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Little Dorrit was published 1856-57, when the author's popularity was at its height. The plot is a slight one on which to hang more than fifty characters. The author began with the intention of emphasizing the fact that individuals brought together by chance, if only for an instant, continue henceforth to influence and to act and react upon one another. But this original motive is soon altogether forgotten in the multiplication of characters and the relation of their fortunes. The central idea is to portray the experiences of the Dorrit family, immured for many years on account of debt in the old Marshalsea Prison, and then unexpectedly restored to wealth and freedom. Having been pitiable in poverty, they become arrogant and contemptible in affluence. Amy, "Little Dorrit," alone remains pure, lovable, and self-denying. In her, Dickens embodies the best human qualities in a most beautiful and persuasive form. She enlists the love of Arthur Clennam, who meantime has had his own trials. Returning from India, after long absence, he finds his mother a religious fanatic, domineered over by the hypocritical old Flintwinch, and both preyed upon by the Mephistophelian Blandois, perhaps the most dastardly villain in the whole Dickens gallery. The complications, however, end happily for Arthur and Amy. The main attack of the book is aimed against official "red tape" as exemplified in the Barnacle family and the "Circumlocution Office." ...
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This book created somewhat of a sensation in the literary and scientific world. Mr. Donnelly argues that Plato's story was true; that all the ancient civilizations of Europe and America radiated from this ancient kingdom, and that this is the reason we find pyramids, obelisks, and buildings almost Identically alike in Egypt, Mexico and Peru. Donnelly's statements and ample evidence deliver ample evidence for the existence of the continent of Atlants. This book is a must have for all folklorists and people, who are interested in the possible history of a famous nation.
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"Roughing It" is another one of Mark Twain's chronicles of his wandering years, this one being the prequel to "Innocents Abroad." His adventures take place in the Wild West, Salt Lake City and even in Hawaii - among other places. He even enlists as a Confederate cavalryman for some time. The book is also a prolific example for Twain's excellent sense of humour.
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The Ministry of Healing, perhaps one of the best books ever written by Mrs. White, offers a wealth of information on the laws of life, how to cure diseases, how to stay healthy and how to heal the soul. It is important to understand the spiritual side of health, and this is where Mrs. White is the expert at. From the contents: Chapter 1 - Our Example Chapter 2 - Days of Ministry Chapter 3 - With Nature and With God Chapter 4 - The Touch of Faith Chapter 5 - Healing of the Soul Chapter 6 - Saved to Serve Chapter 7 - The Co-Working of the Divine and the Human Chapter 8 - The Physician, an Educator Chapter 9 - Teaching and Healing Chapter 10 - Helping the Tempted Chapter 11 - Working for the Intemperate Chapter 12 - Help for the Unemployed and the Homeless Chapter 13 - The Helpless Poor Chapter 14 - Ministry to the Rich ...
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Charles Dickens – A Biographical Primer





     




    By Thomas Seccombe




     




    The English novelist, was born on the 7th of February 1812 at a house in the Mile End Terrace, Commercial Road, Landport (Portsea) — a house which was opened as a Dickens Museum on 22nd July 1904. His father John Dickens (d. 1851), a clerk in the navy-pay office on a salary of £80 a year, and stationed for the time being at Portsmouth, had married in 1809 Elizabeth, daughter of Thomas Barrow, and she bore him a family of eight children, Charles being the second. In the winter of 1814 the family moved from Portsea in the snow, as he remembered, to London, and lodged for a time near the Middlesex hospital. The country of the novelist's childhood, however, was the kingdom of Kent, where the family was established in proximity to the dockyard at Chatham from 1816 to 1821. He looked upon himself in later years as a man of Kent, and his capital abode as that in Ordnance Terrace, or 18 St Mary's Place, Chatham, amid surroundings classified in Mr Pickwick's notes as “appearing” to be soldiers, sailors, Jews, chalk, shrimps, officers and dockyard men. He fell into a family the general tendency of which was to go down in the world, during one of its easier periods (John Dickens was now fifth clerk on £250 a year), and he always regarded himself as belonging by right to a comfortable, genteel, lower middle-class stratum of society. His mother taught him to read; to his father he appeared very early in the light of a young prodigy, and by him Charles was made to sit on a tall chair and warble popular ballads, or even to tell stories and anecdotes for the benefit of fellow-clerks in the office. John Dickens, however, had a small collection of books which were kept in a little room upstairs that led out of Charles's own, and in this attic the boy found his true literary instructors in Roderick Random, Peregrine Pickle, Humphry Clinker, Tom Jones, The Vicar of Wakefield, Don Quixote, Gil Bias and Robinson Crusoe. The story of how he played at the characters in these books and sustained his idea of Roderick Random for a month at a stretch is picturesquely told in David Copperfield. Here as well as in his first and last books and in what many regard as his best, Great Expectations, Dickens returns with unabated fondness and mastery to the surroundings of his childhood. From seven to nine years he was at a school kept in Clover Lane; Chatham, by a Baptist minister named William Giles, who gave him Goldsmith's Bee as a keepsake when the call to Somerset House necessitated the removal of the family from Rochester to a shabby house in Bayham Street, Camden Town. At the very moment when a consciousness of capacity was beginning to plump his youthful ambitions, the whole flattering dream vanished and left not a rack behind. Happiness and Chatham had been left behind together, and Charles was about to enter a school far sterner and also far more instructive than that in Clover Lane. The family income had been first decreased and then mortgaged; the creditors of the “prodigal father” would not give him time; John Dickens was consigned to the Marshalsea; Mrs Dickens started an “Educational Establishment” as a forlorn hope in Upper Gower Street; and Charles, who had helped his mother with the children, blacked the boots, carried things to the pawnshop and done other menial work, was now sent out to earn his own living as a young hand in a blacking warehouse, at Old Hungerford Stairs, on a salary of six shillings a week. He tied, trimmed and labelled blacking pots for over a year, dining off a saveloy and a slice of pudding, consorting with two very rough boys, Bob Fagin and Pol Green, and sleeping in an attic in Little College Street, Camden Town, in the house of Mrs Roylance (Pipchin), while on Sunday he spent the day with his parents in their comfortable prison, where they had the services of a “marchioness” imported from the Chatham workhouse.




     




    Already consumed by ambition, proud, sensitive and on his dignity to an extent not uncommon among boys of talent, he felt his position keenly, and in later years worked himself up into a passion of self-pity in connexion with the “degradation” and “humiliation” of this episode. The two years of childish hardship which ate like iron into his soul were obviously of supreme importance in the growth of the novelist. Recollections of the streets and the prison and its purlieus supplied him with a store of literary material upon which he drew through all the years of his best activity. And the bitterness of such an experience was not prolonged sufficiently to become sour. From 1824 to 1826, having been rescued by a family quarrel and by a windfall in the shape of a legacy to his father, from the warehouse, he spent two years at an academy known as Wellington House, at the corner of Granby Street and the Hampstead Road (the lighter traits of which are reproduced in Salem House), and was there known as a merry and rather mischievous boy. Fortunately he learned nothing there to compromise the results of previous instruction. His father had now emerged from the Marshalsea and was seeking employment as a parliamentary reporter. A Gray's Inn solicitor with whom he had had dealings was attracted by the bright, clever look of Charles, and took him into his office as a boy at a salary of thirteen and sixpence (rising to fifteen shillings) a week. He remained in Mr Blackmore's office from May 1827 to November 1828, but he had lost none of his eager thirst for distinction, and spent all his spare time mastering Gurney's shorthand and reading early and late at the British Museum. A more industrious apprentice in the lower grades of the literary profession has never been known, and the consciousness of opportunities used to the most splendid advantage can hardly have been absent from the man who was shortly to take his place at the head of it as if to the manner born. Lowten and Guppy, and Swiveller had been observed from this office lad's stool; he was now greatly to widen his area of study as a reporter in Doctors' Commons and various police courts, including Bow Street, working all day at law and much of the night at shorthand. Some one asked John Dickens, during the first eager period of curiosity as to the man behind “Pickwick,” where his son Charles was educated. “Well really,” said the prodigal father, “he may be said — haw — haw — to have educated himself.” He was one of the most rapid and accurate reporters in London when, at nineteen years of age, in 1831, he realized his immediate ambition and “entered the gallery” as parliamentary reporter to the True Sun. Later he was reporter to the Mirror of Parliament and then to the Morning Chronicle. Several of his earliest letters are concerned with his exploits as a reporter, and allude to the experiences he had, travelling fifteen miles an hour and being upset in almost every description of known vehicle in various parts of Britain between 1831 and 1836. The family was now living in Bentwick Street, Manchester Square, but John Dickens was still no infrequent inmate of the sponging-houses. With all the accessories of these places of entertainment his son had grown to be excessively familiar. Writing about 1832 to his school friend Tom Mitton, Dickens tells him that his father has been arrested at the suit of a wine firm, and begs him go over to Cursiter Street and see what can be done. On another occasion of a paternal disappearance he observes: “I own that his absence does not give me any great uneasiness, knowing how apt he is to get out of the way when anything goes wrong.” In yet another letter he asks for a loan of four shillings.




     




    In the meanwhile, however, he had commenced author in a more creative sense by penning some sketches of contemporary London life, such as he had attempted in his school days in imitation of the sketches published in the London and other magazines of that day. The first of these appeared in the December number of the Old Monthly Magazine for 1833. By the following August, when the signature “Boz” was first given, five of these sketches had appeared. By the end of 1834 we find him settled in rooms in Furnival's Inn, and a little later his salary on the Morning Chronicle was raised, owing to the intervention of one of its chiefs, George Hogarth, the father of (in addition to six sons) eight charming daughters, to one of whom, Catherine, Charles was engaged to be married before the year was out. Clearly as his career now seemed designated, he was at this time or a little before it coquetting very seriously with the stage: but circumstances were rapidly to determine another stage in his career. A year before Queen Victoria's accession appeared in two volumes Sketches by Boz, Illustrative of Everyday Life and Everyday People. The book came from a prentice hand, but like the little tract on the Puritan abuse of the Sabbath entitled “Sunday under three Heads” which appeared a few months later, it contains in germ all, or almost all, the future Dickens. Glance at the headings of the pages. Here we have the Beadle and all connected with him, London streets, theatres, shows, the pawnshop, Doctors' Commons, Christmas, Newgate, coaching, the river. Here comes a satirical picture of parliament, fun made of cheap snobbery, a rap on the knuckles of sectarianism. And what could be more prophetic than the title of the opening chapter — Our Parish? With the Parish — a large one indeed — Dickens to the end concerned himself; he began with a rapid survey of his whole field, hinting at all he might accomplish, indicating the limits he was not to pass. This year was to be still more momentous to Dickens, for, on the 2nd of April 1836, he was married to George Hogarth's eldest daughter Catherine. He seems to have fallen in love with the daughters collectively, and, judging by subsequent events, it has been suggested that perhaps he married the wrong one. His wife's sister Mary was the romance of his early married life, and another sister, Georgina, was the dearest friend of his last ten years.




     




    A few days before the marriage, just two months after the appearance of the Sketches, the first part of The Posthumous Papers of the Pickwick Club was announced. One of the chief vogues of the day was the issue of humorous, sporting or anecdotal novels in parts, with plates, and some of the best talent of the day, represented by Ainsworth, Bulwer, Marryat, Maxwell, Egan, Hook and Surtees, had been pressed into this kind of enterprise. The publishers of the day had not been slow to perceive Dickens's aptitude for this species of “letterpress.” A member of the firm of Chapman & Hall called upon him at Furnival's Inn in December 1835 with a proposal that he should write about a Nimrod Club of amateur sportsmen, foredoomed to perpetual ignominies, while the comic illustrations were to be etched by Seymour, a well-known rival of Cruikshank (the illustrator of Boz). The offer was too tempting for Dickens to refuse, but he changed the idea from a club of Cockney sportsmen to that of a club of eccentric peripatetics, on the sensible grounds, first that sporting sketches were stale, and, secondly, that he knew nothing worth speaking of about sport. The first seven pictures appeared with the signature of Seymour and the letterpress of Dickens. Before the eighth picture appeared Seymour had blown his brains out. After a brief interval of Buss, Dickens obtained the services of Hablot K. Browne, known to all as “Phiz.” Author and illustrator were as well suited to one another and to the common creation of a unique thing as Gilbert and Sullivan. Having early got rid of the sporting element, Dickens found himself at once. The subject exactly suited his knowledge, his skill in arranging incidents — nay, his very limitations too. No modern book is so incalculable. We commence laughing heartily at Pickwick and his troupe. The laugh becomes kindlier. We are led on through a tangle of adventure, never dreaming what is before us. The landscape changes: Pickwick becomes the symbol of kind-heartedness, simplicity and innocent levity. Suddenly in the Fleet Prison a deeper note is struck. The medley of human relationships, the loneliness, the mystery and sadness of human destinies are fathomed. The tragedy of human life is revealed to us amid its most farcical elements. The droll and laughable figure of the hero is transfigured by the kindliness of human sympathy into a beneficent and bespectacled angel in shorts and gaiters. By defying accepted rules, Dickens had transcended the limited sphere hitherto allotted to his art: he had produced a book to be enshrined henceforth in the inmost hearts of all sorts and conditions of his countrymen, and had definitely enlarged the boundaries of English humour and English fiction. As for Mr Pickwick, he is a fairy like Puck or Santa Claus, while his creator is “the last of the mythologists and perhaps the greatest.”




     




    When The Pickwick Papers appeared in book form at the close of 1837 Dickens's popular reputation was made. From the appearance of Sam Weller in part v. the universal hunger for the monthly parts had risen to a furore. The book was promptly translated into French and German. The author had received little assistance from press or critics, he had no influential connexions, his class of subjects was such as to “expose him at the outset to the fatal objections of vulgarity,” yet in less than six months from the appearance of the first number, as the Quarterly Review almost ruefully admits, the whole reading world was talking about the Pickwickians. The names of Winkle, Wardle, Weller, Jingle, Snodgrass, Dodson & Fogg, were as familiar as household words. Pickwick chintzes figured in the linendrapers' windows, and Pickwick cigars in every tobacconist's; Weller corduroys became the stock-in-trade of every breeches-maker; Boz cabs might be seen rattling through the streets, and the portrait of the author of Pelham and Crichton was scraped down to make way for that of the new popular favourite on the omnibuses. A new and original genius had suddenly sprung up, there was no denying it, even though, as the Quarterly concluded, “it required no gift of prophecy to foretell his fate — he has risen like a rocket and he will come down like the stick.” It would have needed a very emphatic gift of prophecy indeed to foretell that Dickens's reputation would have gone on rising until at the present day (after one sharp fall, which reached an extreme about 1887) it stands higher than it has ever stood before.




     




    Dickens's assumption of the literary purple was as amazing as anything else about him. Accepting the homage of the luminaries of the literary, artistic and polite worlds as if it had been his natural due, he arranges for the settlement of his family, decrees, like another Edmund Kean, that his son is to go to Eton, carries on the most complicated negotiations with his publishers and editors, presides and orates with incomparable force at innumerable banquets, public and private, arranges elaborate villegiatures in the country, at the seaside, in France or in Italy, arbitrates in public on every topic, political, ethical, artistic, social or literary, entertains and legislates for an increasingly large domestic circle, both juvenile and adult, rules himself and his time-table with a rod of iron. In his letter-writing alone, Dickens did a life's literary work. Nowadays no one thinks of writing such letters; that is to say, letters of such length and detail, for the quality is Dickens's own. He evidently enjoyed this use of the pen. Page after page of Forster's Life (750 pages in the Letters edited by his daughter and sister-in-law) is occupied with transcription from private correspondence, and never a line of this but is thoroughly worthy of print and preservation. If he makes a tour in any part of the British Isles, he writes a full description of all he sees, of everything that happens, and writes it with such gusto, such mirth, such strokes of fine picturing, as appear in no other private letters ever given to the public. Naturally buoyant in all circumstances, a holiday gave him the exhilaration of a schoolboy. See how he writes from Cornwall, when on a trip with two or three friends, in 1843. “Heavens! if you could have seen the necks of bottles, distracting in their immense variety of shape, peering out of the carriage pockets! If you could have witnessed the deep devotion of the post-boys, the maniac glee of the waiters! If you could have followed us into the earthy old churches we visited, and into the strange caverns on the gloomy seashore, and down into the depths of mines, and up to the tops of giddy heights, where the unspeakably green water was roaring, I don't know how many hundred feet below. . . . I never laughed in my life as I did on this journey. It would have done you good to hear me. I was choking and gasping and bursting the buckles off the back of my stock, all the way. And Stanfield” — the painter — “got into such apoplectic entanglements that we were obliged to beat him on the back with portmanteaus before we could recover him.”




     




    The animation of Dickens's look would attract the attention of any one, anywhere. His figure was not that of an Adonis, but his brightness made him the centre and pivot of every society he was in. The keenness and vivacity of his eye combined with his inordinate appetite for life to give the unique quality to all that he wrote. His instrument is that of the direct, sinewy English of Smollett, combined with much of the humorous grace of Goldsmith (his two favourite authors), but modernized to a certain extent under the influence of Washington Irving, Sydney Smith, Jeffrey, Lamb, and other writers of the London Magazine. He taught himself to speak French and Italian, but he could have read little in any language. His ideas were those of the inchoate and insular liberalism of the 'thirties. His unique force in literature he was to owe to no supreme artistic or intellectual quality, but almost entirely to his inordinate gift of observation, his sympathy with the humble, his power over the emotions and his incomparable endowment of unalloyed human fun. To contemporaries he was not so much a man as an institution, at the very mention of whose name faces were puckered with grins or wreathed in smiles. To many his work was a revelation, the revelation of a new world and one far better than their own. And his influence went further than this in the direction of revolution or revival. It gave what were then universally referred to as “the lower orders” a new sense of self-respect, a new feeling of citizenship. Like the defiance of another Luther, or the Declaration of a new Independence, it emitted a fresh ray of hope across the firmament. He did for the whole English-speaking race what Burns had done for Scotland — he gave it a new conceit of itself. He knew what a people wanted and he told what he knew. He could do this better than anybody else because his mind was theirs. He shared many of their “great useless virtues,” among which generosity ranks before justice, and sympathy before truth, even though, true to his middle-class vein, he exalts piety, chastity and honesty in a manner somewhat alien to the mind of the low-bred man. This is what makes Dickens such a demigod and his public success such a marvel, and this also is why any exclusively literary criticism of his work is bound to be so inadequate. It should also help us to make the necessary allowances for the man. Dickens, even the Dickens of legend that we know, is far from perfect. The Dickens of reality to which Time may furnish a nearer approximation is far less perfect. But when we consider the corroding influence of adulation, and the intoxication of unbridled success, we cannot but wonder at the relatively high level of moderation and self-control that Dickens almost invariably observed. Mr G. K. Chesterton remarks suggestively that Dickens had all his life the faults of the little boy who is kept up too late at night. He is overwrought by happiness to the verge of exasperation, and yet as a matter of fact he does keep on the right side of the breaking point. The specific and curative in his case was the work in which he took such anxious pride, and such unmitigated delight. He revelled in punctual and regular work; at his desk he was often in the highest spirits. Behold how he pictured himself, one day at Broadstairs, where he was writing Chuzzlewit. “In a bay-window in a one-pair sits, from nine o'clock to one, a gentleman with rather long hair and no neckcloth, who writes and grins, as if he thought he was very funny indeed. At one he disappears, presently emerges from a bathing-machine, and may be seen, a kind of salmon-colour porpoise, splashing about in the ocean. After that, he may be viewed in another bay-window on the ground-floor eating a strong lunch; and after that, walking a dozen miles or so, or lying on his back on the sand reading a book. Nobody bothers him, unless they know he is disposed to be talked to, and I am told he is very comfortable indeed. He's as brown as a berry, and they do say he is as good as a small fortune to the innkeeper, who sells beer and cold punch.” Here is the secret of such work as that of Dickens; it is done with delight — done (in a sense) easily, done with the mechanism of mind and body in splendid order. Even so did Scott write; though more rapidly and with less conscious care: his chapter finished before the world had got up to breakfast. Later, Dickens produced novels less excellent with much more of mental strain. The effects of age could not have shown themselves so soon, but for the unfortunate loss of energy involved in his non-literary labours.




     




    While the public were still rejoicing in the first sprightly runnings of the “new humour,” the humorist set to work desperately on the grim scenes of Oliver Twist, the story of a parish orphan, the nucleus of which had already seen the light in his Sketches. The early scenes are of a harrowing reality, despite the germ of forced pathos which the observant reader may detect in the pitiful parting between Oliver and little Dick; but what will strike every reader at once in this book is the directness and power of the English style, so nervous and unadorned: from its unmistakable clearness and vigour Dickens was to travel far as time went on. But the full effect of the old simplicity is felt in such masterpieces of description as the drive of Oliver and Sikes to Chertsey, the condemned-cell ecstasy of Fagin, or the unforgettable first encounter between Oliver and the Artful Dodger. Before November 1837 had ended, Charles Dickens entered on an engagement to write a successor to Pickwick on similar lines of publication. Oliver Twist was then in mid-career; a Life of Grimaldi and Barnaby Rudge were already covenanted for. Dickens forged ahead with the new tale of Nicholas Nickleby and was justified by the results, for its sale far surpassed even that of Pickwick. As a conception it is one of his weakest. An unmistakably 18th-century character pervades it. Some of the vignettes are among the most piquant and besetting ever written. Large parts of it are totally unobserved conventional melodrama; but the Portsmouth Theatre and Dotheboys Hall and Mrs Nickleby (based to some extent, it is thought, upon Miss Bates in Emma, but also upon the author's Mamma) live for ever as Dickens conceived them in the pages of Nicholas Nickleby.




     




    Having got rid of Nicholas Nickleby and resigned his editorship of Bentley's Miscellany, in which Oliver Twist originally appeared, Dickens conceived the idea of a weekly periodical to be issued as Master Humphrey's Clock, to comprise short stories, essays and miscellaneous papers, after the model of Addison's Spectator. To make the weekly numbers “go,” he introduced Mr Pickwick, Sam Weller and his father in friendly intercourse. But the public requisitioned “a story,” and in No. 4 he had to brace himself up to give them one. Thus was commenced The Old Curiosity Shop, which was continued with slight interruptions, and followed by Barnaby Rudge. For the first time we find Dickens obsessed by a highly complicated plot. The tonality achieved in The Old Curiosity Shop surpassed anything he had attempted in this difficult vein, while the rich humour of Dick Swiveller and the Marchioness, and the vivid portraiture of the wandering Bohemians, attain the very highest level of Dickensian drollery; but in the lamentable tale of Little Nell (though Landor and Jeffrey thought the character-drawing of this infant comparable with that of Cordelia), it is generally admitted that he committed an indecent assault upon the emotions by exhibiting a veritable monster of piety and long-suffering in a child of tender years. In Barnaby Rudge he was manifestly affected by the influence of Scott, whose achievements he always regarded with a touching veneration. The plot, again, is of the utmost complexity, and Edgar Allan Poe (who predicted the conclusion) must be one of the few persons who ever really mastered it. But few of Dickens's books are written in a more admirable style.




     




    Master Humphrey's Clock concluded, Dickens started in 1842 on his first visit to America — an episode hitherto without parallel in English literary history, for he was received everywhere with popular acclamation as the representative of a grand triumph of the English language and imagination, without regard to distinctions of nationality. He offended the American public grievously by a few words of frank description and a few quotations of the advertisement columns of American papers illustrating the essential barbarity of the old slave system (American Notes). Dickens was soon pining for home — no English writer is more essentially and insularly English in inspiration and aspiration than he is. He still brooded over the perverseness of America on the copyright question, and in his next book he took the opportunity of uttering a few of his impressions about the objectionable sides of American democracy, the result being that “all Yankee-doodle-dom blazed up like one universal soda bottle,” as Carlyle said. Martin Chuzzlewit (1843-1844) is important as closing his great character period. His sève originale, as the French would say, was by this time to a considerable extent exhausted, and he had to depend more upon artistic elaboration, upon satires, upon tours de force of description, upon romantic and ingenious contrivances. But all these resources combined proved unequal to his powers as an original observer of popular types, until he reinforced himself by autobiographic reminiscence, as in David Copperfield and Great Expectations, the two great books remaining to his later career.




     




    After these two masterpieces and the three wonderful books with which he made his debut, we are inclined to rank Chuzzlewit. Nothing in Dickens is more admirably seen and presented than Todgers's, a bit of London particular cut out with a knife. Mr Pecksniff and Mrs Gamp, Betsy Prig and “Mrs Harris” have passed into the national language and life. The coach journey, the windy autumn night, the stealthy trail of Jonas, the undertone of tragedy in the Charity and Mercy and Chuffey episodes suggest a blending of imaginative vision and physical penetration hardly seen elsewhere. Two things are specially notable about this novel — the exceptional care taken over it (as shown by the interlineations in the MS.) and the caprice or nonchalance of the purchasing public, its sales being far lower than those of any of its monthly predecessors.




     




    At the close of 1843, to pay outstanding debts of his now lavish housekeeping, he wrote that pioneer of Christmas numbers, that national benefit as Thackeray called it, A Christmas Carol. It failed to realize his pecuniary anticipations, and Dickens resolved upon a drastic policy of retrenchment and reform. He would save expense by living abroad and would punish his publishers by withdrawing his custom from them, at least for a time. Like everything else upon which he ever determined, this resolution was carried out with the greatest possible precision and despatch. In June 1844 he set out for Marseilles with his now rapidly increasing family (the journey cost him £200). In a villa on the outskirts of Genoa he wrote The Chimes, which, during a brief excursion to London before Christmas, he read to a select circle of friends (the germ of his subsequent lecture-audiences), including Forster, Carlyle, Stanfield, Dyce, Maclise and Jerrold. He was again in London in 1845, enjoying his favourite diversion of private theatricals; and in January 1846 he experimented briefly as the editor of a London morning paper — the Daily News. By early spring he was back at Lausanne, writing his customary vivid letters to his friends, craving as usual for London streets, commencing Dombey and Son, and walking his fourteen miles daily. The success of Dombey and Son completely rehabilitated the master's finances, enabled him to return to England, send his son to Eton and to begin to save money. Artistically it is less satisfactory; it contains some of Dickens's prime curios, such as Cuttle, Bunsby, Toots, Blimber, Pipchin, Mrs MacStinger and young Biler; it contains also that masterpiece of sentimentality which trembles upon the borderland of the sublime and the ridiculous, the death of Paul Dombey (“that sweet Paul,” as Jeffrey, the “critic laureate,” called him), and some grievous and unquestionable blemishes. As a narrative, moreover, it tails off into a highly complicated and exacting plot. It was followed by a long rest at Broadstairs before Dickens returned to the native home of his genius, and early in 1849 “began to prepare for David Copperfield.”




     




    “Of all my books,” Dickens wrote, “I like this the best; like many fond parents I have my favourite child, and his name is David Copperfield.” In some respects it stands to Dickens in something of the same relation in which the contemporary Pendennis stands to Thackeray. As in that book, too, the earlier portions are the best. They gained in intensity by the autobiographical form into which they are thrown; as Thackeray observed, there was no writing against such power. The tragedy of Emily and the character of Rosa Dartle are stagey and unreal; Uriah Heep is bad art; Agnes, again, is far less convincing as a consolation than Dickens would have us believe; but these are more than compensated by the wonderful realization of early boyhood in the book, by the picture of Mr Creakle's school, the Peggottys, the inimitable Mr Micawber, Betsy Trotwood and that monument of selfish misery, Mrs Gummidge.




     




    At the end of March 1850 commenced the new twopenny weekly called Household Words, which Dickens planned to form a direct means of communication between himself and his readers, and as a means of collecting around him and encouraging the talents of the younger generation. No one was better qualified than he for this work, whether we consider his complete freedom from literary jealousy or his magical gift of inspiring young authors. Following the somewhat dreary and incoherent Bleak House of 1852, Hard Times (1854) —an anti-Manchester School tract, which Ruskin regarded as Dickens's best work — was the first long story written for Household Words. About this time Dickens made his final home at Gad's Hill, near Rochester, and put the finishing touch to another long novel published upon the old plan, Little Dorrit (1855-1857). In spite of the exquisite comedy of the master of the Marshalsea and the final tragedy of the central figure, Little Dorrit is sadly deficient in the old vitality, the humour is often a mock reality, and the repetition of comic catch-words and overstrung similes and metaphors is such as to affect the reader with nervous irritation. The plot and characters ruin each other in this amorphous production. The Tale of Two Cities, commenced in All the Year Round (the successor of Household Words) in 1859, is much better: the main characters are powerful, the story genuinely tragic, and the atmosphere lurid; but enormous labour was everywhere expended upon the construction of stylistic ornament.




     




    The Tale of Two Cities was followed by two finer efforts at atmospheric delineation, the best things he ever did of this kind: Great Expectations (1861), over which there broods the mournful impression of the foggy marshes of the Lower Thames; and Our Mutual Friend (1864-1865), in which the ooze and mud and slime of Rotherhithe, its boatmen and loafers, are made to pervade the whole book with cumulative effect. The general effect produced by the stories is, however, very different. In the first case, the foreground was supplied by autobiographical material of the most vivid interest, and the lucidity of the creative impulse impelled him to write upon this occasion with the old simplicity, though with an added power. Nothing therefore, in the whole range of Dickens surpassed the early chapters of Great Expectations in perfection of technique or in mastery of all the resources of the novelist's art. To have created Abel Magwitch alone is to be a god indeed, says Mr Swinburne, among the creators of deathless men. Pumblechook is actually better and droller and truer to imaginative life than Pecksniff; Joe Gargery is worthy to have been praised and loved at once by Fielding and by Sterne: Mr Jaggers and his clients, Mr Wemmick and his parent and his bride, are such figures as Shakespeare, when dropping out of poetry, might have created, if his lot had been cast in a later century. “Can as much be said,” Mr Swinburne boldly asks, “for the creatures of any other man or god?”




     




    In November 1867 Dickens made a second expedition to America, leaving all the writing that he was ever to complete behind him. He was to make a round sum of money, enough to free him from all embarrassments, by a long series of exhausting readings, commencing at the Tremont Temple, Boston, on the 2nd of December. The strain of Dickens's ordinary life was so tense and so continuous that it is, perhaps, rash to assume that he broke down eventually under this particular stress; for other reasons, however, his persistence in these readings, subsequent to his return, was strongly deprecated by his literary friends, led by the arbitrary and relentless Forster. It is a long testimony to Dickens's self-restraint, even in his most capricious and despotic moments, that he never broke the cord of obligation which bound him to his literary mentor, though sparring matches between them were latterly of frequent occurrence. His farewell reading was given on the 15th of March 1870, at St James's Hall. He then vanished from “those garish lights,” as he called them, “for evermore.” Of the three brief months that remained to him, his last book, The Mystery of Edwin Drood, was the chief occupation. It hardly promised to become a masterpiece (Longfellow's opinion) as did Thackeray's Denis Duval, but contained much fine descriptive technique, grouped round a scene of which Dickens had an unrivalled sympathetic knowledge.




     




    In March and April 1870 Dickens, as was his wont, was mixing in the best society; he dined with the prince at Lord Houghton's and was twice at court, once at a long deferred private interview with the queen, who had given him a presentation copy of her Leaves from a Journal of our Life in the Highlands with the inscription “From one of the humblest of authors to one of the greatest”; and who now begged him on his persistent refusal of any other title to accept the nominal distinction of a privy councillor. He took for four months the Milner Gibsons' house at 5 Hyde Park Place, opposite the Marble Arch, where he gave a brilliant reception on the 7th of April. His last public appearance was made at the Royal Academy banquet early in May. He returned to his regular methodical routine of work at Gad's Hill on the 30th of May, and one of the last instalments he wrote of Edwin Drood contained an ominous speculation as to the next two people to die at Cloisterham: “Curious to make a guess at the two, or say at one of the two.” Two letters bearing the well-known superscription “Gad's Hill Place, Higham by Rochester, Kent” are dated the 8th of June, and, on the same Thursday, after a long spell of writing in the Chalet where he habitually wrote, he collapsed suddenly at dinner. Startled by the sudden change in the colour and expression of his face, his sister-in-law (Miss Hogarth) asked him if he was ill; he said “Yes, very ill,” but added that he would finish dinner and go on afterwards to London. “Come and lie down,” she entreated; “Yes, on the ground,” he said, very distinctly; these were the last words he spoke, and he slid from her arms and fell upon the floor. He died at 6-10 P.M. on Friday, the 9th of June, and was buried privately in Poets' Corner, Westminster Abbey, in the early morning of the 14th of June. One of the most appealing memorials was the drawing by his “new illustrator” Luke Fildes in the Graphic of “The Empty Chair; Gad's Hill: ninth of June, 1870.” “Statesmen, men of science, philanthropists, the acknowledged benefactors of their race, might pass away, and yet not leave the void which will be caused by the death of Charles Dickens” (The Times). In his will he enjoined his friends to erect no monument in his honour, and directed his name and dates only to be inscribed on his tomb, adding this proud provision, “I rest my claim to the remembrance of my country on my published works.”




     




    Dickens had no artistic ideals worth speaking about. The sympathy of his readers was the one thing he cared about and, like Cobbett, he went straight for it through the avenue of the emotions. In personality, intensity and range of creative genius he can hardly be said to have any modern rival. His creations live, move and have their being about us constantly, like those of Homer, Virgil, Chaucer, Rabelais, Cervantes, Shakespeare, Bunyan, Molière and Sir Walter Scott. As to the books themselves, the backgrounds on which these mighty figures are projected, they are manifestly too vast, too chaotic and too unequal ever to become classics. Like most of the novels constructed upon the unreformed model of Smollett and Fielding, those of Dickens are enormous stock-pots into which the author casts every kind of autobiographical experience, emotion, pleasantry, anecdote, adage or apophthegm. The fusion is necessarily very incomplete and the hotch-potch is bound to fall to pieces with time. Dickens's plots, it must be admitted, are strangely unintelligible, the repetitions and stylistic decorations of his work exceed all bounds, the form is unmanageable and insignificant. The diffuseness of the English novel, in short, and its extravagant didacticism cannot fail to be most prejudicial to its perpetuation. In these circumstances there is very little fiction that will stand concentration and condensation so well as that of Dickens.




     




    For these reasons among others our interest in Dickens's novels as integers has diminished and is diminishing. But, on the other hand, our interest and pride in him as a man and as a representative author of his age and nation has been steadily augmented and is still mounting. Much of the old criticism of his work, that it was not up to a sufficiently high level of art, scholarship or gentility, that as an author he is given to caricature, redundancy and a shameless subservience to popular caprice, must now be discarded as irrelevant.




     




    As regards formal excellence it is plain that Dickens labours under the double disadvantage of writing in the least disciplined of all literary genres in the most lawless literary milieu of the modern world, that of Victorian England. In spite of these defects, which are those of masters such as Rabelais, Hugo and Tolstoy, the work of Dickens is more and more instinctively felt to be true, original and ennobling. It is already beginning to undergo a process of automatic sifting, segregation and crystallization, at the conclusion of which it will probably occupy a larger segment in the literary consciousness of the English-spoken race than ever before.




     




    Portraits of Dickens, from the gay and alert “Boz” of Samuel Lawrence, and the self-conscious, rather foppish portrait by Maclise which served as frontispiece to Nicholas Nickleby, to the sketch of him as Bobadil by C. R. Leslie, the Drummond and Ary Scheffer portraits of middle age and the haggard and drawn representations of him from photographs after his shattering experiences as a public entertainer from 1856 (the year of his separation from his wife) onwards, are reproduced in Kitton, in Forster and Gissing and in the other biographies. Sketches are also given in most of the books of his successive dwelling places at Ordnance Terrace and 18 St Mary's Place, Chatham; Bayham Street, Camden Town; 15 Furnival's Inn; 48 Doughty Street; 1 Devonshire Terrace, Regent's Park; Tavistock House, Tavistock Square; and Gad's Hill Place. The manuscripts of all the novels, with the exception of the Tale of Two Cities and Edwin Drood, were given to Forster, and are now preserved in the Dyce and Forster Museum at South Kensington. The work of Dickens was a prize for which publishers naturally contended both before and after his death. The first collective edition of his works was begun in April 1847, and their number is now very great. The most complete is still that of Messrs Chapman & Hall, the original publishers of Pickwick; others of special interest are the Harrap edition, originally edited by F. G. Kitton; Macmillan's edition with original illustrations and introduction by Charles Dickens the younger; and the edition in the World's Classics with introductions by G. K. Chesterton. Of the translations the best known is that done into French by Lorain, Pichot and others, with B.H. Gausseron's excellent Pages Choisies (1903).




     




    Bibliography. — During his lifetime Dickens's biographer was clearly indicated in his guide, philosopher and friend, John Forster, who had known the novelist intimately since the days of his first triumph with Pickwick, who had constituted himself a veritable encyclopaedia of information about Dickens, and had clung to his subject (in spite of many rebuffs which his peremptory temper found it hard to digest) as tightly as ever Boswell had enveloped Johnson. Two volumes of Forster's Life of Charles Dickens appeared in 1872 and a third in 1874. He relied much on Dickens's letters to himself and produced what must always remain the authoritative work. The first two volumes are put together with much art, the portrait as a whole has been regarded as truthful, and the immediate success was extraordinary. In the opinion of Carlyle, Forster's book was not unworthy to be named after that of Boswell. A useful abridgment was carried out in 1903 by the novelist George Gissing. Gissing also wrote Charles Dickens: A Critical Study (1898), which ranks with G. K. Chesterton's Charles Dickens (1906)as a commentary inspired by deep insight and adorned by great literary talent upon the genius of the master-novelist. The names of other lives, sketches, articles and estimates of Dickens and his works would occupy a large volume in the mere enumeration. See R. H. Shepherd, The Bibliography of Dickens (1880); James Cooke's Bibliography of the Writings of Charles Dickens (1879); Dickensiana, by F. G. Kitton (1886); and Bibliography by J. P. Anderson, appended to Sir F. T. Marzials's Life of Charles Dickens (1887). Among the earlier sketches may be specially cited the lives by J. C. Hotten and G. A. Sala (1870), the Anecdote-Biography edited by the American R. H. Stoddard (1874), Dr A. W. Ward in the English Men of Letters Series (1878), that by Sir Leslie Stephen in the Dictionary of National Biography, and that by Professor Minto in the eighth edition of the Encyclopaedia Britannica. The Letters were first issued in two volumes edited by his daughter and sister-in-law in 1880. For Dickens's connexion with Kent the following books are specially valuable: — Robert Langton's Childhood and Youth of Charles Dickens (1883); Langton's Dickens and Rochester (1880); Thomas Frost's In Kent with Charles Dickens (1880); F. G. Kitton's The Dickens Country (1905); H. S. Ward's The Real Dickens Land (1904); R. Allbut's Rambles in Dickens Land (1899 and 1903). For Dickens's reading tours see G. Dolby's Charles Dickens as I knew him (1884); J. T. Fields's In and Out of Doors with Charles Dickens (1876); Charles Kent's Dickens as a Reader (1872). And for other aspects of his life see M. Dickens's My Father as I recall him (1897); P. H. Fitzgerald's Life of C. Dickens as revealed in his Writings (1905), and Bozland (1895); F. G. Kitton's Charles Dickens, his Life, Writings and Personality, a useful compendium (1902); T. E. Pemberton's Charles Dickens and the Stage, and Dickens's London (1876); F. Miltoun's Dickens's London (1904); Kitton's Dickens and his Illustrators; W. Teignmouth Shore's Charles Dickens and his Friends (1904 and 1909); B. W. Matz, Story of Dickens's Life and Work (1904), and review of solutions to Edwin Drood in The Bookman for March 1908; the recollections of Edmund Yates, Trollope, James Payn, Lehmann, R. H. Horne, Lockwood and many others. The Dickensian, a magazine devoted to Dickensian subjects, was started in 1905; it is the organ of the Dickens Fellowship, and in a sense of the Boz Club. A Dickens Dictionary (by G. A. Pierce) appeared in 1872 and 1878; another (by A. J. Philip) in 1909; and a Dickens Concordance by Mary Williams in 1907.
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    By EDWIN PERCY WHIPPLE




     




    On the first of June, 1844, six weeks before his departure for Italy, Dickens severed his connection with his publishers, Chapman & Hall, and entered into an agreement with Bradbury & Evans, by the terms of which they were, on an advance to him of £2,800, without interest, to have a fourth share in whatever he might write during the ensuing eight years. "The Chimes," "The Cricket on the Hearth," and "Pictures from Italy " were published during his prolonged absence from England. The early numbers of "Dombey and Son" were written at Lausanne, Switzerland. The publication of the" work, in shilling numbers, extended from October, 1846, to April, 1848. It had a great success from the start. Macaulay wrote to a friend that the passage regarding Florence, in the first number, made him cry as if his heart would break. Indeed, the work proved unmistakably that the vacation Dickens had given his genius had both improved its quality and increased its power. In none of his previous works had he shown such continuous vigor of style, such penetration of thought, such certainty of characterization, and such felicity in blending his descriptions with his imaginations. Up to the time of the death of Paul Dombey, all his critics admit that he is incomparably good, after his own peculiar fashion; but many of them consider that the remaining three quarters of the book do not meet the expectations which were raised by the first five numbers. Certainly, much of Mr. Dombey, Edith, Mrs. Skewton, and the whole family of the Carkers, might have been spared with gain to the interest of the story, though it is on these characters that the author seems to have labored most elaborately, and in delineating some of whom found opportunities for displaying unexpected power; but still the scenes which precede or follow those which are deemed longwinded, the scenes which give full play to all that is attractive and pathetic, and to all that is attractive and laughable, in the sayings and doings of Florence, Susan Nipper, Mrs. MacStinger, Captain Cuttle, Mr. Perch, Mr. Toots, Bunsby, Sol Gills, Cousin Feenix, not to mention others, make us tolerant of the materials for high tragedy that Carker, Mr. Dombey, and Edith are somewhat slowly accumulating. John Carker, his sister, and Mr. Morfin, "good Missis Brown" and her "handsome gal," might have been retrenched with great advantage to the movement of the narrative. But "padding" of this sort we must expect in all novels, even when written by men of genius. The fact remains that, after reading the book a dozen or twenty times, its wealth of incident and character, of thought and imagination, of description and satire, of uncontrollable fun and overwhelmingly pathetic sentiment, becomes more and more manifest. We envy a possible generation of readers who, rejoicing and exulting in some new original genius, can afford to neglect the genius which vivifies the pages of "Dombey and Son."




     




    In the letters of Dickens to Forster during the composition of the novel, there is much light shed on the processes of its growth. His primary purpose was to exhibit, in carefully delineated characters, the various exemplifications of pride, as, in "Martin Chuzzlewit," he had exhibited those of selfishness. Some critics thought, at the time of the serial publication of "Dombey," that he killed little Paul, as Shakespeare was said to have killed Mercutio, because the continuation of his life exacted from him more effort than his genius could sustain. It appears, however, that the early death of Paul was an essential part of the original design of the story. It was also intended from the beginning, that Mr. Dombey' s stony pride should crumble and fall in the end. Dickens's letter to his friend is plain on this point. Yet a distinguished French critic, M. Taine, a critic who has written brilliantly on English literature only to obscure its inmost English spirit and essence, has declared that a good novel was spoiled by Mr. Dombey's ignominious break down at the close. He attributes this violation of the logic of character to Dickens's adherence to the ordinary Englishman's notion of what was moral and "proper." He evidently had in mind, in making the criticism, a class of Balzac's creations, the main purpose of which is to portray individuals whose natures are so dominated by a single passion, that it at last becomes a monomania, a form of madness. There is no sanity in the avarice of Grandet, in "Eugenie Grandet;" in the libertinism of Hulot, in "La Cousine Bette; " in the wild thirst for unattainable knowledge which impels Claes, in "La Recherche de l'Absolu," to sacrifice everything and everybody to his scientific dream. According to Balzac's own theory, these men are not responsible human beings, and should not be considered as objects either of praise or blame. Indeed, he felicitates himself on the skill with which he indicates the gradual steps by which a sensible man passes into a madman, when one element of his complex being insensibly obtains a mastery over all the others, until at last affection, conscience, intellect, and will, become subordinate to one ruling propensity. His characters of this kind are most assuredly edifying studies in ethical science; they are admirable as admonitions, for they show how terrific is the pace of habit towards a kind of lunacy when it has once obtained a dominion over character; but still, in real life, such persons rarely reach that completeness of narrowness, that perfection of imperfection, which is the vague ideal towards which they dimly strive. Other influences come in of sufficient force to restore, in some slight degree, the balance of their natures. Conscience lends its warning voice, and intellect its warning-light, to protect them from the worst consequences of their diseased self-indulgence; and, under all, the will obscurely asserts itself as a power, feebly striving to do what conscience and intellect enjoin. "What is called the logic of character is thus happily prevented from carrying out its baleful deductions by a large variety of saving fallacies and regenerating non-sequiturs. Dickens, in his original conception of Mr. Dombey, certainly had no more idea of making pride dominant in him to the last, than he had of making selfishness dominant to the last in Martin Chuzzlewit. He probably never read, or at least he never sympathized with, those characters of Balzac on which Mr. Dombey might seem to have been modeled; and M. Taine's criticism fails, not only from his misconception of Dickens's method of characterization, but from his oversight of numerous intimations throughout the book, that fate and Florence were in the end to be more than a match for Mr. Dombey 's pride.




     




    There was one change in Dickens's design for which his admirers must be grateful. He intended at first to disappoint the expectations of readers as to the character of Walter Gay, who, as the story stands, is the most fitting of lovers and husbands that could be imagined for Florence Dombey. Everybody must remember the chapter in which Walter is first introduced. He is there represented as a thoroughly healthy, ingenuous, adventurous, heroic lad, glorying in the narratives of heroism and self-reliance displayed in captains and crew, in times of peril and shipwreck, and giving evidence of a power in himself to do and suffer what his favorite heroes had done and suffered. After this exhilarating introduction, it was Dickens's intention "to show him gradually and naturally trailing away from that love of adventure and boyish lightheadedness into negligence, idleness, dissipation, dishonesty, and ruin. To show, in short, that common, every-day, miserable declension of which we know so much in our ordinary life; to exhibit something of the philosophy of it in great temptations and an easy nature; and to show how the good turns to bad, by degrees. If I kept some little notion of Florence always at the bottom of it, I think it might be made very powerful and very useful. What do you think? Do you think it might be done without making people angry? " Forster is to be thanked for telling him that it would "make people angry; " and the original idea, somewhat modified, was reserved for a more fitting character, that of Richard Carstone, in "Bleak House."




     




    As to Mr. Dombey himself, it is to be said that Dickens never appears to have thoroughly penetrated into the heart of the character he has so elaborately drawn in all its exterior manifestations. His antipathy interferes with his insight; and perhaps Dombey never becomes really alive except in that pathetic scene at the end, where his rejected daughter saves him from self-inflicted death. His proud self-withdrawal from vital sympathy with all persons, includes his own creator, Dickens himself. His brain, his heart, his imagination, are all frozen, — with slight meltings, here and there, as they are touched by the fire of rage or revenge. We have pride impersonated, rather than a proud man; and the impersonation is not so much of pride in its spiritual essence, as of pride in its outward forms. This peculiarity seems to have impressed the Game Chicken, the prize-fighter, whom Mr. Toots brings as a witness of Dombey 's second marriage, for the purpose of obtaining from him an opinion as to the possibility of softening the inflexibility of his projected father-in-law. The Game Chicken whispers hoarsely to his employer: "He's as stiff a cove as ever I see; but," he complacently adds, "it's within the resources of science to double him up, with one blow in the waistcoat." This criticism might be received as the author's own testimony to the fact that Dombey impresses most readers as a man whose pride is indicated, not so much by the force of his personality, as by the carriage of his person. His constant attitudinizing in the style of Mr. Pitt; his standing back to the fire, with his hands under his coat-tails; his erect, unbending figure; the haughtiness with which he lifts his head; his curt, supercilious speech; and other insolent follies, common to the affectations of pretentious and brainless pride, — are all external signs which are by no means the measure of any great thing signified. The Game Chicken is right in his judgment, that such a person could be easily "doubled up." There have been and are many examples of strong and bright souls, fiercely, irrationally, even cruelly, proud; but Mr. Dombey has but a mere nicker of soul, and he is hopelessly stupid. His lack of intelligence is fatal to his pretensions as the head of a great mercantile firm. The necessities of such a position demand an incessant play and flexibility of intellect. No man, however large his capital, can trade, to all parts of the world, merely following a machine process of business routine, without being a bankrupt in the course of a year; and of the mental qualifications of a great merchant not a trace is to be found in Mr. Dombey. It may be said that Mr. Carker supplies this intellectual deficiency; but no head clerk can compensate for imbecility in an employer who arrogantly manages his own business; and up to a certain time, Dickens represents Dombey as doing this.




     




    It is to be borne in mind that Carker's sycophancy and intelligence are employed to ruin the firm of Dombey and Son, — to undo what Dombey has done; and of the mental power implied in creating such a colossal commercial establishment, the Dombey of Dickens gives not the remotest hint. Novelists and poets are all liable to make a similar mistake, because, in their scorn of unpoetic and unromantic millionaires, they overlook the reason, the judgment, the imagination, — exercised in regions of activity foreign to their own, — by which merchants of exceptional capacity become millionaires.




     




    While Mr. Dombey cannot be said to be a character in the sense in which other persons in the book are characters; while it must be said that he has not the living individuality of a proud man, or of a vital impersonation of pride, he still, in his accompaniments, accessories, and effects, furnishes abundant opportunities for Dickens to display more than his usual humor and pathos. The funeral of Dombey's first wife, we are told, was performed "to the entire satisfaction of the undertaker, as well as of the neighborhood at large." This stroke of satire is excellent; but the incidents of little Paul's christening are still better. "Arrived at the church steps," the august company was received "by a portentous beadle. Mr. Dombey dismounted first, to help the ladies out, and standing near the beadle at the chnrch-door, looked like another beadle. A beadle less gorgeous, but more dreadful; the beadle of private life; the beadle of our business and our bosoms." The beadle of the Church "gives a bow and a half-smile of recognition" to the beadle of Business, "importing that he remembered to have had the pleasure of attending on him when he buried his first wife, and hoped he had enjoyed himself since." The chill collation which followed the christening in Mr. Dombey's bleak dining-room, "looking more like a dead dinner lying in state than a social refreshment," gave the company a shiver which resisted the warmth of wine, and froze the very baby in honor of whose appearance in the world the collation was given. The frost that gathers around pride was never better exemplified than in the account of this seemingly joyous feast, iced as it was by the presence and manner of the great refrigerator, Mr. Dombey himself; — he, indifferent to the comfort of his guests, exulting inwardly in the idea that the firm of Dombey and Son was no longer a fiction, for there the junior partner palpably was, a living child, crooning, crying, shivering on the lap of Polly Toodle, and with all his chilled relations and friends present, anxious to do the little creature reverence as the future hope and support of an illustrious mercantile house.




     




    The scenes of courtship, conducted in the frigid zone of sentiment, between Mr. Dombey, merchant, and Edith Granger, widow, are arctic in the extreme. Here pride is set against pride, the pride of the aristocracy of wealth arrayed in opposition to the pride of the aristocracy of birth, for the purpose of making a mock marriage, a formal union, between two incompatible human beings. Mr. Dombey is so dull that he cannot discern Edith's contempt of him. He likes her all the more because she is so superbly haughty. He thinks that, in marrying such a creature, two high mightinesses will be united, with the result that his own importance will be magnified by his possession of such a wife. Her part in life is to look down on the generality of human beings, and to look up to him.




     




    He is not disturbed by Edith's manner to him previously to the marriage, for "he had that good reason for sympathy with haughtiness and coldness, which is found in a fellow feeling." He was nattered at the notion of having such a stately woman doing the honors of his house, "and chilling his guests after his own fashion." Edith's self-assertion is intensified by her self-contempt. She feels that, in marrying Dombey, she has sold herself for money; and her sense of degradation makes her more insolently cold and apathetic in the presence of him whom she looks upon as her purchaser. She sees in every particular item of the splendors that surround her in the house of her detested husband, "some hateful atom of her purchase-money." Thinking that all who met her supposed that she was as degraded as she felt herself to be, she veiled the torments of a fierce, passionate, wounded, womanly heart under an indomitable haughtiness of demeanor. Mr. Dombey soon ascertains that Mrs. Dombey defies as well as despises him. Mr. Carker is then foolishly introduced by his discomfited employer, as a fit medium of communication between himself and his alienated wife, — the proud dolt thinking that his man of business could manage his domestic as satisfactorily as his commercial affairs.




     




    Carker, like most of Dickens's villains, never rises to the dignity of wickedness, such as it is depicted by Shakespeare and Scott. He is a smiling villain, a villain somewhat too prodigal in the exhibition of his white teeth and red gums, a villain of melodrama rather than of tragedy. Still he illustrates an important truth, which arrogant men constantly overlook in the pleasure they receive from the abject submission of their parasites. A sycophant of ability naturally hates him on whom he fawns. Those who lick the feet of their nominal superiors are ever on the watch for opportunities to cut off their heads. Carker, strong in his sense of intellectual power, detests the master before whom he cringes, and is determined to revenge himself tenfold, for every act of politic humiliation which he reluctantly and resentfully performs. Dickens constantly compares him to a cat, — sleek, clean, purring, scratching, snarling, tearing, according to the circumstances of the case, — much, we think, to the injustice of the cat. In his office room he is represented as " sly of manner, sharp of tooth, soft of foot, watchful of eye, oily of tongue, cruel of heart, nice of habit," sitting with "a dainty steadfastness and patience at his work, as if he were waiting at a mouse's hole." This low, sensual, crawling, bullying villain, a sycophant to those above him, a tyrant to those below him, is ambitious to blast his patron's pride, not only by ruining him in fortune, but by covering him with domestic dishonor. He apparently succeeds in both designs; but the superb Edith hates him worse than she hates Mr. Dombey; and he finds, in the end, that he is merely a tool in her hands to wreak her revenge on her husband, and is driven scornfully from her presence only to meet a horrible death, just as his pursuers have come upon him to propose a kind of honorable one. Carker does not deserve the space awarded to him in the novel. He has none of that ideal interest which Shakespeare confers on Iago and Edmund, and Scott on Varney and Rashleigh Osbaldistone. He is a melodramatic villain, who becomes at last a bore as well as a rascal.




     




    Of the pathetic and humorous portions of the novel, it is difficult to speak in terms of too warm praise. The character of Florence is one of those ideal representations of innocence and filial affection which Dickens delighted to draw. She is a great advance on Little Nell, because she is faithfully portrayed, not only as a child and as a girl, but as a wife and mother, preserving throughout all the stages of her development, her primitive simplicity, affectionateness, guilelessness, and fidelity to the instincts and inspirations of her pure and gentle heart. Fathers are so rarely blessed with such daughters, that the wonder is, how such a piece of half petrified flesh as Dombey, the incarnation of stolid and stupid pride, can resist the mute, tender, timid appeals which she makes on his suspicious, jealous, hardened sensibilities; for they compel the eyes, even of sullen and cynical critics, to stream with reluctant tears. Her innocence and loveliness soften all hearts but one, and that is the obdurate heart of the father, whom she passionately desires to serve and console. She glides through the book like a beautiful and beneficent domestic spirit of kindness and love. In the opening chapter she is seen in the embrace of her dying mother, who, " clinging fast to that slight spar within her arms, drifted out upon the dark and unknown sea that rolls round all the world." Then again she appears to the astonished nurse of her baby brother, with the imperative question, — "What have you done with my mamma? " The scene which follows, in which good Polly Toodle takes the stricken child to her breast, and soothes her with a vision of her mother in heaven, touches the inmost springs of emotion. Throughout the brief existence of little Paul her life is bound up in his; and the odd, old-fashioned boy, weaving continually "the arabesque work of his musing fancy," and making himself the misunderstood wonder of Mrs. Pipchin and the Blimbers, is understood clearly by his sister, his "darling Floy." In dying, he testifies to the immortality of the affections, by clinging to Florence, as the mother of both had clung to her, when drifting away to "the unknown sea." It is in thus holding on to the one supreme object of earthly love that the dying mortal most confidently puts on immortality. The weak, physical bond, feebly fastening on hand, neck, and breast, anxious to delay the moment of parting, is an assurance of the spiritual bond, which connects the life on earth with the mysterious life beyond the grave. Few doctors of divinity have done so much to sanctify death-beds as Dickens has done in the scene in which the mother of Florence dies with her daughter clasped tightly to her breast, and the scene in which little Paul dies, with his arms around his sister, " putting his hands together as he had been used to do at his prayers," but folding them behind her neck, so as not to lose his loving hold on her. So should the dying ever leave the living. Love annihilates death in consecrating it; and its immortality is most assured when, in weariness or pain, it clings to some beloved earthly object, as it prepares to cross the dread threshold of its everlasting home.




     




    The short life of little Paul is associated with Mrs. Pipchin's Brighton "Castle," and Dr. Blimber's Brighton School. Mrs. Pipchin is drawn from the life; for Dickens, when a boy, was placed under her charge; and he probably participated in the feelings of his own Master Bitherstone, whose parents were in Bengal, and who, being once subjected to more than the usual exasperations proceeding from Mrs. Pipchin's ill temper, "began that very night to make arrangements for an overland return to India, by secreting from his supper a quarter of a round of bread and a fragment of moist Dutch cheese, as the beginning of a stock of provision to support him on the voyage." Mrs. Pipchin was considered a great manager of children, the secret of her management being "to give them everything that they didn't like, and nothing that they did." Her religion is of a piece with all her other qualities. When poor Miss Pankey, who is described as "a mild little blue-eyed morsel of a child," happened to sniff after being shampooed, she was appropriately punished, "and instructed that nobody who sniffed before visitors ever went to heaven." Paul, however real he seems to the imagination, may be an impossible child, and Dickens indeed compares him, as he sits brooding in his miniature arm-chair, to "one of those terrible little beings in the Fairy Tales, who, at a hundred and fifty or two hundred years of age, fantastically represent the children for whom they have been substituted; " but strange and old as he appears, he takes strong hold on the sympathies of readers, and ranks with the most original and attractive of the many quaint children born in Dickens-land. Assuming the character to be sufficiently natural for the purposes of romance, there can be no doubt as to the skill displayed in its delineation and development. Nothing can be more grotesque than the picture of him, sitting by the side of Mrs. Pipchin, spending hours in steadily gazing on that matron's mottled face, and black bombazine drapery, with the old black cat, coiled upon the centre foot of the fender, "purring egotistically, and winking at the fire." It would have been, it is added, "quite in keeping with the appearance of the party if they had all sprung up the chimney in the high wind one night, and never been heard of any more." Paul's weeping nurse, Mrs. Wickam, observant of these eccentricities, and troubled by the general "gashliness" of the "ogress's castle," — so suggestive of the Peruvian mines in which Mr. Pipchin had broken his fortunes and his heart, — grows more doleful as the days drag on, and commits to Miss Berinthia her dismal apprehensions, that little Paul would share the fate of her "uncle's Betsy Jane." The cramps, says Mrs. Wickam solemnly, "was as common to her as biles is to yourself, Miss Berry." The scene in which Paul is introduced to Dr. Blimber, and regularly installed in his educational establishment, and, indeed, the account of his whole residence there, ending with the scene of the ball, are in Dickens's finest vein both of humor and pathos. The fading little creature wishes that everybody should like him, as he prepares to depart from the forcing school in which he has been improperly placed; and all the signs of approaching death are visible in his old-fashioned ways, as he pathetically wishes to be remembered kindly by his teachers and school-fellows. One is forced to sympathize with Susan Nipper's denunciation, when, stating one of the causes of his rapid decline, she sharply exclaims to Walter Gay: "Oh, them Blimbers!" Among Paul's companions at Dr. Blimber' s, the most notable is Mr. Toots, — the survivor, but still the victim, of the doctor's indiscriminate system of forcing into all heads an amount of Latin and Greek which only a few heads are capacious enough to receive.




     




    Toots must be considered one of Dickens's most delicious characterizations, in that domain of character in which he preeminently excelled, — namely, there presentation of individuals in whom benevolence of feeling is combined with imperfection of intellect. Toots 's poor brain stutters whenever he attempts to express a good impulse. The stuttering is not of the obstructed tongue, but of the hesitating mind. Thought never more than half forms the good notion that rushes up from his good heart; and the result is chuckling, gasping, choking, hard-drawn breaths, — the physical signs of his expectation that the right words will come, but ever ending in a swift retreat to some familiar phrase in which he has become accustomed to embody his interior sense of self-insufficiency. Owing to excessive cramming, "he began, as soon as he had whiskers, to leave off having brains. " He used "to write long letters to himself from persons of distinction, addressed, 1 P. Toots, Esquire, Brighton, Sussex,' and to preserve them in his desk with great care." His scenes of dissipation with Mr. Feeder, B. A., appeared to little Paul "reckless occasions," though they had for the wondering boy "a dread charm." Thus Mr. Toots covertly purchased on the shingle a bundle of cigars "from a most desperate smuggler, who had acknowledged, in confidence, that two hundred pounds was the price set upon his head, dead or alive, by the Custom House." Any attempt to smoke these was successful only in the sense of throwing Mr. Toots into a state of distressing faintness. Again, he bought a large jar of snuff, "for which he paid a high price, as having been the genuine property of the Prince Regent. " Neither he nor Mr. Feeder " could partake of this, or any other snuff, even in the most stinted and moderate degree, without being seized with convulsions of sneezing. Nevertheless, it was their great delight to moisten a box-full with cold tea, stir it up on a parchment with a paper knife, and devote themselves to its consumption then and there. In the course of which cramming of their noses, they endured surprising torments with the constancy of martyrs: and, drinking table-beer at intervals, felt all the glories of dissipation." It is an immense stroke of humor to represent him, when he comes into his property, as taking a prize-fighter, the Game Chicken, under his protection, on the ground that he was "the conqueror of the Nobby Shropshire One." Perhaps, however, his adoration of Florence Dombey brings out most effectively all the lovableness, all the oddity, and all the laughable incoherences of his character; but the scenes in which this hopeless attachment is most humorously displayed, are those in which "Captain Ed'ard Cuttle, Mariner," appears as a main actor.




     




    Captain Cuttle labors, like Toots, under a certain obstruction of linguistic expression; he has a similar simplicity of nature, but there is in the captain a massiveness of manhood, to which Toots can make no pretension; and nobody ever supposed the characters to be alike. The big heart of the captain finds a more adequate outlet in words than the inferior article lodged in the frame of Mr. Toots. In the captain's slow mind there is a confused jumble of phrases, gathered from many sources, ranging from the Seaman's Songster to the Prayer Book and the Bible. These he misquotes or half quotes, perfectly satisfied with their applicability to the occasions which call them forth, though, as he is uncertain as to his authorities, he has, on each occasion, to request his listener to "overhaul the book it's in, and thereof make a note." Up to the time that Sol Gills, the Ship's Instrument Maker, places him in command of his shop, his appearance on the scene is always sure of being delightfully welcome to the reader; but it is only after that event that he comes out in full force. His performance of his new duties as a seller of ship's instruments, is best described by his confidential clerk, Rob the Grinder. "There ain't no bus'niss done, you see. He don't know anything about it, the cap'en don't. There was a man come into the shop this very day, and says, ' I want a so-and-so, ' he says — some hard name or another. ' A which?' says the cap'en. ' A so-and-so,' says the man. ' Brother, ' says the cap'en, ' will you take a observation round the shop? ' Well, ' says the man, ' I 've done it. ' Do you see wot you want? ' says the cap'en. ' No, I don't,' says the man. ' Do you know it, wen you do see it? ' says the cap'en. ' No, I don't,' says the man. ' Why, then I tell you wot, my lad,' says the cap'en, ' you 'd better go back and ask wot it 's like, outside, for no more don't I.' " However, as the shop with the sign of the Little Midshipman is rarely troubled with a customer, the most that the captain has to do is to keep guard on the stock.




     




    All the incidents which relieve the solitude of his shop, are full of humor, or pathos, or of an odd combination of the two. The captain's farewell to "Wal'r;" his reading of Sol Gills's Will, in presence of Jack Bunsby; the sudden appearance of Mrs. MacStinger and children, and Bunsby's rescue of him from the endearments of that excellent woman; the flight of Florence, and the scenes which succeed with the recovered Walter and Mr. Toots; and finally the captain's grand attempt to save his friend Bunsby from an enforced marriage with his former dreaded landlady, — are all indelibly associated in the English imagination with "Ed'ard Cuttle, Mariner, of England, as lives at home at ease, and doth improve each shining hour. "




     




    But among these, the great event of the book is that in which Florence, flying from the father who in his rage had brutally struck her down, makes her way through the London streets to the quarters of the Little Midshipman, and falls senseless on the threshold of the parlor before the eyes of the astonished captain. The incidents which follow have a grotesque pathos almost unexampled, even in the works of Dickens. The meeting of these two innocents, — for in ignorance "of the world's ways and the world's perplexities and dangers, they were nearly on a level," — is indescribably touching. After lavishing upon her all the attentions that his great heart can suggest, the captain peeps into the little chamber where she lies moaning in her sleep; and, with "a perfect awe of her youth, and beauty, and sorrow," raises her head, adjusts the coat that covers her where it has fallen off, darkens the window a little more that she might sleep on, and all this "with a touch and tread as light as Florence's own." Long may it remain, the author adds, "in this mixed world a point not easy of decision, which is the more beautiful evidence of the Almighty's goodness — the delicate fingers that are formed for sensitiveness and sympathy of touch, and made to minister to pain and grief, or the rough, hard Captain Cuttle hand which the heart teaches, guides, and softens in a moment! "




     




    Mr. Toots appears, again and again, in the incidents which precede Walter's marriage with Florence, and ever blossoming out in new delicious absurdities. When informed of Walter's marvelous escape from shipwreck, he tells him, in his flurried manner, "I'm afraid you must have got very wet."...




     




    I hope you didn't catch cold!" Indeed, if Toots could have been introduced to that German emperor, after he had waited for three days, in his penance shirt, bareheaded and barefooted, in the snow, to propitiate Gregory the Seventh, his instant impulse of benevolence would have been to put the question: "I trust your Majesty didn't catch cold! " He tells Florence that, when he indiscreetly made to her a declaration of love at Brighton, he felt that he had conducted himself "much more like a Parricide than a person of independent property." The marriage of "that innocentest creetur Toots " to the sharp and combative Susan Nipper, who gave him this (by no means nattering) designation, may appear strange; but then, it is to be remembered that they agreed in adoring Miss Dombey; and two persons may reasonably expect to be happy when they have a common admiration for a third. Fielding himself, one of the great masters of characterization, married the affectionate maid of his first wife, because her tears mingled constantly with his in bewailing the loss of her whom both united in believing the paragon of her sex.




     




    Passing from the circle of Sol Gills, Captain Cuttle, Walter Gay, Mr. Toots, Florence, and Susan Nipper, the first person who deserves special mention is Major Joe Bagstock, the growling, bullying, swaggering, and bragging sycophant of Mr. Dombey. His character is perhaps best expressed in the fact, that his dark, nameless East Indian servant always responds to any vituperative designation which his irascible master launches at him, as if that were his real name, at least for the moment. The major's favorite and ever recurring form of self-felicitation is, — "Tough, sir, is Joe, tough, and de-vil-ish sly! " This refrain seems to have been caught from a widely different character, little Isaac, the cunning and gleefully knavish Jew in Sheridan's opera of "The Duenna," who is continually congratulating himself on being "roguish, perhaps, but keen, devilish keen!" The selfish and greedy major is supremely capable of two pleasures: namely, the gratification of his malice and the gratification of his appetite; and when an opportunity occurs to gratify both at once, he leers and chokes like an "over-fed Mephistopheles, " and is in danger of being carried to another and worse world by an attack of apoplexy. He is so diverting that the reader finds his sense of humor in constant conflict with his sense of justice, because in the deserved death of the major he would lose a richly ludicrous object to laugh at. J. B. 's mode of recommending himself to Dombey is by a fierce self-assertion, only controlled by the respect which the power and presence of that great man compels him to pay, and which, he gives Mr. Dombey to understand, he did not yield even to his former friends, their Royal Highnesses, the Dukes of York and Kent. His sympathy with the afflicted father, after the death of little Paul, is marked by this kind of bullying, blustering servility. "Mr. Dombey, sir," says the major, "Joey B. is not in general a man of sentiment, for Joseph is tough. But Joe has his feelings, sir, when they are awakened. — Damme, Mr. Dombey, " cried the major with sudden ferocity, "this is weakness, and I won't submit to it." "It is not," he added, "for an old soldier of the Bagstock breed, to deliver himself up, a prey to his own emotions; but — damme, sir," cried the major, in another spasm of ferocity, "I condole with you!" Up to the time that Dombey fails, the major never relaxes in his bluff, choleric, and somewhat blasphemous obsequiousness. After the crash comes, he represents himself to the members of his club as having been "deceived, sir, taken in, hoodwinked, blindfolded," but he assures them that he is now "broad awake and staring; " and when he learns that his old flame and enemy, Miss Tox, still continues her timid attentions to the ruined merchant, he nearly "chokes himself dead with laughter," becomes permanently bluer in the face from that hour, "and constantly wheezes to himself, his lobster eyes starting out of his head, ' Damme, sir, the woman 's a born idiot! ' "




     




    The paid domestics of Mr. Dombey' s household are of the "Bagstock breed." They glory in their master while he is rich and famous, and desert him in disgust when he has the impudence to be unfortunate. Indeed, the tenants of Mr. Dombey 's kitchen are more amusingly selfish than the guests of Mr. Dombey 's parlors. Mr. Towlinson, the head servant, is well satisfied with his master's second marriage, with one exception. That exception is the whiskered foreigner, who is engaged to accompany the happy pair to Paris, and who is busy in packing their trunks for the journey. Mr. Towlinson gloomily expresses the opinion that he "never knew of any good that ever came of foreigners." When the ladies of the kitchen thereupon tax him with an unreasonable prejudice against that portion of mankind, he triumphantly retorts: "Look at Bonaparte, who was at the head of 'em, and see what he was always up to!" "Which," the housemaid says, "is very true." These servants submit with commendable forbearance to the elopement of Edith; but when her dishonored husband becomes a bankrupt, their moral feelings are fearfully aroused. Mr. Perch, the messenger of Dombey and Son, — styled by Miss Susan Nipper as " that insipidest of his sex," that "wet curl-paper of a man," — is seduced by newsmongers into taverns, and being asked somewhat too often what he would take to drink, ends in telling, in a low voice, the most incredible lies regarding the mental and moral state of his employer, just before his bankruptcy. "Might I make so bold as ask, sir, are you unhappy in your mind? " This was the question which Perch, overcome by beer or brandy, or a combination of both, had the audacity to assert he had put to Mr. Dombey, — a gentleman whom even the Game Chicken had declared to be "as stiff a cove as ever he see." But, according to the office messenger, Mr. Dombey had replied: " My faithful Perch — but no, it cannot be! " and with that had struck his hand upon his forehead, and said, "Leave me, Perch." Mrs. Perch, whose chief purpose in life seems to be to look out that the race of Perches shall not die out, penetrates into the kitchen of the august employer of her husband, and there, in the course of a nice collation, confides to the cook, the housemaid, and the rest, her matured opinion, that she does not wonder Mr. Dombey shuts himself up in his room, "for what," says the good woman, "must his feelings be, if he was to come upon any of the poor servants that he once deceived into thinking him immensely rich! " Mrs. Pipchin, the housekeeper, is the last to leave. Having purchased, at the auction sale of the furniture, her master's favorite easychair, she departs to Brighton, for the purpose of resuming her functions as a murderer of children under the pretence of " managing " them. Before she goes, however, she gives Mrs. Chick a piece of her mind about Mr. Dombey. His seclusion in his room particularly exasperates her. " I called out to him yesterday, that I was of no use here, and that he had better let me send for Mrs. Richards. He grunted something or other that meant yes, and I sent. Grunt indeed! If he had been Mr. Pipchin he'd have had some reason to grunt. Yah! I've no patience with it! " The dark insinuation here about Mr. Pipchin seems to indicate that there was another cause of her husband's decease than his mere failure in pumping water out of the Peruvian mines. "Had he been Mr. Pipchin he 'd have had some reason to grunt." We agree cordially to this statement.




     




    The novel is so rich in striking characters, that it is difficult to do justice to them all. Among the throng, we may slightly notice "Cousin Feenix," the good-natured, weak-natured, pauper noble, whose uncertain legs are ever carrying him to the gambling table; Jack Bunsby, with his gaze constantly directed to the coast of Greenland, but the object of Captain Cuttle's profound admiration, as "a man as has had his head broke from infancy up'ards, and has got a new opinion into it at every seam as has been opened; " Mrs. Skewton, the mother of Edith, a gorgeous and ghastly old woman, trying, as Sheridan would say, "to turn herself back into a girl," and who is so made up by her maid, that when she is undressed for bed she literally falls to pieces; Mr. Toodle, the railway stoker, who regrets that his good feeling towards all the human family should find such inadequate expression in his voice, made gruff by the ashes getting into his chest, but, as he assures Miss Tox, " it is ashes, mum, not crustiness; " Polly Toodle, his buxom, apple-faced wife, modest, industrious, conscientious, affectionate, and grateful, and of whom her bashful, awkward husband justly says, "to them which is in adversity your face, Polly, is a cord'l;" Mrs. Chick, who believes that all the misfortunes of life come from the strange refusal of the ruined or the dying "to make an effort;" Dr. Blimber, who always has on hand a supply of learning for a hundred pupils, but, restricting himself to a tenth of that number, gorges "the unhappy ten" with the whole of it; Mrs. Blimber, who afflicts the shade of the great Roman orator by her imbecile admiration, and is continually declaring that if she "could have known Cicero, and been his friend, and talked with him in his retirement at Tusculum (beau-ti-ful Tusculum!) she could have died contented;" Miss Cornelia Blimber, "dry and sandy with working in the graves of deceased languages," digging "them up like a Ghoul," "a fair sexton in spectacles;" and the irrepressible Susan Nipper, with too much vigor and velocity of mind and temper to heed punctuation marks in her impulsive discourse, but ever ready for a combat to the death with any and all persons who cast the least slight on "Miss Floy," and even carrying her audacity to the pitch of invading the private room of Mr. Dombey, and, in a wonderfully humorous scene, sharply and swiftly rebuking him, then and there, for his haughty indifference to the affection of his daughter, as viewed from the Nipper "standpoint."




     




    There is no space left to call the reader's attention to the many remarkable instances of Dickens's descriptive power, as displayed in "Dombey and Son." Whether he describes town or country, the accuracy of his observation is not so much to be wondered at, as the strength of imagination by which he makes everything his mind touches alive, and gives a kind of personality, almost of self-consciousness, to all objects that meet his eye. Whether the thing described be a landscape or a boot-jack, this vitalizing and individualizing power operates with almost equal force; and, in the present novel, it may be said that this power reached its intensest expression, in respect both to freshness and quaintness.




     




    Of the many felicities of thought and phrase, profusely scattered over the work, it may perhaps, in conclusion, be permitted to refer to one. It is obvious, after a moment's reflection, that if we could follow the sun in his course, there would be to us no night. It happens that this pregnant thought has been variously used by four persons widely distinguished from each other, Goethe, Washington Allston, Daniel Webster, and Dickens. Faust, as he sees "the green-girt cottages shimmer in the setting sun," exclaims, "Oh! that I have no wing to lift me from the ground, to struggle after, for ever after, him! I should see in everlasting evening beams, the stilly world at my feet, — every height on fire, — every vale in repose, — the silver brook flowing into golden streams. The rugged mountain, with all its dark defiles, would not then break my godlike course. Already the sea, with its heated bays, opens on my enraptured sight. Yet the god seems at last to sink away. But the new impulse wakes. I hurry on to drink his everlasting light, — the day before me and the night behind, — the heavens above, and under me the waves." After this, the lines of Washington Allston, in his poem of "America to Great Britain, " seem tame, though the essential idea is preserved: —




     




    " stretch thy mighty hand




    Gigantic grown by toil,




    O'er the vast Atlantic wave to our shore;




    For thou, with magic might,




    Canst reach to where the light Of




    Phoebus travels bright




    The world o'er! "




     




    Then follows Webster, with the magnificent image in which he celebrates the power of the British empire, "a power," he says, "which has dotted over the surface of the whole globe with her possessions and military posts, whose morning drumbeat, following the sun, and keeping company with the hours, circles the earth daily with one continuous and unbroken strain of the martial airs of England. " After being thrilled by this uplifting burst of eloquence, it is a break-neck fall to Dickens's shrewd and humorous embodiment of the same idea, when he calls the British dominions, "that wide-spread territory on which the sun never sets, and where the tax-gatherer never goes to bed."




     




     




     




    Chapter 1. Dombey and Son




     




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




     




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




     




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




     




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




     




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




     




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




     




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




     




    She feebly echoed, 'Of course,' or rather expressed it by the motion of her lips, and closed her eyes again.




     




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




     




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




     




    He had risen, as his father had before him, in the course of life and death, from Son to Dombey, and for nearly twenty years had been the sole representative of the Firm. Of those years he had been married, ten—married, as some said, to a lady with no heart to give him; whose happiness was in the past, and who was content to bind her broken spirit to the dutiful and meek endurance of the present. Such idle talk was little likely to reach the ears of Mr Dombey, whom it nearly concerned; and probably no one in the world would have received it with such utter incredulity as he, if it had reached him. Dombey and Son had often dealt in hides, but never in hearts. They left that fancy ware to boys and girls, and boarding-schools and books. Mr Dombey would have reasoned: That a matrimonial alliance with himself must, in the nature of things, be gratifying and honourable to any woman of common sense. That the hope of giving birth to a new partner in such a House, could not fail to awaken a glorious and stirring ambition in the breast of the least ambitious of her sex. That Mrs Dombey had entered on that social contract of matrimony: almost necessarily part of a genteel and wealthy station, even without reference to the perpetuation of family Firms: with her eyes fully open to these advantages. That Mrs Dombey had had daily practical knowledge of his position in society. That Mrs Dombey had always sat at the head of his table, and done the honours of his house in a remarkably lady-like and becoming manner. That Mrs Dombey must have been happy. That she couldn't help it.




     




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




     




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




     




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




     




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




     




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




     




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




     




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




     




    'Oh Lord bless me!' said Mr Dombey, rising testily. 'A very ill-advised and feverish proceeding this, I am sure. Please to ring there for Miss Florence's nurse. Really the person should be more care-'




     




    'Wait! I—had better ask Doctor Peps if he'll have the goodness to step upstairs again perhaps. I'll go down. I'll go down. I needn't beg you,' he added, pausing for a moment at the settee before the fire, 'to take particular care of this young gentleman, Mrs ——'




     




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




     




    'Of this young gentleman, Mrs Blockitt.'




     




    'No, Sir, indeed. I remember when Miss Florence was born—'




     




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




     




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




     




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




     




    'Stimulated as it were?' said the family practitioner faintly: bowing at the same time to the Doctor, as much as to say, 'Excuse my putting in a word, but this is a valuable connexion.'




     




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




     




    'Good! We must not disguise from you, Sir,' said Doctor Parker Peps, 'that there is a want of power in Her Grace the Duchess—I beg your pardon; I confound names; I should say, in your amiable lady. That there is a certain degree of languor, and a general absence of elasticity, which we would rather—not—'




     




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




     




    'Quite so,' said Doctor Parker Peps, 'which we would rather not see. It would appear that the system of Lady Cankaby—excuse me: I should say of Mrs Dombey: I confuse the names of cases—'




     




    'So very numerous,' murmured the family practitioner—'can't be expected I'm sure—quite wonderful if otherwise—Doctor Parker Peps's West-End practice—'




     




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




     




    'And vigorous,' murmured the family practitioner.




     




    'Quite so,' assented the Doctor—'and vigorous effort. Mr Pilkins here, who from his position of medical adviser in this family—no one better qualified to fill that position, I am sure.'




     




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




     




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




     




    'Able,' said the family practitioner.




     




    'To make,' said Doctor Parker Peps.




     




    'That effort,' said the family practitioner.




     




    'Successfully,' said they both together.




     




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




     




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




     




    To record of Mr Dombey that he was not in his way affected by this intelligence, would be to do him an injustice. He was not a man of whom it could properly be said that he was ever startled, or shocked; but he certainly had a sense within him, that if his wife should sicken and decay, he would be very sorry, and that he would find a something gone from among his plate and furniture, and other household possessions, which was well worth the having, and could not be lost without sincere regret. Though it would be a cool, business-like, gentlemanly, self-possessed regret, no doubt.




     




    His meditations on the subject were soon interrupted, first by the rustling of garments on the staircase, and then by the sudden whisking into the room of a lady rather past the middle age than otherwise but dressed in a very juvenile manner, particularly as to the tightness of her bodice, who, running up to him with a kind of screw in her face and carriage, expressive of suppressed emotion, flung her arms around his neck, and said, in a choking voice,




     




    'My dear Paul! He's quite a Dombey!'




     




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




     




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




     




    Mr Dombey coughed.




     




    'It's so extraordinary,' said Louisa; smiling through her tears, which indeed were not overpowering, 'as to be perfectly ridiculous. So completely our family. I never saw anything like it in my life!'




     




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




     




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




     




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




     




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




     




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




     




    'I know it's very weak and silly of me,' she repeated, 'to be so trembly and shaky from head to foot, and to allow my feelings so completely to get the better of me, but I cannot help it. I thought I should have fallen out of the staircase window as I came down from seeing dear Fanny, and that tiddy ickle sing.' These last words originated in a sudden vivid reminiscence of the baby.




     




    They were succeeded by a gentle tap at the door.




     




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




     




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




     




    The lady thus specially presented, was a long lean figure, wearing such a faded air that she seemed not to have been made in what linen-drapers call 'fast colours' originally, and to have, by little and little, washed out. But for this she might have been described as the very pink of general propitiation and politeness. From a long habit of listening admiringly to everything that was said in her presence, and looking at the speakers as if she were mentally engaged in taking off impressions of their images upon her soul, never to part with the same but with life, her head had quite settled on one side. Her hands had contracted a spasmodic habit of raising themselves of their own accord as in involuntary admiration. Her eyes were liable to a similar affection. She had the softest voice that ever was heard; and her nose, stupendously aquiline, had a little knob in the very centre or key-stone of the bridge, whence it tended downwards towards her face, as in an invincible determination never to turn up at anything.




     




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




     




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




     




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




     




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




     




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




     




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




     




    'Miss Tox, Paul,' pursued Mrs Chick, still retaining her hand, 'knowing how much I have been interested in the anticipation of the event of to-day, and how trembly and shaky I have been from head to foot in expectation of it, has been working at a little gift for Fanny, which I promised to present. Miss Tox is ingenuity itself.'




     




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




     




    'It is only a pincushion for the toilette table, Paul,' resumed his sister; 'one of those trifles which are insignificant to your sex in general, as it's very natural they should be—we have no business to expect they should be otherwise—but to which we attach some interest.'




     




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




     




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




     




    'Is that the device?' inquired her brother.




     




    'That is the device,' returned Louisa.




     




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




     




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




     




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




     




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




     




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




     




    'I knew you would admire my brother. I told you so beforehand, my dear,' said Louisa. Miss Tox's hands and eyes expressed how much. 'And as to his property, my dear!'




     




    'Ah!' said Miss Tox, with deep feeling.




     




    'Im-mense!'




     




    'But his deportment, my dear Louisa!' said Miss Tox. 'His presence! His dignity! No portrait that I have ever seen of anyone has been half so replete with those qualities. Something so stately, you know: so uncompromising: so very wide across the chest: so upright! A pecuniary Duke of York, my love, and nothing short of it!' said Miss Tox. 'That's what I should designate him.'




     




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




     




    'I am sorry to say, Louisa, that they tell me that Fanny—'




     




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




     




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




     




    'Nobody better, my dear Paul. Nobody half so well. They would be ignorant and base indeed who doubted it.'




     




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




     




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




     




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




     




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




     




    'Restless without the little girl,' the Doctor whispered Mr Dombey. 'We found it best to have her in again.'




     




    'Can nothing be done?' asked Mr Dombey.




     




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




     




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




     




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




     




    There was such a solemn stillness round the bed; and the two medical attendants seemed to look on the impassive form with so much compassion and so little hope, that Mrs Chick was for the moment diverted from her purpose. But presently summoning courage, and what she called presence of mind, she sat down by the bedside, and said in the low precise tone of one who endeavours to awaken a sleeper:




     




    'Fanny! Fanny!'




     




    There was no sound in answer but the loud ticking of Mr Dombey's watch and Doctor Parker Peps's watch, which seemed in the silence to be running a race.




     




    'Fanny, my dear,' said Mrs Chick, with assumed lightness, 'here's Mr Dombey come to see you. Won't you speak to him? They want to lay your little boy—the baby, Fanny, you know; you have hardly seen him yet, I think—in bed; but they can't till you rouse yourself a little. Don't you think it's time you roused yourself a little? Eh?'




     




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




     




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




     




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




     




    'Now, really, Fanny my dear,' said the sister-in-law, altering her position, and speaking less confidently, and more earnestly, in spite of herself, 'I shall have to be quite cross with you, if you don't rouse yourself. It's necessary for you to make an effort, and perhaps a very great and painful effort which you are not disposed to make; but this is a world of effort you know, Fanny, and we must never yield, when so much depends upon us. Come! Try! I must really scold you if you don't!'




     




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




     




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




     




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




     




    The whisper was repeated.




     




    'Mama!' said the child.




     




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




     




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




     




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




     




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




     




     




     




    

      


    




     




     




     




    Chapter 2. In which Timely Provision is made for an Emergency that will sometimes arise in the best-regulated Families.




     




    'I shall never cease to congratulate myself,' said Mrs Chick,' on having said, when I little thought what was in store for us,—really as if I was inspired by something,—that I forgave poor dear Fanny everything. Whatever happens, that must always be a comfort to me!'




     




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




     




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




     




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




     




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




     




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




     




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




     




    'Merely habit, my dear,' pleaded Mr Chick.




     




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




     




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




     




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




     




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




     




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




     




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




     




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




     




    Mr Chick looked astonished.




     




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




     




    'One mass of babies!' repeated Mr Chick, staring with an alarmed expression about him.




     




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




     




    'Oh! Ah!' said Mr Chick. 'Toor-ru!—such is life, I mean. I hope you are suited, my dear.'




     




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




     




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




     




    Admonished, however, that he had committed himself, by the indignation expressed in Mrs Chick's countenance at the idea of a Dombey going there; and thinking to atone for his misconduct by a bright suggestion, he added:




     




    'Couldn't something temporary be done with a teapot?'




     




    If he had meant to bring the subject prematurely to a close, he could not have done it more effectually. After looking at him for some moments in silent resignation, Mrs Chick said she trusted he hadn't said it in aggravation, because that would do very little honour to his heart. She trusted he hadn't said it seriously, because that would do very little honour to his head. As in any case, he couldn't, however sanguine his disposition, hope to offer a remark that would be a greater outrage on human nature in general, we would beg to leave the discussion at that point.




     




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




     




    Miss Tox had arrived on the wheels just now alluded to, and came running into the room in a breathless condition.




     




    'My dear Louisa,' said Miss Tox, 'is the vacancy still unsupplied?'




     




    'You good soul, yes,' said Mrs Chick.




     




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




     




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




     




    It then appeared that she had used the word, not in its legal or business acceptation, when it merely expresses an individual, but as a noun of multitude, or signifying many: for Miss Tox escorted a plump rosy-cheeked wholesome apple-faced young woman, with an infant in her arms; a younger woman not so plump, but apple-faced also, who led a plump and apple-faced child in each hand; another plump and also apple-faced boy who walked by himself; and finally, a plump and apple-faced man, who carried in his arms another plump and apple-faced boy, whom he stood down on the floor, and admonished, in a husky whisper, to 'kitch hold of his brother Johnny.'




     




    'My dear Louisa,' said Miss Tox, 'knowing your great anxiety, and wishing to relieve it, I posted off myself to the Queen Charlotte's Royal Married Females,' which you had forgot, and put the question, Was there anybody there that they thought would suit? No, they said there was not. When they gave me that answer, I do assure you, my dear, I was almost driven to despair on your account. But it did so happen, that one of the Royal Married Females, hearing the inquiry, reminded the matron of another who had gone to her own home, and who, she said, would in all likelihood be most satisfactory. The moment I heard this, and had it corroborated by the matron—excellent references and unimpeachable character—I got the address, my dear, and posted off again.'




     




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




     




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




     




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




     




    'This is his wife, of course,' said Miss Tox, singling out the young woman with the baby. 'How do you do, Polly?'




     




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




     




    By way of bringing her out dexterously, Miss Tox had made the inquiry as in condescension to an old acquaintance whom she hadn't seen for a fortnight or so.




     




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




     




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




     




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




     




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




     




    'I beg your pardon, Sir,' said Miss Tox, 'did you—'




     




    'Flat iron,' he repeated.




     




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




     




    'Stoker,' said the man.




     




    'A choker!' said Miss Tox, quite aghast.




     




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




     




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




     




    'And how do you like it, Sir?'




     




    'Which, Mum?' said the man.




     




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




     




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




     




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




     




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




     




    'These children look healthy,' said Mr Dombey. 'But my God, to think of their some day claiming a sort of relationship to Paul!'




     




    'But what relationship is there!' Louisa began—




     




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




     




    'Can there be, I mean—'




     




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




     




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




     




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




     




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




     




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




     




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




     




    Mrs Toodle seemed doubtful about it; and as to Toodle himself, he had evidently no doubt whatever, that he was all abroad.




     




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




     




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




     




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




     




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




     




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




     




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




     




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




     




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




     




    'What is that?'




     




    'To lose 'em, Sir.'




     




    'Can you read?' asked Mr Dombey.




     




    'Why, not partick'ler, Sir.'




     




    'Write?'




     




    'With chalk, Sir?'




     




    'With anything?'




     




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




     




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




     




    'Thereabouts, I suppose, Sir,' answered Toodle, after more reflection




     




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




     




    'So I'm a going to, Sir. One of my little boys is a going to learn me, when he's old enough, and been to school himself.'




     




    'Well,' said Mr Dombey, after looking at him attentively, and with no great favour, as he stood gazing round the room (principally round the ceiling) and still drawing his hand across and across his mouth. 'You heard what I said to your wife just now?'




     




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




     




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




     




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




     




    'As you appear to leave everything to her,' said Mr Dombey, frustrated in his intention of impressing his views still more distinctly on the husband, as the stronger character, 'I suppose it is of no use my saying anything to you.'




     




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




     




    'I won't detain you any longer then,' returned Mr Dombey, disappointed. 'Where have you worked all your life?'




     




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




     




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




     




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




     




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




     




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




     




    As the last straw breaks the laden camel's back, this piece of information crushed the sinking spirits of Mr Dombey. He motioned his child's foster-father to the door, who departed by no means unwillingly: and then turning the key, paced up and down the room in solitary wretchedness.




     




    It would be harsh, and perhaps not altogether true, to say of him that he felt these rubs and gratings against his pride more keenly than he had felt his wife's death: but certainly they impressed that event upon him with new force, and communicated to it added weight and bitterness. It was a rude shock to his sense of property in his child, that these people—the mere dust of the earth, as he thought them—should be necessary to him; and it was natural that in proportion as he felt disturbed by it, he should deplore the occurrence which had made them so. For all his starched, impenetrable dignity and composure, he wiped blinding tears from his eyes as he paced up and down his room; and often said, with an emotion of which he would not, for the world, have had a witness, 'Poor little fellow!'




     




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




     




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




     




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




     




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




     




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




     




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




     




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




     




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




     




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




     




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




     




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




     




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




     




    'Ye—es, Ma'am,' sobbed Polly.




     




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




     




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




     




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




     




    Toodle was evidently not to be bought over.




     




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




     




    'Yes to be sure!' said Miss Tox, keeping up the ball with great sympathy. 'And as to porter!—quite unlimited, will it not, Louisa?'




     




    'Oh, certainly!' returned Mrs Chick in the same tone. 'With a little abstinence, you know, my dear, in point of vegetables.'




     




    'And pickles, perhaps,' suggested Miss Tox.




     




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




     




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




     




    'Oh no!' cried Mrs Chick, benignantly.




     




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




     




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




     




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




     




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




     




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




     




    Fortified by this golden secret, Folly finally ran away to avoid any more particular leave-taking between herself and the children. But the stratagem hardly succeeded as well as it deserved; for the smallest boy but one divining her intent, immediately began swarming upstairs after her—if that word of doubtful etymology be admissible—on his arms and legs; while the eldest (known in the family by the name of Biler, in remembrance of the steam engine) beat a demoniacal tattoo with his boots, expressive of grief; in which he was joined by the rest of the family.




     




    A quantity of oranges and halfpence thrust indiscriminately on each young Toodle, checked the first violence of their regret, and the family were speedily transported to their own home, by means of the hackney-coach kept in waiting for that purpose. The children, under the guardianship of Jemima, blocked up the window, and dropped out oranges and halfpence all the way along. Mr Toodle himself preferred to ride behind among the spikes, as being the mode of conveyance to which he was best accustomed.
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