Oliver Twist
by Charles Dickens

Chapter II.
Treats of Oliver Twist’s Growth, Education, and Board

For the next eight or ten months, Oliver was the victim of a systematic course of treachery and
deception. He was brought up by hand. The hungry and destitute situation of the infant orphan was
duly reported by the workhouse authorities to the parish authorities. The parish authorities inquired
with dignity of the workhouse authorities, whether there was no female then domiciled in “the
house” who was in a situation to impart to Oliver Twist, the consolation and nourishment of which
he stood in need. The workhouse authorities replied with humility, that there was not. Upon this, the
parish authorities magnanimously and humanely resolved, that Oliver should be “farmed,” or, in
other words, that he should be dispatched to a branch-workhouse some three miles off, where
twenty or thirty other juvenile offenders against the poor-laws, rolled about the floor all day, without
the inconvenience of too much food or too much clothing, under the parental superintendence of
an elderly female, who received the culprits at and for the consideration of sevenpence-halfpenny
per small head per week. Sevenpence-halfpenny’s worth per week is a good round diet for a child; a
great deal may be got for sevenpence-halfpenny, quite enough to overload its stomach, and make it
uncomfortable. The elderly female was a woman of wisdom and experience; she knew what was
good for children; and she had a very accurate perception of what was good for herself. So, she
appropriated the greater part of the weekly stipend to her own use, and consigned the rising
parochial generation to even a shorter allowance than was originally provided for them. Thereby
finding in the lowest depth a deeper still; and proving herself a very great experimental philosopher.

Everybody knows the story of another experimental philosopher who had a great theory about a
horse being able to live without eating, and who demonstrated it so well, that he had got his own
horse down to a straw a day, and would unquestionably have rendered him a very spirited and
rampacious animal on nothing at all, if he had not died, four-and-twenty hours before he was to
have had his first comfortable bait of air. Unfortunately for the experimental philosophy of the female
to whose protecting care Oliver Twist was delivered over, a similar result usually attended the
operation of her system; for at the very moment when the child had contrived to exist upon the
smallest possible portion of the weakest possible food, it did perversely happen in eight and a half
cases out of ten, either that it sickened from want and cold, or fell into the fire from neglect, or got
half-smothered by accident; in any one of which cases, the miserable little being was usually
summoned into another world, and there gathered to the fathers it had never known in this.

Occasionally, when there was some more than usually interesting inquest upon a parish child who
had been overlooked in turning up a bedstead, or inadvertently scalded to death when there
happened to be a washing—though the latter accident was very scarce, anything approaching to a
washing being of rare occurrence in the farm—the jury would take it into their heads to ask
troublesome questions, or the parishioners would rebelliously affix their signatures to a
remonstrance.
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But these impertinences were speedily checked by the evidence of the surgeon, and the testimony
of the beadle; the former of whom had always opened the body and found nothing inside (which
was very probable indeed), and the latter of whom invariably swore whatever the parish wanted;
which was very self-devotional. Besides, the board made periodical pilgrimages to the farm, and
always sent the beadle the day before, to say they were going. The children were neat and clean to
behold, when they went; and what more would the people have!

It cannot be expected that this system of farming would produce any very extraordinary or luxuriant
crop. Oliver Twist’s ninth birthday found him a pale thin child, somewhat diminutive in stature, and
decidedly small in circumference. But nature or inheritance had implanted a good sturdy spirit in
Oliver's breast. It had had plenty of room to expand, thanks to the spare diet of the establishment;
and perhaps to this circumstance may be attributed his having any ninth birth-day at all. Be this as it
may, however, it was his ninth birthday; and he was keeping it in the coal-cellar with a select party of
two other young gentleman, who, after participating with him in a sound thrashing, had been
locked up for atrociously presuming to be hungry, when Mrs. Mann, the good lady of the house,
was unexpectedly startled by the apparition of Mr. Bumble, the beadle, striving to undo the wicket
of the garden-gate.

“Goodness gracious! Is that you, Mr. Bumble, sir?” said Mrs. Mann, thrusting her head out of the
window in well-affected ecstasies of joy. “(Susan, take Oliver and them two brats upstairs, and wash
‘em directly.)—My heart alive! Mr. Bumble, how glad | am to see you, sure-ly!”

Now, Mr. Bumble was a fat man, and a choleric; so, instead of responding to this open-hearted
salutation in a kindred spirit, he gave the little wicket a tremendous shake, and then bestowed upon
it a kick which could have emanated from no leg but a beadle’s.

“Lor, only think,” said Mrs. Mann, running out,—for the three boys had been removed by this time,
—"only think of that! That | should have forgotten that the gate was bolted on the inside, on account
of them dear children! Walk in sir; walk in, pray, Mr. Bumble, do, sir.”

Although this invitation was accompanied with a curtsey that might have softened the heart of a
churchwarden, it by no means mollified the beadle.

“Do you think this respectful or proper conduct, Mrs. Mann,” inquired Mr. Bumble, grasping his
cane, “to keep the parish officers a waiting at your garden-gate, when they come here upon
porochial business with the porochial orphans? Are you aweer, Mrs. Mann, that you are, as | may
say, a porochial delegate, and a stipendiary?”

“I'm sure Mr. Bumble, that | was only a telling one or two of the dear children as is so fond of you,
that it was you a coming,” replied Mrs. Mann with great humility.

Mr. Bumble had a great idea of his oratorical powers and his importance. He had displayed the one,
and vindicated the other. He relaxed.

“Well, well, Mrs. Mann,” he replied in a calmer tone; “it may be as you say; it may be. Lead the way
in, Mrs. Mann, for | come on business, and have something to say.”
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Mrs. Mann ushered the beadle into a small parlour with a brick floor; placed a seat for him; and
officiously deposited his cocked hat and cane on the table before him. Mr. Bumble wiped from his
forehead the perspiration which his walk had engendered, glanced complacently at the cocked hat,
and smiled. Yes, he smiled. Beadles are but men: and Mr. Bumble smiled.

“Now don’t you be offended at what I'm a going to say,” observed Mrs. Mann, with captivating
sweetness. “You've had a long walk, you know, or | wouldn’t mention it. Now, will you take a little
drop of somethink, Mr. Bumble?”

“Not a drop. Nor a drop,” said Mr. Bumble, waving his right hand in a dignified, but placid manner.

“I think you will,” said Mrs. Mann, who had noticed the tone of the refusal, and the gesture that had
accompanied it. “Just a leetle drop, with a little cold water, and a lump of sugar.”

Mr. Bumble coughed.
“Now, just a leetle drop,” said Mrs. Mann persuasively.
“What is it?” inquired the beadle.

“Why, it's what I'm obliged to keep a little of in the house, to put into the blessed infants’ Daffy,
when they ain’t well, Mr. Bumble,” replied Mrs. Mann as she opened a corner cupboard, and took
down a bottle and glass. “It's gin. I'll not deceive you, Mr. B. It's gin.”

“Do you give the children Daffy, Mrs. Mann?” inquired Bumble, following with his eyes the
interesting process of mixing.

“Ah, bless ‘'em, that | do, dear asitis,” replied the nurse. “l couldn’t see ‘'em suffer before my very
eyes, you know sir.”

“No”; said Mr. Bumble approvingly; “no, you could not. You are a humane woman, Mrs. Mann.”
(Here she set down the glass.) “I shall take a early opportunity of mentioning it to the board, Mrs.
Mann.” (He drew it towards him.) “You feel as a mother, Mrs. Mann.” (He stirred the gin-and-water.) “I
—I drink your health with cheerfulness, Mrs. Mann”; and he swallowed half of it.

“And now about business,” said the beadle, taking out a leathern pocket-book. “The child that was
half-baptized Oliver Twist, is nine year old today.”

“Bless him!” interposed Mrs. Mann, inflaming her left eye with the corner of her apron.

“And notwithstanding a offered reward of ten pound, which was afterwards increased to twenty

pound. Notwithstanding the most superlative, and, | may say, supernat’ral exertions on the part of
this parish,” said Bumble, “we have never been able to discover who is his father, or what was his

mother’s settlement, name, or condition.”

Mrs. Mann raised her hands in astonishment; but added, after a moment’s reflection, “How comes
he to have any name at all, then?”
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The beadle drew himself up with great pride, and said, “l inwented it.”
“You, Mr. Bumble!”

“l, Mrs. Mann. We name our fondlings in alphabetical order. The last was a S,—Swubble, | named
him. This was a T,—Twist, | named him. The next one comes will be Unwin, and the next Vilkins. |
have got names ready made to the end of the alphabet, and all the way through it again, when we
cometo Z”

“Why, you're quite a literary character, sir!” said Mrs. Mann.

“Well, well,” said the beadle, evidently gratified with the compliment; “perhaps | may be. Perhaps |
may be, Mrs. Mann.” He finished the gin-and-water, and added, “Oliver being now too old to remain
here, the board have determined to have him back into the house. | have come out myself to take
him there. So let me see him at once.”

“I'll fetch him directly,” said Mrs. Mann, leaving the room for that purpose. Oliver, having had by this
time as much of the outer coat of dirt which encrusted his face and hands, removed, as could be
scrubbed off in one washing, was led into the room by his benevolent protectress.

“Make a bow to the gentleman, Oliver,” said Mrs. Mann.

Oliver made a bow, which was divided between the beadle on the chair, and the cocked hat on the
table.

“Will you go along with me, Oliver?” said Mr. Bumble, in a majestic voice.

Oliver was about to say that he would go along with anybody with great readiness, when, glancing
upward, he caught sight of Mrs. Mann, who had got behind the beadle’s chair, and was shaking her
fist at him with a furious countenance. He took the hint at once, for the fist had been too often
impressed upon his body not to be deeply impressed upon his recollection.

“Will she go with me?” inquired poor Oliver.
“No, she can't,” replied Mr. Bumble. “But she’ll come and see you sometimes.”

This was no very great consolation to the child. Young as he was, however, he had sense enough to
make a feint of feeling great regret at going away. It was no very difficult matter for the boy to call
tears into his eyes. Hunger and recent ill-usage are great assistants if you want to cry; and Oliver
cried very naturally indeed. Mrs. Mann gave him a thousand embraces, and what Oliver wanted a
great deal more, a piece of bread and butter, lest he should seem too hungry when he got to the
workhouse. With the slice of bread in his hand, and the little brown-cloth parish cap on his head,
Oliver was then led away by Mr. Bumble from the wretched home where one kind word or look had
never lighted the gloom of his infant years. And yet he burst into an agony of childish grief, as the
cottage-gate closed after him.
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Wretched as were the little companions in misery he was leaving behind, they were the only friends
he had ever known; and a sense of his loneliness in the great wide world, sank into the child’s heart
for the first time.

Mr. Bumble walked on with long strides; little Oliver, firmly grasping his gold-laced cuff, trotted
beside him, inquiring at the end of every quarter of a mile whether they were “nearly there.” To
these interrogations Mr. Bumble returned very brief and snappish replies; for the temporary
blandness which gin-and-water awakens in some bosoms had by this time evaporated; and he was
once again a beadle.

Oliver had not been within the walls of the workhouse a quarter of an hour, and had scarcely
completed the demolition of a second slice of bread, when Mr. Bumble, who had handed him over
to the care of an old woman, returned; and, telling him it was a board night, informed him that the
board had said he was to appear before it forthwith.

Not having a very clearly defined notion of what a live board was, Oliver was rather astounded by
this intelligence, and was not quite certain whether he ought to laugh or cry. He had no time to think
about the matter, however; for Mr. Bumble gave him a tap on the head, with his cane, to wake him
up: and another on the back to make him lively: and bidding him to follow, conducted him into a
large whitewashed room, where eight or ten fat gentlemen were sitting round a table. At the top of
the table, seated in an arm-chair rather higher than the rest, was a particularly fat gentleman with a
very round, red face.

“Bow to the board,” said Bumble. Oliver brushed away two or three tears that were lingering in his
eyes; and seeing no board but the table, fortunately bowed to that.

“What's your name, boy?” said the gentleman in the high chair.

Oliver was frightened at the sight of so many gentlemen, which made him tremble: and the beadle
gave him another tap behind, which made him cry. These two causes made him answer in a very
low and hesitating voice; whereupon a gentleman in a white waistcoat said he was a fool. Which
was a capital way of raising his spirits, and putting him quite at his ease.

“Boy,” said the gentleman in the high chair, “listen to me. You know you’re an orphan, | suppose?”
“What's that, sir?” inquired poor Oliver.

“The boy is a fool—I thought he was,” said the gentleman in the white waistcoat.

“Hush!” said the gentleman who had spoken first. “You know you've got no father or mother, and
that you were brought up by the parish, don't you?”

“Yes, sir,” replied Oliver, weeping bitterly.

“What are you crying for?” inquired the gentleman in the white waistcoat. And to be sure it was very
extraordinary. What could the boy be crying for?
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“I hope you say your prayers every night,” said another gentleman in a gruff voice; “and pray for the
people who feed you, and take care of you—like a Christian.”

“Yes, sir,” stammered the boy. The gentleman who spoke last was unconsciously right. It would
have been very like a Christian, and a marvellously good Christian too, if Oliver had prayed for the
people who fed and took care of him. But he hadn't, because nobody had taught him.

“Well! You have come here to be educated, and taught a useful trade,” said the red-faced
gentleman in the high chair.

“So you’ll begin to pick oakum tomorrow morning at six o’clock,” added the surly one in the white
waistcoat.

For the combination of both these blessings in the one simple process of picking oakum, Oliver
bowed low by the direction of the beadle, and was then hurried away to a large ward; where, on a
rough, hard bed, he sobbed himself to sleep. What a novel illustration of the tender laws of England!
They let the paupers go to sleep!

Poor Oliver! He little thought, as he lay sleeping in happy unconsciousness of all around him, that
the board had that very day arrived at a decision which would exercise the most material influence
over all his future fortunes. But they had. And this was it:

The members of this board were very sage, deep, philosophical men; and when they came to turn
their attention to the workhouse, they found out at once, what ordinary folks would never have
discovered—the poor people liked it! It was a regular place of public entertainment for the poorer
classes; a tavern where there was nothing to pay; a public breakfast, dinner, tea, and supper all the
year round; a brick and mortar elysium, where it was all play and no work. “Oho!” said the board,
looking very knowing; “we are the fellows to set this to rights; we'll stop it all, in no time.” So, they
established the rule, that all poor people should have the alternative (for they would compel
nobody, not they), of being starved by a gradual process in the house, or by a quick one out of it.
With this view, they contracted with the water-works to lay on an unlimited supply of water; and with
a corn-factory to supply periodically small quantities of oatmeal; and issued three meals of thin gruel
a day, with an onion twice a week, and half a roll of Sundays. They made a great many other wise
and humane regulations, having reference to the ladies, which it is not necessary to repeat; kindly
undertook to divorce poor married people, in consequence of the great expense of a suit in Doctors’
Commons; and, instead of compelling a man to support his family, as they had theretofore done,
took his family away from him, and made him a bachelor! There is no saying how many applicants
for relief, under these last two heads, might have started up in all classes of society, if it had not been
coupled with the workhouse; but the board were long-headed men, and had provided for this
difficulty. The relief was inseparable from the workhouse and the gruel; and that frightened people.

For the first six months after Oliver Twist was removed, the system was in full operation. It was rather
expensive at first, in consequence of the increase in the undertaker’s bill, and the necessity of taking
in the clothes of all the paupers, which fluttered loosely on their wasted, shrunken forms, after a
week or two’s gruel. But the number of workhouse inmates got thin as well as the paupers; and the
board were in ecstasies.
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The room in which the boys were fed, was a large stone hall, with a copper at one end: out of which
the master, dressed in an apron for the purpose, and assisted by one or two women, ladled the gruel
at mealtimes. Of this festive composition each boy had one porringer, and no more—except on
occasions of great public rejoicing, when he had two ounces and a quarter of bread besides. The
bowls never wanted washing. The boys polished them with their spoons till they shone again; and
when they had performed this operation (which never took very long, the spoons being nearly as
large as the bowls), they would sit staring at the copper, with such eager eyes, as if they could have
devoured the very bricks of which it was composed; employing themselves, meanwhile, in sucking
their fingers most assiduously, with the view of catching up any stray splashes of gruel that might
have been cast thereon. Boys have generally excellent appetites. Oliver Twist and his companions
suffered the tortures of slow starvation for three months: at last they got so voracious and wild with
hunger, that one boy, who was tall for his age, and hadn’t been used to that sort of thing (for his
father had kept a small cook-shop), hinted darkly to his companions, that unless he had another
basin of gruel per diem, he was afraid he might some night happen to eat the boy who slept next
him, who happened to be a weakly youth of tender age. He had a wild, hungry eye; and they
implicitly believed him. A council was held; lots were cast who should walk up to the master after
supper that evening, and ask for more; and it fell to Oliver Twist.

The evening arrived; the boys took their places. The master, in his cook’s uniform, stationed himself
at the copper; his pauper assistants ranged themselves behind him; the gruel was served out; and a
long grace was said over the short commons. The gruel disappeared; the boys whispered each
other, and winked at Oliver; while his next neighbours nudged him. Child as he was, he was
desperate with hunger, and reckless with misery. He rose from the table; and advancing to the
master, basin and spoon in hand, said: somewhat alarmed at his own temerity:

“Please, sir, | want some more.”

The master was a fat, healthy man; but he turned very pale. He gazed in stupefied astonishment on
the small rebel for some seconds, and then clung for support to the copper. The assistants were
paralysed with wonder; the boys with fear.

“What!” said the master at length, in a faint voice.

“Please, sir,” replied Oliver, “l want some more.”

The master aimed a blow at Oliver’'s head with the ladle; pinioned him in his arm; and shrieked
aloud for the beadle.

The board were sitting in solemn conclave, when Mr. Bumble rushed into the room in great
excitement, and addressing the gentleman in the high chair, said,

“Mr. Limbkins, | beg your pardon, sir! Oliver Twist has asked for more!”

There was a general start. Horror was depicted on every countenance.
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“For more!” said Mr. Limbkins. “Compose yourself, Bumble, and answer me distinctly. Do |
understand that he asked for more, after he had eaten the supper allotted by the dietary?”

“He did, sir,” replied Bumble.

"

“That boy will be hung,” said the gentleman in the white waistcoat. “I know that boy will be hung.

Nobody controverted the prophetic gentleman’s opinion. An animated discussion took place.
Oliver was ordered into instant confinement; and a bill was next morning pasted on the outside of
the gate, offering a reward of five pounds to anybody who would take Oliver Twist off the hands of
the parish. In other words, five pounds and Oliver Twist were offered to any man or woman who
wanted an apprentice to any trade, business, or calling.

“I never was more convinced of anything in my life,” said the gentleman in the white waistcoat, as
he knocked at the gate and read the bill next morning: “I never was more convinced of anything in
my life, than | am that that boy will come to be hung.”

As | purpose to show in the sequel whether the white waistcoated gentleman was right or not, |

should perhaps mar the interest of this narrative (supposing it to possess any at all), if | ventured to
hint just yet, whether the life of Oliver Twist had this violent termination or no.
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North and South
by Elizabeth Gaskell

Chapter X. Wrought Iron and Gold

“We are the trees whom shaking fastens more.”
- George Herbert.

Mr. Thornton left the house without coming into the dining-room again. He was rather late, and
walked rapidly out to Crampton. He was anxious not to slight his new friend by any disrespectful
unpunctuality. The church-clock struck half-past seven as he stood at the door awaiting Dixon’s
slow movements; always doubly tardy when she had to degrade herself by answering the door-
bell. He was ushered into the little drawing-room, and kindly greeted by Mr. Hale, who led him up
to his wife, whose pale face, and shawl-draped figure made a silent excuse for the cold languor of
her greeting. Margaret was lighting the lamp when he entered, for the darkness was coming on.
The lamp threw a pretty light into the centre of the dusky room, from which, with country habits,
they did not exclude the night-skies, and the outer darkness of air. Somehow, that room contrasted
itself with the one he had lately left; handsome, ponderous, with no sign of female habitation,
except in the one spot where his mother sate, and no convenience for any other employment than
eating and drinking. To be sure, it was a dining-room; his mother preferred to sit in it; and her will
was a household law. But the drawing-room was not like this. It was twice—twenty times as fine;
not one quarter as comfortable. Here were no mirrors, not even a scrap of glass to reflect the light,
and answer the same purpose as water in a landscape; no gilding; a warm, sober breadth of
colouring, well relieved by the dear old Helstone chintz-curtains and chair covers. An open
davenport stood in the window opposite the door; in the other there was a stand, with a tall white
china vase, from which drooped wreaths of English ivy, pale green birch, and copper-coloured
beech-leaves. Pretty baskets of work stood about in different places: and books, not cared for on
account of their binding solely, lay on one table, as if recently put down. Behind the door was
another table decked out for tea, with a white table-cloth, on which flourished the cocoa-nut cakes,
and a basket piled with oranges and ruddy American apples, heaped on leaves.

It appeared to Mr. Thornton that all these graceful cares were habitual to the family; and especially
of a piece with Margaret. She stood by the tea-table in a light-coloured muslin gown, which had a
good deal of pink about it. She looked as if she was not attending to the conversation, but solely
busy with the tea-cups, among which her round ivory hands moved with pretty, noiseless,
daintiness. She had a bracelet on one taper arm, which would fall down over her round wrist. Mr.
Thornton watched the replacing of this troublesome ornament with far more attention than he
listened to her father. It seemed as if it fascinated him to see her push it up impatiently until it
tightened her soft flesh; and then to mark the loosening—the fall. He could almost have exclaimed
—"“There it goes again!” There was so little left to be done after he arrived at the preparation for tea,
that he was almost sorry the obligation of eating and drinking came so soon to prevent him
watching Margaret.

124



She handed him his cup of tea with the proud air of an unwilling slave; but her eye caught the
moment when he was ready for another cup; and he almost longed to ask her to do for him what
he saw her compelled to do for her father, who took her little finger and thumb in his masculine
hand, and made them serve as sugar-tongues. Mr. Thornton saw her beautiful eyes lifted to her
father, full of light, half-laughter, and half-love, as this bit of pantomime went on between the two,
unobserved as they fancied, by any. Margaret’s head still ached, as the paleness of her
complexion, and her silence might have testified; but she was resolved to throw herself into the
breach, if there was any long untoward pause, rather than that her father’s friend, pupil, and guest
should have cause to think himself in any way neglected. But the conversation went on; and
Margaret drew into a corner, near her mother, with her work, after the tea-things were taken away;
and felt that she might let her thoughts roam, without fear of being suddenly wanted to fillup a

gap.

Mr. Thornton and Mr. Hale were both absorbed in the continuation of some object which had been
started at their last meeting. Margaret was recalled to a sense of the present by some trivial, low-
spoken remark of her mother’s; and on suddenly looking up from her work, her eye was caught by
the difference of outward appearance between her father and Mr. Thornton, as betokening such
distinctly opposite natures. Her father was of slight figure, which made him appear taller than he
really was, when not contrasted, as at this time, with the tall, massive frame of another. The lines in
her father’s face were soft and waving, with a frequent undulating kind of trembling movement
passing over them, showing every fluctuating emotion; the eyelids were large and arched, giving
to the eyes a peculiar languid beauty which was almost feminine. The brows were finely arched,
but were by the very size of the dreamy lids, raised to a considerable distance from the eyes. Now,
in Mr. Thornton’s face the straight brows fell low over the clear, deep-set, earnest eyes, which
without being unpleasantly sharp, seemed intent enough to penetrate into the very heart and core
of what he was looking at. The lines in the face were few but firm, as if they were carved in marble,
and lay principally about the lips, which were slightly compressed, over a set of teeth so faultless
and beautiful as to give the effect of sudden sunlight when the rare bright smile, coming in an
instant and shining out of the eyes, changed the whole look from the severe and resolved
expression of a man ready to do and dare everything, to the keen, honest, enjoyment of the
moment, which is seldom shown so fearlessly and instantaneously except by children. Margaret
liked this smile; it was the first thing she had admired in this new friend of her father’s; and the
opposition of character, shown in all these details of appearance she had just been noticing,
seemed to explain the attraction they evidently felt towards each other.

She rearranged her mother’s worsted-work, and fell back into her own thoughts—as completely
forgotten by Mr. Thornton as if she had not been in the room, so thoroughly was he occupied in
explaining to Mr. Hale the magnificent power, yet delicate adjustment of the might of the steam-
hammer, which was recalling to Mr. Hale some of the wonderful stories of subservient genii in the
Arabian Nights—one moment stretching from earth to sky and filling all the width of the horizon, at
the next obediently compressed into a vase small enough to be borne in the hand of a child.

“And this imagination of power, this practical realisation of a gigantic thought, came out of one

man’s brain in our good town. That very man has it within him to mount, step by step, on each
wonder he achieves to higher marvels still.
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And I'll be bound to say, we have many among us who, if he were gone, could spring into the
breach and carry on the war which compels, and shall compel, all material power to yield to
science.”

"Your boast reminds me of the old lines—

‘I've a hundred captains in England,” he said,
‘As good as ever was he.”

At her father’s quotation Margaret looked suddenly up, with inquiring wonder in her eyes. How in
the world had they got from the cog-wheels to Chevy Chace?

“It is no boast of mine,” replied Mr. Thornton; “it is plain matter-of-fact. | won’t deny that | am proud
of belonging to a town—or perhaps | should rather say a district—the necessities of which give
birth to such grandeur of conception. | would rather be a man toiling, suffering—nay, failing and
successless—here, than lead a dull prosperous life in the old worn grooves of what you call more
aristocratic society down in the South, with their slow days of careless ease. One may be clogged
with honey and unable to rise and fly.”

“You are mistaken,” said Margaret, roused by the aspersion on her beloved South to a fond
vehemence of defence, that brought the colour into her cheeks and the angry tears into her eyes.
“You do not know anything about the South. If there is less adventure or less progress—I suppose |
must not say less excitement—from the gambling spirit of trade, which seems requisite to force out
these wonderful inventions, there is less suffering also. | see men here going about in the streets
who look ground down by some pinching sorrow or care—who are not only sufferers but haters.
Now, in the South we have our poor, but there is not that terrible expression in their countenances
of a sullen sense of injustice which | see here. You do not know the South, Mr. Thornton,” she
concluded, collapsing into a determined silence, and angry with herself for having said so much.

“And may | say you do not know the North?” asked he, with an inexpressible gentleness in his
tone, as he saw that he had really hurt her. She continued resolutely silent; yearning after the lovely
haunts she had left far away in Hampshire, with a passionate longing that made her feel her voice
would be unsteady and trembling if she spoke.

“At any rate, Mr. Thornton,” said Mrs. Hale, “you will allow that Milton is a much more smoky, dirty
town than you will ever meet with in the South.”

“I'm afraid | must give up its cleanliness,” said Mr. Thornton, with the quick gleaming smile. “But
we are bidden by parliament to burn our own smoke; so | suppose, like good little children, we

shall do as we are bid—some time.”

“But | think you told me you had altered your chimneys so as to consume the smoke, did you not?”
asked Mr. Hale.
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“Mine were altered by my own will, before parliament meddled with the affair. It was an immediate
outlay, but it repays me in the saving of coal. I'm not sure whether | should have done it, if | had
waited until the act was passed. At any rate, | should have waited to be informed against and fined,
and given all the trouble in yielding that | legally could. But all laws which depend for their
enforcement upon informers and fines, become inert from the odiousness of the machinery. |
doubt if there has been a chimney in Milton informed against for five years past, although some are
constantly sending out one-third of their coal in what is called here unparliamentary smoke.”

“I only know it is impossible to keep the muslin blinds clean here above a week together; and at
Helstone we have had them up for a month or more, and they have not looked dirty at the end of
that time. And as for hands—Margaret, how many times did you say you had washed your hands
this morning before twelve o’'clock? Three times, was it not?”

“Yes, mamma.”

“You seem to have a strong objection to acts of parliament and all legislation affecting your mode
of management down here at Milton,” said Mr. Hale.

“Yes, | have; and many others have as well. And with justice, | think. The whole machinery—I don’t
mean the wood and iron machinery now—of the cotton trade is so new that it is no wonder if it
does not work well in every part all at once. Seventy years ago what was it? And now what it is not?
Raw, crude materials came together; men of the same level, as regarded education and station,
took suddenly the different position of masters and men, owing to the motherwit, as regarded
opportunities and probabilities, which distinguished some, and made them far-seeing as to what
great future lay concealed in that rude model of Sir Richard Arkwright’s. The rapid development of
what might be called a new trade, gave those early masters enormous power of wealth and
command. | don’t mean merely over the workmen; | mean over purchasers—over the whole
world’s market. Why, | may give you, as an instance, an advertisement, inserted not fifty years ago
in a Milton paper, that so-and-so (one of the half-dozen calico-printers of the time) would close his
warehouse at noon each day; therefore, that all purchasers must come before that hour. Fancy a
man dictating in this manner the time when he would sell and when he would not sell. Now, |
believe, if a good customer chose to come at midnight, | should get up, and stand hat in hand to
receive his orders.”

Margaret'’s lip curled, but somehow she was compelled to listen; she could no longer abstract
herself in her own thoughts.

“I only name such things to show what almost unlimited power the manufacturers had about the
beginning of this century. The men were rendered dizzy by it. Because a man was successful in his
ventures, there was no reason that in all other things his mind should be well-balanced. On the
contrary, his sense of justice, and his simplicity, were often utterly smothered under the glut of
wealth that came down upon him; and they tell strange tales of the wild extravagance of living
indulged in on gala-days by those early cotton-lords. There can be no doubt, too, of the tyranny
they exercised over their work-people. You know the proverb, Mr. Hale, ‘Set a beggar on
horseback, and he’ll ride to the devil,’—well, some of these early manufacturers did ride to the devil
in a magnificent style—crushing human bone and flesh under their horses’ hoofs without remorse.
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But by-and-by came a reaction; there were more factories, more masters; more men were wanted.
The power of masters and men became more evenly balanced; and now the battle is pretty fairly
waged between us. We will hardly submit to the decision of an umpire, much less to the
interference of a meddler with only a smattering of the knowledge of the real facts of the case, even
though that meddler be called the High Court of Parliament.”

“Is there necessity for calling it a battle between the two classes?” asked Mr. Hale. “I know, from
your using the term, it is one which gives a true idea of the real state of things to your mind.”

“Itis true; and | believe it to be as much a necessity as that prudent wisdom and good conduct are
always opposed to, and doing battle with ignorance and improvidence. It is one of the great
beauties of our system, that a working-man may raise himself into the power and position of a
master by his own exertions and behaviour; that, in fact, every one who rules himself to decency
and sobriety of conduct, and attention to his duties, comes over to our ranks; it may not be always
as a master, but as an overlooker, a cashier, a book-keeper, a clerk, one on the side of authority and
order.”

“You consider all who are unsuccessful in raising themselves in the world, from whatever cause, as
your enemies, then, if | understand you rightly,” said Margaret, in a clear, cold voice.

“As their own enemies, certainly,” said he, quickly, not a little piqued by the haughty disapproval
her form of expression and tone of speaking implied. But, in a moment, his straightforward honesty
made him feel that his words were but a poor and quibbling answer to what she had said, and, be
she as scornful as she liked, it was a duty he owed to himself to explain, as truly as he could, what
he did mean. Yet it was very difficult to separate her interpretation, and keep it distinct from his
meaning. He could best have illustrated what he wanted to say by telling them something of his
own life; but was it not too personal a subject to speak about to strangers? Still, it was the simple
straightforward way of explaining his meaning; so, putting aside the touch of shyness that brought
a momentary flush of colour into his dark cheek, he said:

“I am not speaking without book. Sixteen years ago, my father died under very miserable
circumstances. | was taken from school, and had to become a man (as well as | could) in a few
days. | had such a mother as few are blest with; a woman of strong power, and firm resolve. We
went into a small country town, where living was cheaper than in Milton, and where | got
employment in a draper’s shop (a capital place, by the way, for obtaining a knowledge of goods).
Week by week, our income came to fifteen shillings, out of which three people had to be kept. My
mother managed so that | put by three out of these fifteen shillings regularly. This made the
beginning; this taught me self-denial. Now that | am able to afford my mother such comforts as her
age, rather than her own wish, requires, | thank her silently on each occasion for the early training
she gave me. Now when | feel that in my own case it is no good luck, nor merit, nor talent,—but
simply the habits of life which taught me to despise indulgences not thoroughly earned,—indeed,
never to think twice about them,—1 believe that this suffering, which Miss Hale says is impressed
on the countenances of the people of Milton, is but the natural punishment of dishonestly-enjoyed
pleasure, at some former period of their lives. | do not look on self-indulgent, sensual people as
worthy of my hatred; | simply look upon them with contempt for their poorness of character.”
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“But you have the rudiments of a good education,” remarked Mr. Hale. “The quick zest with which
you are now reading Homer, shows me that you do not come to it as an unknown book: you have
read it before, and are only recalling your old knowledge.”

“That is true,—I had blundered along it at school; | dare say, | was even considered a pretty fair
classic in those days, though my Latin and Greek have slipt away from me since. But | ask you, what
preparation were they for such a life as | had to lead? None at all. Utterly none at all. On the point of
education, any man who can read and write starts fair with me in the amount of really useful
knowledge that | had at that time.”

“Well! | don't agree with you. But there | am perhaps somewhat of a pedant. Did not the
recollection of the heroic simplicity of the Homeric life nerve you up?”

“Not one bit!” exclaimed Mr. Thornton, laughing. “l was too busy to think about any dead people,
with the living pressing alongside of me, neck to neck, in the struggle for bread. Now that | have my
mother safe in the quiet peace that becomes her age, and duly rewards her former exertions, | can
turn to all that old narration and thoroughly enjoy it.”

“| dare say, my remark came from the professional feeling of there being nothing like leather,”
replied Mr. Hale.

When Mr. Thornton rose up to go away, after shaking hands with Mr. and Mrs. Hale, he made an
advance to Margaret to wish her good-bye in a similar manner. It was the frank familiar custom of
the place; but Margaret was not prepared for it. She simply bowed her farewell; although the
instant she saw the hand, half put out, quickly drawn back, she was sorry she had not been aware
of the intention. Mr. Thornton, however, knew nothing of her sorrow, and, drawing himself up to his
full height, walked off, muttering as he left the house—

“A more proud, disagreeable girl | never saw. Even her great beauty is blotted out of one’s memory
by her scornful ways.”
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Shirley

by Charlotte Bronté

Chapter II. The Wagons

The evening was pitch dark: star and moon were quenched in gray rain-clouds—gray they
would have been by day; by night they looked sable. Malone was not a man given to close
observation of nature; her changes passed, for the most part, unnoticed by him. He could walk
miles on the most varying April day and never see the beautiful dallying of earth and heaven—
never mark when a sunbeam kissed the hill-tops, making them smile clear in green light, or
when a shower wept over them, hiding their crests with the low-hanging, dishevelled tresses of
a cloud. He did not, therefore, care to contrast the sky as it now appeared—a muffled, streaming
vault, all black, save where, towards the east, the furnaces of Stilbro' ironworks threw a
tremulous lurid shimmer on the horizon—with the same sky on an unclouded frosty night. He
did not trouble himself to ask where the constellations and the planets were gone, or to regret
the "black-blue" serenity of the air-ocean which those white islets stud, and which another
ocean, of heavier and denser element, now rolled below and concealed. He just doggedly
pursued his way, leaning a little forward as he walked, and wearing his hat on the back of his
head, as his Irish manner was. "Tramp, tramp," he went along the causeway, where the road
boasted the privilege of such an accommodation; "splash, splash," through the mire-filled cart
ruts, where the flags were exchanged for soft mud. He looked but for certain landmarks—the
spire of Briarfield Church; farther on, the lights of Redhouse. This was an inn; and when he
reached it, the glow of a fire through a half-curtained window, a vision of glasses on a round
table, and of revellers on an oaken settle, had nearly drawn aside the curate from his course. He
thought longingly of a tumbler of whisky-and-water. In a strange place he would instantly have
realized the dream; but the company assembled in that kitchen were Mr. Helstone's own
parishioners; they all knew him. He sighed, and passed on.

The highroad was now to be quitted, as the remaining distance to Hollow's Mill might be
considerably reduced by a short cut across fields. These fields were level and monotonous.
Malone took a direct course through them, jumping hedge and wall. He passed but one
building here, and that seemed large and hall-like, though irregular. You could see a high gable,
then a long front, then a low gable, then a thick, lofty stack of chimneys. There were some trees
behind it. It was dark; not a candle shone from any window. It was absolutely still; the rain
running from the eaves, and the rather wild but very low whistle of the wind round the chimneys
and through the boughs were the sole sounds in its neighbourhood.

This building passed, the fields, hitherto flat, declined in a rapid descent. Evidently a vale lay
below, through which you could hear the water run. One light glimmered in the depth. For that
beacon Malone steered.

He came to a little white house—you could see it was white even through this dense darkness
—and knocked at the door. A fresh-faced servant opened it.
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By the candle she held was revealed a narrow passage, terminating in a narrow stair. Two doors
covered with crimson baize, a strip of crimson carpet down the steps, contrasted with light-
coloured walls and white floor, made the little interior look clean and fresh.

"Mr. Moore is at home, | suppose?"
"Yes, sir, but he is not in."

“Not in! Where is he then?"

"At the mill—in the counting-house."
Here one of the crimson doors opened.

"Are the wagons come, Sarah?" asked a female voice, and a female head at the same time was
apparent. It might not be the head of a goddess—indeed a screw of curl-paper on each side the
temples quite forbade that supposition—but neither was it the head of a Gorgon; yet Malone
seemed to take it in the latter light. Big as he was, he shrank bashfully back into the rain at the
view thereof, and saying, "I'll go to him," hurried in seeming trepidation down a short lane,
across an obscure yard, towards a huge black mill.

The work-hours were over; the "hands" were gone. The machinery was at rest, the mill shut up.
Malone walked round it. Somewhere in its great sooty flank he found another chink of light; he
knocked at another door, using for the purpose the thick end of his shillelah, with which he beat
a rousing tattoo. A key turned; the door unclosed.

“Is it Joe Scott? What news of the wagons, Joe?"
"No; it's myself. Mr. Helstone would send me."

"Oh! Mr. Malone." The voice in uttering this name had the slightest possible cadence of
disappointment. After a moment's pause it continued, politely but a little formally, —

"I beg you will come in, Mr. Malone. | regret extremely Mr. Helstone should have thought it
necessary to trouble you so far. There was no necessity—I told him so—and on such a night;
but walk forwards."

Through a dark apartment, of aspect undistinguishable, Malone followed the speaker into a
light and bright room within—very light and bright indeed it seemed to eyes which, for the last
hour, had been striving to penetrate the double darkness of night and fog; but except for its
excellent fire, and for a lamp of elegant design and vivid lustre burning on a table, it was a very
plain place. The boarded floor was carpetless; the three or four stiff-backed, green-painted
chairs seemed once to have furnished the kitchen of some farm-house; a desk of strong, solid
formation, the table aforesaid, and some framed sheets on the stone-coloured walls, bearing
plans for building, for gardening, designs of machinery, etc., completed the furniture of the
place.
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Plain as it was, it seemed to satisfy Malone, who, when he had removed and hung up his wet
surtout and hat, drew one of the rheumatic-looking chairs to the hearth, and set his knees
almost within the bars of the red grate.

"Comfortable quarters you have here, Mr. Moore; and all snug to yourself."

"Yes, but my sister would be glad to see you, if you would prefer stepping into the house."

"Oh no! The ladies are best alone, | never was a lady's man. You don't mistake me for my friend
Sweeting, do you, Mr. Moore?"

"Sweeting! Which of them is that? The gentleman in the chocolate overcoat, or the little
gentleman?"

"The little one—he of Nunnely; the cavalier of the Misses Sykes, with the whole six of whom he
isin love, ha! ha!"

"Better be generally in love with all than specially with one, | should think, in that quarter.”

"But he is specially in love with one besides, for when | and Donne urged him to make a choice
amongst the fair bevy, he named—which do you think?"

With a queer, quiet smile Mr. Moore replied, "Dora, of course, or Harriet."

"Ha! ha! you've an excellent guess. But what made you hit on those two?"

"Because they are the tallest, the handsomest, and Dora, at least, is the stoutest; and as your
friend Mr. Sweeting is but a little slight figure, | concluded that, according to a frequent rule in
such cases, he preferred his contrast."

"You are right; Dora it is. But he has no chance, has he, Moore?"

"What has Mr. Sweeting besides his curacy?"

This question seemed to tickle Malone amazingly. He laughed for full three minutes before he
answered it.

"What has Sweeting? Why, David has his harp, or flute, which comes to the same thing. He has
a sort of pinchbeck watch; ditto, ring; ditto, eyeglass. That's what he has."

"How would he propose to keep Miss Sykes in gowns only?"
"Ha! ha! Excellent! I'll ask him that next time | see him. I'll roast him for his presumption. But no

doubt he expects old Christopher Sykes would do something handsome. He is rich, is he not?
They live in a large house."
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"Sykes carries on an extensive concern."
“Therefore he must be wealthy, en?"

"Therefore he must have plenty to do with his wealth, and in these times would be about as
likely to think of drawing money from the business to give dowries to his daughters as | should
be to dream of pulling down the cottage there, and constructing on its ruins a house as large as
Fieldhead."

"Do you know what | heard, Moore, the other day?"

"No. Perhaps that | was about to effect some such change. Your Briarfield gossips are capable
of saying that or sillier things."

"That you were going to take Fieldhead on a lease (I thought it looked a dismal place, by-the-
bye, to-night, as | passed it), and that it was your intention to settle a Miss Sykes there as
mistress—to be married, in short, ha! ha! Now, which is it? Dora, | am sure. You said she was the
handsomest."

“| wonder how often it has been settled that | was to be married since | came to Briarfield. They
have assigned me every marriageable single woman by turns in the district. Now it was the two
Misses Wynns—first the dark, then the light one; now the red-haired Miss Armitage; then the
mature Ann Pearson. At present you throw on my shoulders all the tribe of the Misses Sykes. On
what grounds this gossip rests God knows. | visit nowhere; | seek female society about as
assiduously as you do, Mr. Malone. If ever | go to Whinbury, it is only to give Sykes or Pearson a
callin their counting-house, where our discussions run on other topics than matrimony, and our
thoughts are occupied with other things than courtships, establishments, dowries. The cloth we
can't sell, the hands we can't employ, the mills we can't run, the perverse course of events
generally, which we cannot alter, fill our hearts, | take it, pretty well at present, to the tolerably
complete exclusion of such figments as love-making, etc."

"l go along with you completely, Moore. If there is one notion | hate more than another, it is that
of marriage—I| mean marriage in the vulgar weak sense, as a mere matter of sentiment—two
beggarly fools agreeing to unite their indigence by some fantastic tie of feeling. Humbug! But
an advantageous connection, such as can be formed in consonance with dignity of views and
permanency of solid interests, is not so bad—eh?"

"No," responded Moore, in an absent manner. The subject seemed to have no interest for him;
he did not pursue it. After sitting for some time gazing at the fire with a preoccupied air, he
suddenly turned his head.

"Hark!" said he. "Did you hear wheels?"
Rising, he went to the window, opened it, and listened. He soon closed it. "It is only the sound
of the wind rising," he remarked, "and the rivulet a little swollen, rushing down the hollow. |

expected those wagons at six; it is near nine now."
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"Seriously, do you suppose that the putting up of this new machinery will bring you into
danger?"inquired Malone. "Helstone seems to think it will."

"l only wish the machines—the frames—were safe here, and lodged within the walls of this mill.
Once put up, | defy the frame-breakers. Let them only pay me a visit and take the consequences.
My mill is my castle."

"One despises such low scoundrels," observed Malone, in a profound vein of reflection. "I
almost wish a party would call upon you to-night; but the road seemed extremely quiet as |
came along. | saw nothing astir."

"You came by the Redhouse?"

"Yes.
"There would be nothing on that road. It is in the direction of Stilbro' the risk lies."
"And you think there is risk?"

"What these fellows have done to others they may do to me. There is only this difference: most
of the manufacturers seem paralyzed when they are attacked. Sykes, for instance, when his
dressing-shop was set on fire and burned to the ground, when the cloth was torn from his
tenters and left in shreds in the field, took no steps to discover or punish the miscreants: he gave
up as tamely as a rabbit under the jaws of a ferret. Now |, if | know myself, should stand by my
trade, my mill, and my machinery."

"Helstone says these three are your gods; that the 'Orders in Council' are with you another
name for the seven deadly sins; that Castlereagh is your Antichrist, and the war-party his
legions."

"Yes; | abhor all these things because they ruin me. They stand in my way. | cannot get on. |
cannot execute my plans because of them. | see myself baffled at every turn by their untoward
effects.”

"But you are rich and thriving, Moore?"
"l am very rich in cloth | cannot sell. You should step into my warehouse yonder, and observe

how it is piled to the roof with pieces. Roakes and Pearson are in the same condition. America
used to be their market, but the Orders in Council have cut that off."

Malone did not seem prepared to carry on briskly a conversation of this sort. He began to knock
the heels of his boots together, and to yawn.

"And then to think," continued Mr. Moore who seemed too much taken up with the current of
his own thoughts to note the symptoms of his guest's ennui —"to think that these ridiculous
gossips of Whinbury and Briarfield will keep pestering one about being married!
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As if there was nothing to be done in life but to 'pay attention,' as they say, to some young lady,
and then to go to church with her, and then to start on a bridal tour, and then to run through a
round of visits, and then, | suppose, to be 'having a family.' Oh, que le diable emporte!" He broke
off the aspiration into which he was launching with a certain energy, and added, more calmly, "I
believe women talk and think only of these things, and they naturally fancy men's minds
similarly occupied.”

"Of course—of course," assented Malone; "but never mind them." And he whistled, looked
impatiently round, and seemed to feel a great want of something. This time Moore caught and,
it appeared, comprehended his demonstrations.

"Mr. Malone," said he, "you must require refreshment after your wet walk. | forget hospitality."

“Not at all," rejoined Malone; but he looked as if the right nail was at last hit on the head,
nevertheless. Moore rose and opened a cupboard.

"It is my fancy," said he, "to have every convenience within myself, and not to be dependent on
the feminity in the cottage yonder for every mouthful | eat or every drop | drink. | often spend the
evening and sup here alone, and sleep with Joe Scott in the mill. Sometimes | am my own
watchman. | require little sleep, and it pleases me on a fine night to wander for an hour or two
with my musket about the hollow. Mr. Malone, can you cook a mutton chop?"

“Try me. I've done it hundreds of times at college."

“There's a dishful, then, and there's the gridiron. Turn them quickly. You know the secret of
keeping the juices in?"

"Never fear me; you shall see. Hand a knife and fork, please."

The curate turned up his coat-cuffs, and applied himself to the cookery with vigour. The
manufacturer placed on the table plates, a loaf of bread, a black bottle, and two tumblers. He
then produced a small copper kettle—still from the same well-stored recess, his cupboard—
filled it with water from a large stone jar in a corner, set it on the fire beside the hissing gridiron,
got lemons, sugar, and a small china punch-bowl; but while he was brewing the punch a tap at
the door called him away.

"Is it you, Sarah?"

"Yes, sir. Will you come to supper, please, sir?"

“No; | shall not be in to-night; | shall sleep in the mill. So lock the doors, and tell your mistress to
go to bed."

He returned.
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"You have your household in proper order," observed Malone approvingly, as, with his fine face
ruddy as the embers over which he bent, he assiduously turned the mutton chops. "You are not
under petticoat government, like poor Sweeting, a man—whew! how the fat spits! it has burnt
my hand—destined to be ruled by women. Now you and |, Moore—there's a fine brown one for
you, and full of gravy—you and | will have no gray mares in our stables when we marry."

"I don't know; | never think about it. If the gray mare is handsome and tractable, why not?"
“The chops are done. Is the punch brewed?"

“There is a glassful. Taste it. When Joe Scott and his minions return they shall have a share of
this, provided they bring home the frames intact."

Malone waxed very exultant over the supper. He laughed aloud at trifles, made bad jokes and
applauded them himself, and, in short, grew unmeaningly noisy. His host, on the contrary,
remained quiet as before. It is time, reader, that you should have some idea of the appearance of
this same host. | must endeavour to sketch him as he sits at table.

He is what you would probably call, at first view, rather a strange-looking man; for he is thin,
dark, sallow, very foreign of aspect, with shadowy hair carelessly streaking his forehead. It
appears that he spends but little time at his toilet, or he would arrange it with more taste. He
seems unconscious that his features are fine, that they have a southern symmetry, clearness,
regularity in their chiselling; nor does a spectator become aware of this advantage till he has
examined him well, for an anxious countenance and a hollow, somewhat haggard, outline of
face disturb the idea of beauty with one of care. His eyes are large, and grave, and gray; their
expression is intent and meditative, rather searching than soft, rather thoughtful than genial.
When he parts his lips in a smile, his physiognomy is agreeable—not that it is frank or cheerful
even then, but you feel the influence of a certain sedate charm, suggestive, whether truly or
delusively, of a considerate, perhaps a kind nature, of feelings that may wear well at home—
patient, forbearing, possibly faithful feelings. He is still young—not more than thirty; his stature
is tall, his figure slender. His manner of speaking displeases. He has an outlandish accent,
which, notwithstanding a studied carelessness of pronunciation and diction, grates on a British,
and especially on a Yorkshire, ear.

Mr. Moore, indeed, was but half a Briton, and scarcely that. He came of a foreign ancestry by the
mother's side, and was himself born and partly reared on a foreign soil. A hybrid in nature, it is
probable he had a hybrid's feeling on many points—patriotism for one; it is likely that he was
unapt to attach himself to parties, to sects, even to climes and customs; it is not impossible that
he had a tendency to isolate his individual person from any community amidst which his lot
might temporarily happen to be thrown, and that he felt it to be his best wisdom to push the
interests of Robert Gérard Moore, to the exclusion of philanthropic consideration for general
interests, with which he regarded the said Gérard Moore as in a great measure disconnected.
Trade was Mr. Moore's hereditary calling: the Gérards of Antwerp had been merchants for two
centuries back. Once they had been wealthy merchants; but the uncertainties, the
involvements, of business had come upon them; disastrous speculations had loosened by
degrees the foundations of their credit.
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The house had stood on a tottering base for a dozen years; and at last, in the shock of the
French Revolution, it had rushed down a total ruin. In its fall was involved the English and
Yorkshire firm of Moore, closely connected with the Antwerp house, and of which one of the
partners, resident in Antwerp, Robert Moore, had married Hortense Gérard, with the prospect of
his bride inheriting her father Constantine Gérard's share in the business. She inherited, as we
have seen, but his share in the liabilities of the firm; and these liabilities, though duly set aside by
a composition with creditors, some said her son Robert accepted, in his turn, as a legacy, and
that he aspired one day to discharge them, and to rebuild the fallen house of Gérard and Moore
on a scale at least equal to its former greatness. It was even supposed that he took by-past
circumstances much to heart; and if a childhood passed at the side of a saturnine mother, under
foreboding of coming evil, and a manhood drenched and blighted by the pitiless descent of the
storm, could painfully impress the mind, his probably was impressed in no golden characters.

If, however, he had a great end of restoration in view, it was not in his power to employ great
means for its attainment. He was obliged to be content with the day of small things. When he
came to Yorkshire, he—whose ancestors had owned warehouses in this seaport, and factories
in that inland town, had possessed their town-house and their country-seat—saw no way open
to him but to rent a cloth-mill in an out-of-the-way nook of an out-of-the-way district; to take a
cottage adjoining it for his residence, and to add to his possessions, as pasture for his horse,
and space for his cloth-tenters, a few acres of the steep, rugged land that lined the hollow
through which his mill-stream brawled. All this he held at a somewhat high rent (for these war
times were hard, and everything was dear) of the trustees of the Fieldhead estate, then the
property of a minor.

At the time this history commences, Robert Moore had lived but two years in the district, during
which period he had at least proved himself possessed of the quality of activity. The dingy
cottage was converted into a neat, tasteful residence. Of part of the rough land he had made
garden-ground, which he cultivated with singular, even with Flemish, exactness and care. As to
the mill, which was an old structure, and fitted up with old machinery, now become inefficient
and out of date, he had from the first evinced the strongest contempt for all its arrangements
and appointments. His aim had been to effect a radical reform, which he had executed as fast as
his very limited capital would allow; and the narrowness of that capital, and consequent check
on his progress, was a restraint which galled his spirit sorely. Moore ever wanted to push on.
"Forward" was the device stamped upon his soul; but poverty curbed him. Sometimes
(figuratively) he foamed at the mouth when the reins were drawn very tight.

In this state of feeling, it is not to be expected that he would deliberate much as to whether his
advance was or was not prejudicial to others. Not being a native, nor for any length of time a
resident of the neighbourhood, he did not sufficiently care when the new inventions threw the
old workpeople out of employ. He never asked himself where those to whom he no longer paid
weekly wages found daily bread; and in this negligence he only resembled thousands besides,
on whom the starving poor of Yorkshire seemed to have a closer claim.

The period of which | write was an overshadowed one in British history, and especially in the
history of the northern provinces.
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War was then at its height. Europe was all involved therein. England, if not weary, was worn with
long resistance—yes, and half her people were weary too, and cried out for peace on any terms.
National honour was become a mere empty name, of no value in the eyes of many, because
their sight was dim with famine; and for a morsel of meat they would have sold their birthright.

The "Orders in Council," provoked by Napoleon's Milan and Berlin decrees, and forbidding
neutral powers to trade with France, had, by offending America, cut off the principal market of
the Yorkshire woollen trade, and brought it consequently to the verge of ruin. Minor foreign
markets were glutted, and would receive no more. The Brazils, Portugal, Sicily, were all
overstocked by nearly two years' consumption. At this crisis certain inventions in machinery
were introduced into the staple manufactures of the north, which, greatly reducing the number
of hands necessary to be employed, threw thousands out of work, and left them without
legitimate means of sustaining life. A bad harvest supervened. Distress reached its climax.
Endurance, overgoaded, stretched the hand of fraternity to sedition. The throes of a sort of
moral earthquake were felt heaving under the hills of the northern counties. But, as is usual in
such cases, nobody took much notice. When a food-riot broke out in a manufacturing town,
when a gig-mill was burnt to the ground, or a manufacturer's house was attacked, the furniture
thrown into the streets, and the family forced to flee for their lives, some local measures were or
were not taken by the local magistracy. A ringleader was detected, or more frequently suffered
to elude detection; newspaper paragraphs were written on the subject, and there the thing
stopped. As to the sufferers, whose sole inheritance was labour, and who had lost that
inheritance—who could not get work, and consequently could not get wages, and
consequently could not get bread—they were left to suffer on, perhaps inevitably left. It would
not do to stop the progress of invention, to damage science by discouraging its improvements;
the war could not be terminated; efficient relief could not be raised. There was no help then; so
the unemployed underwent their destiny—ate the bread and drank the waters of affliction.

Misery generates hate. These sufferers hated the machines which they believed took their
bread from them; they hated the buildings which contained those machines; they hated the
manufacturers who owned those buildings. In the parish of Briarfield, with which we have at
present to do, Hollow's Mill was the place held most abominable; Gérard Moore, in his double
character of semi-foreigner and thorough-going progressist, the man most abominated. And it
perhaps rather agreed with Moore's temperament than otherwise to be generally hated,
especially when he believed the thing for which he was hated a right and an expedient thing;
and it was with a sense of warlike excitement he, on this night, sat in his counting-house waiting
the arrival of his frame-laden wagons. Malone's coming and company were, it may be, most
unwelcome to him. He would have preferred sitting alone; for he liked a silent, sombre, unsafe
solitude. His watchman's musket would have been company enough for him; the full-flowing
beck in the den would have delivered continuously the discourse most genial to his ear.
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With the queerest look in the world had the manufacturer for some ten minutes been watching
the Irish curate, as the latter made free with the punch, when suddenly that steady gray eye
changed, as if another vision came between it and Malone. Moore raised his hand.

"Chut!" he said in his French fashion, as Malone made a noise with his glass. He listened a
moment, then rose, put his hat on, and went out at the counting-house door.

The night was still, dark, and stagnant: the water yet rushed on full and fast; its flow almost
seemed a flood in the utter silence. Moore's ear, however, caught another sound, very distant
but yet dissimilar, broken and rugged—in short, a sound of heavy wheels crunching a stony
road. He returned to the counting-house and lit a lantern, with which he walked down the mill-
yard, and proceeded to open the gates. The big wagons were coming on; the dray-horses' huge
hoofs were heard splashing in the mud and water. Moore hailed them.

"Hey, Joe Scott! Is all right?"
Probably Joe Scott was yet at too great a distance to hear the inquiry. He did not answer it.

"Is all right, | say?" again asked Moore, when the elephant-like leader's nose almost touched his.
Some one jumped out from the foremost wagon into the road; a voice cried aloud, "Ay, ay, divil;
all's raight! We've smashed 'em."”

And there was a run. The wagons stood still; they were now deserted.

"Joe Scott!" No Joe Scott answered. "Murgatroyd! Pighills! Sykes!" No reply. Mr. Moore lifted his
lantern and looked into the vehicles. There was neither man nor machinery; they were empty
and abandoned.

Now Mr. Moore loved his machinery. He had risked the last of his capital on the purchase of
these frames and shears which to-night had been expected. Speculations most important to his
interests depended on the results to be wrought by them. Where were they?

The words "we've smashed 'em" rang in his ears. How did the catastrophe affect him? By the
light of the lantern he held were his features visible, relaxing to a singular smile—the smile the
man of determined spirit wears when he reaches a juncture in his life where this determined
spirit is to feel a demand on its strength, when the strain is to be made, and the faculty must bear
or break. Yet he remained silent, and even motionless; for at the instant he neither knew what to
say nor what to do. He placed the lantern on the ground, and stood with his arms folded, gazing
down and reflecting.

An impatient trampling of one of the horses made him presently look up. His eye in the moment
caught the gleam of something white attached to a part of the harness. Examined by the light of
the lantern this proved to be a folded paper—a billet. It bore no address without; within was the
superscription:—

"To the Divil of Hollow's Miln."
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We will not copy the rest of the orthography, which was very peculiar, but translate it into
legible English. It ran thus:—

"Your hellish machinery is shivered to smash on Stilbro' Moor, and your men are lying bound
hand and foot in a ditch by the roadside. Take this as a warning from men that are starving, and
have starving wives and children to go home to when they have done this deed. If you get new
machines, or if you otherwise go on as you have done, you shall hear from us again. Beware!"

"Hear from you again? Yes, I'll hear from you again, and you shall hear from me. I'll speak to you
directly. On Stilbro' Moor you shall hear from me in a moment."

Having led the wagons within the gates, he hastened towards the cottage. Opening the door,
he spoke a few words quickly but quietly to two females who ran to meet him in the passage. He
calmed the seeming alarm of one by a brief palliative account of what had taken place; to the
other he said, "Go into the mill, Sarah—there is the key—and ring the mill-bell as loud as you
can. Afterwards you will get another lantern and help me to light up the front."

Returning to his horses, he unharnessed, fed, and stabled them with equal speed and care,
pausing occasionally, while so occupied, as if to listen for the mill-bell. It clanged out presently,
with irregular but loud and alarming din. The hurried, agitated peal seemed more urgent than if
the summons had been steadily given by a practised hand. On that still night, at that unusual
hour, it was heard a long way round. The guests in the kitchen of the Redhouse were startled by
the clamour, and declaring that "there must be summat more nor common to do at Hollow's
Miln," they called for lanterns, and hurried to the spot in a body. And scarcely had they thronged
into the yard with their gleaming lights, when the tramp of horses was heard, and a little man in
a shovel hat, sitting erect on the back of a shaggy pony, "rode lightly in," followed by an aide-de-
camp mounted on a larger steed.

Mr. Moore, meantime, after stabling his dray-horses, had saddled his hackney, and with the aid
of Sarah, the servant, lit up his mill, whose wide and long front now glared one great
illumination, throwing a sufficient light on the yard to obviate all fear of confusion arising from
obscurity. Already a deep hum of voices became audible. Mr. Malone had at length issued from
the counting-house, previously taking the precaution to dip his head and face in the stone
water-jug; and this precaution, together with the sudden alarm, had nearly restored to him the
possession of those senses which the punch had partially scattered. He stood with his hat on
the back of his head, and his shillelah grasped in his dexter fist, answering much at random the
questions of the newly-arrived party from the Redhouse. Mr. Moore now appeared, and was
immediately confronted by the shovel hat and the shaggy pony.

"Well, Moore, what is your business with us? | thought you would want us to-night—me and the
hetman here (patting his pony's neck), and Tom and his charger. When | heard your mill-bell |
could sit still no longer, so | left Boultby to finish his supper alone. But where is the enemy? | do
not see a mask or a smutted face present; and there is not a pane of glass broken in your
windows. Have you had an attack, or do you expect one?"
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"Oh, not at all! I have neither had one nor expect one," answered Moore coolly. "l only ordered
the bell to be rung because | want two or three neighbours to stay here in the Hollow while |
and a couple or so more go over to Stilbro' Moor."

"To Stilbro' Moor! What to do? To meet the wagons?"
"The wagons are come home an hour ago."

“Then all's right. What more would you have?"

"They came home empty; and Joe Scott and company are left on the moor, and so are the
frames. Read that scrawl."

Mr. Helstone received and perused the document of which the contents have before been
given.

"Hum! They've only served you as they serve others. But, however, the poor fellows in the ditch
will be expecting help with some impatience. This is a wet night for such a berth. land Tom will
go with you. Malone may stay behind and take care of the mill. What is the matter with him? His

eyes seem starting out of his head."

"He has been eating a mutton chop."

"Indeed!—Peter Augustus, be on your guard. Eat no more mutton chops to-night. You are left
here in command of these premises—an honourable post!"

“Is anybody to stay with me?"

"As many of the present assemblage as choose.—My lads, how many of you will remain here,
and how many will go a little way with me and Mr. Moore on the Stilbro' road, to meet some men

who have been waylaid and assaulted by frame-breakers?"

The small number of three volunteered to go; the rest preferred staying behind. As Mr. Moore
mounted his horse, the rector asked him in a low voice whether he had locked up the mutton
chops, so that Peter Augustus could not get at them? The manufacturer nodded an affirmative,

and the rescue-party set out.
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The Goose and the Golden Egg

Aesop for Children

There was once a Countryman who possessed the most wonderful Goose you can imagine, for
every day when he visited the nest, the Goose had laid a beautiful, glittering, golden egg.

The Countryman took the eggs to market and soon began to get rich. But it was not long before
he grew impatient with the Goose because she gave him only a single golden egg a day. He
was not getting rich fast enough.

Then one day, after he had finished counting his money, the idea came to him that he could get
all the golden eggs at once by killing the Goose and cutting it open. But when the deed was
done, not a single golden egg did he find, and his precious Goose was dead.

Those who have plenty want more and so lose all they have.
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The Bundle of Sticks

Aesop for Children

A certain Father had a family of Sons, who were forever quarreling among themselves. No
words he could say did the least good, so he cast about in his mind for some very striking
example that should make them see that discord would lead them to misfortune.

One day when the quarreling had been much more violent than usual and each of the Sons was
moping in a surly manner, he asked one of them to bring him a bundle of sticks. Then handing
the bundle to each of his Sons in turn he told them to try to break it. But although each one tried
his best, none was able to do so.

The Father then untied the bundle and gave the sticks to his Sons to break one by one. This
they did very easily.

"My Sons," said the Father, "do you not see how certain it is that if you agree with each other and
help each other, it will be impossible for your enemies to injure you? But if you are divided

among yourselves, you will be no stronger than a single stick in that bundle."

In unity is strength.

The Charger and the Miller

Aesop’s Fables

A Horse, who had been used to carry his rider into battle, felt himself growing old and chose to
work in a mill instead. He now no longer found himself stepping out proudly to the beating of
the drums, but was compelled to slave away all day grinding the corn.

Bewailing his hard lot, he said one day to the Miller, "Ah me! | was once a splendid war-horse,
gaily caparisoned, and attended by a groom whose sole duty was to see to my wants. How

different is my present condition! | wish | had never given up the battlefield for the mill."

The Miller replied with asperity, "It's no use your regretting the past. Fortune has many ups and
downs: you must just take them as they come."
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	Oliver Twist   by Charles Dickens
	Chapter II.  Treats of Oliver Twist’s Growth, Education, and Board
	For the next eight or ten months, Oliver was the victim of a systematic course of treachery and deception. He was brought up by hand. The hungry and destitute situation of the infant orphan was duly reported by the workhouse authorities to the parish authorities. The parish authorities inquired with dignity of the workhouse authorities, whether there was no female then domiciled in “the house” who was in a situation to impart to Oliver Twist, the consolation and nourishment of which he stood in need. The workhouse authorities replied with humility, that there was not. Upon this, the parish authorities magnanimously and humanely resolved, that Oliver should be “farmed,” or, in other words, that he should be dispatched to a branch-workhouse some three miles off, where twenty or thirty other juvenile offenders against the poor-laws, rolled about the floor all day, without the inconvenience of too much food or too much clothing, under the parental superintendence of an elderly female, who received the culprits at and for the consideration of sevenpence-halfpenny per small head per week. Sevenpence-halfpenny’s worth per week is a good round diet for a child; a great deal may be got for sevenpence-halfpenny, quite enough to overload its stomach, and make it uncomfortable. The elderly female was a woman of wisdom and experience; she knew what was good for children; and she had a very accurate perception of what was good for herself. So, she appropriated the greater part of the weekly stipend to her own use, and consigned the rising parochial generation to even a shorter allowance than was originally provided for them. Thereby finding in the lowest depth a deeper still; and proving herself a very great experimental philosopher.
	Everybody knows the story of another experimental philosopher who had a great theory about a horse being able to live without eating, and who demonstrated it so well, that he had got his own horse down to a straw a day, and would unquestionably have rendered him a very spirited and rampacious animal on nothing at all, if he had not died, four-and-twenty hours before he was to have had his first comfortable bait of air. Unfortunately for the experimental philosophy of the female to whose protecting care Oliver Twist was delivered over, a similar result usually attended the operation of her system; for at the very moment when the child had contrived to exist upon the smallest possible portion of the weakest possible food, it did perversely happen in eight and a half cases out of ten, either that it sickened from want and cold, or fell into the fire from neglect, or got half-smothered by accident; in any one of which cases, the miserable little being was usually summoned into another world, and there gathered to the fathers it had never known in this.
	Occasionally, when there was some more than usually interesting inquest upon a parish child who had been overlooked in turning up a bedstead, or inadvertently scalded to death when there happened to be a washing—though the latter accident was very scarce, anything approaching to a washing being of rare occurrence in the farm—the jury would take it into their heads to ask troublesome questions, or the parishioners would rebelliously affix their signatures to a remonstrance.

	But these impertinences were speedily checked by the evidence of the surgeon, and the testimony of the beadle; the former of whom had always opened the body and found nothing inside (which was very probable indeed), and the latter of whom invariably swore whatever the parish wanted; which was very self-devotional. Besides, the board made periodical pilgrimages to the farm, and always sent the beadle the day before, to say they were going. The children were neat and clean to behold, when they went; and what more would the people have!
	It cannot be expected that this system of farming would produce any very extraordinary or luxuriant crop. Oliver Twist’s ninth birthday found him a pale thin child, somewhat diminutive in stature, and decidedly small in circumference. But nature or inheritance had implanted a good sturdy spirit in Oliver’s breast. It had had plenty of room to expand, thanks to the spare diet of the establishment; and perhaps to this circumstance may be attributed his having any ninth birth-day at all. Be this as it may, however, it was his ninth birthday; and he was keeping it in the coal-cellar with a select party of two other young gentleman, who, after participating with him in a sound thrashing, had been locked up for atrociously presuming to be hungry, when Mrs. Mann, the good lady of the house, was unexpectedly startled by the apparition of Mr. Bumble, the beadle, striving to undo the wicket of the garden-gate.
	“Goodness gracious! Is that you, Mr. Bumble, sir?” said Mrs. Mann, thrusting her head out of the window in well-affected ecstasies of joy. “(Susan, take Oliver and them two brats upstairs, and wash ’em directly.)—My heart alive! Mr. Bumble, how glad I am to see you, sure-ly!”
	Now, Mr. Bumble was a fat man, and a choleric; so, instead of responding to this open-hearted salutation in a kindred spirit, he gave the little wicket a tremendous shake, and then bestowed upon it a kick which could have emanated from no leg but a beadle’s.
	“Lor, only think,” said Mrs. Mann, running out,—for the three boys had been removed by this time,—“only think of that! That I should have forgotten that the gate was bolted on the inside, on account of them dear children! Walk in sir; walk in, pray, Mr. Bumble, do, sir.”
	Although this invitation was accompanied with a curtsey that might have softened the heart of a churchwarden, it by no means mollified the beadle.
	“Do you think this respectful or proper conduct, Mrs. Mann,” inquired Mr. Bumble, grasping his cane, “to keep the parish officers a waiting at your garden-gate, when they come here upon porochial business with the porochial orphans? Are you aweer, Mrs. Mann, that you are, as I may say, a porochial delegate, and a stipendiary?”
	“I’m sure Mr. Bumble, that I was only a telling one or two of the dear children as is so fond of you, that it was you a coming,” replied Mrs. Mann with great humility.
	Mr. Bumble had a great idea of his oratorical powers and his importance. He had displayed the one, and vindicated the other. He relaxed.
	“Well, well, Mrs. Mann,” he replied in a calmer tone; “it may be as you say; it may be. Lead the way in, Mrs. Mann, for I come on business, and have something to say.”
	Mrs. Mann ushered the beadle into a small parlour with a brick floor; placed a seat for him; and officiously deposited his cocked hat and cane on the table before him. Mr. Bumble wiped from his forehead the perspiration which his walk had engendered, glanced complacently at the cocked hat, and smiled. Yes, he smiled. Beadles are but men: and Mr. Bumble smiled.
	“Now don’t you be offended at what I’m a going to say,” observed Mrs. Mann, with captivating sweetness. “You’ve had a long walk, you know, or I wouldn’t mention it. Now, will you take a little drop of somethink, Mr. Bumble?”
	“Not a drop. Nor a drop,” said Mr. Bumble, waving his right hand in a dignified, but placid manner.
	“I think you will,” said Mrs. Mann, who had noticed the tone of the refusal, and the gesture that had accompanied it. “Just a leetle drop, with a little cold water, and a lump of sugar.”
	Mr. Bumble coughed.
	“Now, just a leetle drop,” said Mrs. Mann persuasively.
	“What is it?” inquired the beadle.
	“Why, it’s what I’m obliged to keep a little of in the house, to put into the blessed infants’ Daffy, when they ain’t well, Mr. Bumble,” replied Mrs. Mann as she opened a corner cupboard, and took down a bottle and glass. “It’s gin. I’ll not deceive you, Mr. B. It’s gin.”
	“Do you give the children Daffy, Mrs. Mann?” inquired Bumble, following with his eyes the interesting process of mixing.
	“Ah, bless ’em, that I do, dear as it is,” replied the nurse. “I couldn’t see ’em suffer before my very eyes, you know sir.”
	“No”; said Mr. Bumble approvingly; “no, you could not. You are a humane woman, Mrs. Mann.” (Here she set down the glass.) “I shall take a early opportunity of mentioning it to the board, Mrs. Mann.” (He drew it towards him.) “You feel as a mother, Mrs. Mann.” (He stirred the gin-and-water.) “I—I drink your health with cheerfulness, Mrs. Mann”; and he swallowed half of it.
	“And now about business,” said the beadle, taking out a leathern pocket-book. “The child that was half-baptized Oliver Twist, is nine year old today.”
	“Bless him!” interposed Mrs. Mann, inflaming her left eye with the corner of her apron.
	“And notwithstanding a offered reward of ten pound, which was afterwards increased to twenty pound. Notwithstanding the most superlative, and, I may say, supernat’ral exertions on the part of this parish,” said Bumble, “we have never been able to discover who is his father, or what was his mother’s settlement, name, or condition.”
	Mrs. Mann raised her hands in astonishment; but added, after a moment’s reflection, “How comes he to have any name at all, then?”
	The beadle drew himself up with great pride, and said, “I inwented it.”
	“You, Mr. Bumble!”
	“I, Mrs. Mann. We name our fondlings in alphabetical order. The last was a S,—Swubble, I named him. This was a T,—Twist, I named him. The next one comes will be Unwin, and the next Vilkins. I have got names ready made to the end of the alphabet, and all the way through it again, when we come to Z.”
	“Why, you’re quite a literary character, sir!” said Mrs. Mann.
	“Well, well,” said the beadle, evidently gratified with the compliment; “perhaps I may be. Perhaps I may be, Mrs. Mann.” He finished the gin-and-water, and added, “Oliver being now too old to remain here, the board have determined to have him back into the house. I have come out myself to take him there. So let me see him at once.”
	“I’ll fetch him directly,” said Mrs. Mann, leaving the room for that purpose. Oliver, having had by this time as much of the outer coat of dirt which encrusted his face and hands, removed, as could be scrubbed off in one washing, was led into the room by his benevolent protectress.
	“Make a bow to the gentleman, Oliver,” said Mrs. Mann.
	Oliver made a bow, which was divided between the beadle on the chair, and the cocked hat on the table.
	“Will you go along with me, Oliver?” said Mr. Bumble, in a majestic voice.
	Oliver was about to say that he would go along with anybody with great readiness, when, glancing upward, he caught sight of Mrs. Mann, who had got behind the beadle’s chair, and was shaking her fist at him with a furious countenance. He took the hint at once, for the fist had been too often impressed upon his body not to be deeply impressed upon his recollection.
	“Will she go with me?” inquired poor Oliver.
	“No, she can’t,” replied Mr. Bumble. “But she’ll come and see you sometimes.”
	This was no very great consolation to the child. Young as he was, however, he had sense enough to make a feint of feeling great regret at going away. It was no very difficult matter for the boy to call tears into his eyes. Hunger and recent ill-usage are great assistants if you want to cry; and Oliver cried very naturally indeed. Mrs. Mann gave him a thousand embraces, and what Oliver wanted a great deal more, a piece of bread and butter, lest he should seem too hungry when he got to the workhouse. With the slice of bread in his hand, and the little brown-cloth parish cap on his head, Oliver was then led away by Mr. Bumble from the wretched home where one kind word or look had never lighted the gloom of his infant years. And yet he burst into an agony of childish grief, as the cottage-gate closed after him.
	Wretched as were the little companions in misery he was leaving behind, they were the only friends he had ever known; and a sense of his loneliness in the great wide world, sank into the child’s heart for the first time.
	Mr. Bumble walked on with long strides; little Oliver, firmly grasping his gold-laced cuff, trotted beside him, inquiring at the end of every quarter of a mile whether they were “nearly there.” To these interrogations Mr. Bumble returned very brief and snappish replies; for the temporary blandness which gin-and-water awakens in some bosoms had by this time evaporated; and he was once again a beadle.
	Oliver had not been within the walls of the workhouse a quarter of an hour, and had scarcely completed the demolition of a second slice of bread, when Mr. Bumble, who had handed him over to the care of an old woman, returned; and, telling him it was a board night, informed him that the board had said he was to appear before it forthwith.
	Not having a very clearly defined notion of what a live board was, Oliver was rather astounded by this intelligence, and was not quite certain whether he ought to laugh or cry. He had no time to think about the matter, however; for Mr. Bumble gave him a tap on the head, with his cane, to wake him up: and another on the back to make him lively: and bidding him to follow, conducted him into a large whitewashed room, where eight or ten fat gentlemen were sitting round a table. At the top of the table, seated in an arm-chair rather higher than the rest, was a particularly fat gentleman with a very round, red face.
	“Bow to the board,” said Bumble. Oliver brushed away two or three tears that were lingering in his eyes; and seeing no board but the table, fortunately bowed to that.
	“What’s your name, boy?” said the gentleman in the high chair.
	Oliver was frightened at the sight of so many gentlemen, which made him tremble: and the beadle gave him another tap behind, which made him cry. These two causes made him answer in a very low and hesitating voice; whereupon a gentleman in a white waistcoat said he was a fool. Which was a capital way of raising his spirits, and putting him quite at his ease.
	“Boy,” said the gentleman in the high chair, “listen to me. You know you’re an orphan, I suppose?”
	“What’s that, sir?” inquired poor Oliver.
	“The boy is a fool—I thought he was,” said the gentleman in the white waistcoat.
	“Hush!” said the gentleman who had spoken first. “You know you’ve got no father or mother, and that you were brought up by the parish, don’t you?”
	“Yes, sir,” replied Oliver, weeping bitterly.
	“What are you crying for?” inquired the gentleman in the white waistcoat. And to be sure it was very extraordinary. What  could  the boy be crying for?
	“I hope you say your prayers every night,” said another gentleman in a gruff voice; “and pray for the people who feed you, and take care of you—like a Christian.”
	“Yes, sir,” stammered the boy. The gentleman who spoke last was unconsciously right. It would have been very like a Christian, and a marvellously good Christian too, if Oliver had prayed for the people who fed and took care of him. But he hadn’t, because nobody had taught him.
	“Well! You have come here to be educated, and taught a useful trade,” said the red-faced gentleman in the high chair.
	“So you’ll begin to pick oakum tomorrow morning at six o’clock,” added the surly one in the white waistcoat.
	For the combination of both these blessings in the one simple process of picking oakum, Oliver bowed low by the direction of the beadle, and was then hurried away to a large ward; where, on a rough, hard bed, he sobbed himself to sleep. What a novel illustration of the tender laws of England! They let the paupers go to sleep!
	Poor Oliver! He little thought, as he lay sleeping in happy unconsciousness of all around him, that the board had that very day arrived at a decision which would exercise the most material influence over all his future fortunes. But they had. And this was it:
	The members of this board were very sage, deep, philosophical men; and when they came to turn their attention to the workhouse, they found out at once, what ordinary folks would never have discovered—the poor people liked it! It was a regular place of public entertainment for the poorer classes; a tavern where there was nothing to pay; a public breakfast, dinner, tea, and supper all the year round; a brick and mortar elysium, where it was all play and no work. “Oho!” said the board, looking very knowing; “we are the fellows to set this to rights; we’ll stop it all, in no time.” So, they established the rule, that all poor people should have the alternative (for they would compel nobody, not they), of being starved by a gradual process in the house, or by a quick one out of it. With this view, they contracted with the water-works to lay on an unlimited supply of water; and with a corn-factory to supply periodically small quantities of oatmeal; and issued three meals of thin gruel a day, with an onion twice a week, and half a roll of Sundays. They made a great many other wise and humane regulations, having reference to the ladies, which it is not necessary to repeat; kindly undertook to divorce poor married people, in consequence of the great expense of a suit in Doctors’ Commons; and, instead of compelling a man to support his family, as they had theretofore done, took his family away from him, and made him a bachelor! There is no saying how many applicants for relief, under these last two heads, might have started up in all classes of society, if it had not been coupled with the workhouse; but the board were long-headed men, and had provided for this difficulty. The relief was inseparable from the workhouse and the gruel; and that frightened people.
	For the first six months after Oliver Twist was removed, the system was in full operation. It was rather expensive at first, in consequence of the increase in the undertaker’s bill, and the necessity of taking in the clothes of all the paupers, which fluttered loosely on their wasted, shrunken forms, after a week or two’s gruel. But the number of workhouse inmates got thin as well as the paupers; and the board were in ecstasies.
	The room in which the boys were fed, was a large stone hall, with a copper at one end: out of which the master, dressed in an apron for the purpose, and assisted by one or two women, ladled the gruel at mealtimes. Of this festive composition each boy had one porringer, and no more—except on occasions of great public rejoicing, when he had two ounces and a quarter of bread besides. The bowls never wanted washing. The boys polished them with their spoons till they shone again; and when they had performed this operation (which never took very long, the spoons being nearly as large as the bowls), they would sit staring at the copper, with such eager eyes, as if they could have devoured the very bricks of which it was composed; employing themselves, meanwhile, in sucking their fingers most assiduously, with the view of catching up any stray splashes of gruel that might have been cast thereon. Boys have generally excellent appetites. Oliver Twist and his companions suffered the tortures of slow starvation for three months: at last they got so voracious and wild with hunger, that one boy, who was tall for his age, and hadn’t been used to that sort of thing (for his father had kept a small cook-shop), hinted darkly to his companions, that unless he had another basin of gruel per diem, he was afraid he might some night happen to eat the boy who slept next him, who happened to be a weakly youth of tender age. He had a wild, hungry eye; and they implicitly believed him. A council was held; lots were cast who should walk up to the master after supper that evening, and ask for more; and it fell to Oliver Twist.
	The evening arrived; the boys took their places. The master, in his cook’s uniform, stationed himself at the copper; his pauper assistants ranged themselves behind him; the gruel was served out; and a long grace was said over the short commons. The gruel disappeared; the boys whispered each other, and winked at Oliver; while his next neighbours nudged him. Child as he was, he was desperate with hunger, and reckless with misery. He rose from the table; and advancing to the master, basin and spoon in hand, said: somewhat alarmed at his own temerity:
	“Please, sir, I want some more.”
	The master was a fat, healthy man; but he turned very pale. He gazed in stupefied astonishment on the small rebel for some seconds, and then clung for support to the copper. The assistants were paralysed with wonder; the boys with fear.
	“What!” said the master at length, in a faint voice.
	“Please, sir,” replied Oliver, “I want some more.”
	The master aimed a blow at Oliver’s head with the ladle; pinioned him in his arm; and shrieked aloud for the beadle.
	The board were sitting in solemn conclave, when Mr. Bumble rushed into the room in great excitement, and addressing the gentleman in the high chair, said,
	“Mr. Limbkins, I beg your pardon, sir! Oliver Twist has asked for more!”
	There was a general start. Horror was depicted on every countenance.
	“For more!” said Mr. Limbkins. “Compose yourself, Bumble, and answer me distinctly. Do I understand that he asked for more, after he had eaten the supper allotted by the dietary?”
	“He did, sir,” replied Bumble.
	“That boy will be hung,” said the gentleman in the white waistcoat. “I know that boy will be hung.”
	Nobody controverted the prophetic gentleman’s opinion. An animated discussion took place. Oliver was ordered into instant confinement; and a bill was next morning pasted on the outside of the gate, offering a reward of five pounds to anybody who would take Oliver Twist off the hands of the parish. In other words, five pounds and Oliver Twist were offered to any man or woman who wanted an apprentice to any trade, business, or calling.
	“I never was more convinced of anything in my life,” said the gentleman in the white waistcoat, as he knocked at the gate and read the bill next morning: “I never was more convinced of anything in my life, than I am that that boy will come to be hung.”
	As I purpose to show in the sequel whether the white waistcoated gentleman was right or not, I should perhaps mar the interest of this narrative (supposing it to possess any at all), if I ventured to hint just yet, whether the life of Oliver Twist had this violent termination or no.
	North and South by Elizabeth Gaskell
	Chapter X. Wrought Iron and Gold
	“We are the trees whom shaking fastens more.” - George Herbert.
	Mr. Thornton left the house without coming into the dining-room again. He was rather late, and walked rapidly out to Crampton. He was anxious not to slight his new friend by any disrespectful unpunctuality. The church-clock struck half-past seven as he stood at the door awaiting Dixon’s slow movements; always doubly tardy when she had to degrade herself by answering the door-bell. He was ushered into the little drawing-room, and kindly greeted by Mr. Hale, who led him up to his wife, whose pale face, and shawl-draped figure made a silent excuse for the cold languor of her greeting. Margaret was lighting the lamp when he entered, for the darkness was coming on. The lamp threw a pretty light into the centre of the dusky room, from which, with country habits, they did not exclude the night-skies, and the outer darkness of air. Somehow, that room contrasted itself with the one he had lately left; handsome, ponderous, with no sign of female habitation, except in the one spot where his mother sate, and no convenience for any other employment than eating and drinking. To be sure, it was a dining-room; his mother preferred to sit in it; and her will was a household law. But the drawing-room was not like this. It was twice—twenty times as fine; not one quarter as comfortable. Here were no mirrors, not even a scrap of glass to reflect the light, and answer the same purpose as water in a landscape; no gilding; a warm, sober breadth of colouring, well relieved by the dear old Helstone chintz-curtains and chair covers. An open davenport stood in the window opposite the door; in the other there was a stand, with a tall white china vase, from which drooped wreaths of English ivy, pale green birch, and copper-coloured beech-leaves. Pretty baskets of work stood about in different places: and books, not cared for on account of their binding solely, lay on one table, as if recently put down. Behind the door was another table decked out for tea, with a white table-cloth, on which flourished the cocoa-nut cakes, and a basket piled with oranges and ruddy American apples, heaped on leaves.
	It appeared to Mr. Thornton that all these graceful cares were habitual to the family; and especially of a piece with Margaret. She stood by the tea-table in a light-coloured muslin gown, which had a good deal of pink about it. She looked as if she was not attending to the conversation, but solely busy with the tea-cups, among which her round ivory hands moved with pretty, noiseless, daintiness. She had a bracelet on one taper arm, which would fall down over her round wrist. Mr. Thornton watched the replacing of this troublesome ornament with far more attention than he listened to her father. It seemed as if it fascinated him to see her push it up impatiently until it tightened her soft flesh; and then to mark the loosening—the fall. He could almost have exclaimed—“There it goes again!” There was so little left to be done after he arrived at the preparation for tea, that he was almost sorry the obligation of eating and drinking came so soon to prevent him watching Margaret.

	She handed him his cup of tea with the proud air of an unwilling slave; but her eye caught the moment when he was ready for another cup; and he almost longed to ask her to do for him what he saw her compelled to do for her father, who took her little finger and thumb in his masculine hand, and made them serve as sugar-tongues. Mr. Thornton saw her beautiful eyes lifted to her father, full of light, half-laughter, and half-love, as this bit of pantomime went on between the two, unobserved as they fancied, by any. Margaret’s head still ached, as the paleness of her complexion, and her silence might have testified; but she was resolved to throw herself into the breach, if there was any long untoward pause, rather than that her father’s friend, pupil, and guest should have cause to think himself in any way neglected. But the conversation went on; and Margaret drew into a corner, near her mother, with her work, after the tea-things were taken away; and felt that she might let her thoughts roam, without fear of being suddenly wanted to fill up a gap.
	Mr. Thornton and Mr. Hale were both absorbed in the continuation of some object which had been started at their last meeting. Margaret was recalled to a sense of the present by some trivial, low-spoken remark of her mother’s; and on suddenly looking up from her work, her eye was caught by the difference of outward appearance between her father and Mr. Thornton, as betokening such distinctly opposite natures. Her father was of slight figure, which made him appear taller than he really was, when not contrasted, as at this time, with the tall, massive frame of another. The lines in her father’s face were soft and waving, with a frequent undulating kind of trembling movement passing over them, showing every fluctuating emotion; the eyelids were large and arched, giving to the eyes a peculiar languid beauty which was almost feminine. The brows were finely arched, but were by the very size of the dreamy lids, raised to a considerable distance from the eyes. Now, in Mr. Thornton’s face the straight brows fell low over the clear, deep-set, earnest eyes, which without being unpleasantly sharp, seemed intent enough to penetrate into the very heart and core of what he was looking at. The lines in the face were few but firm, as if they were carved in marble, and lay principally about the lips, which were slightly compressed, over a set of teeth so faultless and beautiful as to give the effect of sudden sunlight when the rare bright smile, coming in an instant and shining out of the eyes, changed the whole look from the severe and resolved expression of a man ready to do and dare everything, to the keen, honest, enjoyment of the moment, which is seldom shown so fearlessly and instantaneously except by children. Margaret liked this smile; it was the first thing she had admired in this new friend of her father’s; and the opposition of character, shown in all these details of appearance she had just been noticing, seemed to explain the attraction they evidently felt towards each other.
	She rearranged her mother’s worsted-work, and fell back into her own thoughts—as completely forgotten by Mr. Thornton as if she had not been in the room, so thoroughly was he occupied in explaining to Mr. Hale the magnificent power, yet delicate adjustment of the might of the steam-hammer, which was recalling to Mr. Hale some of the wonderful stories of subservient genii in the Arabian Nights—one moment stretching from earth to sky and filling all the width of the horizon, at the next obediently compressed into a vase small enough to be borne in the hand of a child.
	“And this imagination of power, this practical realisation of a gigantic thought, came out of one man’s brain in our good town. That very man has it within him to mount, step by step, on each wonder he achieves to higher marvels still.
	And I’ll be bound to say, we have many among us who, if he were gone, could spring into the breach and carry on the war which compels, and shall compel, all material power to yield to science.”
	“Your boast reminds me of the old lines—
	‘I’ve a hundred captains in England,’ he said, ‘As good as ever was he.’”
	At her father’s quotation Margaret looked suddenly up, with inquiring wonder in her eyes. How in the world had they got from the cog-wheels to Chevy Chace?
	“It is no boast of mine,” replied Mr. Thornton; “it is plain matter-of-fact. I won’t deny that I am proud of belonging to a town—or perhaps I should rather say a district—the necessities of which give birth to such grandeur of conception. I would rather be a man toiling, suffering—nay, failing and successless—here, than lead a dull prosperous life in the old worn grooves of what you call more aristocratic society down in the South, with their slow days of careless ease. One may be clogged with honey and unable to rise and fly.”
	“You are mistaken,” said Margaret, roused by the aspersion on her beloved South to a fond vehemence of defence, that brought the colour into her cheeks and the angry tears into her eyes. “You do not know anything about the South. If there is less adventure or less progress—I suppose I must not say less excitement—from the gambling spirit of trade, which seems requisite to force out these wonderful inventions, there is less suffering also. I see men here going about in the streets who look ground down by some pinching sorrow or care—who are not only sufferers but haters. Now, in the South we have our poor, but there is not that terrible expression in their countenances of a sullen sense of injustice which I see here. You do not know the South, Mr. Thornton,” she concluded, collapsing into a determined silence, and angry with herself for having said so much.
	“And may I say you do not know the North?” asked he, with an inexpressible gentleness in his tone, as he saw that he had really hurt her. She continued resolutely silent; yearning after the lovely haunts she had left far away in Hampshire, with a passionate longing that made her feel her voice would be unsteady and trembling if she spoke.
	“At any rate, Mr. Thornton,” said Mrs. Hale, “you will allow that Milton is a much more smoky, dirty town than you will ever meet with in the South.”
	“I’m afraid I must give up its cleanliness,” said Mr. Thornton, with the quick gleaming smile. “But we are bidden by parliament to burn our own smoke; so I suppose, like good little children, we shall do as we are bid—some time.”
	“But I think you told me you had altered your chimneys so as to consume the smoke, did you not?” asked Mr. Hale.
	“Mine were altered by my own will, before parliament meddled with the affair. It was an immediate outlay, but it repays me in the saving of coal. I’m not sure whether I should have done it, if I had waited until the act was passed. At any rate, I should have waited to be informed against and fined, and given all the trouble in yielding that I legally could. But all laws which depend for their enforcement upon informers and fines, become inert from the odiousness of the machinery. I doubt if there has been a chimney in Milton informed against for five years past, although some are constantly sending out one-third of their coal in what is called here unparliamentary smoke.”
	“I only know it is impossible to keep the muslin blinds clean here above a week together; and at Helstone we have had them up for a month or more, and they have not looked dirty at the end of that time. And as for hands—Margaret, how many times did you say you had washed your hands this morning before twelve o’clock? Three times, was it not?”
	“Yes, mamma.”
	“You seem to have a strong objection to acts of parliament and all legislation affecting your mode of management down here at Milton,” said Mr. Hale.
	“Yes, I have; and many others have as well. And with justice, I think. The whole machinery—I don’t mean the wood and iron machinery now—of the cotton trade is so new that it is no wonder if it does not work well in every part all at once. Seventy years ago what was it? And now what it is not? Raw, crude materials came together; men of the same level, as regarded education and station, took suddenly the different position of masters and men, owing to the motherwit, as regarded opportunities and probabilities, which distinguished some, and made them far-seeing as to what great future lay concealed in that rude model of Sir Richard Arkwright’s. The rapid development of what might be called a new trade, gave those early masters enormous power of wealth and command. I don’t mean merely over the workmen; I mean over purchasers—over the whole world’s market. Why, I may give you, as an instance, an advertisement, inserted not fifty years ago in a Milton paper, that so-and-so (one of the half-dozen calico-printers of the time) would close his warehouse at noon each day; therefore, that all purchasers must come before that hour. Fancy a man dictating in this manner the time when he would sell and when he would not sell. Now, I believe, if a good customer chose to come at midnight, I should get up, and stand hat in hand to receive his orders.”
	Margaret’s lip curled, but somehow she was compelled to listen; she could no longer abstract herself in her own thoughts.
	“I only name such things to show what almost unlimited power the manufacturers had about the beginning of this century. The men were rendered dizzy by it. Because a man was successful in his ventures, there was no reason that in all other things his mind should be well-balanced. On the contrary, his sense of justice, and his simplicity, were often utterly smothered under the glut of wealth that came down upon him; and they tell strange tales of the wild extravagance of living indulged in on gala-days by those early cotton-lords. There can be no doubt, too, of the tyranny they exercised over their work-people. You know the proverb, Mr. Hale, ‘Set a beggar on horseback, and he’ll ride to the devil,’—well, some of these early manufacturers did ride to the devil in a magnificent style—crushing human bone and flesh under their horses’ hoofs without remorse.
	But by-and-by came a reaction; there were more factories, more masters; more men were wanted. The power of masters and men became more evenly balanced; and now the battle is pretty fairly waged between us. We will hardly submit to the decision of an umpire, much less to the interference of a meddler with only a smattering of the knowledge of the real facts of the case, even though that meddler be called the High Court of Parliament.”
	“Is there necessity for calling it a battle between the two classes?” asked Mr. Hale. “I know, from your using the term, it is one which gives a true idea of the real state of things to your mind.”
	“It is true; and I believe it to be as much a necessity as that prudent wisdom and good conduct are always opposed to, and doing battle with ignorance and improvidence. It is one of the great beauties of our system, that a working-man may raise himself into the power and position of a master by his own exertions and behaviour; that, in fact, every one who rules himself to decency and sobriety of conduct, and attention to his duties, comes over to our ranks; it may not be always as a master, but as an overlooker, a cashier, a book-keeper, a clerk, one on the side of authority and order.”
	“You consider all who are unsuccessful in raising themselves in the world, from whatever cause, as your enemies, then, if I understand you rightly,” said Margaret, in a clear, cold voice.
	“As their own enemies, certainly,” said he, quickly, not a little piqued by the haughty disapproval her form of expression and tone of speaking implied. But, in a moment, his straightforward honesty made him feel that his words were but a poor and quibbling answer to what she had said, and, be she as scornful as she liked, it was a duty he owed to himself to explain, as truly as he could, what he did mean. Yet it was very difficult to separate her interpretation, and keep it distinct from his meaning. He could best have illustrated what he wanted to say by telling them something of his own life; but was it not too personal a subject to speak about to strangers? Still, it was the simple straightforward way of explaining his meaning; so, putting aside the touch of shyness that brought a momentary flush of colour into his dark cheek, he said:
	“I am not speaking without book. Sixteen years ago, my father died under very miserable circumstances. I was taken from school, and had to become a man (as well as I could) in a few days. I had such a mother as few are blest with; a woman of strong power, and firm resolve. We went into a small country town, where living was cheaper than in Milton, and where I got employment in a draper’s shop (a capital place, by the way, for obtaining a knowledge of goods). Week by week, our income came to fifteen shillings, out of which three people had to be kept. My mother managed so that I put by three out of these fifteen shillings regularly. This made the beginning; this taught me self-denial. Now that I am able to afford my mother such comforts as her age, rather than her own wish, requires, I thank her silently on each occasion for the early training she gave me. Now when I feel that in my own case it is no good luck, nor merit, nor talent,—but simply the habits of life which taught me to despise indulgences not thoroughly earned,—indeed, never to think twice about them,—I believe that this suffering, which Miss Hale says is impressed on the countenances of the people of Milton, is but the natural punishment of dishonestly-enjoyed pleasure, at some former period of their lives. I do not look on self-indulgent, sensual people as worthy of my hatred; I simply look upon them with contempt for their poorness of character.”
	“But you have the rudiments of a good education,” remarked Mr. Hale. “The quick zest with which you are now reading Homer, shows me that you do not come to it as an unknown book: you have read it before, and are only recalling your old knowledge.”
	“That is true,—I had blundered along it at school; I dare say, I was even considered a pretty fair classic in those days, though my Latin and Greek have slipt away from me since. But I ask you, what preparation were they for such a life as I had to lead? None at all. Utterly none at all. On the point of education, any man who can read and write starts fair with me in the amount of really useful knowledge that I had at that time.”
	“Well! I don’t agree with you. But there I am perhaps somewhat of a pedant. Did not the recollection of the heroic simplicity of the Homeric life nerve you up?”
	“Not one bit!” exclaimed Mr. Thornton, laughing. “I was too busy to think about any dead people, with the living pressing alongside of me, neck to neck, in the struggle for bread. Now that I have my mother safe in the quiet peace that becomes her age, and duly rewards her former exertions, I can turn to all that old narration and thoroughly enjoy it.”
	“I dare say, my remark came from the professional feeling of there being nothing like leather,” replied Mr. Hale.
	When Mr. Thornton rose up to go away, after shaking hands with Mr. and Mrs. Hale, he made an advance to Margaret to wish her good-bye in a similar manner. It was the frank familiar custom of the place; but Margaret was not prepared for it. She simply bowed her farewell; although the instant she saw the hand, half put out, quickly drawn back, she was sorry she had not been aware of the intention. Mr. Thornton, however, knew nothing of her sorrow, and, drawing himself up to his full height, walked off, muttering as he left the house—
	“A more proud, disagreeable girl I never saw. Even her great beauty is blotted out of one’s memory by her scornful ways.”
	Shirley by Charlotte Brontë
	Chapter II. The Wagons
	The evening was pitch dark: star and moon were quenched in gray rain-clouds—gray they would have been by day; by night they looked sable. Malone was not a man given to close observation of nature; her changes passed, for the most part, unnoticed by him. He could walk miles on the most varying April day and never see the beautiful dallying of earth and heaven—never mark when a sunbeam kissed the hill-tops, making them smile clear in green light, or when a shower wept over them, hiding their crests with the low-hanging, dishevelled tresses of a cloud. He did not, therefore, care to contrast the sky as it now appeared—a muffled, streaming vault, all black, save where, towards the east, the furnaces of Stilbro' ironworks threw a tremulous lurid shimmer on the horizon—with the same sky on an unclouded frosty night. He did not trouble himself to ask where the constellations and the planets were gone, or to regret the "black-blue" serenity of the air-ocean which those white islets stud, and which another ocean, of heavier and denser element, now rolled below and concealed. He just doggedly pursued his way, leaning a little forward as he walked, and wearing his hat on the back of his head, as his Irish manner was. "Tramp, tramp," he went along the causeway, where the road boasted the privilege of such an accommodation; "splash, splash," through the mire-filled cart ruts, where the flags were exchanged for soft mud. He looked but for certain landmarks—the spire of Briarfield Church; farther on, the lights of Redhouse. This was an inn; and when he reached it, the glow of a fire through a half-curtained window, a vision of glasses on a round table, and of revellers on an oaken settle, had nearly drawn aside the curate from his course. He thought longingly of a tumbler of whisky-and-water. In a strange place he would instantly have realized the dream; but the company assembled in that kitchen were Mr. Helstone's own parishioners; they all knew him. He sighed, and passed on.
	The highroad was now to be quitted, as the remaining distance to Hollow's Mill might be considerably reduced by a short cut across fields. These fields were level and monotonous. Malone took a direct course through them, jumping hedge and wall. He passed but one building here, and that seemed large and hall-like, though irregular. You could see a high gable, then a long front, then a low gable, then a thick, lofty stack of chimneys. There were some trees behind it. It was dark; not a candle shone from any window. It was absolutely still; the rain running from the eaves, and the rather wild but very low whistle of the wind round the chimneys and through the boughs were the sole sounds in its neighbourhood.
	This building passed, the fields, hitherto flat, declined in a rapid descent. Evidently a vale lay below, through which you could hear the water run. One light glimmered in the depth. For that beacon Malone steered.
	He came to a little white house—you could see it was white even through this dense darkness—and knocked at the door. A fresh-faced servant opened it.

	By the candle she held was revealed a narrow passage, terminating in a narrow stair. Two doors covered with crimson baize, a strip of crimson carpet down the steps, contrasted with light-coloured walls and white floor, made the little interior look clean and fresh.
	"Mr. Moore is at home, I suppose?"
	"Yes, sir, but he is not in."
	"Not in! Where is he then?"
	"At the mill—in the counting-house."
	Here one of the crimson doors opened.
	"Are the wagons come, Sarah?" asked a female voice, and a female head at the same time was apparent. It might not be the head of a goddess—indeed a screw of curl-paper on each side the temples quite forbade that supposition—but neither was it the head of a Gorgon; yet Malone seemed to take it in the latter light. Big as he was, he shrank bashfully back into the rain at the view thereof, and saying, "I'll go to him," hurried in seeming trepidation down a short lane, across an obscure yard, towards a huge black mill.
	The work-hours were over; the "hands" were gone. The machinery was at rest, the mill shut up. Malone walked round it. Somewhere in its great sooty flank he found another chink of light; he knocked at another door, using for the purpose the thick end of his shillelah, with which he beat a rousing tattoo. A key turned; the door unclosed.
	"Is it Joe Scott? What news of the wagons, Joe?"
	"No; it's myself. Mr. Helstone would send me."
	"Oh! Mr. Malone." The voice in uttering this name had the slightest possible cadence of disappointment. After a moment's pause it continued, politely but a little formally,—
	"I beg you will come in, Mr. Malone. I regret extremely Mr. Helstone should have thought it necessary to trouble you so far. There was no necessity—I told him so—and on such a night; but walk forwards."
	Through a dark apartment, of aspect undistinguishable, Malone followed the speaker into a light and bright room within—very light and bright indeed it seemed to eyes which, for the last hour, had been striving to penetrate the double darkness of night and fog; but except for its excellent fire, and for a lamp of elegant design and vivid lustre burning on a table, it was a very plain place. The boarded floor was carpetless; the three or four stiff-backed, green-painted chairs seemed once to have furnished the kitchen of some farm-house; a desk of strong, solid formation, the table aforesaid, and some framed sheets on the stone-coloured walls, bearing plans for building, for gardening, designs of machinery, etc., completed the furniture of the place.
	Plain as it was, it seemed to satisfy Malone, who, when he had removed and hung up his wet surtout and hat, drew one of the rheumatic-looking chairs to the hearth, and set his knees almost within the bars of the red grate.
	"Comfortable quarters you have here, Mr. Moore; and all snug to yourself."
	"Yes, but my sister would be glad to see you, if you would prefer stepping into the house."
	"Oh no! The ladies are best alone, I never was a lady's man. You don't mistake me for my friend Sweeting, do you, Mr. Moore?"
	"Sweeting! Which of them is that? The gentleman in the chocolate overcoat, or the little gentleman?"
	"The little one—he of Nunnely; the cavalier of the Misses Sykes, with the whole six of whom he is in love, ha! ha!"
	"Better be generally in love with all than specially with one, I should think, in that quarter."
	"But he is specially in love with one besides, for when I and Donne urged him to make a choice amongst the fair bevy, he named—which do you think?"
	With a queer, quiet smile Mr. Moore replied, "Dora, of course, or Harriet."
	"Ha! ha! you've an excellent guess. But what made you hit on those two?"
	"Because they are the tallest, the handsomest, and Dora, at least, is the stoutest; and as your friend Mr. Sweeting is but a little slight figure, I concluded that, according to a frequent rule in such cases, he preferred his contrast."
	"You are right; Dora it is. But he has no chance, has he, Moore?"
	"What has Mr. Sweeting besides his curacy?"
	This question seemed to tickle Malone amazingly. He laughed for full three minutes before he answered it.
	"What has Sweeting? Why, David has his harp, or flute, which comes to the same thing. He has a sort of pinchbeck watch; ditto, ring; ditto, eyeglass. That's what he has."
	"How would he propose to keep Miss Sykes in gowns only?"
	"Ha! ha! Excellent! I'll ask him that next time I see him. I'll roast him for his presumption. But no doubt he expects old Christopher Sykes would do something handsome. He is rich, is he not? They live in a large house."
	"Sykes carries on an extensive concern."
	"Therefore he must be wealthy, eh?"
	"Therefore he must have plenty to do with his wealth, and in these times would be about as likely to think of drawing money from the business to give dowries to his daughters as I should be to dream of pulling down the cottage there, and constructing on its ruins a house as large as Fieldhead."
	"Do you know what I heard, Moore, the other day?"
	"No. Perhaps that I was about to effect some such change. Your Briarfield gossips are capable of saying that or sillier things."
	"That you were going to take Fieldhead on a lease (I thought it looked a dismal place, by-the-bye, to-night, as I passed it), and that it was your intention to settle a Miss Sykes there as mistress—to be married, in short, ha! ha! Now, which is it? Dora, I am sure. You said she was the handsomest."
	"I wonder how often it has been settled that I was to be married since I came to Briarfield. They have assigned me every marriageable single woman by turns in the district. Now it was the two Misses Wynns—first the dark, then the light one; now the red-haired Miss Armitage; then the mature Ann Pearson. At present you throw on my shoulders all the tribe of the Misses Sykes. On what grounds this gossip rests God knows. I visit nowhere; I seek female society about as assiduously as you do, Mr. Malone. If ever I go to Whinbury, it is only to give Sykes or Pearson a call in their counting-house, where our discussions run on other topics than matrimony, and our thoughts are occupied with other things than courtships, establishments, dowries. The cloth we can't sell, the hands we can't employ, the mills we can't run, the perverse course of events generally, which we cannot alter, fill our hearts, I take it, pretty well at present, to the tolerably complete exclusion of such figments as love-making, etc."
	"I go along with you completely, Moore. If there is one notion I hate more than another, it is that of marriage—I mean marriage in the vulgar weak sense, as a mere matter of sentiment—two beggarly fools agreeing to unite their indigence by some fantastic tie of feeling. Humbug! But an advantageous connection, such as can be formed in consonance with dignity of views and permanency of solid interests, is not so bad—eh?"
	"No," responded Moore, in an absent manner. The subject seemed to have no interest for him; he did not pursue it. After sitting for some time gazing at the fire with a preoccupied air, he suddenly turned his head.
	"Hark!" said he. "Did you hear wheels?"
	Rising, he went to the window, opened it, and listened. He soon closed it. "It is only the sound of the wind rising," he remarked, "and the rivulet a little swollen, rushing down the hollow. I expected those wagons at six; it is near nine now."
	"Seriously, do you suppose that the putting up of this new machinery will bring you into danger?" inquired Malone. "Helstone seems to think it will."
	"I only wish the machines—the frames—were safe here, and lodged within the walls of this mill. Once put up, I defy the frame-breakers. Let them only pay me a visit and take the consequences. My mill is my castle."
	"One despises such low scoundrels," observed Malone, in a profound vein of reflection. "I almost wish a party would call upon you to-night; but the road seemed extremely quiet as I came along. I saw nothing astir."
	"You came by the Redhouse?"
	"Yes."
	"There would be nothing on that road. It is in the direction of Stilbro' the risk lies."
	"And you think there is risk?"
	"What these fellows have done to others they may do to me. There is only this difference: most of the manufacturers seem paralyzed when they are attacked. Sykes, for instance, when his dressing-shop was set on fire and burned to the ground, when the cloth was torn from his tenters and left in shreds in the field, took no steps to discover or punish the miscreants: he gave up as tamely as a rabbit under the jaws of a ferret. Now I, if I know myself, should stand by my trade, my mill, and my machinery."
	"Helstone says these three are your gods; that the 'Orders in Council' are with you another name for the seven deadly sins; that Castlereagh is your Antichrist, and the war-party his legions."
	"Yes; I abhor all these things because they ruin me. They stand in my way. I cannot get on. I cannot execute my plans because of them. I see myself baffled at every turn by their untoward effects."
	"But you are rich and thriving, Moore?"
	"I am very rich in cloth I cannot sell. You should step into my warehouse yonder, and observe how it is piled to the roof with pieces. Roakes and Pearson are in the same condition. America used to be their market, but the Orders in Council have cut that off."
	Malone did not seem prepared to carry on briskly a conversation of this sort. He began to knock the heels of his boots together, and to yawn.
	"And then to think," continued Mr. Moore who seemed too much taken up with the current of his own thoughts to note the symptoms of his guest's  ennui —"to think that these ridiculous gossips of Whinbury and Briarfield will keep pestering one about being married!
	As if there was nothing to be done in life but to 'pay attention,' as they say, to some young lady, and then to go to church with her, and then to start on a bridal tour, and then to run through a round of visits, and then, I suppose, to be 'having a family.' Oh, que le diable emporte!" He broke off the aspiration into which he was launching with a certain energy, and added, more calmly, "I believe women talk and think only of these things, and they naturally fancy men's minds similarly occupied."
	"Of course—of course," assented Malone; "but never mind them." And he whistled, looked impatiently round, and seemed to feel a great want of something. This time Moore caught and, it appeared, comprehended his demonstrations.
	"Mr. Malone," said he, "you must require refreshment after your wet walk. I forget hospitality."
	"Not at all," rejoined Malone; but he looked as if the right nail was at last hit on the head, nevertheless. Moore rose and opened a cupboard.
	"It is my fancy," said he, "to have every convenience within myself, and not to be dependent on the feminity in the cottage yonder for every mouthful I eat or every drop I drink. I often spend the evening and sup here alone, and sleep with Joe Scott in the mill. Sometimes I am my own watchman. I require little sleep, and it pleases me on a fine night to wander for an hour or two with my musket about the hollow. Mr. Malone, can you cook a mutton chop?"
	"Try me. I've done it hundreds of times at college."
	"There's a dishful, then, and there's the gridiron. Turn them quickly. You know the secret of keeping the juices in?"
	"Never fear me; you shall see. Hand a knife and fork, please."
	The curate turned up his coat-cuffs, and applied himself to the cookery with vigour. The manufacturer placed on the table plates, a loaf of bread, a black bottle, and two tumblers. He then produced a small copper kettle—still from the same well-stored recess, his cupboard—filled it with water from a large stone jar in a corner, set it on the fire beside the hissing gridiron, got lemons, sugar, and a small china punch-bowl; but while he was brewing the punch a tap at the door called him away.
	"Is it you, Sarah?"
	"Yes, sir. Will you come to supper, please, sir?"
	"No; I shall not be in to-night; I shall sleep in the mill. So lock the doors, and tell your mistress to go to bed."
	He returned.
	"You have your household in proper order," observed Malone approvingly, as, with his fine face ruddy as the embers over which he bent, he assiduously turned the mutton chops. "You are not under petticoat government, like poor Sweeting, a man—whew! how the fat spits! it has burnt my hand—destined to be ruled by women. Now you and I, Moore—there's a fine brown one for you, and full of gravy—you and I will have no gray mares in our stables when we marry."
	"I don't know; I never think about it. If the gray mare is handsome and tractable, why not?"
	"The chops are done. Is the punch brewed?"
	"There is a glassful. Taste it. When Joe Scott and his minions return they shall have a share of this, provided they bring home the frames intact."
	Malone waxed very exultant over the supper. He laughed aloud at trifles, made bad jokes and applauded them himself, and, in short, grew unmeaningly noisy. His host, on the contrary, remained quiet as before. It is time, reader, that you should have some idea of the appearance of this same host. I must endeavour to sketch him as he sits at table.
	He is what you would probably call, at first view, rather a strange-looking man; for he is thin, dark, sallow, very foreign of aspect, with shadowy hair carelessly streaking his forehead. It appears that he spends but little time at his toilet, or he would arrange it with more taste. He seems unconscious that his features are fine, that they have a southern symmetry, clearness, regularity in their chiselling; nor does a spectator become aware of this advantage till he has examined him well, for an anxious countenance and a hollow, somewhat haggard, outline of face disturb the idea of beauty with one of care. His eyes are large, and grave, and gray; their expression is intent and meditative, rather searching than soft, rather thoughtful than genial. When he parts his lips in a smile, his physiognomy is agreeable—not that it is frank or cheerful even then, but you feel the influence of a certain sedate charm, suggestive, whether truly or delusively, of a considerate, perhaps a kind nature, of feelings that may wear well at home—patient, forbearing, possibly faithful feelings. He is still young—not more than thirty; his stature is tall, his figure slender. His manner of speaking displeases. He has an outlandish accent, which, notwithstanding a studied carelessness of pronunciation and diction, grates on a British, and especially on a Yorkshire, ear.
	Mr. Moore, indeed, was but half a Briton, and scarcely that. He came of a foreign ancestry by the mother's side, and was himself born and partly reared on a foreign soil. A hybrid in nature, it is probable he had a hybrid's feeling on many points—patriotism for one; it is likely that he was unapt to attach himself to parties, to sects, even to climes and customs; it is not impossible that he had a tendency to isolate his individual person from any community amidst which his lot might temporarily happen to be thrown, and that he felt it to be his best wisdom to push the interests of Robert Gérard Moore, to the exclusion of philanthropic consideration for general interests, with which he regarded the said Gérard Moore as in a great measure disconnected. Trade was Mr. Moore's hereditary calling: the Gérards of Antwerp had been merchants for two centuries back. Once they had been wealthy merchants; but the uncertainties, the involvements, of business had come upon them; disastrous speculations had loosened by degrees the foundations of their credit.
	The house had stood on a tottering base for a dozen years; and at last, in the shock of the French Revolution, it had rushed down a total ruin. In its fall was involved the English and Yorkshire firm of Moore, closely connected with the Antwerp house, and of which one of the partners, resident in Antwerp, Robert Moore, had married Hortense Gérard, with the prospect of his bride inheriting her father Constantine Gérard's share in the business. She inherited, as we have seen, but his share in the liabilities of the firm; and these liabilities, though duly set aside by a composition with creditors, some said her son Robert accepted, in his turn, as a legacy, and that he aspired one day to discharge them, and to rebuild the fallen house of Gérard and Moore on a scale at least equal to its former greatness. It was even supposed that he took by-past circumstances much to heart; and if a childhood passed at the side of a saturnine mother, under foreboding of coming evil, and a manhood drenched and blighted by the pitiless descent of the storm, could painfully impress the mind,  his  probably was impressed in no golden characters.
	If, however, he had a great end of restoration in view, it was not in his power to employ great means for its attainment. He was obliged to be content with the day of small things. When he came to Yorkshire, he—whose ancestors had owned warehouses in this seaport, and factories in that inland town, had possessed their town-house and their country-seat—saw no way open to him but to rent a cloth-mill in an out-of-the-way nook of an out-of-the-way district; to take a cottage adjoining it for his residence, and to add to his possessions, as pasture for his horse, and space for his cloth-tenters, a few acres of the steep, rugged land that lined the hollow through which his mill-stream brawled. All this he held at a somewhat high rent (for these war times were hard, and everything was dear) of the trustees of the Fieldhead estate, then the property of a minor.
	At the time this history commences, Robert Moore had lived but two years in the district, during which period he had at least proved himself possessed of the quality of activity. The dingy cottage was converted into a neat, tasteful residence. Of part of the rough land he had made garden-ground, which he cultivated with singular, even with Flemish, exactness and care. As to the mill, which was an old structure, and fitted up with old machinery, now become inefficient and out of date, he had from the first evinced the strongest contempt for all its arrangements and appointments. His aim had been to effect a radical reform, which he had executed as fast as his very limited capital would allow; and the narrowness of that capital, and consequent check on his progress, was a restraint which galled his spirit sorely. Moore ever wanted to push on. "Forward" was the device stamped upon his soul; but poverty curbed him. Sometimes (figuratively) he foamed at the mouth when the reins were drawn very tight.
	In this state of feeling, it is not to be expected that he would deliberate much as to whether his advance was or was not prejudicial to others. Not being a native, nor for any length of time a resident of the neighbourhood, he did not sufficiently care when the new inventions threw the old workpeople out of employ. He never asked himself where those to whom he no longer paid weekly wages found daily bread; and in this negligence he only resembled thousands besides, on whom the starving poor of Yorkshire seemed to have a closer claim.
	The period of which I write was an overshadowed one in British history, and especially in the history of the northern provinces.
	War was then at its height. Europe was all involved therein. England, if not weary, was worn with long resistance—yes, and half her people were weary too, and cried out for peace on any terms. National honour was become a mere empty name, of no value in the eyes of many, because their sight was dim with famine; and for a morsel of meat they would have sold their birthright.
	The "Orders in Council," provoked by Napoleon's Milan and Berlin decrees, and forbidding neutral powers to trade with France, had, by offending America, cut off the principal market of the Yorkshire woollen trade, and brought it consequently to the verge of ruin. Minor foreign markets were glutted, and would receive no more. The Brazils, Portugal, Sicily, were all overstocked by nearly two years' consumption. At this crisis certain inventions in machinery were introduced into the staple manufactures of the north, which, greatly reducing the number of hands necessary to be employed, threw thousands out of work, and left them without legitimate means of sustaining life. A bad harvest supervened. Distress reached its climax. Endurance, overgoaded, stretched the hand of fraternity to sedition. The throes of a sort of moral earthquake were felt heaving under the hills of the northern counties. But, as is usual in such cases, nobody took much notice. When a food-riot broke out in a manufacturing town, when a gig-mill was burnt to the ground, or a manufacturer's house was attacked, the furniture thrown into the streets, and the family forced to flee for their lives, some local measures were or were not taken by the local magistracy. A ringleader was detected, or more frequently suffered to elude detection; newspaper paragraphs were written on the subject, and there the thing stopped. As to the sufferers, whose sole inheritance was labour, and who had lost that inheritance—who could not get work, and consequently could not get wages, and consequently could not get bread—they were left to suffer on, perhaps inevitably left. It would not do to stop the progress of invention, to damage science by discouraging its improvements; the war could not be terminated; efficient relief could not be raised. There was no help then; so the unemployed underwent their destiny—ate the bread and drank the waters of affliction.
	Misery generates hate. These sufferers hated the machines which they believed took their bread from them; they hated the buildings which contained those machines; they hated the manufacturers who owned those buildings. In the parish of Briarfield, with which we have at present to do, Hollow's Mill was the place held most abominable; Gérard Moore, in his double character of semi-foreigner and thorough-going progressist, the man most abominated. And it perhaps rather agreed with Moore's temperament than otherwise to be generally hated, especially when he believed the thing for which he was hated a right and an expedient thing; and it was with a sense of warlike excitement he, on this night, sat in his counting-house waiting the arrival of his frame-laden wagons. Malone's coming and company were, it may be, most unwelcome to him. He would have preferred sitting alone; for he liked a silent, sombre, unsafe solitude. His watchman's musket would have been company enough for him; the full-flowing beck in the den would have delivered continuously the discourse most genial to his ear.
	With the queerest look in the world had the manufacturer for some ten minutes been watching the Irish curate, as the latter made free with the punch, when suddenly that steady gray eye changed, as if another vision came between it and Malone. Moore raised his hand.
	"Chut!" he said in his French fashion, as Malone made a noise with his glass. He listened a moment, then rose, put his hat on, and went out at the counting-house door.
	The night was still, dark, and stagnant: the water yet rushed on full and fast; its flow almost seemed a flood in the utter silence. Moore's ear, however, caught another sound, very distant but yet dissimilar, broken and rugged—in short, a sound of heavy wheels crunching a stony road. He returned to the counting-house and lit a lantern, with which he walked down the mill-yard, and proceeded to open the gates. The big wagons were coming on; the dray-horses' huge hoofs were heard splashing in the mud and water. Moore hailed them.
	"Hey, Joe Scott! Is all right?"
	Probably Joe Scott was yet at too great a distance to hear the inquiry. He did not answer it.
	"Is all right, I say?" again asked Moore, when the elephant-like leader's nose almost touched his.  Some one jumped out from the foremost wagon into the road; a voice cried aloud, "Ay, ay, divil; all's raight! We've smashed 'em."
	And there was a run. The wagons stood still; they were now deserted.
	"Joe Scott!" No Joe Scott answered. "Murgatroyd! Pighills! Sykes!" No reply. Mr. Moore lifted his lantern and looked into the vehicles. There was neither man nor machinery; they were empty and abandoned.
	Now Mr. Moore loved his machinery. He had risked the last of his capital on the purchase of these frames and shears which to-night had been expected. Speculations most important to his interests depended on the results to be wrought by them. Where were they?
	The words "we've smashed 'em" rang in his ears. How did the catastrophe affect him? By the light of the lantern he held were his features visible, relaxing to a singular smile—the smile the man of determined spirit wears when he reaches a juncture in his life where this determined spirit is to feel a demand on its strength, when the strain is to be made, and the faculty must bear or break. Yet he remained silent, and even motionless; for at the instant he neither knew what to say nor what to do. He placed the lantern on the ground, and stood with his arms folded, gazing down and reflecting.
	An impatient trampling of one of the horses made him presently look up. His eye in the moment caught the gleam of something white attached to a part of the harness. Examined by the light of the lantern this proved to be a folded paper—a billet. It bore no address without; within was the superscription:—
	"To the Divil of Hollow's Miln."
	We will not copy the rest of the orthography, which was very peculiar, but translate it into legible English. It ran thus:—
	"Your hellish machinery is shivered to smash on Stilbro' Moor, and your men are lying bound hand and foot in a ditch by the roadside. Take this as a warning from men that are starving, and have starving wives and children to go home to when they have done this deed. If you get new machines, or if you otherwise go on as you have done, you shall hear from us again. Beware!"
	"Hear from you again? Yes, I'll hear from you again, and you shall hear from me. I'll speak to you directly. On Stilbro' Moor you shall hear from me in a moment."
	Having led the wagons within the gates, he hastened towards the cottage. Opening the door, he spoke a few words quickly but quietly to two females who ran to meet him in the passage. He calmed the seeming alarm of one by a brief palliative account of what had taken place; to the other he said, "Go into the mill, Sarah—there is the key—and ring the mill-bell as loud as you can. Afterwards you will get another lantern and help me to light up the front."
	Returning to his horses, he unharnessed, fed, and stabled them with equal speed and care, pausing occasionally, while so occupied, as if to listen for the mill-bell. It clanged out presently, with irregular but loud and alarming din. The hurried, agitated peal seemed more urgent than if the summons had been steadily given by a practised hand. On that still night, at that unusual hour, it was heard a long way round. The guests in the kitchen of the Redhouse were startled by the clamour, and declaring that "there must be summat more nor common to do at Hollow's Miln," they called for lanterns, and hurried to the spot in a body. And scarcely had they thronged into the yard with their gleaming lights, when the tramp of horses was heard, and a little man in a shovel hat, sitting erect on the back of a shaggy pony, "rode lightly in," followed by an aide-de-camp mounted on a larger steed.
	Mr. Moore, meantime, after stabling his dray-horses, had saddled his hackney, and with the aid of Sarah, the servant, lit up his mill, whose wide and long front now glared one great illumination, throwing a sufficient light on the yard to obviate all fear of confusion arising from obscurity. Already a deep hum of voices became audible. Mr. Malone had at length issued from the counting-house, previously taking the precaution to dip his head and face in the stone water-jug; and this precaution, together with the sudden alarm, had nearly restored to him the possession of those senses which the punch had partially scattered. He stood with his hat on the back of his head, and his shillelah grasped in his dexter fist, answering much at random the questions of the newly-arrived party from the Redhouse. Mr. Moore now appeared, and was immediately confronted by the shovel hat and the shaggy pony.
	"Well, Moore, what is your business with us? I thought you would want us to-night—me and the hetman here (patting his pony's neck), and Tom and his charger. When I heard your mill-bell I could sit still no longer, so I left Boultby to finish his supper alone. But where is the enemy? I do not see a mask or a smutted face present; and there is not a pane of glass broken in your windows. Have you had an attack, or do you expect one?"
	"Oh, not at all! I have neither had one nor expect one," answered Moore coolly. "I only ordered the bell to be rung because I want two or three neighbours to stay here in the Hollow while I and a couple or so more go over to Stilbro' Moor."
	"To Stilbro' Moor! What to do? To meet the wagons?"
	"The wagons are come home an hour ago."
	"Then all's right. What more would you have?"
	"They came home empty; and Joe Scott and company are left on the moor, and so are the frames. Read that scrawl."
	Mr. Helstone received and perused the document of which the contents have before been given.
	"Hum! They've only served you as they serve others. But, however, the poor fellows in the ditch will be expecting help with some impatience. This is a wet night for such a berth. I and Tom will go with you. Malone may stay behind and take care of the mill. What is the matter with him? His eyes seem starting out of his head."
	"He has been eating a mutton chop."
	"Indeed!—Peter Augustus, be on your guard. Eat no more mutton chops to-night. You are left here in command of these premises—an honourable post!"
	"Is anybody to stay with me?"
	"As many of the present assemblage as choose.—My lads, how many of you will remain here, and how many will go a little way with me and Mr. Moore on the Stilbro' road, to meet some men who have been waylaid and assaulted by frame-breakers?"
	The small number of three volunteered to go; the rest preferred staying behind. As Mr. Moore mounted his horse, the rector asked him in a low voice whether he had locked up the mutton chops, so that Peter Augustus could not get at them? The manufacturer nodded an affirmative, and the rescue-party set out.
	The Goose and the Golden Egg Aesop for Children
	There was once a Countryman who possessed the most wonderful Goose you can imagine, for every day when he visited the nest, the Goose had laid a beautiful, glittering, golden egg.
	The Countryman took the eggs to market and soon began to get rich. But it was not long before he grew impatient with the Goose because she gave him only a single golden egg a day. He was not getting rich fast enough.
	Then one day, after he had finished counting his money, the idea came to him that he could get all the golden eggs at once by killing the Goose and cutting it open. But when the deed was done, not a single golden egg did he find, and his precious Goose was dead.
	Those who have plenty want more and so lose all they have.

	The Bundle of Sticks Aesop for Children
	A certain Father had a family of Sons, who were forever quarreling among themselves. No words he could say did the least good, so he cast about in his mind for some very striking example that should make them see that discord would lead them to misfortune.
	One day when the quarreling had been much more violent than usual and each of the Sons was moping in a surly manner, he asked one of them to bring him a bundle of sticks. Then handing the bundle to each of his Sons in turn he told them to try to break it. But although each one tried his best, none was able to do so.
	The Father then untied the bundle and gave the sticks to his Sons to break one by one. This they did very easily.
	"My Sons," said the Father, "do you not see how certain it is that if you agree with each other and help each other, it will be impossible for your enemies to injure you? But if you are divided among yourselves, you will be no stronger than a single stick in that bundle."
	In unity is strength.

	The Charger and the Miller Aesop’s Fables
	A Horse, who had been used to carry his rider into battle, felt himself growing old and chose to work in a mill instead. He now no longer found himself stepping out proudly to the beating of the drums, but was compelled to slave away all day grinding the corn.
	Bewailing his hard lot, he said one day to the Miller, "Ah me! I was once a splendid war-horse, gaily caparisoned, and attended by a groom whose sole duty was to see to my wants. How different is my present condition! I wish I had never given up the battlefield for the mill."
	The Miller replied with asperity, "It's no use your regretting the past. Fortune has many ups and downs: you must just take them as they come."


