ADAM BEDE.

CHAPTER VI
THE HALL FARM.

EvipexTLY that gate is never opened: for the long grass
and the great hemlocks grow close against it; and if it were
opened, it is so rusty that the force necessary to turn it on its
hinges would be likely to pull down the square stone-built pil-
lars, to the detriment of the two stone lionesses which grin
with a doubtful carnivorous affability above a coat of arms sur-
mounting each of the pillars. It would be easy enough, by
the aid of the nicks in the stone pillars, to climb over the brick
wall with its smooth stone coping; but by putting our eyes
close to the rusty bars of the gate we can see the house well
enough, and all but the very corners of the grassy enclosure.

It is a very fine old place, of red brick, softened by a pale
powdery lichen, which has dispersed itself with happy irregu-
larity, so as to bring the red brick into terms of friendly com-
panionship with the limestone ornaments surrounding the three
gables, the windows, and the door-place. But the windows
are patched with wooden panes, and the door, I think, is like
the gate—it is never opened: how it would groan and grate
against the stone floor if it were! For itis a solid, heavy,
handsome door, and must once have been in the habit of shut-

ting with a sonorous bang behind a liveried lackey, who had

just seen his master and mistress off the grounds in a carriage
and pair.

But at present one might fancy the house in the early stage |
of a chancery suit, and that the fruit from that grand double |

row of walnut-trees on the right hand of the enclosure would

fall and rot among the grass, if it were not that we heard the |

booming bark of dogs echoing from great buildings at the back.
And now the half-weaned calves that have been sheltering
themselves in a gorse-built hovel against the left-hand wall

came out and set up a silly answer to that terrible bark, doubt:

less supposing that it has reference to buckets of milk.

Yes, the house must be inhabited, and we will see by whom; f:.
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for imagination is a licensed trespasser: it has no fear of dogs
b}xt may climb over walls and peep in at windows with impu’-
nity. I_’ut your face to one of the 'g]ass panes in the right-
he!.nd window: what do you see? A large open fireplace
with rusty dogs in it, and a bare boarded floor; at the far end’
fleeces of wool stacked up; in the middle of the floor som;
empty com-bags. That is the furniture of the dining,-l‘oom
And what‘tllnrough the left-hand window? Several clothes'-
horses, a pillion, a spinning-wheel, and an old box wide open
and stuifed full of colored rags. At the edge of this box tlpmerf’a
lies a great wooden doll, which, so far as mutilation is con-
cerned, bears a strong resemblance to the finest Greek sculp-
ture, _and especially in the total loss of its nose. Near it thefe
i:ha' little chair, and the butt-end of a boy’s leather long-lashed
ip.

The history of the house is plain now. = It was once the resi-
dence of a country squire, whose family, probably dwindling
down to mere spinsterhood, got merged in the more territorial
name of Donnithorne. It was onee the Hall; it is now the
Hall Farm. Like the life in some coast town t’hat Was once a
Wate?mg-place and is now a port, where the genteel streets
are silent and grass-grown, and the docks and warehouses bus
a.ndlresouant, f;he life at the Hall has changed its focus, ang
:}?e fo;is-ry ;:féi.lates from the parlor, but from the kitchen and

Plenty pf life there! though this is the drowsiest time of
the year, just before hay-harvest; and it is the drowsiest time
of the day too, for it is close upon three by the sun, and it is
half-past t.hree by Mrs. Poyser’s handsome eight~’day clock
Btft; 'there is always a stronger sense of life when the sun is;
brilliant after rain; and now he is pouring down his beams
and making sparkles among the wet straw, and lighting u,
egery pateh of .vivid green moss on the red tiles of the raowIj
:h ed, and turning even the muddy water that is hurrying along

e channel to the drain into a mirror for the yellow-billed
ducks, who are seizing the opportunity of getting a drink with
a8 much body in it as possible. There is quite a concert

of noises: the great bull-dog, chained against the stables, is

thrown into furious exasperation by the unwary approach of a
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cock too near the mouth of his kennel, and sends forth a thun-
dering bark, which is answered by two foxhounds shut up in
the opposite cow-house; the old top-knotted hens, scratching
with their chicks among the straw, set up a sympathetic croak-
ing as the discomfited cock joins them; a sow with her brood,
all very muddy as to the legs, and curled as to the tail, throws
in some deep staccato notes; our friends the calves are bleating
from the home croft; and, under all, a fine ear discerns the
continuous hum of human voices.

For the great barn doors are thrown wide open, and men are

busy there mending the harness, under the superintendence of
Mr. Goby the “ whittaw,” otherwise saddler, who entertains
them with the latest Treddleston gossip. It is certainly rather
an unfortunate day that Alick, the shepherd, has chosen for
having the whittaws, since the morning turned out so wet;
and Mrs. Poyser has spoken her mind pretty strongly as to
the dirt which the extra number of men’s shoes brought into
the house at dinner-time. Indeed, she has not yet recovered
her equanimity on the subject, though it is now nearly three
hours since dinner, and the house floor is perfectly clean again;
as clean as everything else in that wonderful house-place,
where the only chance of collecting a few grains of dust would
be to climb on the salt-coffer, and put your finger on the high
mantel-shelf on which the glittering brass candlesticks are
enjoying their summer sinecure; for at this time of year, of
course, every one goes to bed while it is yet light, or at least
light enough to discern the outline of objects after you have
bruised your shins against them. Surely nowhere else could
an oak clock-case and an oak table have got to such a polish
by the hand: genuine “elbow polish,” as Mrs. Poyser called
it, for she thanked God she never had any of your varnished
rubbish in her house. Hetty Sorrel often took the opportu-
nity, when her aunt’s back was turned, of looking at the pleas-
ing reflection of herself in those polished surfaces, for the oak
table was usually turned up like a screen, and was more for
ornament than for use; and she could see herself sometimes
in the great round pewter dishes that were ranged on the
shelves above the long deal dinner-table, or in the hobs of the
grate, which always shone like jasper.

THE HALL FARM. 75

Everything was looking at its brightest at this moment, for
the sun shone right on the pewter dishes, and from thei;' re-
flecting surfaces pleasant jets of light were thrown on mellow
oak and bright brass;—and on a still pleasanter object than
these; for some of the rays fell on Dinah’s finely moulded
cheek, and lit up her pale red hair to auburn, as she bent over
the heavy household linen which she was mending for her aunt
No scene could have been more peaceful, if Mrs. Poyser, wht;
was ironing a few things that still remained from the Mon-
fiay’s wash, had not been making a frequent clinking with her
iron, 'and moving to and fro whenever she wanted it to cool:
carrying the keen glance of her blue-gray eye from the kitcheli
to the dairy, where Hetty was making up the butter, and from
the dairy to the back kitchen, where Nancy was éaking the
pies ouf of the oven. Do not suppose, however, that Mrs
Poyser was elderly or shrewish in her appearance; she Waé
a good-looking woman, not more than eight-a_nd-t’hirty of
fair co_mple'xion and sandy hair, well shapen, light—footed:’the
most conspicuous article in her attire was an ample checkered
linen apron, which almost covered her skirt; and nothing could
be plainer or less noticeable than her cap and gown, for there
Was no weakness of which she was less tolerant thm; feminine
vanity, and the preference of ornament to utility. The famil
likeness between her and her niece Dinah Morris with thjer
contrast b(_atween her keenness and Dinah’s seraphic :gentleness
of expression, might have served a painter as an excellent suo-
gestion for a Martha and Mary. Their eyes were just of tﬁe
same color, but a striking test of the difference in their opera-
tlon was seen in the demeanor of Trip, the black-and-tan ter-
rier, whenever that much-suspected dog unwarily exposed him-
self to the freezing arctic ray of Mrs. Poyser’s glance. Her
tongue was not less keen than her eye, and, whenever a dam-
:el came within earshot, seemed to take up an unfinished lee-
‘:]z:,r ea?tah:;alri:]%tosglan takes up a tune, precisely at the point
: The f'act that it was churning-day was another reason why
16 was inconvenient to have the whittaws, and why, conse-
quently, Mrs. Poyser should scold Molly the housems:id with
unusual severity. To all appearance Molly had got through
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her after-dinner work in an exemplary manner, had “ cleaned
herself” with great dispatch, and now came to ask, submis-
sively, if she should sit down to her spinning till milking-time.
But this blameless conduct, according to Mrs. Poyser, shrouded
a secret indulgence of unbecoming wishes, which she now
dragged forth and held up to Molly’s view with eutting elo-
quence.
“Spinning, indeed! It isn’t spinning as you’d be at, T’1l
be bound, and let you have your own way. I never knew
your equals for gallowsness. To think of a gell o’ your age
wanting to go and sit with half-a-dozen men! T'd ha’ been
ashamed to let the words pass over my lips if I’d been you.
And you, as have been here ever since last Michaelmas, and I
hired you at Treddles’on stattits, without a bit o’ character—
as I say, you might be grateful to be hired in that way to a
respectable place; and you knew no more o’ what belongs to
work when you come here than the mawkin i’ the field. As
poor a two-fisted thing as ever I saw, you know you was.
Who taught you to scrub a floor, I should like to know?
Why, you’d leave the dirt in heaps i’ the corners—anybody
"ud think you’d mever been brought up among Christians.
And as for spinning, why, you’ve wasted as much as your
wage i’ the flax you’ve spoiled learning to spin. And you’ve
a right to feel that, and not to go about as gaping and as
thoughtless as if you was beholding to nobody. Comb the
wool for the whittaws, indeed! That’s what you’d like to be
doing, is it? That’s the way with you—that’s the road you’d
all like to go, headlongs toruin. You’re never easy till you've
gob some sweetheart as is as big a fool as yourself: you think
you’ll be finely off when you’re married, I dare say, and have
got a three-legged stool to sit on, and never a blanket to cover
you, and a bit o’ oat-cake for your dinner, as three children
are a-snatching at.”

“1'm sure I donna want £’ go wi’ the whittaws,” said Molly,
whimpering, and quite overcome by this Dantean picture of
her future, “on’y we allays used to comb the wool for’n at
Mester Ottley’s; an’ so I just axed ye. I donna want to seb
eyes on the whittaws again; I wish I may never stir if
I do.”

THE HALL FARM. 7

“Mr. Ottley’s, indeed! It’s fine talking o’ what you did at
M.r. Ottley’s. Your missis there might like her floors dirted
wi’ whittaws for what I know. There’s no knowing what
people wonna like—suech ways as I’ve heard of! I never had
a gell come into my house as seemed to know what cleaning
was; I think people live like pigs, for my part. And as tg
that Betty as was dairymaid at Trent’s before she come to me.
she’d ha’ left the cheeses withous turning from week’s end ti;
week’s end, and the dairy thralls, T might ha’ wrote my name
on ’en_.l, T.vhen I come downstairs after my illness, as the doc-
tor said 1t was inflammation—it was a mercy I g(;t well of it
.A.nd‘ to Fhm'k o’ your knowing no better, Molly, and been hen;
a-going i’ nine months, and not for want o’ talking to, neither
—and what are you stanning there for, like a jack as is run
down', {nstead o’ getting your wheel out? You’re a rare un
for sitting down to your work a little while after it’s time &
put by.” 4

“Munny, my iron’s twite told; pease put it down to warm.”

The s:pall chirruping voice that uttered this request ca,rr;e
from a little sunny-haired girl between three and four, who
seated on a high chair at the end of the ironing-tablae wa;
a'rduously clutehing the handle of a miniature iron Witi}. her
tiny fat fist, and ironing rags with an assiduity that required

her to put :
ow. pub her little red tongue out as far as anatomy would

“Cold, is it, my darling? Bless your sweet face!” said
Mzs. Poyser, who was remarkable for the facility with which
she could relapse from her official objurgatory to one of fond-
ness or of friendly converse. “Never mind! Mother’s done

her ironing now.
away.”
“Munny, T tould ’ik i
i whjttaw,d " ike to do into de barn to Tommy, to see
“No, no, no; Totty ’

] ; y 'ud get her feet wet,” said Mrs. Poys
Carrying away her iron. “Run into the d’ai Sty
He:tty make the butter.” e

: - :
% h];tould ’ike a bit o’ pum-take,” rejoined Totty, who seemed
provided with several relays of requests; at the same

time, taking the opportunity of her momentary leisure to put

She’s going to put the ironing things
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her fingers into a bowl of starch, and drag it down, so as to
empty the contents with tolerable completeness on to the iron-
ing-sheet.

“Did ever anybody see the like?” screamed Mrs. Poyser,
running toward the table when her eye had fallen on the blue
stream. ‘“The child’s allays i’ mischief if your back’s turned
a minute. What shall I do to you, you naughty, naughty
gell?”

Totty, however, had descended from her chair with great
swiftness, and was already in retreat toward the dairy with a
sort of waddling run, and an amount of fat on the nape of her
neck which made her look like the metamorphosis of a white
sucking pig.

The starch having been wiped up by Molly’s help, and the
ironing apparatus put by, Mrs. Poyser took up her knitting,
which always laid ready at hand, and was the work she liked
best, because she could earry it on automatically as she walked
to and fro. But now she eame and sat down opposite Dinah,
whom she looked at in a meditative way as she knitted her
gray worsted stocking.

“You look th’ image o’ your aunt Judith, Dinah, when you
sit a-sewing. I could almost fancy it was thirty years back,
and I was a little gell at home, looking at Judith as she sat at
her work, after she’d done the house up; only it was a little
cottage, father’s was, and not a big rambling house as gets
dirty i’ one corner as fast as you clean it in another; but for
all that, I could fancy you was your aunt Judith, only her hair
was a deal darker than yours, and she was stouter and broader
i’ the shoulders. Judith and me allays hung together, though

ghe had such queer ways, but your mother and her never
could agree. Oh! your mother little thought as she’d have a
daughter just cut out after the very pattern o’ Judith, and
leave her an orphan, too, for Judith to take care on, and bring
up with a spoon when she was in the graveyard at Stoniton,
I allays said that o’ Judith, as she’d bear a pound weight any
day to save anybody else carrying a ounce. And she was
just the same from the first o’ my remembering her; it made
no difference in her, as I could see, when she took to the

Methodists, only she talked a bit different, and wore a differ-
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ent sort o’ cap; but she’d never in her lif
ife s

he‘r‘seif more than keeping herself decent.” ey
. She was a blessed woman,” said Dinah; “God had given

er a loving, self-forgetting nature, and he perfected it by
5;?:;.]33 igdhsha twlalf wfary fond of you too, aunt Rachel. T’ve

‘A Der talk of you in the same sort of we
she had that bad illness, and I R
was only eleven ves 1
she used to say, ¢ You’ll l’la,ve a fri i bieel
: end on earth in yo

Rachel, if I'm taken from you; for she has a kinyd 1;12 9-1;1,11.?
and I’m sure I’ve found it so.” s

“I don’t know how, child:

. ) ; anybody "ud be cunning to d
;I:ztﬁ;igo dfor kjlrlou, Ihthmk; you’re like the birds o’ th’ gir Oang
¥ knows how. I’d ha’ been glad to beh ,
like a mother’s sister, if ; sptdk
y 1L you’d eome and live i’ this
;v};;re the}re’; some shelter and victual for man and b:;slilsnz.rl??é
0(:1 asgdzn 11: éwi on At,he naked hills, like poultry a-scratc:hing
ravel-bank. And then you might get i
decent man, and there’d be p] e
p.enty ready to have you, if vou’
:E.ly leave off that preaching, as is ten times Wm%e i:hanyzg (%
- n;lg your aunt Judith ever did. And even if you'd mary
]iite tfiiiieas is a poog wool-gathering Methodist, and’s nevg
a penny beforehand, I know von lg ?
you with a pig, and very like a c,m" f At Ll
: ¥, tor he’s allays b
natur’d to my kin, for all they’ ik v b
L they’re poor, and made ’e -
come to th}e house; and ’ud do for you, I’,ll be bound a:l m‘iﬂl
?ﬁei?; J‘I}e d do fgr Il;Ietty, though she’s his own nie,ee And
nen i the house as I could well spare :

! ou, for I’
g)tdlots o’ sheeting and table-clothing, and ﬁ)weI{ing’ aosri.fmt::
sq:; istlg.f. K’!?t];ere’s a piece o’ sheeting I could give yo:.t as that

.. g RItty spun—she was a rare girl to spin,

:gumt_ed, .amzl the. children couldn’t abide her; Panéi ;Eual}:lnj:fe
twf;c':pzmlfgts gomf on constant, and there’s \new’ linen wové
S 1386 as the old wears out. But where’

e as : ere’s the i
fi}limg, if ye wonna be persuaded, and settle down Iikl;s:no
withr ‘lcﬁzgan mdher sellllses, instead o’ wearing yourself ouj‘;

ng and preaching, and givin
: g away every pe y
fhe;:;l 50 as ;r;rou’ve r_l?thmg saved against sickness; irlljdn::ljlr }tfll;
> dgls you've got 1° the world, I verily believe, *ud go int
ndle no bigger nor a double cheese, And allibecause vou?vz
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got notions i’ your head about religion more nor what’s i’ the
Catechism and the Prayer-book.”

“But not more than what’s in the Bible, aunt,” said Dinah.

“Yes, and the Bible too, for that matter,” Mrs. Poyser re-
joined, rather sharply; “else why shouldn’t them as know best
what’s in the Bible—the parsons and people as have got noth-
ing to do but learn it—do the same as you do? But, for the
matter o’ that, if everybody was to do like you, the world
must come to a standstill; for if everybody tried to do with-
out house and home, and with poor eating and drinking, and
was allays talking as we must despise the things o’ the world,
as you say, I should like to know where the pick o’ the stock,
and the corn, and the best new-milk cheeses ’ud have to go.
Everybody *ud be wanting bread made o’ tail ends, and every-
body ’ud be running after everybody else to preach to ’em, in-
stead o’ bringing up their families, and laying by against a
bad harvest. It stands to sense as that can’t be the right re-
ligion.”

“Nay, dear aunt, you never heard me say that all people
are called to forsake their work and their families. It's quite
right the land should be ploughed and sowed, and the precious
corn stored, and the things of this life cared for, and right
that people should rejoice in their families, and provide for
them, so that this is done in the fear of the Lord, and that
they are not unmindful of the soul’s wants while they are car-
ing for the body. We can all be servants of God wherever
our lot is cast, but He gives us different sorts of work, accord-
ing as He fits us for it and calls us to it. I can no more help
spending my life in trying to do what I can for the souls of
others than you could help running if you heard little Totty
erying at the other end of the house; the voice would go to
your heart, you would think the dear child was in trouble or
in danger, and you couldn’t rest without running to help her
and comfort her.”

“ Ah,” said Mrs. Poyser, rising and walking toward the
door, “I know it ’ud be just the same if I was to talk to you
for hours. You’d make me the same answer, at th’ end. I
might as well talk to the running brook, and tell it to stan’
still.”
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The causeway outside the kitchen door was
for M_rls. Poyser to stand there quite pleasantlgrgxf(? D;:agehﬁ?lg:
Wwas going on in the yard, the gray worsted stoeking making a
steady progress in her hands all the while. But she had fot
}Jeen standing there more than five minutes before she came
;Enzgam, and said to Dinah, in rather a flurried, awe-stricken
_ £ I_f there isn’t Captain Donnithorne and Mr. Irwine a-com-
Ing into the yard! I’ll lay my life they’re come to speak
about your preaching on the Green, Dinah; it’s you 111)11151:
answer ’_em, for I'm damb. I’ve said enough a’ready about
your bringing such disgrace upo’ your uncle’s famil I
wouldn’t ha’ minded if you’d been Mr, Poyser’s own uiZt;e
foll_{s must put up wi’ their own kin, as they put u \E
th?il' own noses—it’s their own flesh and blood Bﬁt to
:ﬁ:}k of a nieee_o’ mine being cause o’ my husbal;d’s being
- :fvig’l; _if_ ,1,113 farm, and me brought him no fortin but
“Nay, dear aunt Rachel,” said Dinah gently, “you’ve no
cause for such fears. I’ve strong assurance tha,t'no evil will
h’appen to you a:nd my uncle and the children from anythin
I ‘:f; d.one.l I didn’t preach without direction.” <
“Direction! I know very well what you mean by direction,”
ﬁmd Mrs. Poyser, knitting in a rapid and agitated ma.nne,r
When t-here’ s a bigger maggot than usual in your head m;
cfa.ll it ¢ direction’; and then nothing can stir you—you lgok
1111:&3 ;h: sitl.'a}ﬂ:y oli 1131]3 outside o’ Treddles’on church, ﬁ-atarin’
-smilin’ whether it’s fai
m%] g s fair weather or foul. I hanna eom-
y this time the two gentlemen had r i
and had 8ot down from their horses: it wazaivlllaeii t’gleeﬁﬁzfj;;
to come I, Mrs. Poyser advanced to the door to meet them
aoul:tesymg low, and trembling between anger with Dinah a é.
anxiety fo cf)nduct herself with perfect propriety on the oct;]a-
sion. For in those days the keenest of bucolic minds felt a

whispering awe at the sight of the gentry, such as of old men

felt when they stood on tiptoe to i i
i P watch the gods passing by in

£ Wel],GMrs. Poyser,

how are you after thig stormy morn-
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ing?” said Mr. Irwine, with his stately eor('iia.lit:y. ‘,‘,Our feet
are'quita dry; we shall not soil your beautiful ﬂnor:‘ e
“Qh, sir, don’t mention it,” said Mrs. Poysil;; y
and thé Captain please to walk into the parlor.. .
“No, indeed, thank you, Mrs. Poyser‘,” ga:d the Cap ali,-
looking, eagerly round the kitchen, as 1‘fIh1cs1 zla'ysil ;vf?re s;gm
i i : elight in
i mething it could not find. :
Efchzi. i1 t}gink it is the most charming room I knt?v\f;j
T should like every farmer’s wife to come and look at i
attern.” : '
for“abﬁ you're pleased to say so, sir. Pray take a seath,” gald:
Mrs. P,oyser, relieved a little by this comphment _amd t eJG f{P
tain’s evident good humor, but still glanmpg anxiously a VIr.
Irwine, who, she saw, was looking at Dinah and advancing
¢
her. : ' ;
to‘za;g-ys:r is not at home, is he?” said Captain Donmthorn:,
seating himself where he could see along the short passage to
n dairy door.
th?‘ ONP: sir lia isn’t; he’s gone to Rosseter to see M. Wegt,
the fac;;or ;bou{a thewool. But there’s father i’ the bharn, sir,
%
if he’d be of any use.”
- fj‘[eNo thank yyou; 1l just look at the whelps and leavelal a
messag’e about them with your shepherd. Imust et};tr;ui.a?lo‘t ;‘_:};l
; have a consultatio
d see your husband; I want to :
i?{i {:iaout hgrses. Do yt;u know when he’s likely to be at
i ? 4 - - =
Ilb‘e‘}l:;l;\?hy sir, you can hardly miss him, except it’s o’ Tre(}f
dles’on fnarket day—that’s of a Friday, you kl"lOW. }:?‘ort
he’s anywhere on the farm we can send for him in a mlinl. €.
If we’d got rid o’ the Scantlands we shorald have no out ims
fields; and I should be glad of it, for if ever a.njfthmg ap
ens ’he’s sure to be gone to the Scantlands. : :_[‘h1ngs al]?y?
Eappen so contrairy, if they’ve a chance; and it’s an unnsi.t :1?3
thing to have one bit o’ your farm in one county and al
t in another.” ; :
res“ Ah, the Scantlands would go much better ’w1th Ch({yc: 8
farm e,specia‘lly as he wants dairy-land and you’ve got p .en yé
il thii]k yours is the prettiest farm on ﬁhi? estate, though {,1 ant‘
do you know, Mrs. Poyser, if 1 were going to marry and set
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tle, I should be tempted to turn you out, and do up this fine
old house, and turn farmer myself.”
“Ob, sir,” said Mrs. Poyser rather alarmed, “you wouldn’t
like it at all. As for farming, it’s putting money into your
pocket wi’ your right hand and fetehing it out wi’ your left,
As fur as I can see, it’s raising vietual for other folks, and
just getting a mouthful for yourself and your children ag you
goalong. Not as you’d be like a Poor man as wants to get his
bread; you could afford to lose ag much money as you liked i’
farming; but it’s poor fun losing money, I should think,
though I understan’ it’s what the great folks i’ London play
at more than anything, For my husband heard at market ag
Lord Dacey’s eldest son had lost thousands upo’ thousands to
the Prince o’ Wales, and they said my lady was going to pawn
her jewels to pay for him. But you know more about that
than I do, sir. But as for farming, sir, I canna think ag
you’d like it; and this house—the draughts in it are enough
to cut you through, and it’s Iy opinion the floors upstairs are
very rotten, and the rats i’ the cellar are beyond anything,”
“Why, that’s a terrible picture, Mrs. Poyser. T think T
should be doing you a service to turn you out of such a place.
But there’s no chance of tha, I’m not likely to settle for the
next twenty years, till I’'m a stout gentleman of forty; and

Iny grandfather would never consent to part with suech good
tenants as you.”

“Well, sir, if he thinks so well o’ Mr.
I wish you could pubina w
gates for the Fiye closes,
asking till he’s tired, and
farm, and’s never had a
or good. And as T
Pm sure if the Capt

Poyser for a tenant,
ord for him to allow us some new
for my husband’s been asking and
to think o’ what he’s done for the
penny allowed him, be the times bad
ve said to my husband often and often,
ain had anything to do with it, it wouldn’t
be so. Not as T wish to speak disrespectful 0’ them as have
got the power i’ their hands, but it’s more than flesh and
blood "ull bear sometimes, to be toiling and striving, and up
early and down late, and hardly sleeping a wink when vou lie
d{?wn for thinking as the cheese may swell, or the cows may

slip their calf, or the wheat may grow green again i’ the sheaf

—-and after all, at th’ end o the year, it’s like as if you’d
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i ur
been cooking a feast and had got the snell of it for yo
Paiﬁ?isr.” Poyser, once launched into convetsa,tiﬂn, a,lw?gl sa.iic:,i
al B;vith?)ut :any cheek from her preliminary awefo : {;as i%,ion

. The confidence she felt in her own powers o1 €xp
trg:a;, a motive force that overcame all res{sta.ne%: bt
w “T’m afraid I should only do harm mstea” ; (]igthe,’cap-
ere to speak about the gates, Mrs. Poyser, sﬁ] v
:s.i.u “though I assure you there’s no matljl 0{1; g,
wou’ld sooner say a word for than your 1.11.13‘ and. e
farm is in better order than any other V:G']rthm“tiné o
a?nrd as for the kitehen,” he added, smﬂgg,ﬁh byonl’ve i
: : it. By the by,
’s one in the kingdom to beat it : .”
:2:;"';,“ dairy : I must see your dairy, _Mls. P%y::;y e
“Indeed, sir, it’s not fit for you to k%o in, fo; Lharbnon
i / ing the butter, for the churning . a4
mlgdi? . B:J;tkén Eshamed.” ’This Mrs. Poyser said lz;gbhlzi;
az.d bieging that the Captain was .really mte;:s;tﬁe a‘mpear-
?ﬁﬂk-pans, and would adjust his opinion of her p
d . ; ) 'd
an?‘e()ohf }ﬁe ful)rgoubt it’s in capital order. Take n;a 11;,3 : sfa;l-
the Gai)ta.in, himself leading the way, while Mrs, Poy

lowed.

CHAPTER VIL

THE DAIRY.

- ; t
i king at: it was a scene
iry was certainly worth loo
i ‘:f{g: ;103; l;vfr"n:h a sort of calenture in hot and dusty _sfr:zzz;&-
i T coolness, such purity, such fresh fragrance of ne\g }zhed 5
2?:29% of ﬁn,n butter, of wooden vessels perpetually ba

pure water; such soft ¢
surfaces, brown wood an

oloring of red earthenware and creaFni
d polished tin, gray limestone a]?.d rie

i s,
orange-red rust on the iron weights and hooksllaudhe I1ntgheeJr
But one gets only a confused notion of these detai stw 2 e
surround a distractingly pretty girl of seventeen, standing

i i of |
little pattens and rounding her dimpled arm to lift a pound .‘

butter out of the scale.

i

Hetty blushed a deep rose-color when Captain Donnithorne
entered the dairy and spoke to her; but it was not at all a dig-
tressed blush, for it was inwreathed with smiles and dimples,
and with sparkles from under long curled dark eyelashes; and
while her aunt was discoursing to him about the limited
amount of milk that was to be spared for butter and cheese so
long as the calves were not all weaned, and a large quantity
but inferior quality of milk yielded by the short-horn, which
had been bought on experiment, together with other matters
which must be interesting to a young gentleman who would
one day be a landlord, Hetty tossed and patted her pound of
butter with quite a self-possessed, coquettish air, slyly con-
scious that no turn of her head was lost.

There are various orders of beauty, causing men to make
fools of themselves in various styles, from the desperate to the
sheepish; but there is one order of beauty which seems made
to turn the heads not only of men » but of al
mals, even of women. It is g beauty like that of kittens, or
very small downy ducks making gentle rippling noises with
their soft bills, or babies just beginning to toddle and to en-
gage in conscious mischief—a beauty with which you can never
be angry, but that you feel ready to crush for inability to com-
prehend the state of mind into which it throws you. Hetty
Sorrel’s was that sort of beauty. Her aunt, Mrs, Poyser,
who professed to despise all personal attractions, and intended
to be the severest of mentors, continually gazed at Hetty’s
charms by the sly, fascinated in spite of herself; and after
administering such g scolding as naturally flowed from her
anxiety to do well by her husband’s niece—who had no mother
of her own to scold her, poor thing!—she would often confess
% her husband, when they were safe out of hearing, that she
firmly believed “the naughtier the little hussy behaved, the
Prettier she looked.”

It is of little use for me to tell you that Hetty’s cheek was
like a rose petal, that dimples played about her pouting lips,
that her large dark eyes hid a soft roguishness under their
long lashes, and that her curly hair, though all pushed back
under her round cap while she was at work, stole back in dark
delicate rings on her forehead, and about her white shell-like

1 intelligent mam-




