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Nor being Mrs. Grundy, who was M. |
Bounderby ?

Why, Mr. Jounderby was as near being

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

He was a rich nmn : banker,
manufacturer, and what not.
man, with
man made out of a coarse material,
seemed to have been stretched to make so
much of him.
read and forehead, swelled wveins in his
temples, and such a 'strained skin to his face
that it seemed to hold his eyes open and lift
his eyebrows up. A man with a pervading
appearance on him of being inflated like a
balloon, and ready to start. A man who

merchant,
A l)ll1 lulltl

could never sufficiently vaunt himself a self-|

made man. A man who was always pro-
claiming, through that brassy speaking-trum- |
pet of a voice of his, his old iznorance anni his
old poverty. A man who was the
humility.

A year or two younger than his emine ntly
prac tical frie nd, Mr. B under] by looked older ;
his seven or uuht and forty mi
the seven or ci'-ht added to it (L".llll
surprising m\hudv He had not much hair,
One might have fancied he had talked it off ;
and that what was left
order, was in that condition from being con-
ste mtl\' blown about by his windy boastfulness.

In thc formal dr: awing -room of Stone

Lodge, standing on the hvuth rug, warming r“

b}

himself before the fire, Mr. Bounderby de-
livered some observations to Mrs. (n.ult-lnul
on the cireumstance of its being his i»nthd ay.
He stood before the fire, 1)11[1\' because it
was a cool spring ‘lft('l‘noull though the sun
shone ; ])utf\f b(,c'msu 1h<l Hllt(lt of Stone
Lodge was always haunted by the ghost of
damp mortar ; p'utlv recause he thus took
up a commanding position, from which to

]

subdue Mrs, Gradgrind.

a stare and a metallic meh A |
which |

A man with a great puffed |the

Bully ot"

cht have had |
without |

, all standing up in dis- |

| said Bounderby ;

\PI‘ [L 8, 1854,

[Pmcx, 2.

( “T hadn’t a shoe to my foot. As to a
| stocking, I didn’t know such a thing by
|n‘1mo [ passed the d: ay in a diteh, and the
night in a pigsty, That’s the w ay I snenf
lm\ tenth birthday. Not that a ditch was
'new to me, for I was born in a ditch.”
| Mrs. Gr ulnnml a little, thin, white, pink-
eyed bundle of \11 wls, of surpa \ssing ht,lm,-
ness, mental and bodily ; who was always
taking physic without any effect, and \1110
| whenever she showed a symptom of coming
to life, was iInvariably stunned by some
weighty piece of fact tumbling on her ; Mrs.
| Grad -mul hoped it was a 111‘) diteh ?

“\u! As wet as a sop. A foot of water
in 11 " said Mr. Bounderby.

‘ Enougch to give a ~uh} cold,”
grind conside red,

“Cold? I was born with inflammation of
lungs, and of everything else, I believe,
that was capable of inflammation,” returned
Mz, Bounderby. “For years, ma’am, I wasg
one of the most miserable little wretches ever
seen. I was so sickly, that I was always
'moaning and groaning. I was so ragged and
dirty, that you wouldn't have touched me
with a pair of tongs.”

Mrs. Gradgrind faintly looked at the tongs
as the most appropriate thing her nnbwlht_}
could think of \l(;ll‘_;'

“How I fougl t‘ irongl 1 it, 7 don’t know,”
| said i:numlu-l._\ ‘I was de wnuin«.-d, [ sup-
pose, 1 have ])m-n a alvh-l'mimul character
i later life, and I suppose 1 was then. Here
[ am, Mrs. Gradgrind, anyhow, and nobody
to thank for my being here but myself.”

Mrs, Graderind me ekly and \\mkly hoped
that his mother—

“Jy mother?
l‘mll)lt'n‘l']y\,’.

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

“ My mother

Mrs. Grad-

|

Bolted, ma’am !” said

left me to my grandmother,”
“and, according to the best
of my remembrance, my grandmother was
the wickedest and the worst old woman that
ever lived. If I got a little pair of shoes by
any chance, she Wnull take ’em off and sell
’em for drink. Why, I have known that

| erandmother of mine lll‘ in her bed and drink
 her four-teen glasses
| fast ! 7

cf liquor before break-
Mrs. Gradgrind, weakly smiling, and giving

l)ll

/
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no other sign of vitality, looked (as shef “Dear me,” whimpe}*ed Mrs. Gradgrind.
always did) like an indifferently executed “How can you, Louisa and’Thomas! I
transparency of a small female figure, without | wonder at you. I declare you’re enough to
enough light behind it. make one regret ever having had a family at
“She kept a chandler’s shop,” pursued [all. I have a great mind to say I wish I
Bounderby, “and kept me in an egg-box. hadn’t. Z%en what would you have done, I
That was the cot of my infancy ; an old egg- ishould like to know.”
box, Assoon as I was big enough to run! Mr. Gradgrind did not seem favourably
away, of course I ran away. Then I became |impressed by these cogent remarks.l He
a young vagabond ; and instead of one old | frowned impatiently. Sa
woman knocking me about and starving me,| “As if, with my head in its present throb-
everybody of all ages knocked me about and | bing state, you couldn’t go and 1001'{ at the
starved me. They were right ; they had no |shells and minerals and t!,ungs provided for
business to do anything else. I was a|you, instead of circuses!” said Mrs. Grad-
nuisance, an inecumbrance, and a pest. I|grind. “You know, aswell as I do, 10 young
know that, very well.” | people have circus masters, or keep circuses
His pride in having at any time of his life |in cabinets, or :xttend_ lectures about circuses.
achieved such a great social distinetion as to| What can you possibly want to know of
be a nuisance, an incumbrance, and a pest, | circuses then ? I am sure you have enough to
was only to be satisfied by three sonorous | do, if that’s what you want. With my headin

repetitions of the boast.
“I was to pull through it I suppose, Mrs.
Gradgrind. Whether I was to do it or not,

ma’am, I did it. I pulled through it, though |

nobody threw me out a rope. Vagabond,
errand-boy, vagabond, labourer, porter,

clerk, chief manager, small partner, Josiak
Bounderby of Coketown. Those are the antece-
dents, and the culmination. Josiah Bounderby

of Coketown learnt his letters from the outsides |

of the shops, Mrs. Gradgrind, and was first
able to tell the time upon a dial-plate, from
studying the steeple clock of St. Giles’s Church,

London, under the direction of a drunken |

cripple, who was a convicted thief and an
incorrigible vagrant. Tell Josiah Boun-
derby of Coketown, of your district schools,
and your meodel schools, and your training
schools, and your ‘whole kettle-of-fish of
schools ; and Josiah Bounderby of Coketown
tells you plainly, all right, all correct—he
hadn’t such advantages—but let us have

v
o

hard-headed, solid-fisted people—the educa- !
tion that made him won’t do for everybody, !

he knows well—such and such his education
was, however, and you may force him to
swallow boiling fat, but you shall never force
him to suppress the facts of his life.”

Being heated when he arrived at this,

climax, Josiah Bounderby of Coketown
stopped. He stopped just as his eminently
practical friend, still accompanied by the two
young culprits, entered the room. His emi-
nently practical friend, on seeing him, stopped

also, and gave Louisa a reproachful look that |

plainly said, “Behold your Bounderby !”

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

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

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

“And Mrs, Gradgrind,” said her husband
in & lofty manner, “I should as soon have

expected to find my childrea reading poetry.” |

|its present state, I couldn’t remember the
(mere names of half the facts you have got
' to attend to.”

“That’s the reason !” pouted Louisa.

“Don’t tell me that’s the reason, because it
can be nothing of the sort,” said Mrs, Grad-
grind. “ Go and be somethingological directly.”
Mrs. Gradgrind was not a scientific character,
rand usually dismissed her children to their
studies with this general injunction to choose
| their pursuit,

In truth, Mrs. Gradgrind’s stock of facts in
general was woefully defective, but My. Grad-
grind in raising her to her high matrimonial
 position had been influenced by two reasons.
Firstly, she was most satisfactory as a ques-
tion of figures; and, secondly, she had “no
nonsense” about her., By nonsense he meant
fancy ; and truly it is probable she was as
free from any alloy of that nature, as any
' human being not arrived at the perfection of
an absolute idiot, ever was,

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

“ Bounderby,” said Mr. Gradgrind, drawing
a chair to the fireside, “ you are always so
terested in my young people—particularly
in Louisa—that I make no apology for saying
to you, I am very much vexed by this dis-
covery. I have systematically devoted myself
(as you know) to the education of the reason
of my family. The reason is (as you kiow)
the only faculty to which education should be
addressed. And yet, Bounderby, it would
appear from this unexpected circumstance of
to-day, though in itself’ a trifling one, as if
something had crept into Thomas’s and
Louisa’s minds which is—or rather, which is
not—I don’t know that I can express myself
better than by saying—which has never been
intended to be developed, and in which their
reason has no part.”

“There certainly is no reason in looking

ol
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with interest at a parcel of vagabonds,” re-| “I am much of your opinion.”

turned Bounderby. “ When I was a vagabond “ Do it at once,” said Bounderby, “has
myself, nobody looked with any interest at me ; | always been my motto from a child. When
I know that.”

“Then comes the question,” said the emi-
nently practical father, with his eyes on the
fire,“in whathas this vulgar curiosity its rise?”

“T'll tell you in what. In idle imagina-
tion.”

“I hope not,” said the eminently practical ;

{ I thought I would run away from my egg-
| box and my grandmother, I did it at once.
Do you the same. Do this at once !”

“ Are you walking ?” asked his friend, “I
have the father’s address, Perhaps you
would not mind walkine to town with me 27
| “Not the least in the world,” said Mr.

“I confess, however, that the misgiving 4as| Bounderby, “as long as you do it at once !”4
crossed me on my way home.” | So, Mr. Bounderby threw on his hat—he
“In idle imagination, Gradgrind,” repeated | always threw it on, as expressing a man who
Bounderby. “A very bad thing for anybody, | had been far too busily employed in making
but a cursed bad thing for a girl like [ himself, to acquire any fashion of wearing his
Louisa. I should ask Mrs. Gradgrind’s pardon | hat — and with his hands in his pockets

for strong expressions, but that she knows
very well I am not a refined character. Who-
ever expects refinement in me will be disap-
pointed. Ihadn’t a refined bringing up.”

“ Whether,” said Mr. Gradgrind, pondering
with his hands in his pockets, and his caver-
nous eyes on the fire, “ whether any instruc-

tor or servant can have suggested anything ? |
Whether Louisa or Thomas can have been |
reading anything ? Whether, in spite of all pre- |
cautions, 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.”

“Stop a bit!” ecried Bounderby, who all
this time had been standing, as before, on the

hearth, bursting at the very furniture of

the room with explosive humility. ¢ You
have one of those strollers’ children in the
school.”

“Cecilia Jupe, by name,” said Mr. Grad-
grind, with something of a stricken look at his
friend.

“ Now, stop a bit ! ” cried Bounderby again.
“ How did she come there ?

“Why, the fact is, I saw the girl myself for
the first time, only just now. She specially
applied here at the house to be admitted, as
not regularly belonging to our town, and
— yes, you are right, Bounderby, you are
right.”

“ Now, stop a bit!” cried Bounderby, once
more. “ Louisa saw her when she came ?”

“ Louisa certainly did see her, for she men-
tioned the application to me. But Louisa saw
her, I have no doubt, in Mrs. Gradgrind’s
presence.”

“Pray, Mrs. Gradgrind,” said Bounderby,
“what passed ?”

*Oh, my poor health!™ returned Mrs.
Gradgrind. “The girl wanted to come to
the school, and Mr. Gradgrind wanted girls
to come to the school, and Louisa and Thomas
both said that the girl wanted to come, and,
that Mr. Gradgrind wanted girls to come,
and how was it possible to contradict them
when such was the fact !”

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

| sauntered out into the hall. “I never wear
gloves,” it was his custom to say. “I didn’t
climb up the ladder in tZem. Shouldn’t be so
high up, if I had.”

Being left to saunter in the hall a minute
{or two while Mr. Gradgrind went upstairs
for the address, he opened the door of the
children’s study and looked into that serene
floor-clothed apartment, which, notwithstand-
ing its bookcases and its cabinets and its
variety of learned and philosophical appli-
|ances, had much of the genial aspect of a
[room devoted to hair-cutting. Louisa lan-
guidly leaned upon the window looking out,
without looking at anything, while young
Thomas stood sniffing revengefully at the
fire. Adam Smith and Malthus, two younger
Gradgrinds, were out at lecture in custody ;
and little Jane, after manufacturing a good
deal of moist pipe-clay on her face with
slate-pencil and tears, had fallen asleep over
vulgar fractions.

“It’s all right now, Louisa; it’s all right,
young Thomas,” said Mr. Bounderby ; “you
Iwon’t do so any more. TI’ll answer for it’s
| being all over with father. Well, Louisa,
[ that’s worth a kiss, isn’t it 27

“You can take one, Mr. Bounderby,” re-
turned Louisa, when she had coldir paused,
and slowly walked across the room, and un-
graciously raised her cheek towards him, with
her face turned away.

“ Always my pet; an’t you, Louisa?” said
Mr. Bounderby. “ Good bye, Louisa ! ”

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

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

“You may cut the piece out with your

penknife if you like, Tom. I wouldn’t cry!”

CHAPTER V.

CokETOWN, towhich Messrs. Bounderby and
Gradgrind now walked, was a triumph of
(fact; it had no greater taint of faney in it
than Mrs. Gradgrind herself. Let us strike
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the key-note, Coketown, before pursuing our
tune,

It was a town of red brick, or of brick that
would have been red if the smoke and ashes
had allowed it ; but, as matters stood it was a
town of unnatural red and black like the
painted face of a savage. It was a town of
machinery and tall Cll]]llllL\\ out of which |
interminable serpents of smoke trailed them- |
selves for ever and ever, and never
uncoiled. It had a
a river that ran purple with ill-smelling dye,

and vast piles of building full of windows
'a Sunday morning, and note how few of them

where there was a 1.1tt1mfr and a trembling
all day long, and where “the piston of the
steam- tli”llll’ worked lnnnutnnmh]\ up and
down, like the head of an elephant in a state

of melancholy madness. It contained several
large streets all very like one another, and
many small streets still more like one another,

inhabited by people equally like one another

whoall went inand out at the same hours, wi '1
the same sound upon the same pavements, to
do the same 'mn] , and to whom every day
was tlw 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
off, comforts of life which found their
over the world, and elegancies of life which
made we will not ask how much of the fine
lady, who could scarcely bear to hear the ‘
mentioned. The rest of its fi were
voluntary, and they were these.

way all
,
»

atures

You saw nothing in Coketown but what
was severely workful. If the members of a
religious persuasion built a chapel

1' v
Lnere—

)

as the members of eichteen relicious per-
suasions had done 1in-.\' made it a pious
warehouse, of red brick, with some Lilux-- (but

this only in highly ornamented examples) a
bell in a birdeage on the top of it. The
solitary exception was the New Church; a
stuccoed edifice with a square steeple over

the door, terminating in four short
pinnacles ~like florid Wooden leos.  All
the public inscriptions in the town were

painted alike, in severe characters of blac
and white. The jail might have been the
infirmary, the infirmary might have been t]

jail, the town-hall might have been either,
or both, or anything else, for anything that
apj)eul(*(l to the contrary in the graces of
their construction. IFact, fact, fact, every-
where in the material aspect of the town ;
fact, fact, fact, everywhere in the immaterial.
The M hn.‘]\mnduhl school was all fact, and
the school of design was all fact, and the
relations between master and man were all

1
I

e

fact, and everything was fact between the
lying-in hospital and the cemetery, and what |
you couldn’t state in figures, or show to be
purchasable in the L]J&ll)l}bt market and

got |
black canal in it, and |
lever did, lhv laboring people did not.

'S:l.le wble in the dc'nvst was not, and never

should be, world w ithout e nd, 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!

Coketown did not come out of its
in all respects like gold that

fire, l'-E:':--‘f. Uli: prerplexing
was, Who belonged to
Because, who-
It was
v to walk through the streets on

No.
own furnaces,
]1.‘.(1 stood the
mystery of the place
the eighteen denominations?

very strang

the barbarous jangling of bellsthat wasdriving
the sick and nervous mad, called away from

their own quarter, from their own eclose
rooms, from the corners of their own streets,
where they lounged listlessly, gazing at all the

as at a thing with
concern. Nor
who noticed
organization
il‘ Coketown itself, whose members were to be

rd of inthe House of C onseverysession,
in ::‘_r.‘:u:' ly petitioning for acts of parliament

i'hiil"h 'l]l‘i "i!ilsl'} ‘;--]71‘_".
which they had no manner of
was 1t me II'E_\' the stranger
this g because there was a native

that should make these people religious by
main force. Then, camq  Teetotal Society,
who l“lli.!“.‘l-‘.f." d that th e Ill_‘i_)Illtj zrg;z[;,[
cet drunk, and showed in tabular statements
that they did get drunk, and proved at tea
part that no inducement, human or Divine
(except a medal), would induce them to for ego
their custom of egettine .'.i 11 ’;. Then, came
the chemist and druccist, with other tabular
statements, 1}1-&'.'1.1 that when th\ didn’s
et drunk, they took opium. Then, came the
experienced chaj ( jail, with more
tabular statements, outdoing all the pre-
vious tabular statements, and showing that
the same people ‘d resort to low haunts,
hidden from the publie eve, where they heard
low singing and saw low dancine, and lLl:L_\'imp
joined in it ; a id where A. B, aged twenty-

four next birthday,and committed for eighteen

mon ]l\ S( :R‘L:\ll\\-.. ha { i LI S¢ ‘ *i\ill (not thﬂt-
he had ever shown him particularly
worthy of belief) his ruin began, as he
was perfectly sure and confident that other-

wise he
*T‘!'('Si:‘d']l.
Mr. Bounderby, the two
present moment walking
and both eminently pra
on occasion, furnish n tabular state-
ments derived from their own personal
experience, and illustrated by cases they had

would have been a tip-top moral
Then, came Mr. Gradgrind and
centlemen at this
1',» -ough Coketown,
cal, who could,

1 1"
101'¢

known and seen, from which it clearly
appeared—in short it was the only eclear
hmn in the case—that these same people

were a bad lot altogether, gentlemen ; that
do what you \\uul | for them they were never
thankful for it, gentlemen ; that they were
restless, vr-‘mh me n: that they never knew
what tln y wanted ; that they lived upon the
best, and lmunht le«h butter, and insisted on
1\]()011‘1, cotlee, and rejected all but prime parts

T e e e e e o e St e =
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of meat, and yet were eternally dissatisfied
and unmanageable. In short it was the moral
of the old nursery fable :

There was an old woman, and what do you think ?
She lived upon nothing but victuals and drink ;
Victuals and drink were the whole of her diet,
And yet this old woman would NEVER be quiet.

Is it possible, I wonder, that there was any
analogy between the case of the Coketown
population and the case of the little Grad-
grinds ? Surely, none of us in our sober
senses and acquainted with figures, are to be
told at this time of day that one of the
foremost elements in the existence of the

Coketown working people had been for|the rest! An’t you a horse-rider !
scores of years deliberately set at naught ?|

That there was any Fancy in them demand-
ing 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 physicalrelief—somerelaxation,
encouraging good humour and good spirits,
and giving them a vent—some recognised holi-
day, though it were but for an honest dance
to a stirring band of music—some occasional
light pie in which even M‘Choakumechild had
no finger—which craving must and would be
satisfied aright, or must and would inevitably
go wrong, until the laws of the Creation were
repealed ?

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

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

Almost as they did so, there came running
round the corner of the street, at a quick
pace and with a frightened look, a girl whom
Mr. Gradgrind recognised. “ Halloa !” said
he. “Stop! Where are you going ? Stop!”
Girl number twenty stopped then, palpitating,
and made him a curtsey.

“ Why are you tearing about the streets,”
said Mr. Gradgrind, “in this improper
manner ?”

“I was—I was run after, sir,” the girl
panted, ¢ and I wanted to get away.”

“Run after?” repeated Mr. Gradgrind.
“Who would run after yowu 27

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

“What do you mean, boy ?” said Mr. Grad-
grind. “ What are you doing ? How dare you
dash against—everybody—in this manner ?

Bitzer picked up his cap, which the con-
cussion had knocked off, and backing, and

knuckling his forehead, pleaded that it was

| «Was this boy running after you, Jupe ?”
asked Mr. Gradgrind.

“ Yes, sir,” said the girl reluctantly.

“No, I wasn’t, sir!” cried Bitzer. “ Not
till she run away from me. But the horse-
riders never mind what they say, sir; they’re
famous for it. You know the horse-riders are
famous for never minding what they say,”

| addressing Sissy. “It’s as well known in the
| town as—please, sir, as the multiplication
i table isn’t known to the horseriders.” Bitzer
{ tried Mr. Bounderby with this.

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

“Oh !” cried Bitzer, “Oh! An’t you one of

! I never
looked at her, sir. T asked her if she would
know how to define a horse to-morrow, and
offered to tell her again, and she ran a ray,
and I ran after her, sir, that she might know
how to answer when she was asked. You
wouldn’t have thought of saying such mischief
if you hadn’t been a horse-rider !

“ Her calling seems to be pretty well known
among ’em,” observed Mr. Bounderby. “You’d
have had the whole school peeping in a row,
in a week.”
“Truly, I think so,” returned his friend.
Bitzer, turn you about and take yourself
home. Jupe, stay here a moment. Let me hear
of your running in this manner any more,
boy, and you will hear of me through the
master of the school. You understand what
I mean. Go along.”

The boy stopped in his rapid blinking,

“«

| knuckled his forehead again, glanced at Sissy,

turned about, and retreated.

“ Now, girl,” said Mr. Gradgrind, “take
this gentleman and me to your father’s ; we
are going there. What have you got in that
bottle you are carrying ?”

“ Gin,” said Mr. Bounderby.

“Dear, no sir ! It’s the nine oils.”

“The what ?” cried Mr. Bounderby.

“The nine oils, sir. To rub father with.”
Then, said Mr. Bounderby, with a loud,
short laugh, “what the devil do you rub your
father with nine oils for ?”’

“It’s what our people always use, sir,
when they get any hurts in the ring,” replied
the girl, looking over her shoulder, to assure
herself that her pursuer was gone. “They
bruise themselves very bad sometimes.”

“Serve ’em right,” said Mr. Bounderby,
“for being idle.” She glanced up at his face,
with mingled astonishment and dread.

“ By George!” said Mr. Bounderby, “when
I was four or five years younger than you, I
had worse bruises. upon me than ten oils,
twenty oils, forty oils, would have rubbed off,
I didn’t get ’em by posture-making, but by
being banged about. There was no rope-
dancing for me ; I danced on the bare ground
and was larruped with the rope.”

Mr. Gradgrind, though hard enough, was
by no means so rough a man as Mr. Boun-

an accident.

derby. His character was not unkind, ali
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things considered ; it might have been a!thatwould be taken bythe coffin. Ifanywhere
very kind one indeed if he had only made some it turned aside, the bearers of the coffin would
round mistake in the arithmetic that balanced in the same place be compelled to turn aside
it, years ago. He said, in what he meant|to avoid filth, or some other obstruction,
for a re-assuring tone, as they turned down | John Davis, in the year sixteen hundred and
a narrow road, “ And this is Pod’s End; is| fifty-six, related this belief of his neighbours

it, Jupe ?” |in a letter published by Richard Baxter. A
“This is it, sir, and—if you wouldn’t mind, | little pale or bluish light, he said, went before
sir—this is the house.” |the corpse of an infant or young child, a

She stopped, at twilight, at the door of a|thicker one before an adult, and two or
mean little public house, with dim red |three together preceded as many deaths. A
lights in it. As haggard and as shabby, as if, | neighbour of Davis’s, about to give birth to a
for want of custom, it had itself taken to|child, met two such lights at her house-door
drinking, and had gone the way all drunkards | as she was entering ; they were a large light
go, and was very near the end of it. and a little one. May we not think it a

“It’s only crossing the bar, sir, and up the | direct consequence of the fear attending
stairs, if you wouldn’t mind, and waiting | superstition, though Davis takes it as a quite
there for a moment till T get a candle. If|natural sequence, that directly afterwards
you should hear a dog, sir, it's only Merry-|this woman fell ill, the child came before
legs, and he only barks.” Ilong into the world, and that mother and

“Merrylegs and nine oils, eh ! ” said Mr. | child died ? Davis’s wife’s sister, Joanna
Bounderby, entering last with his metallic| Wyat, had been nurse in a great house,
laugh, “Pretty well this, for a self-made|thirty-five years before he wrote his letter,
man!?” and then one day, when the lady of the
| house lay dead, the housekeeper went into
GOBLIN LIFE. the maid-servant’s room, and saw five of
these lights. Afterwards the room was

A FEW more pages may be devoted torecall- | whitened, and to hasten the drying, a brasier
ing some of the many shapes taken by those [of charcoal was put into it. The servants
superstitions which occupied so prominent a | went to bed, and five of them were dead next
place among the household words of our|morning.
forefathers. Tt is well for us to think some-| Philip Camerarius wrote thus of signs of
times of household words now past and gone. |death : “Some princes are warned by a
The other day we discussed only the spirits | roaring of lions, or a strange howling of dogs,
of the elements, and found how the belief in | a nightly thumping or stamping about their
them beset the daily life of men with gloom | castles, or the untimely striking of their
and terror. But there existed other goblingc]ocks. In monasteries, it happens not un-
fancies. frequently that the seats of monks or

Even at this day, can we say fairly that|nuns, who are about to die, are occupied
the belief in death omens has gone the way | by shadows without heads. I know a noble
of all error ? The death-watch still sets manya | family that has the surest token of death
heart beating, and there are even people who | when a certain fountain, usually clear, is
would resent the imputation of ignorance |clouded bya worm otherwise quite unknown.
unable to hear unmoved at night the howling | Another family of great note is warned of
of a dog. The dog always was considered a | death by the occurrence of a landslip in their
beast sensitive to impressions from the spirit | neighbourhood.”
world. Eumsan dogs, says Homer, could see| Whoever may be disposed to shudder at
the apparition of Pallas when Telemachus |the reading of such things may judge of the
saw nothing. In the sixteenth century,|dread excited by the commonest occurrences,
Jerome Cardan, the Milanese physician, re-| when rich and poor alike were taught thus to
lates that a dog howled before his marriage, | interpret them in solemn earnest.
and explains that his guardian angel came in| TLavater wrote, near the end of the sixteenth
grief to his threshold, and that the dog felt | century, that when a town councillor or
the presence of the spirit. In the same cen- | other public person was about to die, a loud
tury—in the year fifteen hundred and fifty- | report, or other token of death, proceeded
three, a few weeks before a great mortality | from the seat in hall or church habitually
in Saxony, the dogs, it is said, assembled in a | occupied by him. In monasteries he wrote
great troop at Meissen, and ran howling|that monks had heard their coffins being
and yelling dismally through field and forest. | ordered for them exactly as they were really

There are still women, and even men,|ordered not many days after, and he said,
afraid of corpse-lights. The most elaborate | when any one is about to die in the villages,
superstition of this kind, is that which used |the people hear, in the dusk of evening or at
to prevail in Wales, through Cardigan, Caer- | night, a sound of spades in the churchyard,
marthen, and Pembroke. A fire, it was|and it is precisely the same sound, stroke for
believed, rose out of the bed of the person who | stroke, that will be made next day by the
was about to die ; it went thence to the church- | sextons.  After citing other tokens of the
yard, and the way it took was precisely the way[samo kind, he added: ¢ Executioners are
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