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CHAPTER VII.

“IR.
elderly lady presided over his establishment,
in consideration of a certain annual stiper ui.

\1’ UL 22,

Scadgers ;

1854.

and, partly to spite her ladyship,

‘dllll pLutl) to maintain herself, went out at a

JOUNDERBY being a bachelor, an |

Mours. Sparsit was this lady’s name ; and she |

was a prumiucnt ficure in attendance on Mr.
Bounderby’s ecar, as it rolled along in triumph
with the Bull y of humility 1u~.ulu.

For, Mrs. Sparsit had not only seen different
days, but was highly connected.

She had a|

great aunt living in these very times called !
Lady Scadgers. Mr. Sparsit, deceased, of whom |

she was the relict, had been by the mother’s
side what Mrs. Sparsit still called “a Powler.”

salary. And here she was now, in her
ldeily days, with the Coriolanian style of nose
and the dvnsc black eyebrows whie h had c: ap-
tivated Sparsit, nmkmn Mzr. Bounderby’s tea
as he took his UulLl\mr

It Bounderby had been a Conqueror, and
Mrs. Sparsit a captive Princess whom he
took about as a feature in his state-processions,
he could not have lnnlt a greater flourish
with her than he habitually “did. Just as it

| belonged to his boastiuluess to depreciate his

own extraction, so it belonged to it to exalt
Mrs. Sparsit’s. Inthe measure that he would
not allow his own youth to have been attended
by a single favourable ecircumstance, he

brightened Mrs. Sparsit’s juvenile career with

Strangers of limited information and dull ap- |
}n'cheusiozl were sometimes observed not to|

know what a Powler was, and even to appear
uncertain whether it micht be a business, or
a political party, or a profession of faith. The
better class of minds, however, did not need
to be informed that the Powlers were an
ancient muck, who could trace themselves so
exceedingly far back that it was not surpris-
ing if they sometimes lost themselves—which
they had rather frequently done, as respected
horse-flesh, blind-hookey, Hebrew monetar y
transactions, and the Insolvent Debtors
Court.

The late Mr. bpahlt being by the mother’s
side a Powler, married this lmv being by the
father’s side .L Scadgers. L‘u’n bctulu ers (an
immensely fat old woman, with an inordinate
appetite for butcher's meat, and a mysterious
leg, which had now refused to get out of bed for
fourteen }'c:u's‘) contrived the marriage, at a
period when Sparsit was just of age, and
chiefly noticeable for a slender bu\ly, weakly
supported on two long slim props, and sur-
mounted by no head worth mentioning. He
inherited a fair fortune from his um,le but
owed it all before he came into it, and spent
1t twice over immediately after wards. Thus,

when he died, at twenty-four (the scene of

his decease Cal: us, and the cause brandy), he
did not leave his widow, from whom he had
been separated soon after the hone vmoon, in
aflluent circumstances. That bereaved lul\
fifteen years older than he, fe]l presently .tt

deadly feud with her on iy relative, Lady

every possible ¢U1‘\.LIItLL“{‘ and showered
wagon-loads of early roses all uvu that Lu y’s
]).Lt “And yet, sir,” he would say, “ how
does it turn out after ali ? Why here sheis at
a hundred a year (I give her a hundred
which she is plmwd to term h: wmdsome), Leup—
ing thv humu of Josiah Bounderby of Coke-
town ! !

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 exasperat-
ing attributes of Bounderby, that he not only
sang his own praises but stimulated other
men to sing them. There was a moral infec-
tion of (,Lz.ntl \p in him. St wmgers, modest
enough elsewhere, started up at dinners in
Lul\etuuu and boasted, in quite a rampant
way, of u.;umlub\ They made him out to
be tlu, Royal arms, the Union-Jjack, Magna
Charta, John Ball, Habeas Corpus, the Bill of
Rights, An Englishman’s house is his castle,
Church and St tate, and God save the Queen,
all put together. And as often (and it was
very often) as an orator of this kind brought
into his peroration,

“ Princes and Lords may flourish or may fade,

A breath can make them,,as a breath has made ;"
—it was, for certain, more or less understood
among the compauny that he had heard of

\jl-\ Sparsit.
“ Mvr. Bounderby,” said Mrs. Sparsit, “ you

are unusual lv slow, sir
this morning

-_\-

, With your breakfast

YOu IX.
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“ Why,*ma’am,” he returned, “ T am Hzn\l\—!\]nunlmw to any one on eqnal terms.
® Tom | | for example, I have been speaking to \outhls

ing about Tom "Gra lorind’s whim :
Gradgrind, for a bluff independent manner of |
speaking—as if somebody were always endea-
vouring to bribe him with immense sums to |
say Thomas s, and he wouldn’t ; “Tom (:1"1(1
grind’s whim, ma’am, of 1)11))gm3 up the
tumbling-girl.”

“The girl is now waiting to know,”
Mrs. Sparsit, whether she is to go straight
to the school, or up to the Lodge.”

“She must wait, ma’am,” answered Boun-
derby, “till I know myself. We shall have
Tom Gradgrind down here presently, I sup-
pose. If he should wish her to remain here a
day or two longer, of course she ean, ma’am.”

“Of course she can if you wish it, Mr.
Bounderby.”

“J told him I would give her a shake-down
here, last night, in order that he might sleep
on it before he decided to let her have any
association with Louisa.”

“Indeed, Mr. Bounderby? Verythoughtful
of you!”

Mrs, Sparsit’s Coriolanian nose underwent
a slight expansion of the nostrils, and her
black eyebrows contracted as she took a sip
of tea.

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

“ Are you speaking of young

(;!‘:111-

Miss

grind, Mr. Bounderby %’
“Yes, ma’am, I am sp.-:xk?nf: of Louisa
“Your observation being limited to ¢little
puss,” ” said Mus. .\1~11~.<. “and there being
two little girls in questi un [ did not know

v

by thate Xpre ssion,”
. Bounde nv. ‘Louisa,

t be indicated
l‘c}n‘:l(vﬂ,

which might

“ Louisa,”
Louisa.”

“You are quite another father to Louisa,
sir.”  Mus. Sparsit took a little more tea ; and,
as she bent her again weted eyebrows
over her steaming cup, rather looked as if her
classical countenance were invoking the
infernal gods.

“If you had said I was another father to
Tom—young Tom, I mean, not my friend
Tom Gradgrind—you might have been nearer
the mark. I am going to take young Tom
into my office. Going to have him under my
wing, ma’am.”

“Indeed ? Rather young for that, is he not,
sir 2”7 Mrs. Sparsit’s “ sir,” in addressing Mr.
Bounderby, was a word of ceremony, rather
exacting consideration for herself in the use,
than honouring him.

“T’'m not going to take him at once : he is
to finish his educational cramming before
then,” said Bounderby. *“By the Lord
Harry, he’ll have enough of it, first and last !
He'd open his eyes, that boy
lnuw how empty of lonnm'v MY young maw |

at his time of life.” Which, by the by,
]n‘ pmml»l) did l\m)\., hn‘ he had heard of it
enough. “ But it’s
difficulty 1 Nave on scores of such sul r]o“t\ in

contre

often

EHOLD WORDS

.“uuld

\"'Fill‘

would, if he |
| Gradgrind beino then announced, he received

extraordinary the

[Condacted by

I’ele

norning :1imm Tumblers. Why, what do 1 you
know about tumblers ? At the time when, to
have been a tumbler in the mud of the streets,
have been a (Juu'«'m] to me, a prize
in the lottery to me, yon were at the Italian
Opera. You were coming out of the Italian
Opera, ma’am, in \I,‘Hu satin and jewels, a

blaze of splendor, when I hadn’t a penny to

'Y}

buy a link to light you.
“I certainly, returned Mrs. Sparsit,
\\1‘11 a ity serenely mournful, “was
wuniliar with the Italian Opera at a very

2 »
('.A!']‘. are.

“ fgad, ma’am, so was 1,” said Bounderby,
A hard bed the

side of it.

with the wrong
pavement of its Arcade used to make, I as-
sure you. ]'»MI'I-‘ like you, ma’am, accus-
tomed from infancy to lie on Down feathers,
have no idea fow }.‘1:'3 a , paving-stone is,
ithout trying it. No no, 1': s of no use my
talkine to #ow about tumblers. I should

rg, and the West End of

speak of {
ir, and lords and ladies

L.ondon, and

o )
and honorables.”

“I trust, sir,” rejoined Mrs. Sparsit, with

ent resicnation, “it is not necessary that
vou should do anything of that kind. I hope
[ have learnt how to accommo intem_\'selfto
the changes of life. If I have acquired an
interest in hearing of vour instructive ex-
periences, and ca y hear enough of
them, I elaim 1 ! at, ginece I believe
t 18 a general ser went.”

“ Well, ma’am, 1 her patron, “perhaps
sonie people may be pleased to say that they do
like to h Y, in his « n ur !"‘IE\‘H!‘(l way, \\‘hﬂt
Josiah Bounderby of Coketown has gone
through. But you must confess that you
were born ti luxury, yourself,
Come, ma’am, you know you were born in the
lap of luxury.

“1 do not, sir,” returned Mrs. Sparsit with
a shake of her head, “ deny it.”

Mr. Bounderby was obliged to aet up from
table, and stand with his back to Ihr‘ ‘It",
looking at her ; she was such an enhaneement

of his merits

¢ And you were in cracl Devilish
high society,” he said, warming his legs.

*“ It is true, sir,” returned Mrs. Sparsit, with
wtion of humility the very oppmlteof
his, and therefore in no danger of jostling it.

X \w\(‘.h'(\'_

“You were in the tiptop fashion, and all
the rest of '1:," said Mr. Bounderby.
* Yes, sir,” returned Mrs. Sparsit, with a

kind of social widowhood upon her. “Itis
uminv-,\tiuu;:ﬁ»'.A\’ true.

Myr. Bounderby, bending himself at the
kunees, 1m rally embraced his legs in his great

St HM wetion, and laucghed aloud. Mr. and Miss

Hw former with a shake of the ]nnd. and the
latter with a 1\1\\
“ Can Jupe besent here, Bounderby ?” asked

Mr, (umlullml
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Certainly. So Jupe was sent there. On | (h‘;iﬂwrmd with a passing frown. “Idon’t ||

coming in, she curtseyed to Mr. -mumi-ﬂ by, | ask about ]1 m I m:mh and you to have ||
and to his friend Tom Gradgrind, and also | been in the h ‘1}) t of reading to your father 77 |
to Louisa; but in her confusion unluckily | “O yes, sir, thousands of times. They H
omitted Mrs. Sparsit. Observing this, the | were the haj ppiest—O, of all the happy times ||

1

blustrous Bounderby had the following re-|we had together, sir !
mm-ks to make: It \\ as only nu\v w len her grief broke out,

“Now, I tell you what, my girl. The name *hm ouisa looked at her 1
of that ladv by the teapot, is Mrs. Spavsit. | Aml what,” :ml:-':’{ Mr. Gradgrind, in a ||
That lady acts as mistress of this house, still lower voice, “did you read to your [|
and she is a highly connected lady. (‘nuso—'fhiils / -7"‘“'? B |

quently, if ever you come again into any room About the Fairies, sir, and the Dwarf, and |
in Hualmnse you will make a short stay in it | the Hunchback, and ti 1e (-1011:()::,’ she sobbed [
if you don’t behave towards that lady in your | out. _ (l
most respectful manner. Now,Idon’t care a| “There!” said Mr. Gradgrind, “that i

button what you do to me, because I don’t|enough. Never breathe a wmn‘. of such
affect to be anybody. So far from having high | destructive nonsense any more. Bounderby,
connections, I have no connections at all, and | this is a case for rigid training, and I shall ||
I come of thescum of the earth. But towards | observe it with interest.” 1
that lady, T do care what you do; and you| ¢ Well,” returned Mr. Bounderl y, “I have ||
shall do what is detelenml and 1‘0\;1%‘(1111 or | given \uu my opinion already, a1 1‘1 [ shouldn’t |

you shall not come here. 'do as” you do. But, very wel very well. |
G | ]mpe Bounderby,” said Mr. Gradgrind, | Since you are bent upon it, / rell 17
in a coneili: 1tmv voice, “t] at this was Jnoul*“ So, Mr. 11"1'1" Ind and his nr'""' r took |
111 oversicht.” | Cecilia hl]m‘ off with them {H Stone Lodge, |
“My friend Tom Gradgrind suggests, Mrs. | and on the way Louisa never spoke one word, |
Sparsit,” said Bounderby, “that this was|good or bad. And Mr. Bounderby went ||
merely an oversight. Very likely. However, | about his daily pursnits. And Mrs. Sparsit

as you are :L\"\':u'e,nm'.lm 1(1:»11 allow of even | oot behind her evebrows and meditated in

owmi'--lmtq towards you.’ the gloom of that retreat, all the morning.
“You are very good indeed, sir,” returned
Mrs. Sparsit, 111\11wr her head with her State

CHAPTER VIIIL,

:m'mlitv. “ lt is not wulth spe .:L,r:: of.” | Ler us strike the key note again, before
Sissy, who all this time had been faintly | pursuing the tune.
excusing herself with tears in her eyes, was When she was half a dozen years younger, |

now waved over by the master of the house | Louisa had been ove 1hunm1 to begin a con-
to Mr. Gradgrind. She stood, looking intently | versation with her brother one day, by
at him, and Louisa stood coldly by, with her |saying “Tom, I wonder "—upon which Mr.
eyes upon the ground, while he proceeded | Graderind, who was the person overhearing,

thus : | m‘-muui forth into the light, and said, “Louisa
“Jupe, T have made up my mind to take | never wonder!”
you into my house ; ‘md. when you are not in Herein lay the spring of the mechanical

1

attendance at the school, to employ you|art and mystery of educating the reason
about Mrs. Gradgrind, \\hu 1s rather an|without stooping to the cultivation of the
invalid. T have exp lained to Miss Louisa— | sentiments and affections. Never wonder. By
this iy Miss Louisa—the miserable -but|means of addition, subtraction. multiplication,
natural end of your late career ; and you are |and division, settle everything somehow, and
to (\p] essly understand that the whole of | never wonder. Bring to me, says M‘Choak-

that subject is past, and is not to be referred | umechild. yonder baby just alle to walk, and

to any more. From this time you begin your | I \'.'}j‘; encace that it shall never wonder.
history. You are, at present, ignorant, I |  Now, l.: sides very many babies just able to
know.” | walk, there happe ned to be in Coketown a

“ Yes, sir, very,” she answered, curtseying. | considerable Po] pulation of babies who had
“I shall have the satisfaction of eansine | been wa 1'1 against 11m-3tuw-n'.hthvimi:nii’w
you to be strictly educated ; and you will be | world, twenty, thirty, forty, fiftty years and
a living proof to all who come into com-|more. in-m l:uLtl]{HlH infants being alarm-
munication with you, of the advantages of |ing creatures to stalk about in any human

the training you wi ill receive. You will be |society, the eichteen denominations Iinces-

reclaimed and formed. You have been in the | santly scratched one another’s faces and |

habit, now, of reading to your father, and ”um( pulled one another’s hair, by way of agree- |

rlerml I found you among, { dare say 77 said ing on the steps to be taken for their ||

Mr. Gr: wdgrind, brlcl\onm'f her nearer to th improvement — which they never did; a I

before he said so, and dln} yping his voice, | surprising circumstance, when the happy ||
|

“Only to father and Merrylegs, sir. At | adaptation of the means to the end is con- %
least I mean to father, when Merrylegs was | sidered,  Still, although they differed in l
always there.” every other particular, conceivable and incon- ||

“ Never mind Merrylegs, Jupe,” said Mr. | ceivable (especially inconceivable), they were ||
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p1etty well united on the pmnt 1] ab tn(‘se‘

unlucky infants were never to wonder. * Body
number one, said they must take everything
on trust. Body number two, said they must
take everything on political economy. Body
number three, wrote leaden little
them, s »]Jm\mu how the good grown-up baby |
invariably g oot to the ?mvmm, hml\ and the |
bad grown-up baby inv: umbl\'t ‘ot tr ms}mltul
Body number four, under dlC‘ll'_\' pretences of
being droll (when it was very melancholy
indeed), made the shallowest pretences of
concealing pitfalls of knowledge, into which it
was the duty of these babies to be smuggled
and inveigled. But, all the bodies agreed
that they were nc\’ur to wonder.

There was a library in Coketown, to which |

general access was easy. Mr. Gradgrind
greatly tormented his mind about what the
people read in this library : a point whereon
little rivers of tabular statements periodically
flowed into the howling ocean of tabular
statements, which no diver ever got to any
depth in and came up sane. It was a dis-
heartening circumstance, but a melancholy
fact, that even these readers persisted in won-
dering. They wondered about human nature,
human passions, human hopes and fears, the
struggles, triumphs and defeats, the cares and

joys and sorrows, the lives and deaths, of
common men and women. They some-
times, after fifteen hours’ work, sat down

about men and women,
:msl <‘-1||ilv‘u’z-]1.

to read mere fables
more or less like themselves,
nore or less like their own. They took De
l(n‘ to their bosoms, instead of Kuelid, and
seemed to be on the whole more comforted by
Goldsmith than by Coeker. Mr, Graderind
was for ever working, in print and out of print,
at this eceentric sum, and he never could make
out how it yielded this unaccountable product.
“T am sic 1\ ut my life, Loo. I hate it alto-
gether, and I hate everybody exc: pt_you,”
bwl(l llw mm.mual young Thomas Gradgrind
in the hair-cutting ch amber at twilight.
“You don’t hate Sissy, Tom.”
“I hate to be obliged to call her
And she hates mc,” said Tom moodily,
“No she doeg not, Tom, I am sure.”
She must,”” said Tom. “She must just
hate and detest the whole

Jupe.

set-out of wus.|

|

| what this—jolly old—Jaundiced Jail—

books for |

They’ll bother her head off, I think, before |

they have done with her. Already she's get-
ting as pale as wax, and as heavy as—I am.”
luun\» Thomas expressed these s sentimeunts,

WORDS. {Conducted by
“ Not me, I hope, Tom 7
“No, Loo ; I wouldn’t hurt zow. T made

I don’t know
” Tom
had paused to find a sufficiently compli-
mentary and expressive name for the parental
1‘(;(')1', and seemed to relieve his mind for a
moment by the strong \-lntu tion of this one,
“would be without you.”

“Indeed, Tom ? Do you really and truly
say so ‘A

“Why, of
talking about it

his face on his

an exception of you at first.

What’s the use of
' returned Tom, chafing
coat-sleeve as if to Ill(il'[ify
have it in unison with his

course [ tlt).

his flesh, and

| spirit.

“ Because, Tom.” =said his sister, after
the sparks awhile, “as I gef
and nearer growing up, I often sit won-
deringe here, how unfortunate it is
for me that I can’t reconcile you il) ]lOLl“
better than I am able to do. 1 don’t know

] can’t Iu.'t_\ to you,

- c' r ’ . -4
m]t‘]ll.‘- watehiing
(»!‘I"'l'.

: . %
alnd think

what other ¢irls know. 1
or sing to vou. I ean’t talk to vou so asto
lighten your mind, for I never see any amusing

v
sights or read any amusing books that it would

be a pleasure or a relief to you to talk about,
when you are tired.”
*Well, no more do I. I am as bad as you

that 1 pect § an | I am a Mule too, which
was determined to make
and I am not a
Prig, why, it sta I must be a
¢ And so I am,” said 'l'.-m, li\.\‘in'l'iilaiv\'.
‘1t’s a oreal pit; said | after ano-
I speaking thoughtfully out of
creat ]).u. Tom,
4 of us

“Oh! You,” said Tom ; “you are a gul,
Loo, and a ¢irl comes out of it better than a
boy does. I don’t miss anything in you, You

|
= 1 |
al'e thie Oniy i

vou're not. If father
me either a Prie or a Mule,
1S 1O reason,

;oulsa,
ther pause, an
;i<’l' dark corn L “it’s a

[t’s very unfortunate for 'w th

hten
can always lead me

‘e | have—you can bri
even this place—and you
as vou like.”

“You are a dear brother,
you think I ean do such
niuch mind knowine better. Thouch I do
know better, Tom, and am very sorry for it
whe came aud kissed him, and went back inte
her corner acain.

“ I wish I could colleet all the Facts we hear
so much about,” said Tom, spitefully setting
his teeth, “and -all the Figures, and all the

Tom ; and while
Illm;n‘. I don't so

people who found them out; and I wish I

sitting astride of a clum before the fire, with |

his arms on the back, and his sulky face on
his arms,
by the fireside, now looking at him, now
looking at the 1)11“11t sparks as they dmppud
upon the hear Lh.

“As to me,” said Tom, tumbling his h: ur
all manner of ways with his sulky h.llldb, s
am a Donkey, that’s what 7 am.

His sister sat in the darker corner: derby,

I am 'as‘

could put a thousand barrels of gunpowder
under them, and blow them all up together!
However, when I go to live with old Boun-
[’ll have my revenge.”

“Your rev enge, 'L‘u m ? :‘

“I mean, I'll enjoy myself a little; and go
| about and see some JHH o, and hear somet lhm
1l l\LUIlllnu\L' myself iul the way in which
i T h we been brought up.” -

“ But don’t disappoint yourself bLforeuaud,

obstinate as one, I am more stupid than one, | Tom. M. Bounde rby thinks as father thinks
1 get as much plmb tre as one, and I should | and i s a great deal rougher, and not half so
| kind.
| AL,

like to kick like one.”
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“T don’t mind

“Oh!” said Tom, laughing ;

that. T shall very well ]\11-)\\ how to manage

19

and smoothe old ,]ra.mtl(*l'? )y !

Their shadows were defined upon the wall,
but I}HH-'L' of the high presses in the room
were all blended together on the wall and on
t’!;. ceiling, as if the brother and sister were
overhung by a dark cavern. Or, a fancitul
ination—if such treason could have been
tl.-n.--—nn;_lht have made it out to be the
shadow of their subject, and of its lowering
1ation with their future.

“What is your great mode of smoothing and
managing, Tom ? Is it a secret 77

“Oh !'” said Tom, “if it is a secret, it’s not
far off. ~It’s you. You are his little pet,
you are his favourite ; he’ll do anything for

imag

ass0

vou. When he says to me what I don’t like,
I shall say to him, ‘My sister Loo will be
hurt and « llx'\plmnnml, Mr. Bounderby. She

always used to tell me she was sure you would

be easier with me than this, That’ll bring |
him about, or nothing will.”

After waiting for some answering remark,
and getting none, Tom wearily relapsed into
the 1).<bv.llt time, and twined himseli yawning
round and about the rails-of his chair, and

rumpled his head more and more, until he

sudde nly looked up, and asked :
“ Have you i">lle to \le'\'h Loo??”
“No, Tom. Iam lmmm" “L the fire.”

to look at in it
” said Tom. “ Another

“You seem to find more
than ever I could find,’
of the advantages, I suppose, 01 being a girl.”

“Tom,” enllniwd his sister, slowly, and in
a curious tone, as if she were re: ulmf* what
she asked, in the fire, and it were not quite
pl unly written there, “do you look forward

th any atlst‘wtxon to this ch: wnge to Mr.
Bnnude‘ by’s 77

“Why, thow one thing to be said of it,’
turned lom pushing his hair from hlm, mni
stand ing up; “it will be getting away from
home.

o li 1ere is one thing to be said of it,” Louisa
repeated in her former curious tone ; “it will
be getting away from home. Yes.”

“Not but what I shall be very unwilling,
both to leave you, Loo, and to leave you
here. But I must go, you know, v.hcthu I
like it or not ; and 1 h 1d better oo where I can
take with me some advantage of your in-
fluence, than where I should lose it altogether,
Don’t }-sll see 17

“Yes, Tom.”

The answer was so long in coming, though
there was no indecision in it, that ium went

| almost energetic.

-DRAWING. 217

I have been

'—'J‘t:\"!l up.”

about vou and

D -

said Tom.

‘\“K}\l:"" 1 ff]rl{\ill !,‘
have

sl | such 12?]1!‘.-’:]]:1‘_’1':i" le thoucht
returned his sister, “that they il won Jop s

. 'l’inn [ beg of you, Louisa,” said :‘\I!'.:.
(!] lu"lll '] A 'm ]1 nl (I‘ el I t}J" !l'ml‘ \\':.'Ilw‘.li

IH mno hear l ‘to do ]1(1 h ji\u of that ¢1[‘_-\,-';»:

1D~
11!!1], 1“1 rrnr; ]m I8 S lLI‘ vOou ince ]:lsitil'l';[t.‘ 1::1»]‘
or I shall never hear the 1: st of 1t from vour
f.l”x[‘ . .."51.'1‘1 J}lfﬂll."t.‘-!. it 1s really 5]\:1_1;;‘{:;]‘

with my poor head continua Ly wearine me
out, th 1L a hn\ 1,1(-1” nt up as vou have | ~p:,,
.~<huul~1 i“* mun'{ <*:1«:~u111‘:x'_fi:|; his si:-t:'r to won-
der, when he knows his father has expressly
sald that she is not to do it.” i :

Louisa denied Tom’s partie ipation in the
offence ; but her mother stoppe d her with the
conclusive answer, “Louisa, don’t tell me, in
myv state of healt h ; for unless you had been
encouraged, it is 111()1‘111\' and physically im-
possible that you could have done it.” ~

o | \ms(nuamm-mlw\ nothing, mother, but 1 by
looking at the re d s sparks dropping out of the
fire, and w 1itening and dvm-' It made me
think, after all, hu.v short” my life wonld 1}
and how little [ could hope to do in it.”

“Nonsense!” said Mrs. Gradgrind, rendered
‘\'nmen*o ! Don’t stand

| there and tell me such stufl, Louisa, to my

| hear the last of it.

face, when you know very well that if it was
tvm to reach your father’s ears I should never
After all t}l_e trouble that
has been taken with you! After the lectures
you have attended, and the experiments you
have seen! After1have 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 111\'
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,”
W m'npmul Mrs. Gr: wdgrind, taking a chair,
and discharging her strongest point before suc-
c'nmhmg’ under these mere shadows of fact ts,
“yes, I really do wish that I had never had
a family, and then you v‘nu]l h:u‘:.: known

| W lmt it was to do without me

and leaned on the back of her chair, to con- |

template the fire which so engrossed her, from
her point of view, and see what he wuld make

of it.
“ Except that it is a fire,” said Tom, “it

looks to me as stupid and blank as every thmrf |

else looks What do you see in it ? Not a!
eircus !”
“1 don’t see anything in it, Tom, parti- |

cularly., DBut since I have been’ luul\.mu at it,

WIRE-DRAWING.

WiRE was not always made by drawing. In
early days metal-w orkers were wont to beat
out their metal into thin plates or leaves, to
cut the plates into narrow strips, and to round
these strips by a hammer and a file until
they assumed the form of wire. In the
lcsu'i}nlun of the sacerdotal garments pre-
pumt for Aaron, it is stated that thc makers
of the ephod, “did beat the gold into thin

‘ pmtu. and cut it into wires, to wull\ it in the

| entrap Venus and

blue, and in the purple, an:l in the scarlet
and in the fine linen, with cunning work.’
In the regions of m‘:m, Vulcan is declared to
have forged a net of delicate to

-

wirework
Mars ; and if that most
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