad ath ith long!Õ

With that he regarded her attentively with his fixed eye, surveyed his
company with his loose one, kissed her, shook his head, and handed her
to Mr. Gradgrind as to a horse.

ÔTherethe ith, Thquire,Õhe said, sweeping her with a professional
glance as if she were being adjusted in her seat, ÔandtheÕll do you
juthtithe. Good-bye, Thethilia!Õ

ÔGood-bye,Cecilia!ÕÔGood-bye,Sissy!ÕÔGodblessyou, dear!ÕIn a vari-
ety of voices from all the room.

But the riding-master eye had observed the bottle of the nine oils in
her bosom, and he now interposed with ÔLeavethe bottle, my dear; ith
large to carry; it will be of no uthe to you now. Give it to me!Õ

ÔNo,no!Õshesaid, in another burst of tears.ÔOh,no! Pray let me keep it
for father till he comes back! He will want it when he comes back. He
had never thought of going away, when he sent me for it. I must keep it
for him, if you please!Õ

ÔThobe it, my dear. (You thee how it ith, Thquire!) Farewell, Thethilia!
My latht wordth to you ith thith, Thtick to the termth of your engage-
ment, be obedient to the Thquire, and forget uth. But if, when youÕre
grown up and married and well off, you come upon any horthe-riding
ever, donÕtbe hard upon it, donÕtbe croth with it, give it a Bethpeak if
you can, and think you might do wurth. People mutht be amuthed, Th-
quire, thomehow,Õcontinued Sleary, rendered more pursy than ever, by
so much talking; ÔtheycanÕtbe alwayth a working, nor yet they canÕtbe
alwayth a learning. Make the betht of uth; not the wurtht. IÕvegot my
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living out of the horthe-riding all my life, I know; but I conthider that I
lay down the philothophy of the thubject when I thay to you, Thquire,
make the betht of uth: not the wurtht!Õ

The Sleary philosophy was propounded as they went downstairs and
the fixed eye of Philosophy - and its rolling eye, too - soon lost the three
figures and the basket in the darkness of the street.
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Chapter7
Mrs. Sparsit

MR. BOUNDERBY being a bachelor, an elderly lady presided over his
establishment, in consideration of a certain annual stipend. Mrs. Sparsit
was this ladyÕsname; and she was a prominent figure in attendance on
Mr. BounderbyÕscar, as it rolled along in triumph with the Bully of hu-
mility inside.

For, Mrs. Sparsit had not only seendifferent days, but was highly con-
nected. She had a great aunt living in these very times called Lady
Scadgers.Mr. Sparsit, deceased,of whom she was the relict, had been by
the motherÕsside what Mrs. Sparsit still called ÔaPowler.ÕStrangers of
limited information and dull apprehension were sometimes observed
not to know what a Powler was, and even to appear uncertain whether it
might be a business,or a political party, or a profession of faith. The bet-
ter classof minds, however, did not need to be informed that the Powl-
ers were an ancient stock, who could trace themselves so exceedingly far
back that it was not surprising if they sometimes lost themselves - which
they had rather frequently done, as respected horse-flesh, blind-hookey,
Hebrew monetary transactions, and the Insolvent DebtorsÕ Court.

The late Mr. Sparsit, being by the motherÕsside a Powler, married this
lady, being by the fatherÕsside a Scadgers.Lady Scadgers(an immensely
fat old woman, with an inordinate appetite for butcherÕsmeat, and a
mysterious leg which had now refused to get out of bed for fourteen
years) contrived the marriage, at a period when Sparsit was just of age,
and chiefly noticeable for a slender body, weakly supported on two long
slim props, and surmounted by no head worth mentioning. He inherited
a fair fortune from his uncle, but owed it all before he came into it, and
spent it twice over immediately afterwards. Thus, when he died, at
twenty-four (the sceneof his decease,Calais, and the cause,brandy), he
did not leave his widow, from whom he had been separated soon after
the honeymoon, in affluent circumstances. That bereaved lady, fifteen
years older than he, fell presently at deadly feud with her only relative,
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Lady Scadgers;and, partly to spite her ladyship, and partly to maintain
herself, went out at a salary. And here she was now, in her elderly days,
with the Coriolanian style of nose and the dense black eyebrows which
had captivated Sparsit, making Mr. BounderbyÕstea as he took his
breakfast.

If Bounderby had been a Conqueror, and Mrs. Sparsit a captive Prin-
cesswhom he took about as a feature in his state-processions,he could
not have made a greater flourish with her than he habitually did. Just as
it belonged to his boastfulness to depreciate his own extraction, so it be-
longed to it to exalt Mrs. SparsitÕs.In the measure that he would not al-
low his own youth to have been attended by a single favourable circum-
stance, he brightened Mrs. SparsitÕsjuvenile career with every possible
advantage, and showered waggon-loads of early roses all over that
ladyÕspath. ÔAndyet, sir,Õhe would say, Ôhowdoes it turn out after all?
Why here she is at a hundred a year (I give her a hundred, which she is
pleased to term handsome), keeping the house of Josiah Bounderby of
Coketown!Õ

Nay, he made this foil of his so very widely known, that third parties
took it up, and handled it on some occasions with considerable
briskness. It was one of the most exasperating attributes of Bounderby,
that he not only sang his own praises but stimulated other men to sing
them. There was a moral infection of clap-trap in him. Strangers,modest
enough elsewhere, started up at dinners in Coketown, and boasted, in
quite a rampant way, of Bounderby. They made him out to be the Royal
arms, the Union-Jack, Magna Charta, John Bull, Habeas Corpus, the Bill
of Rights, An EnglishmanÕshouse is his castle, Church and State, and
God save the Queen, all put together. And as often (and it was very of-
ten) as an orator of this kind brought into his peroration,

ÔPrincesand lords may flourish or may fade, A breath can make them,
as a breath has made,Õ

- it was, for certain, more or less understood among the company that
he had heard of Mrs. Sparsit.

ÔMr.Bounderby,Õsaid Mrs. Sparsit, Ôyouare unusually slow, sir, with
your breakfast this morning.Õ

ÔWhy,maÕam,Õhe returned, ÔIam thinking about Tom GradgrindÕs
whim;ÕTom Gradgrind, for a bluff independent manner of speaking - as
if somebody were always endeavouring to bribe him with immense
sums to say Thomas, and he wouldnÕt;ÔTomGradgrindÕswhim, maÕam,
of bringing up the tumbling-girl.Õ
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ÔThegirl is now waiting to know,Õsaid Mrs. Sparsit, Ôwhethershe is to
go straight to the school, or up to the Lodge.Õ

ÔShemust wait, maÕam,Õanswered Bounderby, ÔtillI know myself. We
shall have Tom Gradgrind down here presently, I suppose. If he should
wish her to remain here a day or two longer, of course she can, maÕam.Õ

ÔOf course she can if you wish it, Mr. Bounderby.Õ
ÔItold him I would give her a shake-down here, last night, in order

that he might sleepon it before he decided to let her have any association
with Louisa.Õ

ÔIndeed,Mr. Bounderby? Very thoughtful of you!ÕMrs. SparsitÕsCori-
olanian nose underwent a slight expansion of the nostrils, and her black
eyebrows contracted as she took a sip of tea.

ÔItÕstolerably clear to me,Õsaid Bounderby, Ôthatthe little puss can get
small good out of such companionship.Õ

ÔAre you speaking of young Miss Gradgrind, Mr. Bounderby?Õ
ÔYes, maÕam, IÕm speaking of Louisa.Õ
ÔYourobservation being limited to Òlittle puss,ÓÕsaid Mrs. Sparsit,

Ôandthere being two little girls in question, I did not know which might
be indicated by that expression.Õ

ÔLouisa,Õ repeated Mr. Bounderby. ÔLouisa, Louisa.Õ
ÔYouare quite another father to Louisa, sir.ÕMrs. Sparsit took a little

more tea; and, asshebent her again contracted eyebrows over her steam-
ing cup, rather looked as if her classical countenance were invoking the
infernal gods.

ÔIfyou had said I was another father to Tom - young Tom, I mean, not
my friend Tom Gradgrind - you might have been nearer the mark. I am
going to take young Tom into my office. Going to have him under my
wing, maÕam.Õ

ÔIndeed?Rather young for that, is he not, sir?ÕMrs. SparsitÕsÔsir,Õin
addressing Mr. Bounderby, was a word of ceremony, rather exacting
consideration for herself in the use, than honouring him.

ÔIÕmnot going to take him at once;he is to finish his educational cram-
ming before then,Õsaid Bounderby. ÔBythe Lord Harry, heÕll have
enough of it, first and last! HeÕdopen his eyes, that boy would, if he
knew how empty of learning my young maw was, at his time of life.Õ
Which, by the by, he probably did know, for he had heard of it often
enough. ÔButitÕsextraordinary the difficulty I have on scores of such
subjects, in speaking to any one on equal terms. Here, for example, I
have been speaking to you this morning about tumblers. Why, what do
you know about tumblers? At the time when, to have been a tumbler in
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the mud of the streets,would have been a godsend to me, a prize in the
lottery to me, you were at the Italian Opera. You were coming out of the
Italian Opera, maÕam,in white satin and jewels, a blaze of splendour,
when I hadnÕt a penny to buy a link to light you.Õ

ÔIcertainly, sir,Õreturned Mrs. Sparsit, with a dignity serenely mourn-
ful, Ôwas familiar with the Italian Opera at a very early age.Õ

ÔEgad,maÕam,so was I,Õsaid Bounderby, Õ- with the wrong side of it.
A hard bed the pavement of its Arcade used to make, I assure you.
People like you, maÕam,accustomed from infancy to lie on Down feath-
ers, have no idea how hard a paving-stone is, without trying it. No, no,
itÕsof no use my talking to you about tumblers. I should speak of foreign
dancers, and the West End of London, and May Fair, and lords and
ladies and honourables.Õ

ÔItrust, sir,Õrejoined Mrs. Sparsit, with decent resignation, Ôitis not ne-
cessary that you should do anything of that kind. I hope I have learnt
how to accommodate myself to the changesof life. If I have acquired an
interest in hearing of your instructive experiences,and can scarcely hear
enough of them, I claim no merit for that, since I believe it is a general
sentiment.Õ

ÔWell,maÕam,Õsaid her patron, Ôperhapssome people may be pleased
to say that they do like to hear, in his own unpolished way, what Josiah
Bounderby, of Coketown, has gone through. But you must confess that
you were born in the lap of luxury, yourself. Come, maÕam,you know
you were born in the lap of luxury.Õ

ÔI do not, sir,Õ returned Mrs. Sparsit with a shake of her head, Ôdeny it.Õ
Mr. Bounderby was obliged to get up from table, and stand with his

back to the fire, looking at her; she was such an enhancement of his
position.

ÔAndyou were in crack society. Devilish high society,Õhe said, warm-
ing his legs.

ÔItis true, sir,Õreturned Mrs. Sparsit, with an affectation of humility
the very opposite of his, and therefore in no danger of jostling it.

ÔYouwere in the tiptop fashion, and all the rest of it,Õ said Mr.
Bounderby.

ÔYes,sir,Õreturned Mrs. Sparsit, with a kind of social widowhood upon
her. ÔIt is unquestionably true.Õ

Mr. Bounderby, bending himself at the knees, literally embraced his
legs in his great satisfaction and laughed aloud. Mr. and Miss Gradgrind
being then announced, he received the former with a shake of the hand,
and the latter with a kiss.
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ÔCan Jupe be sent here, Bounderby?Õ asked Mr. Gradgrind.
Certainly. So Jupe was sent there. On coming in, she curtseyed to Mr.

Bounderby, and to his friend Tom Gradgrind, and also to Louisa; but in
her confusion unluckily omitted Mrs. Sparsit. Observing this, the blus-
trous Bounderby had the following remarks to make:

ÔNow,I tell you what, my girl. The name of that lady by the teapot, is
Mrs. Sparsit. That lady acts as mistress of this house, and she is a highly
connected lady. Consequently, if ever you come again into any room in
this house, you will make a short stay in it if you donÕtbehave towards
that lady in your most respectful manner. Now, I donÕtcare a button
what you do to me, becauseI donÕtaffect to be anybody. So far from
having high connections I have no connections at all, and I come of the
scum of the earth. But towards that lady, I do care what you do; and you
shall do what is deferential and respectful, or you shall not come here.Õ

ÔIhope, Bounderby,Õsaid Mr. Gradgrind, in a conciliatory voice, Ôthat
this was merely an oversight.Õ

ÔMyfriend Tom Gradgrind suggests, Mrs. Sparsit,Õsaid Bounderby,
Ôthatthis was merely an oversight. Very likely. However, as you are
aware, maÕam, I donÕt allow of even oversights towards you.Õ

ÔYouare very good indeed, sir,Õreturned Mrs. Sparsit, shaking her
head with her State humility. ÔIt is not worth speaking of.Õ

Sissy,who all this time had been faintly excusing herself with tears in
her eyes,was now waved over by the master of the house to Mr. Grad-
grind. She stood looking intently at him, and Louisa stood coldly by,
with her eyes upon the ground, while he proceeded thus:

ÔJupe,I have made up my mind to take you into my house; and, when
you are not in attendance at the school, to employ you about Mrs. Grad-
grind, who is rather an invalid. I have explained to Miss Louisa - this is
Miss Louisa - the miserable but natural end of your late career; and you
are to expressly understand that the whole of that subject is past, and is
not to be referred to any more. From this time you begin your history.
You are, at present, ignorant, I know.Õ

ÔYes, sir, very,Õ she answered, curtseying.
ÔIshall have the satisfaction of causing you to be strictly educated; and

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

42



ÔOnly to father and Merrylegs, sir. At least I mean to father, when
Merrylegs was always there.Õ

ÔNevermind Merrylegs, Jupe,Õsaid Mr. Gradgrind, with a passing
frown. ÔIdonÕtask about him. I understand you to have been in the habit
of reading to your father?Õ

ÔO,yes, sir, thousands of times. They were the happiest - O, of all the
happy times we had together, sir!Õ

It was only now when her sorrow broke out, that Louisa looked at her.
ÔAndwhat,Õasked Mr. Gradgrind, in a still lower voice, Ôdidyou read

to your father, Jupe?Õ
ÔAbout the Fairies, sir, and the Dwarf, and the Hunchback, and the

Genies,Õ she sobbed out; Ôand about - Õ
ÔHush!Õsaid Mr. Gradgrind, Ôthatis enough. Never breathe a word of

such destructive nonsenseany more. Bounderby, this is a casefor rigid
training, and I shall observe it with interest.Õ

ÔWell,Õreturned Mr. Bounderby, ÔIhave given you my opinion already,
and I shouldnÕtdo as you do. But, very well, very well. Since you are
bent upon it, very well!Õ

So,Mr. Gradgrind and his daughter took Cecilia Jupeoff with them to
StoneLodge, and on the way Louisa never spoke one word, good or bad.
And Mr. Bounderby went about his daily pursuits. And Mrs. Sparsit got
behind her eyebrows and meditated in the gloom of that retreat, all the
evening.
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Chapter8
Never Wonder

LET us strike the key-note again, before pursuing the tune.
When she was half a dozen years younger, Louisa had beenoverheard

to begin a conversation with her brother one day, by saying ÔTom,I won-
derÕ- upon which Mr. Gradgrind, who was the person overhearing,
stepped forth into the light and said, ÔLouisa, never wonder!Õ

Herein lay the spring of the mechanical art and mystery of educating
the reason without stooping to the cultivation of the sentiments and af-
fections. Never wonder. By means of addition, subtraction, multiplica-
tion, and division, settle everything somehow, and never wonder. Bring
to me, says MÕChoakumchild, yonder baby just able to walk, and I will
engage that it shall never wonder.

Now, besidesvery many babies just able to walk, there happened to be
in Coketown a considerable population of babies who had been walking
against time towards the infinite world, twenty, thirty, forty, fifty years
and more. These portentous infants being alarming creatures to stalk
about in any human society, the eighteen denominations incessantly
scratched one anotherÕsfaces and pulled one anotherÕshair by way of
agreeing on the steps to be taken for their improvement - which they
never did; a surprising circumstance, when the happy adaptation of the
means to the end is considered. Still, although they differed in every oth-
er particular, conceivable and inconceivable (especially inconceivable),
they were pretty well united on the point that theseunlucky infants were
never to wonder. Body number one, said they must take everything on
trust. Body number two, said they must take everything on political eco-
nomy. Body number three, wrote leaden little books for them, showing
how the good grown-up baby invariably got to the Savings-bank, and
the bad grown-up baby invariably got transported. Body number four,
under dreary pretences of being droll (when it was very melancholy in-
deed), made the shallowest pretences of concealing pitfalls of
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knowledge, into which it was the duty of these babies to be smuggled
and inveigled. But, all the bodies agreed that they were never to wonder.

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

ÔIam sick of my life, Loo. I, hate it altogether, and I hate everybody ex-
cept you,Õsaid the unnatural young Thomas Gradgrind in the hair-cut-
ting chamber at twilight.

ÔYou donÕt hate Sissy, Tom?Õ
ÔIhate to be obliged to call her Jupe. And she hates me,Õsaid Tom,

moodily.
ÔNo, she does not, Tom, I am sure!Õ
ÔShemust,Õsaid Tom. ÔShemust just hate and detest the whole set-out

of us. TheyÕllbother her head off, I think, before they have done with
her. Already sheÕs getting as pale as wax, and as heavy as - I am.Õ

Young Thomas expressedthesesentiments sitting astride of a chair be-
fore the fire, with his arms on the back, and his sulky face on his arms.
His sister sat in the darker corner by the fireside, now looking at him,
now looking at the bright sparks as they dropped upon the hearth.

ÔAsto me,Õsaid Tom, tumbling his hair all manner of ways with his
sulky hands, ÔIam a Donkey, thatÕswhat I am. I am as obstinate as one, I
am more stupid than one, I get as much pleasure as one, and I should
like to kick like one.Õ

ÔNot me, I hope, Tom?Õ
ÔNo,Loo; I wouldnÕt hurt you. I made an exception of you at first. I

donÕtknow what this - jolly old - Jaundiced Jail,ÕTom had paused to find
a sufficiently complimentary and expressive name for the parental roof,
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and seemedto relieve his mind for a moment by the strong alliteration of
this one, Ôwould be without you.Õ

ÔIndeed, Tom? Do you really and truly say so?Õ
ÔWhy,of course I do. WhatÕsthe use of talking about it!Õreturned Tom,

chafing his faceon his coat-sleeve,as if to mortify his flesh, and have it in
unison with his spirit.

ÔBecause,Tom,Õsaid his sister, after silently watching the sparks
awhile, ÔasI get older, and nearer growing up, I often sit wondering here,
and think how unfortunate it is for me that I canÕtreconcile you to home
better than I am able to do. I donÕtknow what other girls know. I canÕt
play to you, or sing to you. I canÕttalk to you so as to lighten your mind,
for I never see any amusing sights or read any amusing books that it
would be a pleasure or a relief to you to talk about, when you are tired.Õ

ÔWell,no more do I. I am as bad as you in that respect; and I am a
Mule too, which youÕrenot. If father was determined to make me either
a Prig or a Mule, and I am not a Prig, why, it stands to reason, I must be
a Mule. And so I am,Õ said Tom, desperately.

ÔItÕsa great pity,Õ said Louisa, after another pause, and speaking
thoughtfully out of her dark corner: ÔitÕsa great pity, Tom. ItÕsvery un-
fortunate for both of us.Õ

ÔOh!You,Õsaid Tom; Ôyouare a girl, Loo, and a girl comesout of it bet-
ter than a boy does. I donÕtmiss anything in you. You are the only pleas-
ure I have - you can brighten even this place - and you can always lead
me as you like.Õ

ÔYouare a dear brother, Tom; and while you think I can do such
things, I donÕtso much mind knowing better. Though I do know better,
Tom, and am very sorry for it.ÕShecame and kissed him, and went back
into her corner again.

ÔIwish I could collect all the Factswe hear so much about,Õsaid Tom,
spitefully setting his teeth, Ôandall the Figures, and all the people who
found them out: and I wish I could put a thousand barrels of gunpowder
under them, and blow them all up together! However, when I go to live
with old Bounderby, IÕll have my revenge.Õ

ÔYour revenge, Tom?Õ
ÔImean, IÕllenjoy myself a little, and go about and seesomething, and

hear something. IÕllrecompensemyself for the way in which I have been
brought up.Õ

ÔBut donÕt disappoint yourself beforehand, Tom. Mr. Bounderby
thinks as father thinks, and is a great deal rougher, and not half so kind.Õ
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ÔOh!Õsaid Tom, laughing; ÔIdonÕtmind that. I shall very well know
how to manage and smooth old Bounderby!Õ

Their shadows were defined upon the wall, but those of the high
presses in the room were all blended together on the wall and on the
ceiling, as if the brother and sister were overhung by a dark cavern. Or, a
fanciful imagination - if such treason could have been there - might have
made it out to be the shadow of their subject, and of its lowering associ-
ation with their future.

ÔWhatis your great mode of smoothing and managing, Tom? Is it a
secret?Õ

ÔOh!Õsaid Tom, Ôifit is a secret,itÕsnot far off. ItÕsyou. You are his little
pet, you are his favourite; heÕlldo anything for you. When he says to me
what I donÕtlike, I shall say to him, ÒMy sister Loo will be hurt and dis-
appointed, Mr. Bounderby. Shealways used to tell me she was sure you
would be easier with me than this.ÓThatÕllbring him about, or nothing
will.Õ

After waiting for some answering remark, and getting none, Tom
wearily relapsed into the present time, and twined himself yawning
round and about the rails of his chair, and rumpled his head more and
more, until he suddenly looked up, and asked:

ÔHave you gone to sleep, Loo?Õ
ÔNo, Tom. I am looking at the fire.Õ
ÔYouseem to find more to look at in it than ever I could find,Õsaid

Tom. ÔAnother of the advantages, I suppose, of being a girl.Õ
ÔTom,Õenquired his sister, slowly, and in a curious tone, as if she were

reading what she asked in the fire, and it was not quite plainly written
there, Ôdoyou look forward with any satisfaction to this change to Mr.
BounderbyÕs?Õ

ÔWhy,thereÕsone thing to be said of it,Õreturned Tom, pushing his
chair from him, and standing up; Ôit will be getting away from home.Õ

ÔThereis one thing to be said of it,ÕLouisa repeated in her former curi-
ous tone; Ôit will be getting away from home. Yes.Õ

ÔNotbut what I shall be very unwilling, both to leave you, Loo, and to
leave you here. But I must go, you know, whether I like it or not; and I
had better go where I can take with me some advantage of your influ-
ence, than where I should lose it altogether. DonÕt you see?Õ

ÔYes, Tom.Õ
The answer was so long in coming, though there was no indecision in

it, that Tom went and leaned on the back of her chair, to contemplate the
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fire which so engrossed her, from her point of view, and see what he
could make of it.

ÔExceptthat it is a fire,Õsaid Tom, Ôitlooks to me asstupid and blank as
everything else looks. What do you see in it? Not a circus?Õ

ÔIdonÕtsee anything in it, Tom, particularly. But since I have been
looking at it, I have been wondering about you and me, grown up.Õ

ÔWondering again!Õ said Tom.
ÔIhave such unmanageable thoughts,Õreturned his sister, Ôthatthey

will wonder.Õ
ÔThenI beg of you, Louisa,Õsaid Mrs. Gradgrind, who had opened the

door without being heard, Ôtodo nothing of that description, for good-
nessÕsake,you inconsiderate girl, or I shall never hear the last of it from
your father. And, Thomas, it is really shameful, with my poor head con-
tinually wearing me out, that a boy brought up as you have been, and
whose education has cost what yours has, should be found encouraging
his sister to wonder, when he knows his father has expressly said that
she is not to do it.Õ

Louisa denied TomÕsparticipation in the offence; but her mother
stopped her with the conclusive answer, ÔLouisa,donÕttell me, in my
state of health; for unless you had been encouraged, it is morally and
physically impossible that you could have done it.Õ

ÔIwas encouraged by nothing, mother, but by looking at the red
sparks dropping out of the fire, and whitening and dying. It made me
think, after all, how short my life would be, and how little I could hope
to do in it.Õ

ÔNonsense!Õsaid Mrs. Gradgrind, rendered almost energetic.
ÔNonsense!DonÕtstand there and tell me such stuff, Louisa, to my face,
when you know very well that if it was ever to reach your fatherÕsears I
should never hear the last of it. After all the trouble that has been taken
with you! After the lectures you have attended, and the experiments you
have seen! After I have heard you myself, when the whole of my right
side has been benumbed, going on with your master about combustion,
and calcination, and calorification, and I may say every kind of ation that
could drive a poor invalid distracted, to hear you talking in this absurd
way about sparks and ashes!I wish,Õwhimpered Mrs. Gradgrind, taking
a chair, and discharging her strongest point before succumbing under
thesemere shadows of facts, Ôyes,I really do wish that I had never had a
family, and then you would have known what it was to do without me!Õ
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Chapter9
Sissy's Progress

SISSYJUPE had not an easy time of it, between Mr. MÕChoakumchild
and Mrs. Gradgrind, and was not without strong impulses, in the first
months of her probation, to run away. It hailed facts all day long so very
hard, and life in general was opened to her as such a closely ruled
ciphering-book, that assuredly she would have run away, but for only
one restraint.

It is lamentable to think of; but this restraint was the result of no arith-
metical process,was self-imposed in defiance of all calculation, and went
dead against any table of probabilities that any Actuary would have
drawn up from the premises. The girl believed that her father had not
deserted her; she lived in the hope that he would come back, and in the
faith that he would be made the happier by her remaining where she
was.

The wretched ignorance with which Jupeclung to this consolation, re-
jecting the superior comfort of knowing, on a sound arithmetical basis,
that her father was an unnatural vagabond, filled Mr. Gradgrind with
pity. Yet, what was to be done?MÕChoakumchild reported that shehad a
very dense head for figures; that, once possessedwith a general idea of
the globe, she took the smallest conceivable interest in its exact measure-
ments; that she was extremely slow in the acquisition of dates, unless
some pitiful incident happened to be connected therewith; that she
would burst into tears on being required (by the mental process) imme-
diately to name the cost of two hundred and forty-seven muslin caps at
fourteen-pence halfpenny; that she was as low down, in the school, as
low could be; that after eight weeks of induction into the elements of
Political Economy, she had only yesterday been set right by a prattler
three feet high, for returning to the question, ÔWhatis the first principle
of this science?Õthe absurd answer, ÔTodo unto others as I would that
they should do unto me.Õ
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Mr. Gradgrind observed, shaking his head, that all this was very bad;
that it showed the necessityof infinite grinding at the mill of knowledge,
as per system, schedule, blue book, report, and tabular statements A to
Z; and that Jupe Ômustbe kept to it.ÕSo Jupe was kept to it, and became
low-spirited, but no wiser.

ÔItwould be a fine thing to be you, Miss Louisa!Õshe said, one night,
when Louisa had endeavoured to make her perplexities for next day
something clearer to her.

ÔDo you think so?Õ
ÔIshould know so much, Miss Louisa. All that is difficult to me now,

would be so easy then.Õ
ÔYou might not be the better for it, Sissy.Õ
Sissy submitted, after a little hesitation, ÔIshould not be the worse,

Miss Louisa.Õ To which Miss Louisa answered, ÔI donÕt know that.Õ
There had been so little communication between these two - both be-

cause life at Stone Lodge went monotonously round like a piece of ma-
chinery which discouraged human interference, and becauseof the pro-
hibition relative to SissyÕspast career - that they were still almost
strangers. Sissy, with her dark eyes wonderingly directed to LouisaÕs
face, was uncertain whether to say more or to remain silent.

ÔYouare more useful to my mother, and more pleasant with her than I
can ever be,ÕLouisa resumed. ÔYouare pleasanter to yourself, than I am
to myself.Õ

ÔBut, if you please, Miss Louisa,Õ Sissy pleaded, ÔI am - O so stupid!Õ
Louisa, with a brighter laugh than usual, told her she would be wiser

by-and-by.
ÔYoudonÕtknow,Õsaid Sissy,half crying, Ôwhata stupid girl I am. All

through school hours I make mistakes. Mr. and Mrs. MÕChoakumchild
call me up, over and over again, regularly to make mistakes. I canÕthelp
them. They seem to come natural to me.Õ

ÔMr.and Mrs. MÕChoakumchild never make any mistakes themselves,
I suppose, Sissy?Õ

ÔO no!Õ she eagerly returned. ÔThey know everything.Õ
ÔTell me some of your mistakes.Õ
ÔIam almost ashamed,Õsaid Sissy,with reluctance. ÔButto-day, for in-

stance, Mr. MÕChoakumchild was explaining to us about Natural
Prosperity.Õ

ÔNational, I think it must have been,Õ observed Louisa.
ÔYes, it was. - But isnÕt it the same?Õ she timidly asked.
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ÔYouhad better say, National, as he said so,Õreturned Louisa, with her
dry reserve.

ÔNationalProsperity. And he said, Now, this schoolroom is a Nation.
And in this nation, there are fifty millions of money. IsnÕtthis a prosper-
ous nation? Girl number twenty, isnÕtthis a prosperous nation, and aÕnÕt
you in a thriving state?Õ

ÔWhat did you say?Õ asked Louisa.
ÔMissLouisa, I said I didnÕtknow. I thought I couldnÕtknow whether

it was a prosperous nation or not, and whether I was in a thriving state
or not, unless I knew who had got the money, and whether any of it was
mine. But that had nothing to do with it. It was not in the figures at all,Õ
said Sissy, wiping her eyes.

ÔThat was a great mistake of yours,Õ observed Louisa.
ÔYes,Miss Louisa, I know it was, now. Then Mr. MÕChoakumchildsaid

he would try me again. And he said, This schoolroom is an immense
town, and in it there are a million of inhabitants, and only five-and-
twenty are starved to death in the streets, in the course of a year. What is
your remark on that proportion? And my remark was - for I couldnÕt
think of a better one - that I thought it must be just as hard upon those
who were starved, whether the others were a million, or a million mil-
lion. And that was wrong, too.Õ

ÔOf course it was.Õ
ÔThenMr. MÕChoakumchild said he would try me once more. And he

said, Here are the stutterings - Õ
ÔStatistics,Õ said Louisa.
ÔYes,Miss Louisa - they always remind me of stutterings, and thatÕs

another of my mistakes - of accidents upon the sea. And I find (Mr.
MÕChoakumchild said) that in a given time a hundred thousand persons
went to sea on long voyages, and only five hundred of them were
drowned or burnt to death. What is the percentage?And I said, Miss;Õ
here Sissy fairly sobbed as confessing with extreme contrition to her
greatest error; ÔI said it was nothing.Õ

ÔNothing, Sissy?Õ
ÔNothing,Miss - to the relations and friends of the people who were

killed. I shall never learn,Õsaid Sissy. ÔAndthe worst of all is, that al-
though my poor father wished me so much to learn, and although I am
so anxious to learn, because he wished me to, I am afraid I donÕt like it.Õ

Louisa stood looking at the pretty modest head, as it drooped abashed
before her, until it was raised again to glance at her face. Then she asked:
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ÔDidyour father know so much himself, that he wished you to be well
taught too, Sissy?Õ

Sissy hesitated before replying, and so plainly showed her sensethat
they were entering on forbidden ground, that Louisa added, ÔNoone
hears us; and if any one did, I am sure no harm could be found in such
an innocent question.Õ

ÔNo,Miss Louisa,Õanswered Sissy,upon this encouragement, shaking
her head; Ôfatherknows very little indeed. ItÕsas much as he can do to
write; and itÕsmore than people in general can do to read his writing.
Though itÕs plain to me.Õ

ÔYour mother!Õ
ÔFathersays she was quite a scholar. She died when I was born. She

was;ÕSissy made the terrible communication nervously; Ôshewas a
dancer.Õ

ÔDidyour father love her?ÕLouisa asked thesequestions with a strong,
wild, wandering interest peculiar to her; an interest gone astray like a
banished creature, and hiding in solitary places.

ÔOyes! As dearly as he loves me. Father loved me, first, for her sake.
He carried me about with him when I was quite a baby. We have never
been asunder from that time.Õ

ÔYet he leaves you now, Sissy?Õ
ÔOnlyfor my good. Nobody understands him as I do; nobody knows

him as I do. When he left me for my good - he never would have left me
for his own - I know he was almost broken-hearted with the trial. He will
not be happy for a single minute, till he comes back.Õ

ÔTellme more about him,Õsaid Louisa, ÔIwill never ask you again.
Where did you live?Õ

ÔWetravelled about the country, and had no fixed place to live in.
FatherÕs a;Õ Sissy whispered the awful word, Ôa clown.Õ

ÔTo make the people laugh?Õ said Louisa, with a nod of intelligence.
ÔYes.But they wouldnÕt laugh sometimes, and then father cried.

Lately, they very often wouldnÕt laugh, and he used to come home des-
pairing. FatherÕsnot like most. Those who didnÕtknow him as well as I
do, and didnÕtlove him as dearly as I do, might believe he was not quite
right. Sometimesthey played tricks upon him; but they never knew how
he felt them, and shrunk up, when he was alone with me. He was far, far
timider than they thought!Õ

ÔAnd you were his comfort through everything?Õ
Shenodded, with the tears rolling down her face.ÔIhope so, and fath-

er said I was. It was because he grew so scared and trembling, and
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becausehe felt himself to be a poor, weak, ignorant, helpless man (those
used to be his words), that he wanted me so much to know a great deal,
and be different from him. I used to read to him to cheer his courage,
and he was very fond of that. They were wrong books - I am never to
speak of them here - but we didnÕt know there was any harm in them.Õ

ÔAndhe liked them?Õsaid Louisa, with a searching gaze on Sissy all
this time.

ÔOvery much! They kept him, many times, from what did him real
harm. And often and often of a night, he used to forget all his troubles in
wondering whether the Sultan would let the lady go on with the story,
or would have her head cut off before it was finished.Õ

ÔAndyour father was always kind? To the last?Õasked Louisa contra-
vening the great principle, and wondering very much.

ÔAlways, always!Õreturned Sissy, clasping her hands. ÔKinder and
kinder than I can tell. He was angry only one night, and that was not to
me, but Merrylegs. Merrylegs;Õshe whispered the awful fact; Ôishis per-
forming dog.Õ

ÔWhy was he angry with the dog?Õ Louisa demanded.
ÔFather,soon after they camehome from performing, told Merrylegs to

jump up on the backs of the two chairs and stand acrossthem - which is
one of his tricks. He looked at father, and didnÕtdo it at once.Everything
of fatherÕshad gone wrong that night, and he hadnÕtpleased the public
at all. He cried out that the very dog knew he was failing, and had no
compassion on him. Then he beat the dog, and I was frightened, and
said, ÒFather,father! Pray donÕthurt the creature who is so fond of you!
O Heaven forgive you, father, stop!ÓAnd he stopped, and the dog was
bloody, and father lay down crying on the floor with the dog in his arms,
and the dog licked his face.Õ

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

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

ÔDearMiss Louisa,Õsaid Sissy, covering her eyes, and sobbing yet; ÔI
came home from the school that afternoon, and found poor father just
come home too, from the booth. And he sat rocking himself over the fire,
as if he was in pain. And I said, ÒHaveyou hurt yourself, father?Ó(as he
did sometimes, like they all did), and he said, ÒAlittle, my darling.Ó And
when I came to stoop down and look up at his face, I saw that he was
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crying. The more I spoke to him, the more he hid his face;and at first he
shook all over, and said nothing but ÒMy darling;Ó and ÒMy love!ÓÕ

Here Tom came lounging in, and stared at the two with a coolnessnot
particularly savouring of interest in anything but himself, and not much
of that at present.

ÔIam asking Sissy a few questions, Tom,Õobserved his sister. ÔYou
have no occasion to go away; but donÕtinterrupt us for a moment, Tom
dear.Õ

ÔOh! very well!Õ returned Tom. ÔOnly father has brought old
Bounderby home, and I want you to come into the drawing-room. Be-
cause if you come, thereÕsa good chance of old BounderbyÕsasking me
to dinner; and if you donÕt, thereÕs none.Õ

ÔIÕll come directly.Õ
ÔIÕll wait for you,Õ said Tom, Ôto make sure.Õ
Sissy resumed in a lower voice. ÔAtlast poor father said that he had

given no satisfaction again, and never did give any satisfaction now, and
that he was a shameand disgrace, and I should have done better without
him all along. I said all the affectionate things to him that came into my
heart, and presently he was quiet and I sat down by him, and told him
all about the school and everything that had been said and done there.
When I had no more left to tell, he put his arms round my neck, and
kissed me a great many times. Then he asked me to fetch some of the
stuff he used, for the little hurt he had had, and to get it at the best place,
which was at the other end of town from there; and then, after kissing
me again, he let me go. When I had gone down-stairs, I turned back that
I might be a little bit more company to him yet, and looked in at the
door, and said, ÒFatherdear, shall I take Merrylegs?ÓFather shook his
head and said, ÒNo,Sissy,no; take nothing thatÕsknown to be mine, my
darling;Ó and I left him sitting by the fire. Then the thought must have
come upon him, poor, poor father! of going away to try something for
my sake; for when I came back, he was gone.Õ

ÔI say! Look sharp for old Bounderby, Loo!Õ Tom remonstrated.
ÔThereÕsno more to tell, Miss Louisa. I keep the nine oils ready for

him, and I know he will come back. Every letter that I seein Mr. Grad-
grindÕshand takes my breath away and blinds my eyes, for I think it
comesfrom father, or from Mr. Sleary about father. Mr. Sleary promised
to write as soon as ever father should be heard of, and I trust to him to
keep his word.Õ

ÔDolook sharp for old Bounderby, Loo!Õsaid Tom, with an impatient
whistle. ÔHeÕll be off if you donÕt look sharp!Õ
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After this, whenever Sissy dropped a curtsey to Mr. Gradgrind in the
presenceof his family, and said in a faltering way, ÔIbeg your pardon,
sir, for being troublesome - but - have you had any letter yet about me?Õ
Louisa would suspend the occupation of the moment, whatever it was,
and look for the reply as earnestly as Sissy did. And when Mr. Grad-
grind regularly answered, ÔNo,Jupe, nothing of the sort,Õthe trembling
of SissyÕslip would be repeated in LouisaÕsface,and her eyeswould fol-
low Sissywith compassion to the door. Mr. Gradgrind usually improved
these occasionsby remarking, when she was gone, that if Jupe had been
properly trained from an early age she would have remonstrated to her-
self on sound principles the baselessnessof these fantastic hopes. Yet it
did seem(though not to him, for he saw nothing of it) as if fantastic hope
could take as strong a hold as Fact.

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

ÔGoodgracious bless me, how my poor head is vexed and worried by
that girl JupeÕsso perseveringly asking, over and over again, about her
tiresome letters! Upon my word and honour I seem to be fated, and
destined, and ordained, to live in the midst of things that I am never to
hear the last of. It really is a most extraordinary circumstance that it ap-
pears as if I never was to hear the last of anything!Õ

At about this point, Mr. GradgrindÕseye would fall upon her; and un-
der the influence of that wintry piece of fact, she would become torpid
again.
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Chapter10
Stephen Blackpool

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

In the hardest working part of Coketown; in the innermost fortifica-
tions of that ugly citadel, where Nature was as strongly bricked out as
killing airs and gaseswere bricked in; at the heart of the labyrinth of nar-
row courts upon courts, and close streets upon streets, which had come
into existence piecemeal, every piece in a violent hurry for some one
manÕspurpose, and the whole an unnatural family, shouldering, and
trampling, and pressing one another to death; in the last close nook of
this great exhausted receiver, where the chimneys, for want of air to
make a draught, were built in an immense variety of stunted and
crooked shapes, as though every house put out a sign of the kind of
people who might be expected to be born in it; among the multitude of
Coketown, generically called ÔtheHands,Õ- a race who would have
found more favour with some people, if Providence had seenfit to make
them only hands, or, like the lower creatures of the seashore,only hands
and stomachs - lived a certain Stephen Blackpool, forty years of age.

Stephen looked older, but he had had a hard life. It is said that every
life has its rosesand thorns; there seemed,however, to have been a mis-
adventure or mistake in StephenÕscase,whereby somebody else had be-
come possessedof his roses, and he had become possessedof the same
somebody elseÕsthorns in addition to his own. He had known, to use his
words, a peck of trouble. He was usually called Old Stephen,in a kind of
rough homage to the fact.

A rather stooping man, with a knitted brow, a pondering expression of
face, and a hard-looking head sufficiently capacious, on which his iron-
grey hair lay long and thin, Old Stephenmight have passedfor a particu-
larly intelligent man in his condition. Yet he was not. He took no place
among those remarkable ÔHands,Õwho, piecing together their broken
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intervals of leisure through many years, had mastered difficult sciences,
and acquired a knowledge of most unlikely things. He held no station
among the Hands who could make speechesand carry on debates.Thou-
sands of his compeers could talk much better than he, at any time. He
was a good power-loom weaver, and a man of perfect integrity. What
more he was, or what else he had in him, if anything, let him show for
himself.

The lights in the great factories, which looked, when they were illu-
minated, like Fairy palaces - or the travellers by express- train said so -
were all extinguished; and the bells had rung for knocking off for the
night, and had ceasedagain; and the Hands, men and women, boy and
girl, were clattering home. Old Stephen was standing in the street, with
the old sensation upon him which the stoppage of the machinery always
produced - the sensation of its having worked and stopped in his own
head.

ÔYet I donÕt see Rachael, still!Õ said he.
It was a wet night, and many groups of young women passed him,

with their shawls drawn over their bare headsand held closeunder their
chins to keep the rain out. He knew Rachaelwell, for a glance at any one
of these groups was sufficient to show him that she was not there. At
last, there were no more to come; and then he turned away, saying in a
tone of disappointment, ÔWhy, then, haÕ missed her!Õ

But, he had not gone the length of three streets,when he saw another
of the shawled figures in advance of him, at which he looked so keenly
that perhaps its mere shadow indistinctly reflected on the wet pavement
- if he could have seen it without the figure itself moving along from
lamp to lamp, brightening and fading as it went - would have been
enough to tell him who was there. Making his paceat once much quicker
and much softer, he darted on until he was very near this figure, then fell
into his former walk, and called ÔRachael!Õ

She turned, being then in the brightness of a lamp; and raising her
hood a little, showed a quiet oval face, dark and rather delicate, irradi-
ated by a pair of very gentle eyes,and further set off by the perfect order
of her shining black hair. It was not a face in its first bloom; she was a
woman five and thirty years of age.

ÔAh,lad! ÕTisthou?ÕWhen shehad said this, with a smile which would
have been quite expressed,though nothing of her had been seenbut her
pleasant eyes, she replaced her hood again, and they went on together.

ÔI thought thou wast ahind me, Rachael?Õ
ÔNo.Õ

57



ÔEarly tÕnight, lass?Õ
''Times IÕma little early, Stephen! Ôtimesa little late. IÕmnever to be

counted on, going home.Õ
ÔNor going tÕother way, neither, Ôt seems to me, Rachael?Õ
ÔNo, Stephen.Õ
He looked at her with some disappointment in his face, but with a re-

spectful and patient conviction that she must be right in whatever she
did. The expression was not lost upon her; she laid her hand lightly on
his arm a moment as if to thank him for it.

ÔWeare such true friends, lad, and such old friends, and getting to be
such old folk, now.Õ

ÔNo, Rachael, thouÕrt as young as ever thou wast.Õ
ÔOneof us would be puzzled how to get old, Stephen,without Ôtother

getting so too, both being alive,Õshe answered, laughing; Ôbut,anyways,
weÕresuch old friends, and tÕhide a word of honest truth froÕone anoth-
er would be a sin and a pity. ÕTisbetter not to walk too much together.
ÔTimes,yes! ÔTwouldbe hard, indeed, if Õtwasnot to be at all,Õshe said,
with a cheerfulness she sought to communicate to him.

''Tis hard, anyways, Rachael.Õ
ÔTry to think not; and Õtwill seem better.Õ
ÔIÕvetried a long time, and ÔtaÕntgot better. But thouÕrtright; Ôtmight

mak fok talk, even of thee. Thou hast been that to me, Rachael, through
so many year: thou hast done me so much good, and heartened of me in
that cheering way, that thy word is a law to me. Ah, lass, and a bright
good law! Better than some real ones.Õ

ÔNever fret about them, Stephen,Õshe answered quickly, and not
without an anxious glance at his face. ÔLet the laws be.Õ

ÔYes,Õhe said, with a slow nod or two. ÔLetÕembe. Let everything be.
Let all sorts alone. ÕTis a muddle, and thatÕs aw.Õ

ÔAlwaysa muddle?Õsaid Rachael,with another gentle touch upon his
arm, as if to recall him out of the thoughtfulness, in which he was biting
the long ends of his loose neckerchief as he walked along. The touch had
its instantaneous effect. He let them fall, turned a smiling face upon her,
and said, as he broke into a good-humoured laugh, ÔAy,Rachael, lass,
awlus a muddle. ThatÕswhere I stick. I come to the muddle many times
and agen, and I never get beyond it.Õ

They had walked some distance, and were near their own homes. The
womanÕswas the first reached. It was in one of the many small streets
for which the favourite undertaker (who turned a handsome sum out of
the one poor ghastly pomp of the neighbourhood) kept a black ladder, in
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order that those who had done their daily groping up and down the nar-
row stairs might slide out of this working world by the windows. She
stopped at the corner, and putting her hand in his, wished him good
night.

ÔGood night, dear lass; good night!Õ
Shewent, with her neat figure and her sober womanly step, down the

dark street, and he stood looking after her until she turned into one of
the small houses. There was not a flutter of her coarse shawl, perhaps,
but had its interest in this manÕseyes;not a tone of her voice but had its
echo in his innermost heart.

When she was lost to his view, he pursued his homeward way, glan-
cing up sometimes at the sky, where the clouds were sailing fast and
wildly. But, they were broken now, and the rain had ceased,and the
moon shone, - looking down the high chimneys of Coketown on the
deep furnaces below, and casting Titanic shadows of the steam-engines
at rest, upon the walls where they were lodged. The man seemedto have
brightened with the night, as he went on.

His home, in such another street as the first, saving that it was narrow-
er, was over a little shop. How it came to pass that any people found it
worth their while to sell or buy the wretched little toys, mixed up in its
window with cheap newspapers and pork (there was a leg to be raffled
for to-morrow-night), matters not here. He took his end of candle from a
shelf, lighted it at another end of candle on the counter, without disturb-
ing the mistress of the shop who was asleep in her little room, and went
upstairs into his lodging.

It was a room, not unacquainted with the black ladder under various
tenants; but as neat, at present, as such a room could be. A few books
and writings were on an old bureau in a corner, the furniture was decent
and sufficient, and, though the atmosphere was tainted, the room was
clean.

Going to the hearth to set the candle down upon a round three- legged
table standing there, he stumbled against something. As he recoiled,
looking down at it, it raised itself up into the form of a woman in a sit-
ting attitude.

ÔHeavenÕsmercy, woman!Õhe cried, falling farther off from the figure.
ÔHast thou come back again!Õ

Such a woman! A disabled, drunken creature, barely able to preserve
her sitting posture by steadying herself with one begrimed hand on the
floor, while the other was so purposeless in trying to push away her
tangled hair from her face, that it only blinded her the more with the dirt
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upon it. A creature so foul to look at, in her tatters, stains and splashes,
but so much fouler than that in her moral infamy, that it was a shameful
thing even to see her.

After an impatient oath or two, and some stupid clawing of herself
with the hand not necessaryto her support, she got her hair away from
her eyes sufficiently to obtain a sight of him. Then she sat swaying her
body to and fro, and making gestures with her unnerved arm, which
seemed intended as the accompaniment to a fit of laughter, though her
face was stolid and drowsy.

ÔEigh,lad? What, yoÕrthere?ÕSomehoarsesounds meant for this, came
mockingly out of her at last; and her head dropped forward on her
breast.

ÔBackagen?Õshe screeched,after some minutes, as if he had that mo-
ment said it. ÔYes!And back agen. Back agen ever and ever so often.
Back? Yes, back. Why not?Õ

Roused by the unmeaning violence with which she cried it out, she
scrambled up, and stood supporting herself with her shoulders against
the wall; dangling in one hand by the string, a dunghill- fragment of a
bonnet, and trying to look scornfully at him.

ÔIÕllsell thee off again, and IÕllsell thee off again, and IÕllsell thee off a
scoreof times!Õshe cried, with something between a furious menaceand
an effort at a defiant dance. ÔComeawaÕfrom thÕbed!ÕHe was sitting on
the side of it, with his face hidden in his hands. ÔComeawa! from Ôt.ÕTis
mine, and IÕve a right to tÕ!Õ

As shestaggered to it, he avoided her with a shudder, and passed- his
face still hidden - to the opposite end of the room. She threw herself
upon the bed heavily, and soon was snoring hard. He sunk into a chair,
and moved but once all that night. It was to throw a covering over her;
as if his hands were not enough to hide her, even in the darkness.
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Chapter11
No Way Out

THE Fairy palacesburst into illumination, before pale morning showed
the monstrous serpents of smoke trailing themselves over Coketown. A
clattering of clogs upon the pavement; a rapid ringing of bells; and all
the melancholy mad elephants, polished and oiled up for the dayÕs
monotony, were at their heavy exercise again.

Stephenbent over his loom, quiet, watchful, and steady. A special con-
trast, as every man was in the forest of looms where Stephen worked, to
the crashing, smashing, tearing piece of mechanism at which he la-
boured. Never fear, good people of an anxious turn of mind, that Art
will consign Nature to oblivion. Set anywhere, side by side, the work of
God and the work of man; and the former, even though it be a troop of
Hands of very small account, will gain in dignity from the comparison.

So many hundred Hands in this Mill; so many hundred horse Steam
Power. It is known, to the force of a single pound weight, what the en-
gine will do; but, not all the calculators of the National Debt can tell me
the capacity for good or evil, for love or hatred, for patriotism or discon-
tent, for the decomposition of virtue into vice, or the reverse, at any
single moment in the soul of one of these its quiet servants, with the
composed faces and the regulated actions. There is no mystery in it;
there is an unfathomable mystery in the meanestof them, for ever. - Sup-
posing we were to reserve our arithmetic for material objects, and to
govern these awful unknown quantities by other means!

The day grew strong, and showed itself outside, even against the flam-
ing lights within. The lights were turned out, and the work went on. The
rain fell, and the Smoke-serpents,submissive to the curse of all that tribe,
trailed themselves upon the earth. In the waste-yard outside, the steam
from the escapepipe, the litter of barrels and old iron, the shining heaps
of coals, the ashes everywhere, were shrouded in a veil of mist and rain.
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The work went on, until the noon-bell rang. More clattering upon the
pavements. The looms, and wheels, and Hands all out of gear for an
hour.

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

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

StephenBlackpool in the parlour. Mr. Bounderby (whom he just knew
by sight), at lunch on chop and sherry. Mrs. Sparsit netting at the
fireside, in a side-saddle attitude, with one foot in a cotton stirrup. It was
a part, at once of Mrs. SparsitÕsdignity and service, not to lunch. Shesu-
pervised the meal officially, but implied that in her own stately person
she considered lunch a weakness.

ÔNow, Stephen,Õ said Mr. Bounderby, ÔwhatÕs the matter with you?Õ
Stephen made a bow. Not a servile one - these Hands will never do

that! Lord blessyou, sir, youÕllnever catch them at that, if they have been
with you twenty years! - and, as a complimentary toilet for Mrs. Sparsit,
tucked his neckerchief ends into his waistcoat.

ÔNow,you know,Õsaid Mr. Bounderby, taking some sherry, Ôwehave
never had any difficulty with you, and you have never been one of the
unreasonable ones.You donÕtexpect to be set up in a coach and six, and
to be fed on turtle soup and venison, with a gold spoon, as a good many
of Õemdo!ÕMr. Bounderby always represented this to be the sole, imme-
diate, and direct object of any Hand who was not entirely satisfied; Ôand
therefore I know already that you have not come here to make a com-
plaint. Now, you know, I am certain of that, beforehand.Õ

ÔNo, sir, sure I haÕ not coom for nowt oÕ thÕ kind.Õ
Mr. Bounderby seemedagreeably surprised, notwithstanding his pre-

vious strong conviction. ÔVerywell,Õhe returned. ÔYouÕrea steady Hand,
and I was not mistaken. Now, let me hear what itÕsall about. As itÕsnot
that, let me hear what it is. What have you got to say? Out with it, lad!Õ
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Stephen happened to glance towards Mrs. Sparsit. ÔIcan go, Mr.
Bounderby, if you wish it,Õsaid that self-sacrificing lady, making a feint
of taking her foot out of the stirrup.

Mr. Bounderby stayed her, by holding a mouthful of chop in suspen-
sion before swallowing it, and putting out his left hand. Then, withdraw-
ing his hand and swallowing his mouthful of chop, he said to Stephen:

ÔNowyou know, this good lady is a born lady, a high lady. You are
not to suppose becauseshe keeps my house for me, that she hasnÕtbeen
very high up the tree - ah, up at the top of the tree! Now, if you have got
anything to say that canÕtbe said before a born lady, this lady will leave
the room. If what you have got to say can be said before a born lady, this
lady will stay where she is.Õ

ÔSir,I hope I never had nowt to say, not fitten for a born lady to year,
sinÕ I were born mysenÕ,Õ was the reply, accompanied with a slight flush.

ÔVerywell,Õsaid Mr. Bounderby, pushing away his plate, and leaning
back. ÔFire away!Õ

ÔIhaÕcoom,ÕStephenbegan, raising his eyesfrom the floor, after a mo-
mentÕsconsideration, Ôtoask yo yor advice. I need Ôtovermuch. I were
married on EasÕrMonday nineteen year sin, long and dree. She were a
young lass - pretty enow - wiÕgood accounts of herseln. Well! Shewent
bad - soon. Not along of me. Gonnows I were not a unkind husband to
her.Õ

ÔIhave heard all this before,Õsaid Mr. Bounderby. ÔShetook to drink-
ing, left off working, sold the furniture, pawned the clothes, and played
old Gooseberry.Õ

ÔI were patient wiÕ her.Õ
(ÕThemore fool you, I think,Õsaid Mr. Bounderby, in confidence to his

wine-glass.)
ÔIwere very patient wiÕher. I tried to wean her fra Ôtower and ower

agen. I tried this, I tried that, I tried tÕother.I haÕgone home, manyÕsthe
time, and found all vanished as I had in the world, and her without a
senseleft to blessherseln lying on bare ground. I haÕdun Ôtnot once,not
twice - twenty time!Õ

Every line in his face deepened as he said it, and put in its affecting
evidence of the suffering he had undergone.

ÔFrombad to worse, from worse to worsen. Sheleft me. Shedisgraced
herseln everyways, bitter and bad. She coom back, she coom back, she
coom back. What could I do tÕhinder her? I haÕwalked the streetsnights
long, ere ever IÕdgo home. I haÕgone tÕthÕbrigg, minded to fling myseln
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ower, and haÕno more onÕt.I haÕbore that much, that I were owd when I
were young.Õ

Mrs. Sparsit, easily ambling along with her netting-needles, raised the
Coriolanian eyebrows and shook her head, as much as to say, ÔThegreat
know trouble as well as the small. Pleaseto turn your humble eye in My
direction.Õ

ÔIhaÕpaid her to keep awaÕfraÕme. Thesefive year I haÕpaid her. I haÕ
gotten decent fewtrils about me agen. I haÕlived hard and sad, but not
ashamed and fearfoÕaÕthe minnits oÕmy life. Last night, I went home.
There she lay upon my har-stone! There she is!Õ

In the strength of his misfortune, and the energy of his distress, he
fired for the moment like a proud man. In another moment, he stood as
he had stood all the time - his usual stoop upon him; his pondering face
addressed to Mr. Bounderby, with a curious expression on it, half
shrewd, half perplexed, as if his mind were set upon unravelling
something very difficult; his hat held tight in his left hand, which rested
on his hip; his right arm, with a rugged propriety and force of action,
very earnestly emphasizing what he said: not least so when it always
paused, a little bent, but not withdrawn, as he paused.

ÔIwas acquainted with all this, you know,Õ said Mr. Bounderby,
Ôexceptthe last clause, long ago. ItÕsa bad job; thatÕswhat it is. You had
better have been satisfied as you were, and not have got married.
However, itÕs too late to say that.Õ

ÔWas it an unequal marriage, sir, in point of years?Õ asked Mrs. Sparsit.
ÔYouhear what this lady asks.Was it an unequal marriage in point of

years, this unlucky job of yours?Õ said Mr. Bounderby.
ÔNot eÕen so. I were one-and-twenty myseln; she were twenty nighbut.Õ
ÔIndeed,sir?Õsaid Mrs. Sparsit to her Chief, with great placidity. ÔIin-

ferred, from its being so miserable a marriage, that it was probably an
unequal one in point of years.Õ

Mr. Bounderby looked very hard at the good lady in a side-long way
that had an odd sheepishnessabout it. He fortified himself with a little
more sherry.

ÔWell?Why donÕtyou go on?Õhe then asked, turning rather irritably
on Stephen Blackpool.

ÔIhaÕcoom to ask yo, sir, how I am to be ridded oÕthis woman.ÕSteph-
en infused a yet deeper gravity into the mixed expression of his attentive
face.Mrs. Sparsit uttered a gentle ejaculation, ashaving received a moral
shock.
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ÔWhatdo you mean?Õsaid Bounderby, getting up to lean his back
against the chimney-piece. ÔWhatare you talking about? You took her for
better for worse.Õ

ÔImunÕbe ridden oÕher. I cannot bear Ôtnommore. I haÕlived under Ôt
so long, for that I haÕhadÕnthe pity and comforting words oÕthÕbest lass
living or dead. Haply, but for her, I should haÕ gone battering mad.Õ

ÔHewishes to be free, to marry the female of whom he speaks, I fear,
sir,Õobserved Mrs. Sparsit in an undertone, and much dejected by the
immorality of the people.

ÔIdo. The lady says whatÕsright. I do. I were a coming to Ôt.I haÕread
iÕthÕpapers that great folk (fair faw ÕemaÕ!I wishes Õemno hurt!) are not
bonded together for better for worst so fast, but that they can be set free
froÕtheir misfortnet marriages, anÕmarry ower agen. When they dunnot
agree, for that their tempers is ill-sorted, they has rooms oÕone kind anÕ
another in their houses,above a bit, and they can live asunders. We fok
haÕonly one room, and we canÕt.When that wonÕtdo, they haÕgowd anÕ
other cash,anÕthey can say ÒThisfor yoÕanÕthat for me,ÓanÕthey can go
their separate ways. We canÕt.Spite oÕall that, they can be set free for
smaller wrongs than mine. So, I mun be ridden oÕthis woman, and I
want tÕ know how?Õ

ÔNo how,Õ returned Mr. Bounderby.
ÔIf I do her any hurt, sir, thereÕs a law to punish me?Õ
ÔOf course there is.Õ
ÔIf I flee from her, thereÕs a law to punish me?Õ
ÔOf course there is.Õ
ÔIf I marry tÕoother dear lass, thereÕs a law to punish me?Õ
ÔOf course there is.Õ
ÔIfI was to live wiÕher anÕnot marry her - saying such a thing could

be, which it never could or would, anÕher so good - thereÕsa law to pun-
ish me, in every innocent child belonging to me?Õ

ÔOf course there is.Õ
ÔNow,aÕGodÕsname,Õsaid Stephen Blackpool, Ôshowme the law to

help me!Õ
ÔHem!ThereÕsa sanctity in this relation of life,Õsaid Mr. Bounderby,

Ôand - and - it must be kept up.Õ
ÔNono, dunnot say that, sir. ÔTanÕtkepÕup that way. Not that way. ÕTis

kepÕdown that way. IÕma weaver, I were in a factÕrywhen a chilt, but I
haÕgotten een to seewiÕand eern to year wiÕ.I read in thÕpapers every
ÔSizes,every Sessions- and you read too - I know it! - with dismay - how
thÕsupposed unpossibility oÕever getting unchained from one another,
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at any price, on any terms, brings blood upon this land, and brings many
common married fok to battle, murder, and sudden death. Let us haÕ
this, right understood. MineÕsa grievous case,anÕI want - if yo will be so
good - tÕ know the law that helps me.Õ

ÔNow,I tell you what!Õsaid Mr. Bounderby, putting his hands in his
pockets. ÔThere is such a law.Õ

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

ÔBut itÕs not for you at all. It costs money. It costs a mint of money.Õ
ÔHow much might that be?Õ Stephen calmly asked.
ÔWhy,youÕdhave to go to DoctorsÕCommons with a suit, and youÕd

have to go to a court of Common Law with a suit, and youÕdhave to go
to the House of Lords with a suit, and youÕdhave to get an Act of Parlia-
ment to enableyou to marry again, and it would cost you (if it was a case
of very plain sailing), I suppose from a thousand to fifteen hundred
pound,Õ said Mr. Bounderby. ÔPerhaps twice the money.Õ

ÔThereÕs no other law?Õ
ÔCertainly not.Õ
ÔWhythen, sir,Õsaid Stephen, turning white, and motioning with that

right hand of his, as if he gave everything to the four winds, ''tis a
muddle. ÕTisjust a muddle aÕtoogether,anÕthe sooner I am dead, the
better.Õ

(Mrs. Sparsit again dejected by the impiety of the people.)
ÔPooh,pooh! DonÕt you talk nonsense, my good fellow,Õ said Mr.

Bounderby, Ôaboutthings you donÕtunderstand; and donÕtyou call the
Institutions of your country a muddle, or youÕllget yourself into a real
muddle one of these fine mornings. The institutions of your country are
not your piece-work, and the only thing you have got to do, is, to mind
your piece-work. You didnÕttake your wife for fast and for loose; but for
better for worse. If she has turned out worse - why, all we have got to
say is, she might have turned out better.Õ

''Tis a muddle,Õsaid Stephen, shaking his head as he moved to the
door. ''Tis aÕ a muddle!Õ

ÔNow,IÕlltell you what!ÕMr. Bounderby resumed, as a valedictory ad-
dress. ÔWithwhat I shall call your unhallowed opinions, you have been
quite shocking this lady: who, as I have already told you, is a born lady,
and who, as I have not already told you, has had her own marriage mis-
fortunes to the tune of tens of thousands of pounds - tens of Thousands
of Pounds!Õ(he repeated it with great relish). ÔNow,you have always
been a steady Hand hitherto; but my opinion is, and so I tell you plainly,
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that you are turning into the wrong road. You have been listening to
some mischievous stranger or other - theyÕrealways about - and the best
thing you can do is, to come out of that. Now you know;Õhere his coun-
tenance expressed marvellous acuteness;ÔIcan see as far into a grind-
stone as another man; farther than a good many, perhaps, becauseI had
my nose well kept to it when I was young. I seetracesof the turtle soup,
and venison, and gold spoon in this. Yes, I do!Õcried Mr. Bounderby,
shaking his head with obstinate cunning. ÔBy the Lord Harry, I do!Õ

With a very different shake of the head and deep sigh, Stephen said,
ÔThankyou, sir, I wish you good day.ÕSohe left Mr. Bounderby swelling
at his own portrait on the wall, as if he were going to explode himself in-
to it; and Mrs. Sparsit still ambling on with her foot in her stirrup, look-
ing quite cast down by the popular vices.
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Chapter12
The Old Woman

OLD STEPHEN descended the two white steps, shutting the black door
with the brazen door-plate, by the aid of the brazen full-stop, to which he
gave a parting polish with the sleeve of his coat, observing that his hot
hand clouded it. He crossed the street with his eyes bent upon the
ground, and thus was walking sorrowfully away, when he felt a touch
upon his arm.

It was not the touch he needed most at such a moment - the touch that
could calm the wild waters of his soul, as the uplifted hand of the sub-
limest love and patience could abate the raging of the sea- yet it was a
womanÕshand too. It was an old woman, tall and shapely still, though
withered by time, on whom his eyes fell when he stopped and turned.
She was very cleanly and plainly dressed, had country mud upon her
shoes,and was newly come from a journey. The flutter of her manner, in
the unwonted noise of the streets; the spare shawl, carried unfolded on
her arm; the heavy umbrella, and little basket; the loose long-fingered
gloves, to which her hands were unused; all bespokean old woman from
the country, in her plain holiday clothes, come into Coketown on an ex-
pedition of rare occurrence. Remarking this at a glance, with the quick
observation of his class, Stephen Blackpool bent his attentive face - his
face, which, like the facesof many of his order, by dint of long working
with eyesand hands in the midst of a prodigious noise, had acquired the
concentrated look with which we are familiar in the countenancesof the
deaf - the better to hear what she asked him.

ÔPray,sir,Õsaid the old woman, ÔdidnÕtI seeyou come out of that gen-
tlemanÕshouse?Õpointing back to Mr. BounderbyÕs.ÔIbelieve it was you,
unless I have had the bad luck to mistake the person in following?Õ

ÔYes, missus,Õ returned Stephen, Ôit were me.Õ
ÔHaveyou - youÕllexcuse an old womanÕscuriosity - have you seen

the gentleman?Õ
ÔYes, missus.Õ
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ÔAnd how did he look, sir? Was he portly, bold, outspoken, and
hearty?ÕAs she straightened her own figure, and held up her head in ad-
apting her action to her words, the idea crossedStephenthat he had seen
this old woman before, and had not quite liked her.

ÔO yes,Õ he returned, observing her more attentively, Ôhe were all that.Õ
ÔAnd healthy,Õ said the old woman, Ôas the fresh wind?Õ
ÔYes,Õreturned Stephen. ÔHewere ettÕnand drinking - as large and as

loud as a Hummobee.Õ
ÔThank you!Õ said the old woman, with infinite content. ÔThank you!Õ
He certainly never had seen this old woman before. Yet there was a

vague remembrance in his mind, as if he had more than once dreamed of
some old woman like her.

She walked along at his side, and, gently accommodating himself to
her humour, he said Coketown was a busy place, was it not? To which
she answered ÔEighsure! Dreadful busy!ÕThen he said, she came from
the country, he saw? To which she answered in the affirmative.

ÔByParliamentary, this morning. I came forty mile by Parliamentary
this morning, and IÕmgoing back the same forty mile this afternoon. I
walked nine mile to the station this morning, and if I find nobody on the
road to give me a lift, I shall walk the nine mile back to-night. ThatÕs
pretty well, sir, at my age!Õsaid the chatty old woman, her eye brighten-
ing with exultation.

''Deed Õtis. DonÕt doÕt too often, missus.Õ
ÔNo,no. Once a year,Õshe answered, shaking her head. ÔIspend my

savings so, once every year. I come regular, to tramp about the streets,
and see the gentlemen.Õ

ÔOnly to see Õem?Õ returned Stephen.
ÔThatÕsenough for me,Õshe replied, with great earnestnessand interest

of manner. ÔIask no more! I have beenstanding about, on this side of the
way, to see that gentleman,Õ turning her head back towards Mr.
BounderbyÕsagain, Ôcomeout. But, heÕslate this year, and I have not
seenhim. You cameout instead. Now, if I am obliged to go back without
a glimpse of him - I only want a glimpse - well! I have seenyou, and you
have seen him, and I must make that do.ÕSaying this, she looked at
Stephen as if to fix his features in her mind, and her eye was not so
bright as it had been.

With a large allowance for difference of tastes,and with all submission
to the patricians of Coketown, this seemed so extraordinary a source of
interest to take so much trouble about, that it perplexed him. But they
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were passing the church now, and as his eye caught the clock, he
quickened his pace.

He was going to his work? the old woman said, quickening hers, too,
quite easily. Yes, time was nearly out. On his telling her where he
worked, the old woman became a more singular old woman than before.

ÔAnÕt you happy?Õ she asked him.
ÔWhy- thereÕsawmost nobbody but has their troubles, missus.ÕHe

answered evasively, becausethe old woman appeared to take it for gran-
ted that he would be very happy indeed, and he had not the heart to dis-
appoint her. He knew that there was trouble enough in the world; and if
the old woman had lived so long, and could count upon his having so
little, why so much the better for her, and none the worse for him.

ÔAy, ay! You have your troubles at home, you mean?Õ she said.
ÔTimes. Just now and then,Õ he answered, slightly.
ÔBut,working under such a gentleman, they donÕtfollow you to the

Factory?Õ
No, no; they didnÕt follow him there, said Stephen. All correct there.

Everything accordant there. (He did not go so far as to say, for her pleas-
ure, that there was a sort of Divine Right there; but, I have heard claims
almost as magnificent of late years.)

They were now in the black by-road near the place, and the Hands
were crowding in. The bell was ringing, and the Serpentwas a Serpentof
many coils, and the Elephant was getting ready. The strange old woman
was delighted with the very bell. It was the beautifullest bell she had
ever heard, she said, and sounded grand!

Sheasked him, when he stopped good-naturedly to shake hands with
her before going in, how long he had worked there?

ÔA dozen year,Õ he told her.
ÔImust kiss the hand,Õsaid she,Ôthathas worked in this fine factory for

a dozen year!ÕAnd she lifted it, though he would have prevented her,
and put it to her lips. What harmony, besidesher age and her simplicity,
surrounded her, he did not know, but even in this fantastic action there
was a something neither out of time nor place: a something which it
seemedas if nobody elsecould have made as serious, or done with such
a natural and touching air.

He had been at his loom full half an hour, thinking about this old wo-
man, when, having occasion to move round the loom for its adjustment,
he glanced through a window which was in his corner, and saw her still
looking up at the pile of building, lost in admiration. Heedless of the
smoke and mud and wet, and of her two long journeys, she was gazing
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at it, as if the heavy thrum that issued from its many stories were proud
music to her.

She was gone by and by, and the day went after her, and the lights
sprung up again, and the Expresswhirled in full sight of the Fairy Palace
over the arches near: little felt amid the jarring of the machinery, and
scarcely heard above its crash and rattle. Long before then his thoughts
had gone back to the dreary room above the little shop, and to the
shameful figure heavy on the bed, but heavier on his heart.

Machinery slackened; throbbing feebly like a fainting pulse; stopped.
The bell again; the glare of light and heat dispelled; the factories, loom-
ing heavy in the black wet night - their tall chimneys rising up into the
air like competing Towers of Babel.

He had spoken to Rachaelonly last night, it was true, and had walked
with her a little way; but he had his new misfortune on him, in which no
one elsecould give him a momentÕsrelief, and, for the sakeof it, and be-
causehe knew himself to want that softening of his anger which no voice
but hers could effect, he felt he might so far disregard what she had said
as to wait for her again. He waited, but she had eluded him. She was
gone. On no other night in the year could he so ill have spared her pa-
tient face.

O! Better to have no home in which to lay his head, than to have a
home and dread to go to it, through such a cause.He ate and drank, for
he was exhausted - but he little knew or cared what; and he wandered
about in the chill rain, thinking and thinking, and brooding and
brooding.

No word of a new marriage had ever passed between them; but Ra-
chael had taken great pity on him years ago, and to her alone he had
opened his closed heart all this time, on the subject of his miseries; and
he knew very well that if he were free to ask her, shewould take him. He
thought of the home he might at that moment have been seeking with
pleasure and pride; of the different man he might have been that night;
of the lightness then in his now heavy- laden breast; of the then restored
honour, self-respect,and tranquillity all torn to pieces.He thought of the
waste of the best part of his life, of the change it made in his character for
the worse every day, of the dreadful nature of his existence,bound hand
and foot, to a dead woman, and tormented by a demon in her shape.He
thought of Rachael,how young when they were first brought together in
these circumstances, how mature now, how soon to grow old. He
thought of the number of girls and women she had seen marry, how
many homes with children in them she had seen grow up around her,
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how she had contentedly pursued her own lone quiet path - for him -
and how he had sometimes seen a shade of melancholy on her blessed
face, that smote him with remorse and despair. He set the picture of her
up, beside the infamous image of last night; and thought, Could it be,
that the whole earthly course of one so gentle, good, and self-denying,
was subjugate to such a wretch as that!

Filled with these thoughts - so filled that he had an unwholesome
senseof growing larger, of being placed in some new and diseasedrela-
tion towards the objectsamong which he passed,of seeing the iris round
every misty light turn red - he went home for shelter.
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Chapter13
Rachael

A CANDLE faintly burned in the window, to which the black ladder had
often been raised for the sliding away of all that was most precious in
this world to a striving wife and a brood of hungry babies;and Stephen
added to his other thoughts the stern reflection, that of all the casualties
of this existence upon earth, not one was dealt out with so unequal a
hand asDeath. The inequality of Birth was nothing to it. For, say that the
child of a King and the child of a Weaver were born to-night in the same
moment, what was that disparity, to the death of any human creature
who was serviceable to, or beloved by, another, while this abandoned
woman lived on!

From the outside of his home he gloomily passed to the inside, with
suspended breath and with a slow footstep. He went up to his door,
opened it, and so into the room.

Quiet and peace were there. Rachael was there, sitting by the bed.
Sheturned her head, and the light of her face shone in upon the mid-

night of his mind. She sat by the bed, watching and tending his wife.
That is to say, he saw that some one lay there, and he knew too well it
must be she; but RachaelÕshands had put a curtain up, so that she was
screened from his eyes. Her disgraceful garments were removed, and
some of RachaelÕswere in the room. Everything was in its place and or-
der as he had always kept it, the little fire was newly trimmed, and the
hearth was freshly swept. It appeared to him that he saw all this in Ra-
chaelÕsface, and looked at nothing besides. While looking at it, it was
shut out from his view by the softened tears that filled his eyes;but not
before he had seen how earnestly she looked at him, and how her own
eyes were filled too.

She turned again towards the bed, and satisfying herself that all was
quiet there, spoke in a low, calm, cheerful voice.

ÔI am glad you have come at last, Stephen. You are very late.Õ
ÔI haÕ been walking up anÕ down.Õ
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ÔIthought so. But Õtistoo bad a night for that. The rain falls very heavy,
and the wind has risen.Õ

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

ÔIhave been here once before, to-day, Stephen. Landlady came round
for me at dinner-time. There was some one here that needed looking to,
she said. And Ôdeedshe was right. All wandering and lost, Stephen.
Wounded too, and bruised.Õ

He slowly moved to a chair and sat down, drooping his head before
her.

ÔIcame to do what little I could, Stephen; first, for that she worked
with me when we were girls both, and for that you courted her and mar-
ried her when I was her friend - Õ

He laid his furrowed forehead on his hand, with a low groan.
ÔAndnext, for that I know your heart, and am right sure and certain

that Õtisfar too merciful to let her die, or even so much assuffer, for want
of aid. Thou knowest who said, ÒLethim who is without sin among you
cast the first stone at her!ÓThere have been plenty to do that. Thou art
not the man to cast the last stone, Stephen, when she is brought so low.Õ

ÔO Rachael, Rachael!Õ
ÔThouhast been a cruel sufferer, Heaven reward thee!Õshe said, in

compassionate accents. ÔIam thy poor friend, with all my heart and
mind.Õ

The wounds of which she had spoken, seemedto be about the neck of
the self-made outcast. Shedressed them now, still without showing her.
She steeped a piece of linen in a basin, into which she poured some li-
quid from a bottle, and laid it with a gentle hand upon the sore. The
three-legged table had been drawn close to the bedside, and on it there
were two bottles. This was one.

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

ÔIwill stay here, Stephen,Õsaid Rachael,quietly resuming her seat,Ôtill
the bells go Three. ÕTisto be done again at three, and then shemay be left
till morning.Õ

ÔBut thy rest agen to-morrowÕs work, my dear.Õ
ÔIslept sound last night. I can wake many nights, when I am put to it.

ÕTisthou who art in need of rest - so white and tired. Try to sleep in the
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chair there, while I watch. Thou hadst no sleep last night, I can well
believe. To-morrowÕs work is far harder for thee than for me.Õ

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

ÔShedonÕtknow me, Stephen; she just drowsily mutters and stares. I
have spoken to her times and again, but she donÕtnotice! ÕTisas well so.
When she comes to her right mind once more, I shall have done what I
can, and she never the wiser.Õ

ÔHow long, Rachael, is Ôt looked for, that sheÕll be so?Õ
ÔDoctor said she would haply come to her mind to-morrow.Õ
His eyes fell again on the bottle, and a tremble passedover him, caus-

ing him to shiver in every limb. Shethought he was chilled with the wet.
ÔNo,Õ he said, Ôit was not that. He had had a fright.Õ

ÔA fright?Õ
ÔAy, ay! coming in. When I were walking. When I were thinking.

When I - ÕIt seized him again; and he stood up, holding by the mantel-
shelf, as he pressedhis dank cold hair down with a hand that shook as if
it were palsied.

ÔStephen!Õ
She was coming to him, but he stretched out his arm to stop her.
ÔNo!DonÕt,please;donÕt.Let me seethee setten by the bed. Let me see

thee, aÕso good, and so forgiving. Let me seethee as I see thee when I
coom in. I can never see thee better than so. Never, never, never!Õ

He had a violent fit of trembling, and then sunk into his chair. After a
time he controlled himself, and, resting with an elbow on one knee, and
his head upon that hand, could look towards Rachael. Seenacross the
dim candle with his moistened eyes, she looked as if she had a glory
shining round her head. He could have believed she had. He did believe
it, as the noise without shook the window, rattled at the door below, and
went about the house clamouring and lamenting.

ÔWhenshegets better, Stephen,Õtisto be hoped sheÕllleave thee to thy-
self again, and do thee no more hurt. Anyways we will hope so now.
And now I shall keep silence, for I want thee to sleep.Õ

He closed his eyes,more to pleaseher than to rest his weary head; but,
by slow degreesashe listened to the great noise of the wind, he ceasedto
hear it, or it changed into the working of his loom, or even into the voices
of the day (his own included) saying what had been really said. Even
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this imperfect consciousnessfaded away at last, and he dreamed a long,
troubled dream.

He thought that he, and some one on whom his heart had long been
set - but she was not Rachael,and that surprised him, even in the midst
of his imaginary happiness - stood in the church being married. While
the ceremony was performing, and while he recognized among the wit-
nessessome whom he knew to be living, and many whom he knew to be
dead, darkness cameon, succeededby the shining of a tremendous light.
It broke from one line in the table of commandments at the altar, and il-
luminated the building with the words. They were sounded through the
church, too, as if there were voices in the fiery letters. Upon this, the
whole appearance before him and around him changed, and nothing
was left as it had been,but himself and the clergyman. They stood in the
daylight before a crowd so vast, that if all the people in the world could
have been brought together into one space,they could not have looked,
he thought, more numerous; and they all abhorred him, and there was
not one pitying or friendly eye among the millions that were fastened on
his face.He stood on a raised stage,under his own loom; and, looking up
at the shape the loom took, and hearing the burial service distinctly read,
he knew that he was there to suffer death. In an instant what he stood on
fell below him, and he was gone.

- Out of what mystery he cameback to his usual life, and to placesthat
he knew, he was unable to consider; but he was back in those places by
some means, and with this condemnation upon him, that he was never,
in this world or the next, through all the unimaginable agesof eternity,
to look on RachaelÕsface or hear her voice. Wandering to and fro, un-
ceasingly, without hope, and in search of he knew not what (he only
knew that he was doomed to seek it), he was the subject of a nameless,
horrible dread, a mortal fear of one particular shape which everything
took. Whatsoever he looked at, grew into that form sooner or later. The
object of his miserable existence was to prevent its recognition by any
one among the various people he encountered. Hopeless labour! If he led
them out of rooms where it was, if he shut up drawers and closetswhere
it stood, if he drew the curious from places where he knew it to be
secreted,and got them out into the streets,the very chimneys of the mills
assumed that shape, and round them was the printed word.

The wind was blowing again, the rain was beating on the house-tops,
and the larger spacesthrough which he had strayed contracted to the
four walls of his room. Saving that the fire had died out, it was as his
eyeshad closed upon it. Rachaelseemedto have fallen into a doze, in the
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chair by the bed. Shesat wrapped in her shawl, perfectly still. The table
stood in the sameplace, closeby the bedside, and on it, in its real propor-
tions and appearance, was the shape so often repeated.

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

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

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

Stupidly dozing, or communing with her incapable self about nothing,
she sat for a little while with her hands at her ears,and her head resting
on them. Presently, she resumed her staring round the room. And now,
for the first time, her eyes stopped at the table with the bottles on it.

Straightway she turned her eyes back to his corner, with the defiance
of last night, and moving very cautiously and softly, stretched out her
greedy hand. Shedrew a mug into the bed, and sat for a while consider-
ing which of the two bottles she should choose.Finally, she laid her in-
sensategrasp upon the bottle that had swift and certain death in it, and,
before his eyes, pulled out the cork with her teeth.

Dream or reality, he had no voice, nor had he power to stir. If this be
real, and her allotted time be not yet come, wake, Rachael, wake!

Shethought of that, too. She looked at Rachael,and very slowly, very
cautiously, poured out the contents. The draught was at her lips. A mo-
ment and shewould be past all help, let the whole world wake and come
about her with its utmost power. But in that moment Rachaelstarted up
with a suppressed cry. The creature struggled, struck her, seized her by
the hair; but Rachael had the cup.

Stephen broke out of his chair. ÔRachael,am I wakinÕor dreaminÕthis
dreadfoÕ night?Õ
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''Tis all well, Stephen.I have beenasleep,myself. ÕTisnear three. Hush!
I hear the bells.Õ

The wind brought the sounds of the church clock to the window. They
listened, and it struck three. Stephen looked at her, saw how pale she
was, noted the disorder of her hair, and the red marks of fingers on her
forehead, and felt assured that his sensesof sight and hearing had been
awake. She held the cup in her hand even now.

ÔIthought it must be near three,Õshesaid, calmly pouring from the cup
into the basin, and steeping the linen as before. ÔIam thankful I stayed!
ÕTisdone now, when I have put this on. There! And now sheÕsquiet
again. The few drops in the basin IÕllpour away, for Õtisbad stuff to leave
about, though ever so little of it.ÕAs shespoke, shedrained the basin into
the ashes of the fire, and broke the bottle on the hearth.

Shehad nothing to do, then, but to cover herself with her shawl before
going out into the wind and rain.

ÔThouÕlt let me walk wiÕ thee at this hour, Rachael?Õ
ÔNo, Stephen. ÕTis but a minute, and IÕm home.Õ
ÔThouÕrtnot fearfoÕ;Õhe said it in a low voice, as they went out at the

door; Ôto leave me alone wiÕ her!Õ
As she looked at him, saying, ÔStephen?Õhe went down on his knee be-

fore her, on the poor mean stairs, and put an end of her shawl to his lips.
ÔThou art an Angel. Bless thee, bless thee!Õ
ÔIam, as I have told thee, Stephen, thy poor friend. Angels are not like

me. Between them, and a working woman fuÕof faults, there is a deep
gulf set. My little sister is among them, but she is changed.Õ

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

ÔThouchangestme from bad to good. Thou makÕstme humbly wishfoÕ
to be more like thee, and fearfoÕto lose thee when this life is ower, and aÕ
the muddle cleared awaÕ.ThouÕrtan Angel; it may be, thou hast saved
my soul alive!Õ

She looked at him, on his knee at her feet, with her shawl still in his
hand, and the reproof on her lips died away when she saw the working
of his face.

ÔIcoom home despÕrate.I coom home wiÕout a hope, and mad wiÕ
thinking that when I said a word oÕcomplaint I was reckoned a unreas-
onable Hand. I told thee I had had a fright. It were the Poison-bottle on
table. I never hurt a livinÕ creetur; but happeninÕso suddenly upon Ôt,I
thowt, ÒHow can I say what I might haÕdone to myseln, or her, or
both!ÓÕ
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Sheput her two hands on his mouth, with a face of terror, to stop him
from saying more. He caught them in his unoccupied hand, and holding
them, and still clasping the border of her shawl, said hurriedly:

ÔButI see thee, Rachael, setten by the bed. I haÕseen thee, aw this
night. In my troublous sleep I haÕknown thee still to be there. Evermore
I will see thee there. I nevermore will see her or think oÕher, but thou
shalt be beside her. I nevermore will seeor think oÕanything that angers
me, but thou, so much better than me, shalt be by thÕside onÕt.And so I
will try tÕlook tÕthÕtime, and so I will try tÕtrust tÕthÕtime, when thou
and me at last shall walk together far awaÕ,beyond the deep gulf, in thÕ
country where thy little sister is.Õ

He kissed the border of her shawl again, and let her go. Shebade him
good night in a broken voice, and went out into the street.

The wind blew from the quarter where the day would soon appear,
and still blew strongly. It had cleared the sky before it, and the rain had
spent itself or travelled elsewhere, and the stars were bright. He stood
bare-headed in the road, watching her quick disappearance.As the shin-
ing stars were to the heavy candle in the window, so was Rachael,in the
rugged fancy of this man, to the common experiences of his life.
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Chapter14
The Great Manufacturer

TIME went on in Coketown like its own machinery: so much material
wrought up, so much fuel consumed, so many powers worn out, so
much money made. But, less inexorable than iron, steal, and brass, it
brought its varying seasons even into that wilderness of smoke and
brick, and made the only stand that ever was made in the place against
its direful uniformity.

ÔLouisa is becoming,Õ said Mr. Gradgrind, Ôalmost a young woman.Õ
Time, with his innumerable horse-power, worked away, not minding

what anybody said, and presently turned out young Thomas a foot taller
than when his father had last taken particular notice of him.

ÔThomas is becoming,Õ said Mr. Gradgrind, Ôalmost a young man.Õ
Time passed Thomas on in the mill, while his father was thinking

about it, and there he stood in a long-tailed coat and a stiff shirt-collar.
ÔReally,Õsaid Mr. Gradgrind, Ôtheperiod has arrived when Thomas

ought to go to Bounderby.Õ
Time, sticking to him, passed him on into BounderbyÕsBank, made

him an inmate of BounderbyÕshouse, necessitated the purchase of his
first razor, and exercised him diligently in his calculations relative to
number one.

The same great manufacturer, always with an immense variety of
work on hand, in every stage of development, passed Sissy onward in
his mill, and worked her up into a very pretty article indeed.

ÔIfear, Jupe,Õsaid Mr. Gradgrind, Ôthatyour continuance at the school
any longer would be useless.Õ

ÔI am afraid it would, sir,Õ Sissy answered with a curtsey.
ÔIcannot disguise from you, Jupe,Õsaid Mr. Gradgrind, knitting his

brow, Ôthatthe result of your probation there has disappointed me; has
greatly disappointed me. You have not acquired, under Mr. and Mrs.
MÕChoakumchild,anything like that amount of exact knowledge which I
looked for. You are extremely deficient in your facts. Your acquaintance
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with figures is very limited. You are altogether backward, and below the
mark.Õ

ÔIam sorry, sir,Õshe returned; ÔbutI know it is quite true. Yet I have
tried hard, sir.Õ

ÔYes,Õsaid Mr. Gradgrind, Ôyes,I believe you have tried hard; I have
observed you, and I can find no fault in that respect.Õ

ÔThankyou, sir. I have thought sometimes;ÕSissyvery timid here; Ôthat
perhaps I tried to learn too much, and that if I had asked to be allowed to
try a little less, I might have - Õ

ÔNo,Jupe, no,Õsaid Mr. Gradgrind, shaking his head in his profound-
est and most eminently practical way. ÔNo.The course you pursued, you
pursued according to the system - the system - and there is no more to be
said about it. I can only suppose that the circumstancesof your early life
were too unfavourable to the development of your reasoning powers,
and that we began too late. Still, as I have said already, I am
disappointed.Õ

ÔIwish I could have made a better acknowledgment, sir, of your kind-
nessto a poor forlorn girl who had no claim upon you, and of your pro-
tection of her.Õ

ÔDonÕtshed tears,Õsaid Mr. Gradgrind. ÔDonÕtshed tears. I donÕtcom-
plain of you. You are an affectionate, earnest,good young woman - and -
and we must make that do.Õ

ÔThank you, sir, very much,Õ said Sissy, with a grateful curtsey.
ÔYouare useful to Mrs. Gradgrind, and (in a generally pervading way)

you are serviceable in the family also; so I understand from Miss Louisa,
and, indeed, so I have observed myself. I therefore hope,Õsaid Mr. Grad-
grind, Ôthat you can make yourself happy in those relations.Õ

ÔI should have nothing to wish, sir, if - Õ
ÔIunderstand you,Õsaid Mr. Gradgrind; Ôyoustill refer to your father. I

have heard from Miss Louisa that you still preserve that bottle. Well! If
your training in the science of arriving at exact results had been more
successful, you would have been wiser on these points. I will say no
more.Õ

He really liked Sissy too well to have a contempt for her; otherwise he
held her calculating powers in such very slight estimation that he must
have fallen upon that conclusion. Somehow or other, he had becomepos-
sessed by an idea that there was something in this girl which could
hardly be set forth in a tabular form. Her capacity of definition might be
easily stated at a very low figure, her mathematical knowledge at noth-
ing; yet he was not sure that if he had been required, for example, to tick
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her off into columns in a parliamentary return, he would have quite
known how to divide her.

In some stagesof his manufacture of the human fabric, the processes
of Time are very rapid. Young Thomas and Sissy being both at such a
stage of their working up, these changeswere effected in a year or two;
while Mr. Gradgrind himself seemedstationary in his course,and under-
went no alteration.

Except one, which was apart from his necessaryprogress through the
mill. Time hustled him into a little noisy and rather dirty machinery, in a
by-comer, and made him Member of Parliament for Coketown: one of
the respected members for ounce weights and measures,one of the rep-
resentatives of the multiplication table, one of the deaf honourable gen-
tlemen, dumb honourable gentlemen, blind honourable gentlemen, lame
honourable gentlemen, dead honourable gentlemen, to every other con-
sideration. Else wherefore live we in a Christian land, eighteen hundred
and odd years after our Master?

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

ÔQuite a young woman,Õ said Mr. Gradgrind, musing. ÔDear me!Õ
Soon after this discovery, he became more thoughtful than usual for

several days, and seemed much engrossed by one subject. On a certain
night, when he was going out, and Louisa came to bid him good-bye be-
fore his departure - as he was not to be home until late and she would
not seehim again until the morning - he held her in his arms, looking at
her in his kindest manner, and said:

ÔMy dear Louisa, you are a woman!Õ
She answered with the old, quick, searching look of the night when

she was found at the Circus; then cast down her eyes. ÔYes, father.Õ
ÔMydear,Õsaid Mr. Gradgrind, ÔImust speak with you alone and seri-

ously. Come to me in my room after breakfast to-morrow, will you?Õ
ÔYes, father.Õ
ÔYour hands are rather cold, Louisa. Are you not well?Õ
ÔQuite well, father.Õ
ÔAnd cheerful?Õ
She looked at him again, and smiled in her peculiar manner. ÔIam as

cheerful, father, as I usually am, or usually have been.Õ

82



ÔThatÕswell,Õsaid Mr. Gradgrind. So, he kissed her and went away;
and Louisa returned to the sereneapartment of the haircutting character,
and leaning her elbow on her hand, looked again at the short-lived
sparks that so soon subsided into ashes.

ÔAreyou there, Loo?Õsaid her brother, looking in at the door. He was
quite a young gentleman of pleasure now, and not quite a prepossessing
one.

ÔDearTom,Õshe answered, rising and embracing him, Ôhowlong it is
since you have been to see me!Õ

ÔWhy,I have been otherwise engaged,Loo, in the evenings; and in the
daytime old Bounderby has beenkeeping me at it rather. But I touch him
up with you when he comes it too strong, and so we preserve an under-
standing. I say! Has father said anything particular to you to-day or yes-
terday, Loo?Õ

ÔNo,Tom. But he told me to-night that he wished to do so in the
morning.Õ

ÔAh!ThatÕswhat I mean,Õsaid Tom. ÔDoyou know where he is to-
night?Õ - with a very deep expression.

ÔNo.Õ
ÔThenIÕlltell you. HeÕswith old Bounderby. They are having a regular

confab together up at the Bank. Why at the Bank, do you think? Well, IÕll
tell you again. To keep Mrs. SparsitÕs ears as far off as possible, I expect.Õ

With her hand upon her brotherÕsshoulder, Louisa still stood looking
at the fire. Her brother glanced at her facewith greater interest than usu-
al, and, encircling her waist with his arm, drew her coaxingly to him.

ÔYou are very fond of me, anÕt you, Loo?Õ
ÔIndeedI am, Tom, though you do let such long intervals go by

without coming to see me.Õ
ÔWell,sister of mine,Õsaid Tom, Ôwhenyou say that, you are near my

thoughts. We might be so much oftener together - mightnÕtwe? Always
together, almost - mightnÕtwe? It would do me a great deal of good if
you were to make up your mind to I know what, Loo. It would be a
splendid thing for me. It would be uncommonly jolly!Õ

Her thoughtfulness baffled his cunning scrutiny. He could make noth-
ing of her face. He pressed her in his arm, and kissed her cheek. Shere-
turned the kiss, but still looked at the fire.

ÔIsay, Loo! I thought IÕdcome,and just hint to you what was going on:
though I supposed youÕdmost likely guess, even if you didnÕtknow. I
canÕtstay, becauseIÕmengaged to some fellows to- night. You wonÕtfor-
get how fond you are of me?Õ
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ÔNo, dear Tom, I wonÕt forget.Õ
ÔThatÕs a capital girl,Õ said Tom. ÔGood-bye, Loo.Õ
Shegave him an affectionate good-night, and went out with him to the

door, whence the fires of Coketown could be seen,making the distance
lurid. Shestood there, looking steadfastly towards them, and listening to
his departing steps. They retreated quickly, as glad to get away from
Stone Lodge; and she stood there yet, when he was gone and all was
quiet. It seemedas if, first in her own fire within the house, and then in
the fiery haze without, she tried to discover what kind of woof Old Time,
that greatest and longest- established Spinner of all, would weave from
the threads he had already spun into a woman. But his factory is a secret
place, his work is noiseless, and his Hands are mutes.
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Chapter15
Father and Daughter

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

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

ÔMydear Louisa,Õsaid her father, ÔIprepared you last night to give me
your serious attention in the conversation we are now going to have to-
gether. You have been so well trained, and you do, I am happy to say, so
much justice to the education you have received, that I have perfect con-
fidence in your good sense.You are not impulsive, you are not romantic,
you are accustomed to view everything from the strong dispassionate
ground of reason and calculation. From that ground alone, I know you
will view and consider what I am going to communicate.Õ

He waited, as if he would have been glad that she said something. But
she said never a word.
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ÔLouisa,my dear, you are the subject of a proposal of marriage that has
been made to me.Õ

Again he waited, and again she answered not one word. This so far
surprised him, as to induce him gently to repeat, Ôaproposal of marriage,
my dear.Õ To which she returned, without any visible emotion whatever:

ÔI hear you, father. I am attending, I assure you.Õ
ÔWell!Õsaid Mr. Gradgrind, breaking into a smile, after being for the

moment at a loss, Ôyouare even more dispassionate than I expected,
Louisa. Or, perhaps, you are not unprepared for the announcement I
have it in charge to make?Õ

ÔI cannot say that, father, until I hear it. Prepared or unprepared, I wish
to hear it all from you. I wish to hear you state it to me, father.Õ

Strange to relate, Mr. Gradgrind was not so collected at this moment
as his daughter was. He took a paper-knife in his hand, turned it over,
laid it down, took it up again, and even then had to look along the blade
of it, considering how to go on.

ÔWhatyou say, my dear Louisa, is perfectly reasonable.I have under-
taken then to let you know that - in short, that Mr. Bounderby has in-
formed me that he has long watched your progress with particular in-
terest and pleasure, and has long hoped that the time might ultimately
arrive when he should offer you his hand in marriage. That time, to
which he has so long, and certainly with great constancy, looked for-
ward, is now come.Mr. Bounderby has made his proposal of marriage to
me, and has entreated me to make it known to you, and to express his
hope that you will take it into your favourable consideration.Õ

Silence between them. The deadly statistical clock very hollow. The
distant smoke very black and heavy.

ÔFather,Õ said Louisa, Ôdo you think I love Mr. Bounderby?Õ
Mr. Gradgrind was extremely discomfited by this unexpected ques-

tion. ÔWell,my child,Õhe returned, ÔI- really - cannot take upon myself to
say.Õ

ÔFather,Õpursued Louisa in exactly the same voice as before, Ôdoyou
ask me to love Mr. Bounderby?Õ

ÔMy dear Louisa, no. No. I ask nothing.Õ
ÔFather,Õ she still pursued, Ôdoes Mr. Bounderby ask me to love him?Õ
ÔReally,my dear,Õsaid Mr. Gradgrind, Ôitis difficult to answer your

question - Õ
ÔDifficult to answer it, Yes or No, father?
ÔCertainly,my dear. Because;Õhere was something to demonstrate, and

it set him up again; Ôbecausethe reply depends so materially, Louisa, on
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the sensein which we use the expression. Now, Mr. Bounderby does not
do you the injustice, and does not do himself the injustice, of pretending
to anything fanciful, fantastic, or (I am using synonymous terms) senti-
mental. Mr. Bounderby would have seenyou grow up under his eyes,to
very little purpose, if he could so far forget what is due to your good
sense,not to say to his, as to address you from any such ground. There-
fore, perhaps the expression itself - I merely suggest this to you, my dear
- may be a little misplaced.Õ

ÔWhat would you advise me to use in its stead, father?Õ
ÔWhy,my dear Louisa,Õsaid Mr. Gradgrind, completely recovered by

this time, ÔIwould advise you (since you ask me) to consider this ques-
tion, as you have been accustomed to consider every other question,
simply as one of tangible Fact. The ignorant and the giddy may embar-
rasssuch subjectswith irrelevant fancies,and other absurdities that have
no existence,properly viewed - really no existence- but it is no compli-
ment to you to say, that you know better. Now, what are the Factsof this
case?You are, we will say in round numbers, twenty years of age; Mr.
Bounderby is, we will say in round numbers, fifty. There is some dispar-
ity in your respective years, but in your means and positions there is
none; on the contrary, there is a great suitability. Then the question
arises, Is this one disparity sufficient to operate as a bar to such a mar-
riage? In considering this question, it is not unimportant to take into ac-
count the statistics of marriage, so far as they have yet been obtained, in
England and Wales. I find, on reference to the figures, that a large pro-
portion of these marriages are contracted between parties of very un-
equal ages, and that the elder of these contracting parties is, in rather
more than three-fourths of these instances, the bridegroom. It is remark-
able as showing the wide prevalence of this law, that among the natives
of the British possessionsin India, also in a considerable part of China,
and among the Calmucks of Tartary, the best means of computation yet
furnished us by travellers, yield similar results. The disparity I have
mentioned, therefore, almost ceasesto be disparity, and (virtually) all
but disappears.Õ

ÔWhatdo you recommend, father,Õasked Louisa, her reserved compos-
ure not in the least affected by thesegratifying results, ÔthatI should sub-
stitute for the term I used just now? For the misplaced expression?Õ

ÔLouisa,Õreturned her father, Ôitappears to me that nothing can be
plainer. Confining yourself rigidly to Fact, the question of Fact you state
to yourself is: Does Mr. Bounderby ask me to marry him? Yes, he does.
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The sole remaining question then is: Shall I marry him? I think nothing
can be plainer than that?Õ

ÔShall I marry him?Õ repeated Louisa, with great deliberation.
ÔPrecisely.And it is satisfactory to me, as your father, my dear Louisa,

to know that you do not come to the consideration of that question with
the previous habits of mind, and habits of life, that belong to many
young women.Õ

ÔNo, father,Õ she returned, ÔI do not.Õ
ÔInow leave you to judge for yourself,Õsaid Mr. Gradgrind. ÔIhave

stated the case,as such casesare usually stated among practical minds; I
have stated it, as the caseof your mother and myself was stated in its
time. The rest, my dear Louisa, is for you to decide.Õ

From the beginning, she had sat looking at him fixedly. As he now
leaned back in his chair, and bent his deep-seteyesupon her in his turn,
perhaps he might have seenone wavering moment in her, when she was
impelled to throw herself upon his breast, and give him the pent-up con-
fidences of her heart. But, to seeit, he must have overleaped at a bound
the artificial barriers he had for many years been erecting, between him-
self and all those subtle essencesof humanity which will elude the ut-
most cunning of algebra until the last trumpet ever to be sounded shall
blow even algebra to wreck. The barriers were too many and too high for
such a leap. With his unbending, utilitarian, matter-of-fact face, he
hardened her again; and the moment shot away into the plumbless
depths of the past, to mingle with all the lost opportunities that are
drowned there.

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

ÔThereseemsto be nothing there but languid and monotonous smoke.
Yet when the night comes,Fire bursts out, father!Õshe answered, turning
quickly.

ÔOfcourse I know that, Louisa. I do not seethe application of the re-
mark.Õ To do him justice he did not, at all.

She passed it away with a slight motion of her hand, and concentrat-
ing her attention upon him again, said, ÔFather,I have often thought that
life is very short.Õ- This was so distinctly one of his subjects that he
interposed.

ÔItis short, no doubt, my dear. Still, the averageduration of human life
is proved to have increased of late years. The calculations of various life

88



assurance and annuity offices, among other figures which cannot go
wrong, have established the fact.Õ

ÔI speak of my own life, father.Õ
ÔOindeed? Still,Õsaid Mr. Gradgrind, ÔIneed not point out to you,

Louisa, that it is governed by the laws which govern lives in the
aggregate.Õ

ÔWhileit lasts, I would wish to do the little I can, and the little I am fit
for. What does it matter?Õ

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

ÔMr.Bounderby,Õshe went on in a steady, straight way, without re-
garding this, Ôasksme to marry him. The question I have to ask myself is,
shall I marry him? That is so, father, is it not? You have told me so, fath-
er. Have you not?Õ

ÔCertainly, my dear.Õ
ÔLetit be so. SinceMr. Bounderby likes to take me thus, I am satisfied

to accept his proposal. Tell him, father, as soon as you please, that this
was my answer. Repeat it, word for word, if you can, becauseI should
wish him to know what I said.Õ

ÔItis quite right, my dear,Õretorted her father approvingly, Ôtobe exact.
I will observe your very proper request. Have you any wish in reference
to the period of your marriage, my child?Õ

ÔNone, father. What does it matter!Õ
Mr. Gradgrind had drawn his chair a little nearer to her, and taken her

hand. But, her repetition of thesewords seemedto strike with some little
discord on his ear. He paused to look at her, and, still holding her hand,
said:

ÔLouisa,I have not considered it essential to ask you one question, be-
causethe possibility implied in it appeared to me to be too remote. But
perhaps I ought to do so. You have never entertained in secretany other
proposal?Õ

ÔFather,Õshe returned, almost scornfully, Ôwhat other proposal can
have been made to me? Whom have I seen?Where have I been?What
are my heartÕs experiences?Õ

ÔMy dear Louisa,Õreturned Mr. Gradgrind, reassured and satisfied.
ÔYou correct me justly. I merely wished to discharge my duty.Õ

ÔWhatdo I know, father,Õsaid Louisa in her quiet manner, Ôoftastes
and fancies; of aspirations and affections; of all that part of my nature in
which such light things might have been nourished? What escapehave I
had from problems that could be demonstrated, and realities that could
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be grasped?ÕAs she said it, she unconsciously closed her hand, as if
upon a solid object, and slowly opened it as though she were releasing
dust or ash.

ÔMydear,Õassented her eminently practical parent, Ôquitetrue, quite
true.Õ

ÔWhy,father,Õshe pursued, Ôwhata strange question to ask me! The
baby-preference that even I have heard of as common among children,
has never had its innocent resting-place in my breast. You have been so
careful of me, that I never had a childÕsheart. You have trained me so
well, that I never dreamed a childÕsdream. You have dealt so wisely
with me, father, from my cradle to this hour, that I never had a childÕs
belief or a childÕs fear.Õ

Mr. Gradgrind was quite moved by his success,and by this testimony
to it. ÔMydear Louisa,Õsaid he, Ôyouabundantly repay my care.Kiss me,
my dear girl.Õ

So, his daughter kissed him. Detaining her in his embrace, he said, ÔI
may assure you now, my favourite child, that I am made happy by the
sound decision at which you have arrived. Mr. Bounderby is a very re-
markable man; and what little disparity can be said to exist between you
- if any - is more than counterbalanced by the tone your mind has ac-
quired. It has always been my object so to educate you, as that you
might, while still in your early youth, be (if I may so expressmyself) al-
most any age. Kiss me once more, Louisa. Now, let us go and find your
mother.Õ

Accordingly, they went down to the drawing-room, where the es-
teemed lady with no nonsenseabout her, was recumbent as usual, while
Sissyworked beside her. Shegave some feeble signs of returning anima-
tion when they entered, and presently the faint transparency was presen-
ted in a sitting attitude.

ÔMrs.Gradgrind,Õsaid her husband, who had waited for the achieve-
ment of this feat with some impatience, Ôallowme to present to you Mrs.
Bounderby.Õ

ÔOh!Õsaid Mrs. Gradgrind, Ôsoyou have settled it! Well, IÕmsure I
hope your health may be good, Louisa; for if your head begins to split as
soon as you are married, which was the casewith mine, I cannot con-
sider that you are to be envied, though I have no doubt you think you
are, as all girls do. However, I give you joy, my dear - and I hope you
may now turn all your ological studies to good account, I am sure I do! I
must give you a kiss of congratulation, Louisa; but donÕttouch my right
shoulder, for thereÕssomething running down it all day long. And now
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you see,Õwhimpered Mrs. Gradgrind, adjusting her shawls after the af-
fectionate ceremony, ÔIshall be worrying myself, morning, noon, and
night, to know what I am to call him!Õ

ÔMrs. Gradgrind,Õ said her husband, solemnly, Ôwhat do you mean?Õ
ÔWhateverI am to call him, Mr. Gradgrind, when he is married to

Louisa! I must call him something. ItÕsimpossible,Õsaid Mrs. Gradgrind,
with a mingled senseof politeness and injury, Ôtobe constantly address-
ing him and never giving him a name. I cannot call him Josiah, for the
name is insupportable to me. You yourself wouldnÕt hear of Joe, you
very well know. Am I to call my own son- in-law, Mister! Not, I believe,
unless the time has arrived when, as an invalid, I am to be trampled
upon by my relations. Then, what am I to call him!Õ

Nobody present having any suggestion to offer in the remarkable
emergency, Mrs. Gradgrind departed this life for the time being, after
delivering the following codicil to her remarks already executed:

ÔAsto the wedding, all I ask, Louisa, is, - and I ask it with a fluttering
in my chest, which actually extends to the soles of my feet, - that it may
take place soon. Otherwise, I know it is one of those subjectsI shall never
hear the last of.Õ

When Mr. Gradgrind had presented Mrs. Bounderby, Sissy had sud-
denly turned her head, and looked, in wonder, in pity, in sorrow, in
doubt, in a multitude of emotions, towards Louisa. Louisa had known it,
and seen it, without looking at her. From that moment she was impass-
ive, proud and cold - held Sissy at a distance - changed to her altogether.
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Chapter16
Husband and Wife

MR. BOUNDERBYÕSfirst disquietude on hearing of his happiness, was
occasionedby the necessity of imparting it to Mrs. Sparsit. He could not
make up his mind how to do that, or what the consequencesof the step
might be. Whether shewould instantly depart, bag and baggage,to Lady
Scadgers,or would positively refuse to budge from the premises; wheth-
er she would be plaintive or abusive, tearful or tearing; whether she
would break her heart, or break the looking- glass;Mr. Bounderby could
not all foresee.However, as it must be done, he had no choice but to do
it; so, after attempting several letters, and failing in them all, he resolved
to do it by word of mouth.

On his way home, on the evening he set aside for this momentous pur-
pose, he took the precaution of stepping into a chemistÕsshop and buy-
ing a bottle of the very strongest smelling-salts. ÔByGeorge!Õsaid Mr.
Bounderby, Ôifshe takes it in the fainting way, IÕllhave the skin off her
nose, at all events!ÕBut, in spite of being thus forearmed, he entered his
own house with anything but a courageous air; and appeared before the
object of his misgivings, like a dog who was conscious of coming direct
from the pantry.

ÔGood evening, Mr. Bounderby!Õ
ÔGoodevening, maÕam,good evening.ÕHe drew up his chair, and Mrs.

Sparsit drew back hers, aswho should say, ÔYourfireside, sir. I freely ad-
mit it. It is for you to occupy it all, if you think proper.Õ

ÔDonÕt go to the North Pole, maÕam!Õ said Mr. Bounderby.
ÔThankyou, sir,Õsaid Mrs. Sparsit, and returned, though short of her

former position.
Mr. Bounderby sat looking at her, as, with the points of a stiff, sharp

pair of scissors, she picked out holes for some inscrutable ornamental
purpose, in a piece of cambric. An operation which, taken in connexion
with the bushy eyebrows and the Roman nose, suggested with some
liveliness the idea of a hawk engagedupon the eyesof a tough little bird.
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She was so steadfastly occupied, that many minutes elapsed before she
looked up from her work; when she did so Mr. Bounderby bespoke her
attention with a hitch of his head.

ÔMrs.Sparsit, maÕam,Õsaid Mr. Bounderby, putting his hands in his
pockets, and assuring himself with his right hand that the cork of the
little bottle was ready for use, ÔIhave no occasionto say to you, that you
are not only a lady born and bred, but a devilish sensible woman.Õ

ÔSir,Õreturned the lady, Ôthisis indeed not the first time that you have
honoured me with similar expressions of your good opinion.Õ

ÔMrs.Sparsit, maÕam,Õsaid Mr. Bounderby, ÔIam going to astonish
you.Õ

ÔYes,sir?Õreturned Mrs. Sparsit, interrogatively, and in the most tran-
quil manner possible. She generally wore mittens, and she now laid
down her work, and smoothed those mittens.

ÔIam going, maÕam,Õsaid Bounderby, Ôtomarry Tom GradgrindÕs
daughter.Õ

ÔYes,sir,Õreturned Mrs. Sparsit. ÔIhope you may be happy, Mr.
Bounderby. Oh, indeed I hope you may be happy, sir!ÕAnd she said it
with such great condescensionas well as with such great compassion for
him, that Bounderby, - far more disconcerted than if she had thrown her
workbox at the mirror, or swooned on the hearthrug, - corked up the
smelling-salts tight in his pocket, and thought, ÔNowconfound this wo-
man, who could have even guessed that she would take it in this way!Õ

ÔIwish with all my heart, sir,Õsaid Mrs. Sparsit, in a highly superior
manner; somehow she seemed,in a moment, to have established a right
to pity him ever afterwards; Ôthat you may be in all respects very happy.Õ

ÔWell,maÕam,Õreturned Bounderby, with some resentment in his tone:
which was clearly lowered, though in spite of himself, ÔIam obliged to
you. I hope I shall be.Õ

ÔDoyou, sir!Õsaid Mrs. Sparsit, with great affability. ÔButnaturally you
do; of course you do.Õ

A very awkward pause on Mr. BounderbyÕspart, succeeded. Mrs.
Sparsit sedately resumed her work and occasionally gave a small cough,
which sounded like the cough of conscious strength and forbearance.

ÔWell,maÕam,Õresumed Bounderby, Ôunderthesecircumstances,I ima-
gine it would not be agreeable to a character like yours to remain here,
though you would be very welcome here.Õ

ÔOh,dear no, sir, I could on no account think of that!ÕMrs. Sparsit
shook her head, still in her highly superior manner, and a little changed
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the small cough - coughing now, as if the spirit of prophecy rose within
her, but had better be coughed down.

ÔHowever,maÕam,Õsaid Bounderby, Ôthereare apartments at the Bank,
where a born and bred lady, as keeper of the place, would be rather a
catch than otherwise; and if the same terms - Õ

ÔIbeg your pardon, sir. You were so good as to promise that you
would always substitute the phrase, annual compliment.Õ

ÔWell,maÕam,annual compliment. If the same annual compliment
would be acceptable there, why, I see nothing to part us, unless you do.Õ

ÔSir,Õreturned Mrs. Sparsit. ÔTheproposal is like yourself, and if the
position I shall assume at the Bank is one that I could occupy without
descending lower in the social scale - Õ

ÔWhy,of course it is,Õsaid Bounderby. ÔIfit was not, maÕam,you donÕt
suppose that I should offer it to a lady who has moved in the society you
have moved in. Not that I care for such society, you know! But you do.Õ

ÔMr. Bounderby, you are very considerate.Õ
ÔYouÕllhave your own private apartments, and youÕllhave your coals

and your candles, and all the rest of it, and youÕllhave your maid to at-
tend upon you, and youÕll have your light porter to protect you, and
youÕll be what I take the liberty of considering precious comfortable,Õ
said Bounderby.

ÔSir,Õ rejoined Mrs. Sparsit, Ôsay no more. In yielding up my
trust here, I shall not be freed from the necessityof eating the bread of

dependence:Õshemight have said the sweetbread, for that delicate article
in a savoury brown saucewas her favourite supper: ÔandI would rather
receive it from your hand, than from any other. Therefore, sir, I accept
your offer gratefully, and with many sincere acknowledgments for past
favours. And I hope, sir,Õsaid Mrs. Sparsit, concluding in an impress-
ively compassionatemanner, ÔIfondly hope that Miss Gradgrind may be
all you desire, and deserve!Õ

Nothing moved Mrs. Sparsit from that position any more. It was in
vain for Bounderby to bluster or to asserthimself in any of his explosive
ways; Mrs. Sparsit was resolved to have compassion on him, asa Victim.
Shewas polite, obliging, cheerful, hopeful; but, the more polite, the more
obliging, the more cheerful, the more hopeful, the more exemplary alto-
gether, she; the forlorner Sacrifice and Victim, he. She had that tender-
nessfor his melancholy fate, that his great red countenanceused to break
out into cold perspirations when she looked at him.

Meanwhile the marriage was appointed to be solemnized in eight
weeksÕtime, and Mr. Bounderby went every evening to Stone Lodge as
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an accepted wooer. Love was made on these occasions in the form of
bracelets; and, on all occasions during the period of betrothal, took a
manufacturing aspect. Dresses were made, jewellery was made, cakes
and gloves were made, settlements were made, and an extensive assort-
ment of Facts did appropriate honour to the contract. The business was
all Fact, from first to last. The Hours did not go through any of those
rosy performances, which foolish poets have ascribed to them at such
times; neither did the clocks go any faster, or any slower, than at other
seasons.The deadly statistical recorder in the Gradgrind observatory
knocked every second on the head as it was born, and buried it with his
accustomed regularity.

So the day came, as all other days come to people who will only stick
to reason;and when it came,there were married in the church of the flor-
id wooden legs - that popular order of architecture - Josiah Bounderby
Esquire of Coketown, to Louisa eldest daughter of Thomas Gradgrind
Esquire of Stone Lodge, M.P. for that borough. And when they were
united in holy matrimony, they went home to breakfast at Stone Lodge
aforesaid.

There was an improving party assembled on the auspicious occasion,
who knew what everything they had to eat and drink was made of, and
how it was imported or exported, and in what quantities, and in what
bottoms, whether native or foreign, and all about it. The bridesmaids,
down to little JaneGradgrind, were, in an intellectual point of view, fit
helpmates for the calculating boy; and there was no nonsenseabout any
of the company.

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

ÔLadiesand gentlemen, I am JosiahBounderby of Coketown. Sinceyou
have done my wife and myself the honour of drinking our healths and
happiness, I suppose I must acknowledge the same; though, as you all
know me, and know what I am, and what my extraction was, you wonÕt
expect a speech from a man who, when he seesa Post, says ÒthatÕsa
Post,Óand when he seesa Pump, says ÒthatÕsa Pump,Óand is not to be
got to call a Post a Pump, or a Pump a Post, or either of them a Tooth-
pick. If you want a speech this morning, my friend and father-in-law,
Tom Gradgrind, is a Member of Parliament, and you know where to get
it. I am not your man. However, if I feel a little independent when I look
around this table to-day, and reflect how little I thought of marrying
Tom GradgrindÕsdaughter when I was a ragged street-boy, who never
washed his faceunless it was at a pump, and that not oftener than once a
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fortnight, I hope I may be excused.So, I hope you like my feeling inde-
pendent; if you donÕt,I canÕthelp it. I do feel independent. Now I have
mentioned, and you have mentioned, that I am this day married to Tom
GradgrindÕsdaughter. I am very glad to be so. It has long been my wish
to be so. I have watched her bringing-up, and I believe she is worthy of
me. At the sametime - not to deceive you - I believe I am worthy of her.
So, I thank you, on both our parts, for the good-will you have shown to-
wards us; and the best wish I can give the unmarried part of the present
company, is this: I hope every bachelor may find asgood a wife as I have
found. And I hope every spinster may find as good a husband as my
wife has found.Õ

Shortly after which oration, as they were going on a nuptial trip to Ly-
ons, in order that Mr. Bounderby might take the opportunity of seeing
how the Hands got on in those parts, and whether they, too, required to
be fed with gold spoons; the happy pair departed for the railroad. The
bride, in passing down-stairs, dressed for her journey, found Tom wait-
ing for her - flushed, either with his feelings, or the vinous part of the
breakfast.

ÔWhat a game girl you are, to be such a first-rate sister, Loo!Õ
whispered Tom.

She clung to him as she should have clung to some far better nature
that day, and was a little shaken in her reserved composure for the first
time.

ÔOldBounderbyÕsquite ready,Õsaid Tom. ÔTimeÕsup. Good-bye! I shall
be on the look-out for you, when you come back. I say, my dear Loo!
AnÕt it uncommonly jolly now!Õ
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Part 2
Reaping
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Chapter1
Effects in the Bank

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

Seen from a distance in such weather, Coketown lay shrouded in a
haze of its own, which appeared impervious to the sunÕsrays. You only
knew the town was there, becauseyou knew there could have been no
such sulky blotch upon the prospect without a town. A blur of soot and
smoke, now confusedly tending this way, now that way, now aspiring to
the vault of Heaven, now murkily creeping along the earth, as the wind
rose and fell, or changed its quarter: a denseformless jumble, with sheets
of cross light in it, that showed nothing but masses of darkness:-
Coketown in the distance was suggestive of itself, though not a brick of it
could be seen.

The wonder was, it was there at all. It had been ruined so often, that it
was amazing how it had borne so many shocks. Surely there never was
such fragile china-ware as that of which the millers of Coketown were
made. Handle them never so lightly, and they fell to pieces with such
ease that you might suspect them of having been flawed before. They
were ruined, when they were required to send labouring children to
school; they were ruined when inspectors were appointed to look into
their works; they were ruined, when such inspectors considered it
doubtful whether they were quite justified in chopping people up with
their machinery; they were utterly undone, when it was hinted that per-
haps they need not always make quite so much smoke. Besides Mr.
BounderbyÕsgold spoon which was generally received in Coketown, an-
other prevalent fiction was very popular there. It took the form of a
threat. Whenever a Coketowner felt he was ill-used - that is to say,
whenever he was not left entirely alone, and it was proposed to hold him
accountable for the consequencesof any of his acts - he was sure to come
out with the awful menace,that he would Ôsoonerpitch his property into
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the Atlantic.ÕThis had terrified the Home Secretarywithin an inch of his
life, on several occasions.

However, the Coketowners were so patriotic after all, that they never
had pitched their property into the Atlantic yet, but, on the contrary, had
been kind enough to take mighty good care of it. So there it was, in the
haze yonder; and it increased and multiplied.

The streets were hot and dusty on the summer day, and the sun was
so bright that it even shone through the heavy vapour drooping over
Coketown, and could not be looked at steadily. Stokers emerged from
low underground doorways into factory yards, and sat on steps, and
posts, and palings, wiping their swarthy visages, and contemplating
coals. The whole town seemed to be frying in oil. There was a stifling
smell of hot oil everywhere. The steam- engines shone with it, the
dresses of the Hands were soiled with it, the mills throughout their
many stories oozed and trickled it. The atmosphere of those Fairy
palaceswas like the breath of the simoom: and their inhabitants, wasting
with heat, toiled languidly in the desert. But no temperature made the
melancholy mad elephants more mad or more sane. Their wearisome
heads went up and down at the same rate, in hot weather and cold, wet
weather and dry, fair weather and foul. The measured motion of their
shadows on the walls, was the substitute Coketown had to show for the
shadows of rustling woods; while, for the summer hum of insects, it
could offer, all the year round, from the dawn of Monday to the night of
Saturday, the whirr of shafts and wheels.

Drowsily they whirred all through this sunny day, making the passen-
ger more sleepy and more hot as he passed the humming walls of the
mills. Sun-blinds, and sprinklings of water, a little cooled the main
streetsand the shops; but the mills, and the courts and alleys, baked at a
fierce heat. Down upon the river that was black and thick with dye, some
Coketown boys who were at large - a rare sight there - rowed a crazy
boat, which made a spumous track upon the water as it jogged along,
while every dip of an oar stirred up vile smells. But the sun itself,
however beneficent, generally, was less kind to Coketown than hard
frost, and rarely looked intently into any of its closer regions without en-
gendering more death than life. So does the eye of Heaven itself become
an evil eye, when incapable or sordid hands are interposed between it
and the things it looks upon to bless.

Mrs. Sparsit sat in her afternoon apartment at the Bank, on the shadier
side of the frying street. Office-hours were over: and at that period of the
day, in warm weather, she usually embellished with her genteel
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presence, a managerial board-room over the public office. Her own
private sitting-room was a story higher, at the window of which post of
observation she was ready, every morning, to greet Mr. Bounderby, as
he came acrossthe road, with the sympathizing recognition appropriate
to a Victim. He had beenmarried now a year; and Mrs. Sparsit had never
released him from her determined pity a moment.

The Bank offered no violence to the wholesome monotony of the town.
It was another red brick house, with black outside shutters, green inside
blinds, a black street-door up two white steps,a brazen door-plate, and a
brazen door-handle full stop. It was a size larger than Mr. BounderbyÕs
house, as other houses were from a size to half-a-dozen sizes smaller; in
all other particulars, it was strictly according to pattern.

Mrs. Sparsit was conscious that by coming in the evening-tide among
the desks and writing implements, she shed a feminine, not to say also
aristocratic, graceupon the office. Seated,with her needlework or netting
apparatus, at the window, she had a self- laudatory senseof correcting,
by her ladylike deportment, the rude business aspect of the place. With
this impression of her interesting character upon her, Mrs. Sparsit con-
sidered herself, in some sort, the Bank Fairy. The townspeople who, in
their passing and repassing, saw her there, regarded her as the Bank
Dragon keeping watch over the treasures of the mine.

What those treasures were, Mrs. Sparsit knew as little as they did.
Gold and silver coin, precious paper, secrets that if divulged would
bring vague destruction upon vague persons (generally, however,
people whom she disliked), were the chief items in her ideal catalogue
thereof. For the rest, she knew that after office- hours, she reigned su-
preme over all the office furniture, and over a locked-up iron room with
three locks, against the door of which strong chamber the light porter
laid his head every night, on a truckle bed, that disappeared at cockcrow.
Further, she was lady paramount over certain vaults in the basement,
sharply spiked off from communication with the predatory world; and
over the relics of the current dayÕswork, consisting of blots of ink, worn-
out pens, fragments of wafers, and scraps of paper torn so small, that
nothing interesting could ever be deciphered on them when Mrs. Sparsit
tried. Lastly, she was guardian over a little armoury of cutlassesand car-
bines, arrayed in vengeful order above one of the official chimney-pieces;
and over that respectabletradition never to be separated from a place of
business claiming to be wealthy - a row of fire-buckets - vesselscalcu-
lated to be of no physical utility on any occasion, but observed to exer-
cise a fine moral influence, almost equal to bullion, on most beholders.
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A deaf serving-woman and the light porter completed Mrs. SparsitÕs
empire. The deaf serving-woman was rumoured to be wealthy; and a
saying had for years gone about among the lower orders of Coketown,
that shewould be murdered some night when the Bank was shut, for the
sake of her money. It was generally considered, indeed, that she had
been due some time, and ought to have fallen long ago; but she had kept
her life, and her situation, with an ill-conditioned tenacity that occa-
sioned much offence and disappointment.

Mrs. SparsitÕstea was just set for her on a pert little table, with its tri-
pod of legs in an attitude, which she insinuated after office-hours, into
the company of the stern, leathern-topped, long board-table that be-
strode the middle of the room. The light porter placed the tea-tray on it,
knuckling his forehead as a form of homage.

ÔThank you, Bitzer,Õ said Mrs. Sparsit.
ÔThankyou, maÕam,Õreturned the light porter. He was a very light

porter indeed; as light as in the days when he blinkingly defined a horse,
for girl number twenty.

ÔAll is shut up, Bitzer?Õ said Mrs. Sparsit.
ÔAll is shut up, maÕam.Õ
ÔAndwhat,Õsaid Mrs. Sparsit, pouring out her tea, Ôisthe news of the

day? Anything?Õ
ÔWell,maÕam,I canÕtsay that I have heard anything particular. Our

people are a bad lot, maÕam; but that is no news, unfortunately.Õ
ÔWhat are the restless wretches doing now?Õ asked Mrs. Sparsit.
ÔMerelygoing on in the old way, maÕam.Uniting, and leaguing, and

engaging to stand by one another.Õ
ÔItis much to be regretted,Õsaid Mrs. Sparsit, making her nose more

Roman and her eyebrows more Coriolanian in the strength of her sever-
ity, Ôthat the united masters allow of any such class- combinations.Õ

ÔYes, maÕam,Õ said Bitzer.
ÔBeingunited themselves, they ought one and all to set their faces

against employing any man who is united with any other man,Õsaid
Mrs. Sparsit.

ÔTheyhave done that, maÕam,Õreturned Bitzer; Ôbut it rather fell
through, maÕam.Õ

ÔIdo not pretend to understand these things,Õsaid Mrs. Sparsit, with
dignity, Ômylot having been signally cast in a widely different sphere;
and Mr. Sparsit, as a Powler, being also quite out of the pale of any such
dissensions. I only know that these people must be conquered, and that
itÕs high time it was done, once for all.Õ
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ÔYes,maÕam,Õreturned Bitzer, with a demonstration of great respect
for Mrs. SparsitÕsoracular authority. ÔYoucouldnÕtput it clearer, I am
sure, maÕam.Õ

As this was his usual hour for having a little confidential chat with
Mrs. Sparsit, and ashe had already caught her eye and seenthat she was
going to ask him something, he made a pretence of arranging the rulers,
inkstands, and so forth, while that lady went on with her tea, glancing
through the open window, down into the street.

ÔHas it been a busy day, Bitzer?Õ asked Mrs. Sparsit.
ÔNota very busy day, my lady. About an average day.ÕHe now and

then slided into my lady, instead of maÕam,as an involuntary acknow-
ledgment of Mrs. SparsitÕs personal dignity and claims to reverence.

ÔTheclerks,Õsaid Mrs. Sparsit, carefully brushing an imperceptible
crumb of bread and butter from her left-hand mitten, Ôaretrustworthy,
punctual, and industrious, of course?Õ

ÔYes, maÕam, pretty fair, maÕam. With the usual exception.Õ
He held the respectableoffice of general spy and informer in the estab-

lishment, for which volunteer service he received a present at Christmas,
over and above his weekly wage. He had grown into an extremely clear-
headed, cautious, prudent young man, who was safeto rise in the world.
His mind was so exactly regulated, that he had no affections or passions.
All his proceedings were the result of the nicest and coldest calculation;
and it was not without cause that Mrs. Sparsit habitually observed of
him, that he was a young man of the steadiest principle she had ever
known. Having satisfied himself, on his fatherÕsdeath, that his mother
had a right of settlement in Coketown, this excellent young economist
had asserted that right for her with such a steadfast adherence to the
principle of the case,that she had been shut up in the workhouse ever
since. It must be admitted that he allowed her half a pound of tea a year,
which was weak in him: first, becauseall gifts have an inevitable tend-
ency to pauperise the recipient, and secondly, becausehis only reason-
able transaction in that commodity would have been to buy it for as little
ashe could possibly give, and sell it for asmuch ashe could possibly get;
it having been clearly ascertained by philosophers that in this is com-
prised the whole duty of man - not a part of manÕs duty, but the whole.

ÔPretty fair, maÕam. With the usual exception, maÕam,Õ repeated Bitzer.
ÔAh- h!Õsaid Mrs. Sparsit, shaking her head over her tea-cup, and tak-

ing a long gulp.
ÔMr.Thomas, maÕam,I doubt Mr. Thomas very much, maÕam,I donÕt

like his ways at all.Õ
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ÔBitzer,Õsaid Mrs. Sparsit, in a very impressive manner, Ôdoyou recol-
lect my having said anything to you respecting names?Õ

ÔIbeg your pardon, maÕam.ItÕsquite true that you did object to names
being used, and theyÕre always best avoided.Õ

ÔPleaseto remember that I have a charge here,Õsaid Mrs. Sparsit, with
her air of state. ÔIhold a trust here, Bitzer, under Mr. Bounderby.
However improbable both Mr. Bounderby and myself might have
deemed it years ago, that he would ever becomemy patron, making me
an annual compliment, I cannot but regard him in that light. From Mr.
Bounderby I have received every acknowledgment of my social station,
and every recognition of my family descent, that I could possibly expect.
More, far more. Therefore, to my patron I will be scrupulously true. And
I do not consider, I will not consider, I cannot consider,Õsaid Mrs.
Sparsit, with a most extensive stock on hand of honour and morality,
ÔthatI should be scrupulously true, if I allowed names to be mentioned
under this roof, that are unfortunately - most unfortunately - no doubt of
that - connected with his.Õ

Bitzer knuckled his forehead again, and again begged pardon.
ÔNo,Bitzer,Õcontinued Mrs. Sparsit, Ôsayan individual, and I will hear

you; say Mr. Thomas, and you must excuse me.Õ
ÔWith the usual exception, maÕam,Õsaid Bitzer, trying back, Ôofan

individual.Õ
ÔAh- h!ÕMrs. Sparsit repeated the ejaculation, the shake of the head

over her tea-cup, and the long gulp, as taking up the conversation again
at the point where it had been interrupted.

ÔAnindividual, maÕam,Õsaid Bitzer, Ôhasnever been what he ought to
have been,since he first cameinto the place. He is a dissipated, extravag-
ant idler. He is not worth his salt, maÕam.He wouldnÕtget it either, if he
hadnÕt a friend and relation at court, maÕam!Õ

ÔAh - h!Õ said Mrs. Sparsit, with another melancholy shake of her head.
ÔIonly hope, maÕam,Õpursued Bitzer, Ôthathis friend and relation may

not supply him with the means of carrying on. Otherwise, maÕam,we
know out of whose pocket that money comes.Õ

ÔAh- h!Õsighed Mrs. Sparsit again, with another melancholy shake of
her head.

ÔHeis to be pitied, maÕam.The last party I have alluded to, is to be pit-
ied, maÕam,Õ said Bitzer.

ÔYes,Bitzer,Õsaid Mrs. Sparsit. ÔIhave always pitied the delusion,
always.Õ
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ÔAsto an individual, maÕam,Õsaid Bitzer, dropping his voice and
drawing nearer, Ôheis as improvident as any of the people in this town.
And you know what their improvidence is, maÕam.No one could wish
to know it better than a lady of your eminence does.Õ

ÔTheywould do well,Õreturned Mrs. Sparsit, Ôtotake example by you,
Bitzer.Õ

ÔThankyou, maÕam.But, since you do refer to me, now look at me,
maÕam.I have put by a little, maÕam,already. That gratuity which I re-
ceive at Christmas, maÕam:I never touch it. I donÕteven go the length of
my wages, though theyÕrenot high, maÕam.Why canÕtthey do as I have
done, maÕam? What one person can do, another can do.Õ

This, again, was among the fictions of Coketown. Any capitalist there,
who had made sixty thousand pounds out of sixpence,always professed
to wonder why the sixty thousand nearestHands didnÕteachmake sixty
thousand pounds out of sixpence, and more or less reproached them
every one for not accomplishing the little feat. What I did you can do.
Why donÕt you go and do it?

ÔAsto their wanting recreations, maÕam,Õsaid Bitzer, ÔitÕsstuff and
nonsense.I donÕtwant recreations. I never did, and I never shall; I donÕt
like Õem.As to their combining together; there are many of them, I have
no doubt, that by watching and informing upon one another could earn
a trifle now and then, whether in money or good will, and improve their
livelihood. Then, why donÕtthey improve it, maÕam!ItÕsthe first consid-
eration of a rational creature, and itÕs what they pretend to want.Õ

ÔPretend indeed!Õ said Mrs. Sparsit.
ÔIam sure we are constantly hearing, maÕam,till it becomes quite

nauseous,concerning their wives and families,Õsaid Bitzer. ÔWhylook at
me, maÕam! I donÕt want a wife and family. Why should they?Õ

ÔBecause they are improvident,Õ said Mrs. Sparsit.
ÔYes,maÕam,Õreturned Bitzer, ÔthatÕswhere it is. If they were more

provident and less perverse, maÕam,what would they do? They would
say, ÒWhile my hat covers my family,Ó or Òwhile my bonnet covers my
family,Ó - as the casemight be, maÕam- ÒI have only one to feed, and
thatÕs the person I most like to feed.ÓÕ

ÔTo be sure,Õ assented Mrs. Sparsit, eating muffin.
ÔThankyou, maÕam,Õsaid Bitzer, knuckling his forehead again, in re-

turn for the favour of Mrs. SparsitÕsimproving conversation. ÔWouldyou
wish a little more hot water, maÕam,or is there anything elsethat I could
fetch you?Õ

ÔNothing just now, Bitzer.Õ
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ÔThankyou, maÕam.I shouldnÕtwish to disturb you at your meals,
maÕam,particularly tea, knowing your partiality for it,Õsaid Bitzer, cran-
ing a little to look over into the street from where he stood; ÔbutthereÕsa
gentleman been looking up here for a minute or so, maÕam,and he has
come across as if he was going to knock. That is his knock, maÕam,no
doubt.Õ

He stepped to the window; and looking out, and drawing in his head
again, confirmed himself with, ÔYes,maÕam.Would you wish the gentle-
man to be shown in, maÕam?Õ

ÔIdonÕtknow who it can be,Õsaid Mrs. Sparsit, wiping her mouth and
arranging her mittens.

ÔA stranger, maÕam, evidently.Õ
ÔWhata stranger can want at the Bank at this time of the evening, un-

lesshe comesupon some businessfor which he is too late, I donÕtknow,Õ
said Mrs. Sparsit, ÔbutI hold a charge in this establishment from Mr.
Bounderby, and I will never shrink from it. If to seehim is any part of
the duty I have accepted, I will see him. Use your own discretion, Bitzer.Õ

Here the visitor, all unconscious of Mrs. SparsitÕsmagnanimous
words, repeated his knock so loudly that the light porter hastened down
to open the door; while Mrs. Sparsit took the precaution of concealing
her little table, with all its appliances upon it, in a cupboard, and then
decamped up-stairs, that she might appear, if needful, with the greater
dignity.

ÔIfyou please, maÕam,the gentleman would wish to see you,Õsaid
Bitzer, with his light eye at Mrs. SparsitÕskeyhole. So,Mrs. Sparsit, who
had improved the interval by touching up her cap, took her classical
features down-stairs again, and entered the board- room in the manner
of a Roman matron going outside the city walls to treat with an invading
general.

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

ÔI believe, sir,Õ quoth Mrs. Sparsit, Ôyou wished to see me.Õ
ÔIbeg your pardon,Õhe said, turning and removing his hat; Ôprayex-

cuse me.Õ
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ÔHumph!Õthought Mrs. Sparsit, as she made a stately bend. ÔFiveand
thirty, good-looking, good figure, good teeth, good voice, good breeding,
well-dressed, dark hair, bold eyes.ÕAll which Mrs. Sparsit observed in
her womanly way - like the Sultan who put his head in the pail of water -
merely in dipping down and coming up again.

ÔPlease to be seated, sir,Õ said Mrs. Sparsit.
ÔThankyou. Allow me.ÕHe placed a chair for her, but remained him-

self carelessly lounging against the table. ÔIleft my servant at the railway
looking after the luggage - very heavy train and vast quantity of it in the
van - and strolled on, looking about me. Exceedingly odd place. Will you
allow me to ask you if itÕs always as black as this?Õ

ÔIngeneral much blacker,Õreturned Mrs. Sparsit, in her uncomprom-
ising way.

ÔIs it possible! Excuse me: you are not a native, I think?Õ
ÔNo,sir,Õreturned Mrs. Sparsit. ÔItwas once my good or ill fortune, as

it may be - before I becamea widow - to move in a very different sphere.
My husband was a Powler.Õ

ÔBeg your pardon, really!Õ said the stranger. ÔWas -?Õ
Mrs. Sparsit repeated, ÔA Powler.Õ
ÔPowlerFamily,Õsaid the stranger, after reflecting a few moments. Mrs.

Sparsit signified assent.The stranger seemeda little more fatigued than
before.

ÔYoumust be very much bored here?Õwas the inference he drew from
the communication.

ÔIam the servant of circumstances, sir,Õsaid Mrs. Sparsit, ÔandI have
long adapted myself to the governing power of my life.Õ

ÔVeryphilosophical,Õreturned the stranger, Ôandvery exemplary and
laudable, and - ÕIt seemed to be scarcely worth his while to finish the
sentence, so he played with his watch-chain wearily.

ÔMayI be permitted to ask, sir,Õsaid Mrs. Sparsit, Ôtowhat I am in-
debted for the favour of - Õ

ÔAssuredly,Õsaid the stranger. ÔMuchobliged to you for reminding me.
I am the bearer of a letter of introduction to Mr. Bounderby, the banker.
Walking through this extraordinarily black town, while they were get-
ting dinner ready at the hotel, I asked a fellow whom I met; one of the
working people; who appeared to have been taking a shower-bath of
something fluffy, which I assume to be the raw material - Õ

Mrs. Sparsit inclined her head.
Õ- Raw material - where Mr. Bounderby, the banker, might reside.

Upon which, misled no doubt by the word Banker, he directed me to the
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Bank. Fact being, I presume, that Mr. Bounderby the Banker does not
reside in the edifice in which I have the honour of offering this
explanation?Õ

ÔNo, sir,Õ returned Mrs. Sparsit, Ôhe does not.Õ
ÔThankyou. I had no intention of delivering my letter at the present

moment, nor have I. But strolling on to the Bank to kill time, and having
the good fortune to observe at the window,Õtowards which he languidly
waved his hand, then slightly bowed, Ôalady of a very superior and
agreeable appearance, I considered that I could not do better than take
the liberty of asking that lady where Mr. Bounderby the Banker does
live. Which I accordingly venture, with all suitable apologies, to do.Õ

The inattention and indolence of his manner were sufficiently relieved,
to Mrs. SparsitÕsthinking, by a certain gallantry at ease,which offered
her homage too. Here he was, for instance, at this moment, all but sitting
on the table, and yet lazily bending over her, as if he acknowledged an
attraction in her that made her charming - in her way.

ÔBanks,I know, are always suspicious, and officially must be,Õsaid the
stranger, whose lightness and smoothness of speechwere pleasant like-
wise; suggesting matter far more sensible and humorous than it ever
contained - which was perhaps a shrewd device of the founder of this
numerous sect, whosoever may have been that great man: ÔthereforeI
may observe that my letter - here it is - is from the member for this place
- Gradgrind - whom I have had the pleasure of knowing in London.Õ

Mrs. Sparsit recognized the hand, intimated that such confirmation
was quite unnecessary, and gave Mr. BounderbyÕsaddress, with all
needful clues and directions in aid.

ÔThousandthanks,Õsaid the stranger. ÔOfcourse you know the Banker
well?Õ

ÔYes,sir,Õrejoined Mrs. Sparsit. ÔInmy dependent relation towards
him, I have known him ten years.Õ

ÔQuite an eternity! I think he married GradgrindÕs daughter?Õ
ÔYes,Õsaid Mrs. Sparsit, suddenly compressing her mouth, Ôhehad that

- honour.Õ
ÔThe lady is quite a philosopher, I am told?Õ
ÔIndeed, sir,Õ said Mrs. Sparsit. ÔIs she?Õ
ÔExcusemy impertinent curiosity,Õ pursued the stranger, fluttering

over Mrs. SparsitÕseyebrows, with a propitiatory air, Ôbutyou know the
family, and know the world. I am about to know the family, and may
have much to do with them. Is the lady so very alarming? Her father
gives her such a portentously hard-headed reputation, that I have a
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burning desire to know. Is she absolutely unapproachable? Repellently
and stunningly clever? I see,by your meaning smile, you think not. You
have poured balm into my anxious soul. As to age,now. Forty? Five and
thirty?Õ

Mrs. Sparsit laughed outright. ÔAchit,Õsaid she.ÔNottwenty when she
was married.Õ

ÔIgive you my honour, Mrs. Powler,Õreturned the stranger, detaching
himself from the table, Ôthat I never was so astonished in my life!Õ

It really did seem to impress him, to the utmost extent of his capacity
of being impressed. He looked at his informant for full a quarter of a
minute, and appeared to have the surprise in his mind all the time. ÔIas-
sure you, Mrs. Powler,Õhe then said, much exhausted, Ôthatthe fatherÕs
manner prepared me for a grim and stony maturity. I am obliged to you,
of all things, for correcting so absurd a mistake. Pray excuse my intru-
sion. Many thanks. Good day!Õ

He bowed himself out; and Mrs. Sparsit, hiding in the window curtain,
saw him languishing down the street on the shady side of the way, ob-
served of all the town.

ÔWhatdo you think of the gentleman, Bitzer?Õshe asked the light port-
er, when he came to take away.

ÔSpends a deal of money on his dress, maÕam.Õ
ÔIt must be admitted,Õ said Mrs. Sparsit, Ôthat itÕs very tasteful.Õ
ÔYes, maÕam,Õ returned Bitzer, Ôif thatÕs worth the money.Õ
ÔBesideswhich, maÕam,Õresumed Bitzer, while he was polishing the

table, Ôhe looks to me as if he gamed.Õ
ÔItÕs immoral to game,Õ said Mrs. Sparsit.
ÔItÕsridiculous, maÕam,Õsaid Bitzer, Ôbecausethe chancesare against

the players.Õ
Whether it was that the heat prevented Mrs. Sparsit from working, or

whether it was that her hand was out, shedid no work that night. Shesat
at the window, when the sun began to sink behind the smoke; she sat
there, when the smoke was burning red, when the colour faded from it,
when darkness seemed to rise slowly out of the ground, and creep up-
ward, upward, up to the house-tops, up the church steeple, up to the
summits of the factory chimneys, up to the sky. Without a candle in the
room, Mrs. Sparsit sat at the window, with her hands before her, not
thinking much of the sounds of evening; the whooping of boys, the bark-
ing of dogs, the rumbling of wheels, the steps and voices of passengers,
the shrill street cries, the clogs upon the pavement when it was their
hour for going by, the shutting-up of shop-shutters. Not until the light
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porter announced that her nocturnal sweetbread was ready, did Mrs.
Sparsit arouse herself from her reverie, and convey her dense black eye-
brows - by that time creasedwith meditation, as if they needed ironing
out-up-stairs.

ÔO,you Fool!Õsaid Mrs. Sparsit, when she was alone at her supper.
Whom shemeant, shedid not say; but shecould scarcelyhave meant the
sweetbread.
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Chapter2
Mr. James Harthouse

THE Gradgrind party wanted assistance in cutting the throats of the
Graces.They went about recruiting; and where could they enlist recruits
more hopefully, than among the fine gentlemen who, having found out
everything to be worth nothing, were equally ready for anything?

Moreover, the healthy spirits who had mounted to this sublime height
were attractive to many of the Gradgrind school. They liked fine gentle-
men; they pretended that they did not, but they did. They became ex-
hausted in imitation of them; and they yaw-yawed in their speech like
them; and they served out, with an enervated air, the little mouldy ra-
tions of political economy, on which they regaled their disciples. There
never before was seenon earth such a wonderful hybrid raceaswas thus
produced.

Among the fine gentlemen not regularly belonging to the Gradgrind
school, there was one of a good family and a better appearance,with a
happy turn of humour which had told immensely with the House of
Commons on the occasion of his entertaining it with his (and the Board
of Directors) view of a railway accident, in which the most careful of-
ficers ever known, employed by the most liberal managersever heard of,
assistedby the finest mechanical contrivances ever devised, the whole in
action on the best line ever constructed, had killed five people and
wounded thirty-two, by a casualty without which the excellenceof the
whole system would have been positively incomplete. Among the slain
was a cow, and among the scattered articles unowned, a widowÕs cap.
And the honourable member had so tickled the House (which has a del-
icate senseof humour) by putting the cap on the cow, that it becameim-
patient of any serious reference to the CoronerÕsInquest, and brought
the railway off with Cheers and Laughter.

Now, this gentleman had a younger brother of still better appearance
than himself, who had tried life as a Cornet of Dragoons, and found it a
bore; and had afterwards tried it in the train of an English minister
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abroad, and found it a bore; and had then strolled to Jerusalem,and got
bored there; and had then gone yachting about the world, and got bored
everywhere. To whom this honourable and jocular, member fraternally
said one day, ÔJem,thereÕsa good opening among the hard Fact fellows,
and they want men. I wonder you donÕtgo in for statistics.ÕJem,rather
taken by the novelty of the idea, and very hard up for a change, was as
ready to ÔgoinÕfor statistics as for anything else. So, he went in. He
coachedhimself up with a blue-book or two; and his brother put it about
among the hard Fact fellows, and said, ÔIfyou want to bring in, for any
place, a handsome dog who can make you a devilish good speech,look
after my brother Jem,for heÕsyour man.ÕAfter a few dashesin the public
meeting way, Mr. Gradgrind and a council of political sagesapproved of
Jem, and it was resolved to send him down to Coketown, to become
known there and in the neighbourhood. Hence the letter Jem had last
night shown to Mrs. Sparsit, which Mr. Bounderby now held in his hand;
superscribed, ÔJosiahBounderby, Esquire, Banker, Coketown. Specially
to introduce James Harthouse, Esquire. Thomas Gradgrind.Õ

Within an hour of the receipt of this dispatch and Mr. JamesHart-
houseÕscard, Mr. Bounderby put on his hat and went down to the Hotel.
There he found Mr. JamesHarthouse looking out of window, in a state
of mind so disconsolate, that he was already half- disposed to ÔgoinÕfor
something else.

ÔMy name, sir,Õ said his visitor, Ôis Josiah Bounderby, of Coketown.Õ
Mr. James Harthouse was very happy indeed (though he scarcely

looked so) to have a pleasure he had long expected.
ÔCoketown,sir,Õsaid Bounderby, obstinately taking a chair, Ôisnot the

kind of place you have been accustomed to. Therefore, if you will allow
me - or whether you will or not, for I am a plain man - IÕll tell you
something about it before we go any further.Õ

Mr. Harthouse would be charmed.
ÔDonÕtbe too sure of that,Õsaid Bounderby. ÔIdonÕtpromise it. First of

all, you see our smoke. ThatÕsmeat and drink to us. ItÕsthe healthiest
thing in the world in all respects,and particularly for the lungs. If you
are one of those who want us to consume it, I differ from you. We are not
going to wear the bottoms of our boilers out any faster than we wear Õem
out now, for all the humbugging sentiment in Great Britain and Ireland.Õ

By way of ÔgoinginÕto the fullest extent, Mr. Harthouse rejoined, ÔMr.
Bounderby, I assure you I am entirely and completely of your way of
thinking. On conviction.Õ
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ÔIam glad to hear it,Õsaid Bounderby. ÔNow,you have heard a lot of
talk about the work in our mills, no doubt. You have? Very good. IÕll
state the fact of it to you. ItÕsthe pleasantest work there is, and itÕsthe
lightest work there is, and itÕsthe best- paid work there is. More than
that, we couldnÕt improve the mills themselves, unless we laid down
Turkey carpets on the floors. Which weÕre not a-going to do.Õ

ÔMr. Bounderby, perfectly right.Õ
ÔLastly,Õsaid Bounderby, Ôasto our Hands. ThereÕsnot a Hand in this

town, sir, man, woman, or child, but has one ultimate object in life. That
object is, to be fed on turtle soup and venison with a gold spoon. Now,
theyÕrenot a-going - none of Õem- ever to be fed on turtle soup and ven-
ison with a gold spoon. And now you know the place.Õ

Mr. Harthouse professed himself in the highest degree instructed and
refreshed, by this condensed epitome of the whole Coketown question.

ÔWhy,you see,Õreplied Mr. Bounderby, Ôitsuits my disposition to have
a full understanding with a man, particularly with a public man, when I
make his acquaintance. I have only one thing more to say to you, Mr.
Harthouse, before assuring you of the pleasure with which I shall re-
spond, to the utmost of my poor ability, to my friend Tom GradgrindÕs
letter of introduction. You are a man of family. DonÕtyou deceive your-
self by supposing for a moment that I am a man of family. I am a bit of
dirty riff-raff, and a genuine scrap of tag, rag, and bobtail.Õ

If anything could have exalted JemÕsinterest in Mr. Bounderby, it
would have been this very circumstance. Or, so he told him.

ÔSonow,Õsaid Bounderby, Ôwemay shake hands on equal terms. I say,
equal terms, becausealthough I know what I am, and the exact depth of
the gutter I have lifted myself out of, better than any man does, I am as
proud asyou are. I am just asproud asyou are. Having now assertedmy
independence in a proper manner, I may come to how do you find your-
self, and I hope youÕre pretty well.Õ

The better, Mr. Harthouse gave him to understand as they shook
hands, for the salubrious air of Coketown. Mr. Bounderby received the
answer with favour.

ÔPerhapsyou know,Õsaid he, Ôorperhaps you donÕtknow, I married
Tom GradgrindÕsdaughter. If you have nothing better to do than to walk
up town with me, I shall be glad to introduce you to Tom GradgrindÕs
daughter.Õ

ÔMr. Bounderby,Õ said Jem, Ôyou anticipate my dearest wishes.Õ
They went out without further discourse; and Mr. Bounderby piloted

the new acquaintance who so strongly contrasted with him, to the
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private red brick dwelling, with the black outside shutters, the green in-
side blinds, and the black street door up the two white steps. In the
drawing-room of which mansion, there presently entered to them the
most remarkable girl Mr. JamesHarthouse had ever seen. She was so
constrained, and yet so careless;so reserved, and yet so watchful; so cold
and proud, and yet so sensitively ashamedof her husbandÕsbraggart hu-
mility - from which she shrunk as if every example of it were a cut or a
blow; that it was quite a new sensation to observe her. In faceshewas no
less remarkable than in manner. Her features were handsome; but their
natural play was so locked up, that it seemedimpossible to guessat their
genuine expression. Utterly indifferent, perfectly self- reliant, never at a
loss, and yet never at her ease,with her figure in company with them
there, and her mind apparently quite alone - it was of no use ÔgoinginÕ
yet awhile to comprehend this girl, for she baffled all penetration.

From the mistress of the house, the visitor glanced to the house itself.
There was no mute sign of a woman in the room. No graceful little ad-
ornment, no fanciful little device, however trivial, anywhere expressed
her influence. Cheerless and comfortless, boastfully and doggedly rich,
there the room stared at its present occupants, unsoftened and unre-
lieved by the least trace of any womanly occupation. As Mr. Bounderby
stood in the midst of his household gods, so those unrelenting divinities
occupied their places around Mr. Bounderby, and they were worthy of
one another, and well matched.

ÔThis,sir,Õsaid Bounderby, Ôismy wife, Mrs. Bounderby: Tom Grad-
grindÕseldest daughter. Loo, Mr. JamesHarthouse. Mr. Harthouse has
joined your fatherÕsmuster-roll. If he is not Torn GradgrindÕscolleague
before long, I believe we shall at least hear of him in connexion with one
of our neighbouring towns. You observe, Mr. Harthouse, that my wife is
my junior. I donÕtknow what she saw in me to marry me, but she saw
something in me, I suppose, or she wouldnÕt have married me. She has
lots of expensive knowledge, sir, political and otherwise. If you want to
cram for anything, I should be troubled to recommend you to a better
adviser than Loo Bounderby.Õ

To a more agreeable adviser, or one from whom he would be more
likely to learn, Mr. Harthouse could never be recommended.

ÔCome!Õsaid his host. ÔIfyouÕrein the complimentary line, youÕllget
on here, for youÕllmeet with no competition. I have never been in the
way of learning compliments myself, and I donÕtprofess to understand
the art of paying Õem.In fact, despiseÕem.But, your bringing-up was dif-
ferent from mine; mine was a real thing, by George! YouÕrea gentleman,
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and I donÕtpretend to be one. I am JosiahBounderby of Coketown, and
thatÕsenough for me. However, though I am not influenced by manners
and station, Loo Bounderby may be. ShehadnÕtmy advantages - disad-
vantages you would call Õem,but I call Õemadvantages - so youÕllnot
waste your power, I dare say.Õ

ÔMr.Bounderby,Õsaid Jem,turning with a smile to Louisa, Ôisa noble
animal in a comparatively natural state, quite free from the harness in
which a conventional hack like myself works.Õ

ÔYourespect Mr. Bounderby very much,Õshe quietly returned. ÔItis
natural that you should.Õ

He was disgracefully thrown out, for a gentleman who had seen so
much of the world, and thought, ÔNow, how am I to take this?Õ

ÔYou are going to devote yourself, as I gather from what Mr.
Bounderby has said, to the service of your country. You have made up
your mind,Õsaid Louisa, still standing before him where she had first
stopped - in all the singular contrariety of her self- possession,and her
being obviously very ill at ease- Ôtoshow the nation the way out of all its
difficulties.Õ

ÔMrs.Bounderby,Õhe returned, laughing, Ôuponmy honour, no. I will
make no such pretence to you. I have seena little, here and there, up and
down; I have found it all to be very worthless, as everybody has, and as
some confessthey have, and some do not; and I am going in for your re-
spected fatherÕsopinions - really becauseI have no choice of opinions,
and may as well back them as anything else.Õ

ÔHave you none of your own?Õ asked Louisa.
ÔIhave not so much as the slightest predilection left. I assureyou I at-

tach not the least importance to any opinions. The result of the varieties
of boredom I have undergone, is a conviction (unless conviction is too in-
dustrious a word for the lazy sentiment I entertain on the subject), that
any set of ideas will do just as much good as any other set, and just as
much harm as any other set. ThereÕsan English family with a charming
Italian motto. What will be, will be. ItÕs the only truth going!Õ

This vicious assumption of honesty in dishonesty - a vice so danger-
ous, so deadly, and so common - seemed,he observed, a little to impress
her in his favour. He followed up the advantage, by saying in his pleas-
antest manner: a manner to which she might attach as much or as little
meaning as she pleased: ÔTheside that can prove anything in a line of
units, tens, hundreds, and thousands, Mrs. Bounderby, seemsto me to
afford the most fun, and to give a man the best chance. I am quite as
much attached to it as if I believed it. I am quite ready to go in for it, to
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the sameextent as if I believed it. And what more could I possibly do, if I
did believe it!Õ

ÔYou are a singular politician,Õ said Louisa.
ÔPardonme; I have not even that merit. We are the largest party in the

state, I assure you, Mrs. Bounderby, if we all fell out of our adopted
ranks and were reviewed together.Õ

Mr. Bounderby, who had been in danger of bursting in silence, inter-
posed here with a project for postponing the family dinner till half-past
six, and taking Mr. JamesHarthouse in the meantime on a round of visits
to the voting and interesting notabilities of Coketown and its vicinity.
The round of visits was made; and Mr. JamesHarthouse, with a discreet
use of his blue coaching, cameoff triumphantly, though with a consider-
able accession of boredom.

In the evening, he found the dinner-table laid for four, but they sat
down only three. It was an appropriate occasion for Mr. Bounderby to
discuss the flavour of the hapÕorthof stewed eels he had purchased in
the streets at eight years old; and also of the inferior water, specially
used for laying the dust, with which he had washed down that repast.
He likewise entertained his guest over the soup and fish, with the calcu-
lation that he (Bounderby) had eaten in his youth at least three horses
under the guise of polonies and saveloys. These recitals, Jem, in a lan-
guid manner, received with Ôcharming!Õevery now and then; and they
probably would have decided him to ÔgoinÕfor Jerusalemagain to-mor-
row morning, had he been less curious respecting Louisa.

ÔIsthere nothing,Õhe thought, glancing at her as she sat at the head of
the table, where her youthful figure, small and slight, but very graceful,
looked as pretty as it looked misplaced; Ôisthere nothing that will move
that face?Õ

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

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

ÔAy,ay?Õthought the visitor. ÔThiswhelp is the only creature she cares
for. So, so!Õ

The whelp was presented, and took his chair. The appellation was not
flattering, but not unmerited.
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ÔWhenI was your age, young Tom,Õsaid Bounderby, ÔIwas punctual,
or I got no dinner!Õ

ÔWhenyou were my age,Õresumed Tom, ÔyouhadnÕta wrong balance
to get right, and hadnÕt to dress afterwards.Õ

ÔNever mind that now,Õ said Bounderby.
ÔWell, then,Õ grumbled Tom. ÔDonÕt begin with me.Õ
ÔMrs.Bounderby,Õsaid Harthouse, perfectly hearing this under- strain

as it went on; ÔyourbrotherÕsface is quite familiar to me. Can I have seen
him abroad? Or at some public school, perhaps?Õ

ÔNo,Õsheresumed, quite interested, Ôhehas never beenabroad yet, and
was educated here, at home. Tom, love, I am telling Mr. Harthouse that
he never saw you abroad.Õ

ÔNo such luck, sir,Õ said Tom.
There was little enough in him to brighten her face, for he was a sullen

young fellow, and ungracious in his manner even to her. So much the
greater must have been the solitude of her heart, and her need of some
one on whom to bestow it. ÔSomuch the more is this whelp the only
creature she has ever cared for,Õthought Mr. JamesHarthouse, turning it
over and over. ÔSo much the more. So much the more.Õ

Both in his sisterÕspresence,and after she had left the room, the whelp
took no pains to hide his contempt for Mr. Bounderby, whenever he
could indulge it without the observation of that independent man, by
making wry faces,or shutting one eye. Without responding to thesetele-
graphic communications, Mr. Harthouse encouraged him much in the
course of the evening, and showed an unusual liking for him. At last,
when he rose to return to his hotel, and was a little doubtful whether he
knew the way by night, the whelp immediately proffered his servicesas
guide, and turned out with him to escort him thither.
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Chapter3
The Whelp

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

ÔDoyou smoke?Õasked Mr. JamesHarthouse, when they came to the
hotel.

ÔI believe you!Õ said Tom.
He could do no less than ask Tom up; and Tom could do no less than

go up. What with a cooling drink adapted to the weather, but not so
weak as cool; and what with a rarer tobacco than was to be bought in
those parts; Tom was soon in a highly free and easy state at his end of
the sofa, and more than ever disposed to admire his new friend at the
other end.

Tom blew his smoke aside, after he had been smoking a little while,
and took an observation of his friend. ÔHedonÕtseem to care about his
dress,Õthought Tom, Ôandyet how capitally he does it. What an easy
swell he is!Õ

Mr. JamesHarthouse, happening to catch TomÕseye, remarked that he
drank nothing, and filled his glass with his own negligent hand.

ÔThankÕee,Õsaid Tom. ÔThankÕee.Well, Mr. Harthouse, I hope you have
had about a dose of old Bounderby to-night.ÕTom said this with one eye
shut up again, and looking over his glass knowingly, at his entertainer.

ÔA very good fellow indeed!Õ returned Mr. James Harthouse.
ÔYou think so, donÕt you?Õ said Tom. And shut up his eye again.
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Mr. JamesHarthouse smiled; and rising from his end of the sofa, and
lounging with his back against the chimney-piece, so that he stood be-
fore the empty fire-grate as he smoked, in front of Tom and looking
down at him, observed:

ÔWhat a comical brother-in-law you are!Õ
ÔWhata comical brother-in-law old Bounderby is, I think you mean,Õ

said Tom.
ÔYou are a piece of caustic, Tom,Õ retorted Mr. James Harthouse.
There was something so very agreeablein being so intimate with such

a waistcoat; in being called Tom, in such an intimate way, by such a
voice; in being on such off-hand terms so soon, with such a pair of
whiskers; that Tom was uncommonly pleased with himself.

ÔOh!I donÕtcare for old Bounderby,Õsaid he, Ôifyou mean that. I have
always called old Bounderby by the same name when I have talked
about him, and I have always thought of him in the same way. I am not
going to begin to be polite now, about old Bounderby. It would be rather
late in the day.Õ

ÔDonÕtmind me,Õreturned James;Ôbuttake care when his wife is by,
you know.Õ

ÔHiswife?Õsaid Tom. ÔMysister Loo? O yes!ÕAnd he laughed, and
took a little more of the cooling drink.

JamesHarthouse continued to lounge in the same place and attitude,
smoking his cigar in his own easy way, and looking pleasantly at the
whelp, as if he knew himself to be a kind of agreeabledemon who had
only to hover over him, and he must give up his whole soul if required.
It certainly did seemthat the whelp yielded to this influence. He looked
at his companion sneakingly, he looked at him admiringly, he looked at
him boldly, and put up one leg on the sofa.

ÔMy sister Loo?Õ said Tom. ÔShe never cared for old Bounderby.Õ
ÔThatÕsthe past tense, Tom,Õreturned Mr. JamesHarthouse, striking

the ash from his cigar with his little finger. ÔWeare in the present tense,
now.Õ

ÔVerbneuter, not to care. Indicative mood, present tense. First person
singular, I do not care; second person singular, thou dost not care; third
person singular, she does not care,Õ returned Tom.

ÔGood! Very quaint!Õ said his friend. ÔThough you donÕt mean it.Õ
ÔButI do mean it,Õcried Tom. ÔUponmy honour! Why, you wonÕttell

me, Mr. Harthouse, that you really suppose my sister Loo does care for
old Bounderby.Õ
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ÔMydear fellow,Õreturned the other, Ôwhatam I bound to suppose,
when I find two married people living in harmony and happiness?Õ

Tom had by this time got both his legs on the sofa. If his second leg
had not been already there when he was called a dear fellow, he would
have put it up at that great stageof the conversation. Feeling it necessary
to do something then, he stretched himself out at greater length, and, re-
clining with the back of his head on the end of the sofa, and smoking
with an infinite assumption of negligence, turned his common face, and
not too sober eyes, towards the face looking down upon him so care-
lessly yet so potently.

ÔYouknow our governor, Mr. Harthouse,Õsaid Tom, Ôandtherefore,
you neednÕtbe surprised that Loo married old Bounderby. She never
had a lover, and the governor proposed old Bounderby, and she took
him.Õ

ÔVery dutiful in your interesting sister,Õ said Mr. James Harthouse.
ÔYes,but she wouldnÕt have been as dutiful, and it would not have

come off as easily,Õ returned the whelp, Ôif it hadnÕt been for me.Õ
The tempter merely lifted his eyebrows; but the whelp was obliged to

go on.
ÔIpersuaded her,Õhe said, with an edifying air of superiority. ÔIwas

stuck into old BounderbyÕsbank (where I never wanted to be), and I
knew I should get into scrapes there, if she put old BounderbyÕspipe
out; so I told her my wishes, and she came into them. Shewould do any-
thing for me. It was very game of her, wasnÕt it?Õ

ÔIt was charming, Tom!Õ
ÔNotthat it was altogether so important to her as it was to me,Õcontin-

ued Tom coolly, Ôbecausemy liberty and comfort, and perhaps my get-
ting on, depended on it; and shehad no other lover, and staying at home
was like staying in jail - especially when I was gone. It wasnÕtas if she
gave up another lover for old Bounderby; but still it was a good thing in
her.Õ

ÔPerfectly delightful. And she gets on so placidly.Õ
ÔOh,Õreturned Tom, with contemptuous patronage, ÔsheÕsa regular

girl. A girl can get on anywhere. Shehas settled down to the life, and she
donÕtmind. It does just as well as another. Besides,though Loo is a girl,
sheÕsnot a common sort of girl. She can shut herself up within herself,
and think - as I have often known her sit and watch the fire - for an hour
at a stretch.Õ

ÔAy, ay? Has resources of her own,Õ said Harthouse, smoking quietly.
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ÔNotso much of that asyou may suppose,Õreturned Tom; Ôforour gov-
ernor had her crammed with all sorts of dry bones and sawdust. ItÕshis
system.Õ

ÔFormed his daughter on his own model?Õ suggested Harthouse.
ÔHisdaughter? Ah! and everybody else.Why, he formed Me that way!Õ

said Tom.
ÔImpossible!Õ
ÔHedid, though,Õsaid Tom, shaking his head. ÔImean to say, Mr. Hart-

house, that when I first left home and went to old BounderbyÕs,I was as
flat as a warming-pan, and knew no more about life, than any oyster
does.Õ

ÔCome, Tom! I can hardly believe that. A jokeÕs a joke.Õ
ÔUpon my soul!Õsaid the whelp. ÔIam serious; I am indeed!ÕHe

smoked with great gravity and dignity for a little while, and then added,
in a highly complacent tone, ÔOh!I have picked up a little since. I donÕt
deny that. But I have done it myself; no thanks to the governor.Õ

ÔAnd your intelligent sister?Õ
ÔMyintelligent sister is about where she was. Sheused to complain to

me that she had nothing to fall back upon, that girls usually fall back
upon; and I donÕtsee how she is to have got over that since. But she
donÕtmind,Õhe sagaciously added, puffing at his cigar again. ÔGirlscan
always get on, somehow.Õ

ÔCallingat the Bank yesterday evening, for Mr. BounderbyÕsaddress, I
found an ancient lady there, who seemsto entertain great admiration for
your sister,Õobserved Mr. James Harthouse, throwing away the last
small remnant of the cigar he had now smoked out.

ÔMotherSparsit!Õsaid Tom. ÔWhat!you have seen her already, have
you?Õ

His friend nodded. Tom took his cigar out of his mouth, to shut up his
eye (which had grown rather unmanageable) with the greater expres-
sion, and to tap his nose several times with his finger.

ÔMotherSparsitÕsfeeling for Loo is more than admiration, I should
think,Õsaid Tom. ÔSayaffection and devotion. Mother Sparsit never set
her cap at Bounderby when he was a bachelor. Oh no!Õ

These were the last words spoken by the whelp, before a giddy
drowsiness came upon him, followed by complete oblivion. He was
roused from the latter state by an uneasy dream of being stirred up with
a boot, and also of a voice saying: ÔCome, itÕs late. Be off!Õ

ÔWell!Õhe said, scrambling from the sofa. ÔImust take my leave of you
though. I say. Yours is very good tobacco. But itÕs too mild.Õ
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ÔYes, itÕs too mild,Õ returned his entertainer.
ÔItÕs - itÕs ridiculously mild,Õ said Tom. ÔWhereÕs the door! Good night!Õ
ÔHehad another odd dream of being taken by a waiter through a mist,

which, after giving him some trouble and difficulty, resolved itself into
the main street, in which he stood alone. He then walked home pretty
easily, though not yet free from an impression of the presenceand influ-
enceof his new friend - as if he were lounging somewhere in the air, in
the same negligent attitude, regarding him with the same look.

The whelp went home, and went to bed. If he had had any senseof
what he had done that night, and had been lessof a whelp and more of a
brother, he might have turned short on the road, might have gone down
to the ill-smelling river that was dyed black, might have gone to bed in it
for good and all, and have curtained his head for ever with its filthy
waters.
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Chapter4
Men and Brothers

ÔOH,my friends, the down-trodden operatives of Coketown! Oh, my
friends and fellow-countrymen, the slaves of an iron-handed and a
grinding despotism! Oh, my friends and fellow-sufferers, and fellow-
workmen, and fellow-men! I tell you that the hour is come, when we
must rally round one another as One united power, and crumble into
dust the oppressors that too long have battened upon the plunder of our
families, upon the sweat of our brows, upon the labour of our hands,
upon the strength of our sinews, upon the God- created glorious rights
of Humanity, and upon the holy and eternal privileges of Brotherhood!Õ

ÔGood!ÕÔHear,hear, hear!ÕÔHurrah!Õand other cries, arose in many
voices from various parts of the densely crowded and suffocatingly close
Hall, in which the orator, perched on a stage, delivered himself of this
and what other froth and fume he had in him. He had declaimed himself
into a violent heat, and was ashoarseashe was hot. By dint of roaring at
the top of his voice under a flaring gaslight, clenching his fists, knitting
his brows, setting his teeth, and pounding with his arms, he had taken so
much out of himself by this time, that he was brought to a stop, and
called for a glass of water.

As he stood there, trying to quench his fiery face with his drink of wa-
ter, the comparison between the orator and the crowd of attentive faces
turned towards him, was extremely to his disadvantage. Judging him by
NatureÕsevidence, he was above the mass in very little but the stage on
which he stood. In many great respects he was essentially below them.
He was not so honest, he was not so manly, he was not so good-hu-
moured; he substituted cunning for their simplicity, and passion for their
safe solid sense. An ill-made, high-shouldered man, with lowering
brows, and his features crushed into an habitually sour expression, he
contrasted most unfavourably, even in his mongrel dress, with the great
body of his hearers in their plain working clothes. Strange as it always is
to consider any assembly in the act of submissively resigning itself to the
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dreariness of some complacent person, lord or commoner, whom three-
fourths of it could, by no human means,raise out of the slough of inanity
to their own intellectual level, it was particularly strange, and it was
even particularly affecting, to seethis crowd of earnest faces,whose hon-
esty in the main no competent observer free from bias could doubt, so
agitated by such a leader.

Good! Hear, hear! Hurrah! The eagernessboth of attention and inten-
tion, exhibited in all the countenances, made them a most impressive
sight. There was no carelessness,no languor, no idle curiosity; none of
the many shadesof indifference to be seenin all other assemblies,visible
for one moment there. That every man felt his condition to be, somehow
or other, worse than it might be; that every man considered it incumbent
on him to join the rest, towards the making of it better; that every man
felt his only hope to be in his allying himself to the comrades by whom
he was surrounded; and that in this belief, right or wrong (unhappily
wrong then), the whole of that crowd were gravely, deeply, faithfully in
earnest; must have been as plain to any one who chose to seewhat was
there, as the bare beams of the roof and the whitened brick walls. Nor
could any such spectator fail to know in his own breast, that these men,
through their very delusions, showed great qualities, susceptible of be-
ing turned to the happiest and best account; and that to pretend (on the
strength of sweeping axioms, howsoever cut and dried) that they went
astray wholly without cause, and of their own irrational wills, was to
pretend that there could be smoke without fire, death without birth, har-
vest without seed, anything or everything produced from nothing.

The orator having refreshed himself, wiped his corrugated forehead
from left to right several times with his handkerchief folded into a pad,
and concentrated all his revived forces, in a sneer of great disdain and
bitterness.

ÔButoh, my friends and brothers! Oh, men and Englishmen, the down-
trodden operatives of Coketown! What shall we say of that man - that
working-man, that I should find it necessaryso to libel the glorious name
- who, being practically and well acquainted with the grievances and
wrongs of you, the injured pith and marrow of this land, and having
heard you, with a noble and majestic unanimity that will make Tyrants
tremble, resolve for to subscribe to the funds of the United Aggregate
Tribunal, and to abide by the injunctions issued by that body for your
benefit, whatever they may be - what, I ask you, will you say of that
working-man, since such I must acknowledge him to be, who, at such a
time, deserts his post, and sells his flag; who, at such a time, turns a
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traitor and a craven and a recreant, who, at such a time, is not ashamed
to make to you the dastardly and humiliating avowal that he will hold
himself aloof, and will not be one of those associatedin the gallant stand
for Freedom and for Right?Õ

The assembly was divided at this point. There were some groans and
hisses,but the general senseof honour was much too strong for the con-
demnation of a man unheard. ÔBesure youÕreright, Slackbridge!ÕÔPut
him up!ÕÔLetÕshear him!ÕSuch things were said on many sides. Finally,
one strong voice called out, ÔIsthe man heer? If the manÕsheer, Slack-
bridge, letÕshear the man himseln, ÔsteadoÕyo.ÕWhich was received
with a round of applause.

Slackbridge, the orator, looked about him with a withering smile; and,
holding out his right hand at armÕslength (as the manner of all Slack-
bridges is), to still the thundering sea,waited until there was a profound
silence.

ÔOh,my friends and fellow-men!Õsaid Slackbridge then, shaking his
head with violent scorn, ÔIdo not wonder that you, the prostrate sons of
labour, are incredulous of the existenceof such a man. But he who sold
his birthright for a mess of pottage existed, and Judas Iscariot existed,
and Castlereagh existed, and this man exists!Õ

Here, a brief press and confusion near the stage, ended in the man
himself standing at the oratorÕsside before the concourse. He was pale
and a little moved in the face - his lips especially showed it; but he stood
quiet, with his left hand at his chin, waiting to be heard. There was a
chairman to regulate the proceedings, and this functionary now took the
case into his own hands.

ÔMyfriends,Õsaid he, Ôbyvirtue oÕmy office as your president, I askes
oÕour friend Slackbridge, who may be a little over hetter in this business,
to take his seat, whiles this man Stephen Blackpool is heern. You all
know this man Stephen Blackpool. You know him awlung oÕhis mis-
fortÕns, and his good name.Õ

With that, the chairman shook him frankly by the hand, and sat down
again. Slackbridge likewise sat down, wiping his hot forehead - always
from left to right, and never the reverse way.

ÔMyfriends,ÕStephen began, in the midst of a dead calm; ÔIhaÕhed
whatÕsbeen spokÕnoÕme, and Õtislickly that I shanÕtmend it. But IÕd
liefer youÕdhearn the truth concernin myseln, fro my lips than fro onny
other manÕs,though I never cudÕnspeak afore so monny, wiÕout bein
moydert and muddled.Õ

Slackbridge shook his head as if he would shake it off, in his bitterness.
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ÔIÕmthÕone single Hand in BounderbyÕsmill, oÕaÕthe men theer, as
donÕtcoom in wiÕthÕproposed regÕlations.I canna coom in wiÕÕem.My
friends, I doubt their doinÕ yo onny good. Licker theyÕll do yo hurt.Õ

Slackbridge laughed, folded his arms, and frowned sarcastically.
ÔButÔtanÕtsommuch for that as I stands out. If that were aw, IÕdcoom

in wiÕthÕrest. But I haÕmy reasons - mine, yo see- for being hindered;
not onÕy now, but awlus - awlus - life long!Õ

Slackbridge jumped up and stood beside him, gnashing and tearing.
ÔOh,my friends, what but this did I tell you? Oh, my fellow- country-
men, what warning but this did I give you? And how shows this recreant
conduct in a man on whom unequal laws are known to have fallen
heavy? Oh, you Englishmen, I ask you how does this subornation show
in one of yourselves, who is thus consenting to his own undoing and to
yours, and to your childrenÕs and your childrenÕs childrenÕs?Õ

There was some applause, and some crying of Shame upon the man;
but the greater part of the audience were quiet. They looked at StephenÕs
worn face, rendered more pathetic by the homely emotions it evinced;
and, in the kindness of their nature, they were more sorry than
indignant.

''Tis this DelegateÕstrade for tÕspeak,Õsaid Stephen, ÔanÕheÕspaid for
Ôt,anÕhe knows his work. Let him keep to Ôt.Let him give no heed to
what I ha hadÕnto bear. ThatÕsnot for him. ThatÕsnot for nobbody but
me.Õ

There was a propriety, not to say a dignity in these words, that made
the hearers yet more quiet and attentive. The same strong voice called
out, ÔSlackbridge,let the man be heern, and howd thee tongue!ÕThen the
place was wonderfully still.

ÔMybrothers,Õsaid Stephen, whose low voice was distinctly heard,
Ôandmy fellow-workmen - for that yo are to me, though not, as I knows
on, to this delegate here - I ha but a word to sen, and I could sen nom-
more if I was to speak till Strike oÕday. I know weel, aw whatÕsafore me.
I know weel that yo aw resolve to ha nommore ado wiÕa man who is not
wiÕyo in this matther. I know weel that if I was a lyin parisht iÕthÕroad,
yoÕdfeel it right to pass me by, as a forrenner and stranger. What I ha
getn, I mun mak thÕ best on.Õ

ÔStephenBlackpool,Õsaid the chairman, rising, Ôthinkon Ôtagen. Think
on Ôt once agen, lad, afore thouÕrt shunned by aw owd friends.Õ

There was an universal murmur to the sameeffect, though no man ar-
ticulated a word. Every eye was fixed on StephenÕsface.To repent of his
determination, would be to take a load from all their minds. He looked
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