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CHAPTER XVIIL

A suNNY midsummer day. There was such
a thing sometimes, even in Coketown.
Seen from a distance in such weather,

Coket,

which app
vl

wn lay shrouded in a haze of its own,
ared impervious to the sun's rays.
You only knew the town was there, be
you knew there could have been no such
sulky blotch upon the prospect without a
town. A blur of soot and sm ht.', 1ow con-
fusedly tending this way, , NOW

weause

g now that we
aspiri .4 to the vault of hkd\'cll now mu 11\11&'
creeping along the earth, as tLu wind rose
and fell, or changed its quarter : a dense form-
less jumble, with sheets of cross licht 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
sSeen.

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
m: Handle them never so lightly, and they

fell to pieces with such ease that you might
suspect the Hl of 11&\1]1 r ]kl n flawed before.
They were ruined, when th required to
send labouri ing children to ~Lmn~1: LALL‘» were
1'1-.11:u1, wh 1en Ins spec tors were appointed to
look into their works; they were ruined, when
such inspectors c nsidered it doubtful w m,-
ther they were quite justified in chopping
people up with their machinery ; they were
utterly undone, when it was hinted that per-
l“.im they need not always make quite so much
S« h.L l' ulL'« \ll l)u Ullltlfl\.‘\ go lll \{ oon
which was generally received in Coketown,
er ‘I"L\‘\;t:t 1t fiction was ver }_anul ar

1t took the form of a threa W ‘.(11-
a Coketowner felt hc W 1ll-used—
vy, Whenever he was not left entirely
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that he would “sooner pitch his  property int
I‘. -\\.uth : 'l‘il"-“ 1le «‘1 t 1 Ul l(..' li(';u‘
Secretary \.\';Ll.in an inch of his l.:-_-, on several
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However, ti Coketowners were so patr
after all, that they never I.;bl pitched
their pzupun into the Atlanti > yet, but on
the --unu.ilx had been kind enough to take
Illl 11\ g"ul}. care ".L 1L, So IIn'w‘ ;{ WwWas, I.‘i
the haze yonder; and it increased and multi-
Il.ut].

ril . -
Lhe streets were

uLllJ

hot and dusty on the
summer day, and the sun was so bricht that
it even s‘x;une L':u'w:‘.-_flL t]m lu avy vapour
Ll.}.nt:l)lll_c{' over Coketown, and could not be
steadily. Stokers emerged from
low underground doorways into ‘ilt_-m_\' yards,
and sat on steps, and and palings,
wiping their swarthy visages, and

Inlmm“' coals. The whole town seer

looked at

[Jw SLS,

contem-
1

ned to be

frying in oil. There was a stifling \"‘c.-ll
UI hU\. Ui]. ey \.1\ W ll re. Tht_‘ Ssteam-ene “. 3
1

with 1it, the dresses L[ll.,‘ H:mlh
were soiled with if, the mills thr m;l;n,-tzt their
many stories oozed and trickled it. The at-
I« "‘il‘hk‘l'@ “:- t'.i".‘:h‘ L‘ité‘i"\' 1'."113('\;,4 was 1”’{(' ti“
breath of the simoom ; and their inhabitants,
wasting with heat, toiled languidly in the
desert. But no temper made the melan-
choly mad (luyl more mad or more
llin’l W LlLll\ e ]1"21'.\ went 111) ‘111& -;u\ n ac
the same r: ate, in hot weather and cold, wet
weather and dry, fair w»\-m}\..\:r and foul,
The measured motion of their lows on

snone

«atfiy
c.tl.irl 3

ants > sane,

1 .
ollal

the walls, was the sub stitute Coketown had to
show for the shadows of rustling woods; while,

for the summer Jul n of Inse Ll“ 10 c"v“ziil U”'l'l‘

all the year round, from 1': e dawn of londay
to I‘HL 11 llL \,-1 \tLthll.: } ]  WILLI'T O1 ml“u.:
and wheels,

: R bl 5

Drowsily they wh llud all through this

sunny day, making y  passencer Imore
o 2 D . 2

1€
slee py and more hot as hu passed the hum-

mine walls of the mills. Sun-blinds, and
spriuklines of water, a little cooled the main
streets and the shops; but the mills, and

the courts and alleys, baked at a fierce
heat IM\ n upon river that was black
and thick with dye, some Coketown boys who
at large—a rare sight there—rowed a
crazy boat, which made (l‘tl imous track upon
the water as it jogged along, while e very J.p
L up vile smells. But the sun
itself, however beneficent generally, was less
kind to C ard frost, and rarely
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So does the eye of Heaven itself become an|chimney-pieces; and over that respectable
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evil eye, when incapable or sordid handsare | tradition never to be separated from a place
interposed between it and the things it looks | of business elaiming to be wealthy—a row of

upon to bless.

fire-buckets—vessels ealculated to be of no

Mrs. Sparsit sat in her afternoon apartment | physical utility on any oceasion, but observed

at the Bank, on the shadier side ofthe frying |

street. Office-hours were over; and at lll:l.L-‘
period of the day,in warm weather,she usually |

. . |
embellished with her genteel presence,a mana- |
gerial board-room over the public office. Her

own private sitting-room was a story higher,
at the window of which post of observation
she was ready, every morning, to greet Mr,
Bounderby as he came across the road, with
the sympathising recognition appropriate to a
Vietim. He had been married now, a year ;
and Mrs. Sparsit had never released him from
her determined pity a moment.

The Bank offered no violence to the whole- |
some monotony of the town. It was another
red brick hnusu, with black outside shutters,
reen jnside blinds, a black street door up
wo white steps, a brazen door-plate, and a
brazen door handle full stop. It was a size
larger than Mr. Bounderby’s house, as other
houses were from a size to half-a-dozen sizes
smaller; in all other particulars, it was
strictly acecording to pattern.

Mrs, Sparsit was conscious that by ecoming
in the evening-tide among the desks and
vriting implements, she shed a feminine, not
to say also aristoeratic, grace upon the office.
oeated, with her needlework or nettine ap-
paratus, at the window, she had a self-lauda-
tory correcting, by her lady-like
deportment, the rude business aspect of
the place. With this impression of her
interesting character upon her, Mrs. Sparsit
considered herself, in some sort, the Bank
F;lil“\’. The TU\\'HH]N_‘(:]»]t- who, in their pass-
ing and re-passing, saw her there, recarded
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
eoin, 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 cockerow.
Further, she was lady paramount over certain
vaults in the basement, sharply spiked off
from communication with
world ; and over the relics of the current
d
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sSense ni‘_

the predatory |

to exercise a fine moral influence, almost equal
to bullion, on most beholders.

A deaf serving-woman and the light porter
completed Mrs, Sparsit’s empire. The deaf
serving-woman was rumoured to be wealthy;
and a saying had for years gone about among
the lower orders of ( 'oketown, that she would
be murdered some night when the Bank was
shut, for the sake of her money. It was
cenerally considered, indeed, that she had
been due some time, and ought to have fallen
but she had ]{n-pi, her life, and her
situation, with an ill-conditioned tenacity that
occasioned much offence and disappointment,

Mrs, Sparsit’s tea was just set for her on a
pert little table, with its tripod of legs in an
attitude, which insinuated after office-
hours, into the company of the stern, leathern-
l‘:'l‘}“”l. lul::' board-table that bestrode the
middle of the room. The EE:‘]M Inn!'f!-)' l'].'lf‘t,‘d
the tea-tray on it, knuckling his forehead as
a form of homage.

“Thank you, Bitzer,” said Mrs. §j

“Thank wou, ma’am,” returned the light
porter. He was a very light porter indeed ;
as light as in the days when he blinkingly
defined a horse, for girl number twenty.

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

“All is shut up, ma’am.”

“ And what,” said Mrs. Sparsit, pouring
out her tea, the news of the
Anything 7"

“Well, ma’am, I can’t say that I have
heard anything particular. Our people are
a bad lot, ma’am ; but that is no news, un-
fortunately.”

“What are the restless wretches doing
now ? 7 asked Mrs. Sparsit. S

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

“It is much to be regretted,” said Mrs
Sparsit, making her nose more Roman and
her eyebrows more Coriolanian in rhw.\‘trvngth
of her .\‘l‘\'l‘]il‘\'. “that the united masters
allow of any such class combinations,”

“ Yes, ma’am,” said Bitzer.,

“ Being united themselves, they ought one
and all to set their faces against employing
any man who is united with any other man,”
said Mrs. Sparsit.

“They have done that, ma’am,” returned
Bitzer ; “but—it rather fell through, ma’am,”

“I do not pretend to understand these
things,” said Mrs. Spavsit, with dignity, “my

lone aco

&-’]::'

Sparsit.

¢“1is

day ?

lay’s work, consisting of blots of ink, worn- |lot having been originally east in a widely

out pens, iragments of wafers, and seraps of | different sphere; and My, Sparsit, as a Powler,

paper torn so small, that nothing interesting
could ever be deciphered on them when Mrs.

being also quite out of the pale of any such
dissensions. I only know that these people

mparsit tried. Lastly, she was guardian over a [ must be conquered, and that it’s high time

little armoury of cutlasses and carbines, ar-
rayed invengeful order above one of the official

|

it was done, once for all.”
“Yes, ma'am,” returned Bitzer, with a
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demon nstra tion of great respect for \l"'
s oracular authority. * You couldn’t
put it clearer, I am sure, ma’am.”

As this was his usual hour for havine a
little confidential chat with Mrs. Sparsit, and
had already caught her eye and seen
vas to ask him hing,

a pretence of arranging the rulers,

'\l"f-

as hi
that
he made

she somet

A
‘f_:ly'.li‘_"

inkstands, and so forth, while that ]::‘1}' went
on with her tea, glancing through the open

down into the
“ Has it been a busy

window street.

r day, Bitzer 7™ asked

Mpys. Sparsit

“Not a very busy day, my lady. About
an average day.” He now and then slided
into my lady, instead of ma’am, as an invo-

luntary acknowledgment of Mrs, Sparsit’s
gnity and claims to reverence.

The clerks,” said Mus. Sparsit, carefully
brushing an imperceptible crumb of bread and
butter from her left-hand mitten, “are trust-

industrious, of course ?

worthy, punctual, and
ma’am. With

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

Ht' };vH lhl' l'r-s]wct:ﬂnh‘ oﬁ‘nw (;f ’_"(‘Ilc]‘:ll
spy and informer in the lishment, for
which volunteer service he received a present
at Christmas, over and above his weekly s
wage. He hud grown into an extremely clear
headed, eautious, prudent young man, who

to rise in the world. His mind was
so exactly regulated, that he had no affections
or All his ]iluuulll]”\ 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

estal

was safe

3'1«5«11»:

e\wr klm'.\‘n Havine satisfied himself, on
his father’s death, that his mother had a richt
ot >l‘xli1‘]ll"lll in Coketown, this excellent

young economist had asserted that richt for
her with such a steadfast adherence to the
prin of the case, that she had been shut
up in the workhouse ever since. It must be
admitted that he allowed her half a pound of
tea a year, which was weak in him: first,
because all gifts have an inevitable tendenc y
pauperise the recipient, and secondly,
because only reasonable transaction in
that commodity would have been to buy it for
as little as he could possib ly give, and sell it

as much as he could possibly get ; it hav-

for
ing been clearly ascertained by puilosophers

iple

to

his

fllilt 11 this is "\'ll!‘[ll'i\'(‘tl T‘Ih‘ whole tilll\' of
man—not a part of man’sduty,but the whole
“ Pretty I. r, maam. Wi the usual

"‘\(‘v"‘vﬁ.wll ]l‘.'l Ull ” Te }‘lat‘:“l Bitzer,
il I Mrs. Sparsit, shaki
11,-1 1 over her tea- \n} ), and taking a lon

‘ Mr. Thomas, ma’am, I doubt Mr.,

—h !’ ng her
g gulp.

Jnumus

very much, ma’am, I don’t like his ways at
an®

“ Bitzer,” said Mrs. Sparsit, in a very
impressive maaner, “do you recollect my
paving salid anything to you respecting

e
names ¢

“1 beg your pardon, ma’am. It's quite true

——

:
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that you di names being used, and

avoided,

| object to
always best

o remember that T have a chart oe
parsit, with her air of
¢ hold a trust here. Bitzer. under
Mr. Bounderby. However improbable both

l.:,o".'.lv-

Mr. Bounderby and mvself micht have
deemed it years ago, that he would ever
become my patron, 111;.1;‘;!4 me an annual

compliment, I cannot but re in that

card him
light. From Mr. Bounderby I have received
every acknowledgment of my social station,
and every recognition of my family descent,
that I could possibly ¢ xpect. More, far more.

Therefore, to my patron I will be s
true. And I do not
sider, I cannot Mus. \]'llsl‘t
with a most extensive stock on han
and morality, “ that I should be s serupulously
true, if I allowed names to be mentioned
under this roof, that are unfortunate ] y—most
unfortunately—no doubt ted
with his.”

TUm IIUI\[\,
considaer, I \“li.n not con-
consider,” said

d of honor

of that—connec

Bitzer knuckled his forehead again, and
again begged pardon.
“No, Bitzer,” continued Mrs., Sparsit,
“say an individual, and T will hear you ;
say Mr. Thomas, and you must excuse me
¢ With the usual exception, ma’am,” said

T.»lt/,or, trying back, “ of an individual.”

“Ah—h!” Mrs. Sparsit repeated
ejaculation, the shake of the head over her
tea-cup, and the long gulp, as taking up the
conversation again at the point where it had
been interrupted.

“ An individual, ma’am.” said Bitzer, “ has
never been what he oucht to have been, since
he first came into the place. e 1s a dissi-
pated, extravagant idler. He is not worth
his salt, ma’am.

ﬂlt,‘

He wouldn’t get it E.L.xu,
if he hadn’t a friend and relation at court,
ma’am ! ”
“ Ah—h ! ” said Mrs. Sparsit, with another
melancholy shake of her head.
“1 only hope, ma’am,” pursued Bitzer,
“ that ]m friend and relation may not supply
him with the means of carrying Other-
wise, ma'am, we know out of whose pocket
that money comes.”
' ,\h—ihl i hed Mrs. Sparsit again, with
uit‘}:llli'hu‘.\ shake of her head.
“ He is to be pitied, ma’am, The last party
[ have alluded to, is to be pitied, ma’am,”
said Bitzer
Yes, Bitzer,” said Mrs. Sparsit.
always pitied the delusion, (1‘1\‘.:1\'\."

O1l.

anot ;Cl

>

“T have

 As to an individual, ma’am,” said Bitzer,
dropping his voice and drawing nearer, “he

is as improvident as any of the people in this
town. And you know what their improvi-

dence is, ma’'am. No one could wish to know

it better than a lady of your eminence
li.u:\‘.“

“They would do well,” returned Mys. Spar-
sit, “ to take example by you, Bitzer.’

“Thank you, ma’am. But, since you do
refer to me, now look at me, ma’am. I have
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put e, ma'am, already. lh it '*mtmt}
which 1 receive at Christmas, ma’am : I never |
touch I don’t even go I.lle length of my
wages, ﬂmt gh they’re not hluh ma’am.
Why can’t they do as I have done, ma’am 7
What one person can do, another can do.”

This, again, we 1S among the fictions of Loke-l
town. Auy capitalist tlme who had madesixty
thousand pounds out of sixpence, always pro- |
fessed to wonder why the sixty thousand |
nearest Hands didn’t each make sixty thou-
sand 1,. unds out of sixpence, and more or
less reproached them every one for not‘
accomplishing the little feat. What I did,

you can do. Why don’t you go and do |
it ? |

by a littl

“ As to their wanting recreations, ma’am, "
said Bitzer, “it’s stuff and nonsense. 7 don’t
want recreations. I never did, and I never|
shall ; T don’t like ’em. As to their com-
meu together ; there are many of them, I
have no duu}at that by we atching and inform- |
ing u]mn one another could earn a trifle now

and tl 1en, whether in money or good will, and |
111})mw their livelihood. Then, why don’t |
they improve it, maam ! It's the first con- |
sideration of a ration: 1} creature, and it’s what |
they pretend to \.unl |

“ Pretend indeed ! ™ said Mrs. 1111' ik, {

“l am sure we are constantly hearing,
ma’am, till it becomes quite nauseous, con- |
cerning their wives and families,” said Bitzer. |
“Why look at me, ma’am! Z don’t want a|
wife and family, Why should they ?” 1

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

“Yes, ma’am”
where it is.
and less
they do ?

returned Bitzer, “that’s

If they were more provident, |
perverse, ma’am, what would
They would say, “While my hat |
covers my family,’ or, ¢ while my bonnet |
covers my family’—as the case micht be,
ma’am—*I have only one to feed, and Lhata;
the person I most like to feed.’ ” |
“ Lo be sure,” assented Mrs. Sparsit, eating
muflin,

“Thank you, ma’am,” said Bitzer, knuck-
ling his forehead again, in return for the |
favour of Murs. Sparsit’s improving conversa-
tion. “Would you wish a little more hot !
water, ma’am, or is there anything else that |
I could fetch you ?”

“ Nothing just now, Bitzer.”

“Thank you, ma’am. I shouldn’t wish to|
disturb you at your meals, ma’am, putlcu-l
larly tea, knowing your partiality for it,” said
Bitzer, craning a hLlIu to look over mto the |
street from where he stood ; “but there’s a
gentleman been looking up here for a minute |
or 0, ma’am, and he has come across as if|
he w: to knock. That s his l\uud;,
ILJ:L‘.LM, no doubt.”

He \[é]}}u*t} to the “’i!)i‘iu\\’ s+ and 1001'311“’

il drawing in his head ‘.“Lm coufirme |l

|

) ‘_‘,li.ll'_"

oult

L, al

himself with, “ Yes. ma’am. W mll 1 you w ish
tiie gentieman to be shown in, ma’am?” {
L ‘~ ‘. - ? I
“1 don’t know who it can be,” said Mrs. |8

[ would wish to see you,

\p arsit, wiping her mouth and arranging her
Illlttt‘llb.
“ A stranger, ma’am, evidently.”

“What a stranger can want at the Bank
at this time of the evening, unless he comes
'upon some 1)11\1116‘-\: for which he is too late,
I don’t know,” said Mrs. Sparsit; “but I
hold a chm'-1 in this establishment from
Mr. Loundelbv, and I will never shrink from
it. If to see him is auy part of the duty I
have accepted, I will see him. Use your own
discretion, Bitzer.”

Here the visitor, all unconscious of Mrs.
| Sparsit’s magnanimous words, repeated his
' knock so loudl‘) that the light porter has-
tened down to open the door ; while Murs.
Sparsit took the precaution of concealing her
little table, with all its appliances upon 1t in
a capboard, and then decamped up stairs
that she might appear, if needful, with the
| greater di gnity.

“If you please, Ill& am, the gentleman
’ said Bitzer, with his
light eye at Mrs. Sparsit’s keyhole. So, Mrs.
Spmqt 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 enga »ul in looking carelessly
out was as unmoved by this impressive entry
as man could possibly be. He stood whistling
' to himself with all imaginable coolness, with
hls hat still on, and a certain air of exhaustion
lupon him, in part arising from excessive
summer, and in part from excessive gentility.
For, it was to be scen with half an eye that he
was a thorough gentleman, made to the model
of the time ; w eary of everything, and putting
no more faith in any thing than Lucifer.

“1I believe, sir, (1uoth Mbrs. Sparsit, “ you
wished to see me.

“1 beg your pard( n,” he said, turning and
removing his hat ; “ pray excuse me,

“ Humph !” thuuuht ‘Mus, Sparsit, as she
made a stately bend. “Five and thirty, good-
'looking, good figure, good teeth, ood voice,
"m)d hlceuuw well dressed, dark hair, bold
eyes.” All which Mrs. Sparsit observed in

 her womanly way—like the Sultan who pub

his head in the pail of water—merely in
dllﬂnll"’ down and coming up again.

“Please to be seated, sir,” said Mrs.
| Sparsit.
“Thank you. Allow me.” He placed a

chair for her, but remained hllﬂbt.‘lf carelessly
lounging .wnunst the table. “I left my ser-
ant at the railw: vy looking after the luggage
—very heavy train and vast quantity “of 1t
lin the van—and strolled on, looking about
me, Exceedingly odd l)ld('(‘ Will you allow
me to ask you if it’s always as black as
this ! =
“In general much blackez,” returned Mrs.
parsit, in her uucumpu.mn:ng way.
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“Is it possible ! Excnse me: you are not
a native, I think 1"
¢ No, sir,” ‘.-"'l.l]'i‘ Mrs. Sparsit. “It was
once my good or ill fortune, as it may be—
before I became a widow—to move in a

3 v 1 T - = ‘i ! 1 i v -
diflerent spliere. )1_\ l“h-i_;“(l was a

rany l
Powler.”
“ Beg your pardon,
gtrancer. “ Was—1"
Mrs. Sparsit repeate
ler ]"il!Hi]‘\ L gaid the
ine a few

really said the
\ [ |l\‘. e ]_ L f,('!“‘-
strancetr, after reflect-
moments., Mrs. Sparsit signitied

seemed a little

assent. The stranger more
fatirned than befo:
“ You must be very much bored here ?” was

the inference he drew from the communieation.
“1 am the servant of eirecumstances,
gald Mrs. \>.1~|."

>y 1P |
aLlysell
v

power of my life,”

returned thestrancer,
and laudable, and—"
:ly worth his while to

so he played with his

ocoverning

i \\-:}.‘]u;..umphir"nl."
“and very (’.\"'.H‘!mll\
II seem 1 to iJl‘ scarc
finish the sentence,
watch-chain wearily.,

“May I be permitted to ask,
Mrs. Sparsit, “ to what I am indel
favour of—"’

Assuredly,” said the stranger. “Much
obliged to you for reminding me. I am
the bearer of a letter of introduction to
Mr. DBounderby the banker. Walking
11.1'uur_h this extraordinarily black to“n
while they were getting dinner ready at th«,,
hotel, T asked a fe lu\\ whom I met; one of the
working people ; who appeared to have been
taking a shower-bath of something flufl Y,
.\lmh [ assume to be the raw material -—"

Mrs. Sparsit inclined her head.

“—Raw material-—where Mr. Bounderby
the banker, might reside.. Upon which, misled
no doubt by the word Banker, he directed me
to the Bank., Fact being, I presume, that
Mr. lmlmth rby the Banker, does 7ot reside
in the edifice in which I have the honour of
offer in; this explanation 7"

“ No, sir,” returned Mrs. Sparsit, “ he
not.

b rl.‘;.tlllwli }'nll.

to the g

said
ted for the

T
S1r,

does

[ had no intention of deliver-

ing my letter at the present moment, nor have
I.  But, strolling on to the Bank to kill
time, and having the good fortune to ob-

at the window,” towards which he lan-
waved his hand, then slightly bowed,
ady of a very superior and agreeable
appearance, 1 considered that I could not
than take thn liberty of asking
that lady where Mr, Bounde rby the Banker,
does live. 'Which l:u_~ ordingly venture, with
all suitable apologies, to do.” : 7

The inattention and indolence of his man-
ner were sufficiently relieved, to Mrs. Sparsit’s
thinking, by a certain gallantry at
W mv': offered her homage too.
for instanc

serve

1 1
ao better

case,
iit‘l‘x* hl_‘ was,
, at this moment, all but sittine
on I’:u- 1:t‘ld-.-. and yet lazily bending over her,

he acknowledged an attraction in her
that made her charmine—in her way.

>

as 11

sir,” |
and I have long adapted

pressing her mouth, ¢ i
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- l' n i nil F - 1 S, <l |
officia must be, ] g r, whose
lichtness and smoothness weech were
pleasant likewise ; sucoestine 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 ereat man:

41 raf, 1 ] 3
therefore I may observe that my letter
—here 1t 18—Is from the member for this

om I have had 111'3
pleasure of knowing in London.”

Mrs. Sparsit recognised the hand, intin
that such confirmation was quite unnec .
and gave Mr. Bounderby’s ad lress, with all
needful clues and directions in aid.

“Thousand thanks,” said the strancer. “ Of
course you know the Banker well 717

“ Yes, sir,” rejoined Mrs. Sparsit. n my
' de pel ndent relation towards ] h...L I have known
him ten years.”

“Quite an eternity ! I think he married
Graderind’s dauchter ?

“Yes,” said Mrs. S

|
1

place—Gradgrind —wl

1ated

T

nly com-
3 T
10ONor.

“The lady is quite a philosopher, I am
tuT 133

“Indeed, sir,” said Mrs. Sparsit. /s she 7”

“Excuse my impertinent curiosity,” pur-

sued the stranger, fluttering over Mrs. Sparsit’s
eyebrows, with a propitiatory air, “ but you

know the family, and know the world. Iam

about to knuw the f"l‘:l.‘. and may have
much to do with them. Isthe lady so very
alarming? Her father gives her such a
portentously hard-headed reputation, that I

burning desire to know.
unapproachable ? 1

have a

solutely tepelle *.H.\' and

tunningly clever 7 1 see, by your 1 :m.nﬁr
smile, you think not. You have poured balm
into my anxious soul. As to age, now,
Forty ? Five and thirty ?”
Mrs. Sparsit laughed outright. A chit,”
said she. “Not twenty when she was
| married.”
“1 give you my honor, Myrs. Powler,” re-

turned the stranger, detachiug himself from
the table, “ that I never was so astonished in
my life ! 7
Tt really did seem to impress him, to the
utmost extent of his v:q.w-i_\' of being 1m-
pressed. le looked at his ':111"1.:1.11.L for
full a quarter of a minute, and appeared to
have the surprise in all the time,
“1 assure you, Mrs. Powler,” he then said,
much exhausted, “that the father’s manner
prepared me for a grim and stony maturity.
I am obliced to you, of all things, for cor-
rectine so absurd a II‘}‘L:.‘.:., Pray excuse
my intrusion. ,\1:111_\' thank Good ei:t_\' !
!:' ‘f"l\‘.'t"‘l }li!ll‘itul- ouv ; and l \'11‘. jr.‘al‘.‘sllt,
hiding in the window-curtain, saw him lan-
cuishine down the street on the shady side
of the way, observed of all the town.
do you think of the gentle

‘* What «
Bitzer 1’ she asked the licht :
1tzer ¢ Sfie asked the liecht porte

ll"' IZL:.\H 1

T 1

giman,
r, when

| he came to take away.
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“Spends a deal of mone
ma’am.”

“It must be admitted,” said Mrs, Sparsit,

“that it’s very tasteful.”

“Yes, ma'am.” returned 1
worth the money.”

“ Besides which, ma’am,”
while he was polishing the
to me as if he gamed.’

“1It's immoral to came,”

“Tt's ridiculous,
“ because the chances
players.”

Whether that the

it was

sald
ma’ am,”’

are e

y on his dress,

sitzer, “if that'’s
resumed DBitzer,

table, “he looks

M

said

Sparsit.
Bitzer.

ainst

5

the

o1
. ll‘.lt

Mours. Sparsit from working, or whether it
was that her hand was ou did no wou
that night, She sat at the window, whe
Sull b ran to ﬁill:\ 1# Jxluk lil' ~‘;.";." . |
there, when the smoke was burnine red, ¥

the eolor faded from it, when da
:\\l}iilv1- slowly out f tl ound Ha
creeyp “.i".\.’nl A ‘15)'\\. 1"l Ilf) LO LIk ) ¢ ]
up the church steeple, up to 1 suminits
the factory chim up to the s W

a can n the room, Mrs, 8 3
window, with her hands b her, 1
thinking much of tl 1N ey

the wi M'" r Of bhoy E Cl. |

the rumbline of wh £l b N

of passengers, the sl reet cr [

11§ 3§ the pavement v Il Wi 1 11
for ooin v. the sh ng-up of

Not until tl , porter annoul L4
her nocturnal sweetbread was read d
Mirs. Spazx ' iro 1T '€V
wncl i | .

that I { a th 1 . a I
needed 1ol ouf D stan

[4 (3. vOll | \ - 4 \

,\'111 wWa 1 el
meant. sh : . 1 |
hawve nt t W l |

JCHN DUNTON WAS A CITIZ]

M A NY U “h O our modaern I'all
|51i'|'!u'~ 1 1 18 1141 | 1
“'II' I'A Ui "J\Il ‘k'l I““\‘\ 1 " | L
]Jw NS ' | ‘ ne pas
“]]\ \ y thal { Lo Thd wor
11¢ Ol I 11 1 I't
‘lliin t souls, many of them—who lit though
when they we ply 10t down s
passing occurrenc r th own execl v
use, or detailine to me lovin INSINA
}wiww' 01 I \ or th D OI Ul

T , .
nelenovouriood, { iter rations na
r" 1 ‘\‘\»‘I ™ I \! ‘1\ vllll lll I\’l \
and be quoted and 1 vwed, ['hanks,
‘l.ru‘ml'iu e eoolist [ writers, numerous in
every age, though mostly enjoyinge but a

1 L PR 3
epiemeral reputation, wh

1l connadential corl

the E'Iuiuf“ for their {riend
story of their unsuccessful
misiortunes

merited—

, and

strucoles,

always, aceordinge to them, un-
thielr wrongs, and

liit'il‘ “\l'-lt\' vances

i tile

thelr

3

HOUSEHOLD WORDS.

in

[Cenducted by

small pica, and bound in strong sheep or

calf,

.\‘[u'('it'a‘ of t'ulll;-n\iiiwn more

1B
bo

w]i

cal

Next to old newspapers we have found no
sugcestive, and
re illustrative than the homely [‘J"’v‘ill'f
oks, where in the midst of dull Ii-nﬂ;l*, of

t

1ich the publiec whom the write
| ' -

ed but little, and we, 1ts ¢

r addressed,
at-orand-
‘11 Ol f}jl-ﬁ
vivid
» pie-

‘h':

IIr'el, of COUurse, stlil 1€588, sOl1l

1
. il
s

a vear old—so

‘\'.‘Z" 'I..

| \L‘['!l;:ll'
Junton gives us of

have been an
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