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by the clock. But anybody besides yourself ’ud mind about
such things happening to them as think a deal more of you
than you deserve. But Adam Bede and all his kin might be
drownded for what you’d care—you’d be perking at the glass
the next minute.”

« A dam Bede—drowned?” said Hetty, letting her arms fall,
and looking rather bewildered, but suspecting that her aunt
was as usual exaggerating with a didactic purpose.

“No, my dear, no,” said Dinah, kindly, for Mrs. Poyser
had passed on to the pantry without deigning more precise
information. “Not Adam. Adam’s father, the old man, is
drowned. He was drowned last night in the Willow Brook.
Mz. Irwine has just told me about it.”

% Qh, how dreadful!” said Hetty, looking serious, but not
deeply affected; and as Molly now entered with the dock-
Jeaves, she took them silently and returned to the dairy with-

out asking further questions.

—_——

CHAPTER IX.
HETTY’S WORLD,

Ware she adjusted the broad leaves that set off the pale
fragrant butter as the primrose is set off by its nest of green,
I am afraid Hetty was thinking a great deal more of the looks
Captain Donnithorne had cast at her than of Adam and his
troubles. Bright, admiring glances from a handsome young
gentleman, with white hands, a gold chain, occasional regi-
mentals, and wealth and grandeur immeasurable—those were
the warm rays that set poor Hetty’s heart vibrating, and play-
ing its little foolish tunes over and over again. ‘We do not
Tear that Memnon’s statue gave forth its melody at all under
the rushing of the mightiest wind, or in response to any other
influence divine or human than certain short-lived sunbeams of
morning; and we must learn to accommodate ourselves to the

discovery that some of those cunningly fashioned instruments
called human souls have only a very limited range of music,
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Adam, and would be pleased for her to marry him. For those
were times when there was no rigid demarcation of rank
between the farmer and the respectable artisan, and on the
home hearth, as well as in the public house, they might be seen
taking their jug of ale together; the farmer having a latent
sense of capital, and of weight in parish affairs, which sus-
tained him under his conspicuous inferiority in conversation.
Martin Poyser was not a frequenter of public houses, but he
liked a friendly chat over his own home-brewed; and though
it was pleasant to lay down the law to a stupid neighbor who
had no notion how to make the best of his farm, it was also
an agreeable variety to learn something from a clever fellow
like Adam Bede. Accordingly, for the last three years—ever
since he had superintended the building of the new barn—
Adam had always been made welcome at the Hall Farm, es-
pecially of a winter evening, when the whole family, in patri-
archal fashion, master and mistress, children and servants,
were assembled in that glorious kitchen, at well-graduated
distances from the blazing fire. And for the last two years,
at least, Hetty had been in the habit of hearing her uncle
say, “ Adam Bede may be working for wage now, but he’ll be
a master-man some day, as sure as I sit in this chair. Mester
Burge is in the right on’t to want him to go partners and
marry his daughter, if it’s true what they say; the woman as
marries him ’ull have a good take, be’t Lady-day or Michael-
mas,”—a remark which Mrs. Poyser always foilowed up with
her cordial assent. “Ah,” she would say, “it’s all very fine
having a ready-made rich man, but may-happen he’ll be a
ready-made fool; and it’s no use filling your pocket full o’
money if you’ve got a hole in the corner. It’11 do you no
good to sit in a spring-cart o’ your own if youw’ve got a soff
to drive you: he’ll soon turn you over into the ditch. I allays
said I’d never marry a man as had got no brains; for where's
the use of a woman having brains of her own if she’s tackled
te a geck as everybody’s a-laughing at? She might as well
dress herself fine to sit back’ards on a donkey.”
These expressions, though figurative, sufficiently indicated
the bent of Mrs. Poyser’s mind with regard to Adam; and
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white stoekings; to have some large beautiful ear-rings, such as
were all the fashion; to have Nottingham lace round the top
of her gown, and something to make her handkerchief smell
nice, like Miss Lydia Donnithorne’s when she drew it out at
church; and unot to be obliged to get up early or be scolded by
anybody. She thought, if Adam had been rich and could have
given her these things, she loved him well enough to marry
him.,

But for the last fow weeks a new influence had come over
Hetty—vague, atmospheric, shaping itself into no self-con-
fessed hopes or prospects, but producing a pleasant narcotic
effect, making her tread the ground and go about her work in
a sort of dream, unconscious of weight or effort, and showing
her all things through a soft, liquid veil, as if she were living
not in this solid world of brick and stone, but in a beautiful
world, such as the sun lights up for us in the waters. Hetty
had become aware that Mr. Arthur Donunithorne would take a
good deal of trouble for the chance of seeing her; that he al-
ways placed himself at church so as to have the fullest view
of her both sitting and standing; that he was constantly find-
ing reasons for calling at the Hall Farm, and always would
contrive to say something for the sake of making her speak to
him and look at him. The poor child no more conceived at
present the idea that the young squire could ever be her lover
than a baker’s pretty daughter in the crowd, whom a young
emperor distinguishes by an ijmperial but admiring smile,
conceives that she shall be made empress. But the baker’s
daughter goes home and dreams of the handsome young em-
peror, and perhaps weighs the flour amiss while she is think-
ing what a heavenly lot it must be to have him for a husband:
and so poor Hetty had got a face and a presence haunting her
waking and sleeping dreams; bright, soft glances had pene-
trated her, and suffused her life with a strange, happy lan-
guor. The eyes that shed those glances were really not half
go fine as Adam’s, which sometimes looked at her with a sad,
beseeching tenderness; but they had found a ready medium
in Hetty’s little silly imagination, whereas Adam’s could get
no entrance through that atmosphere. For three weeks, ab
least, her inward life had consisted of little else than living
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“What fascinated you so in Mrs. Poyser’s dairy, Arthur?
Have you become an amateur of damp quarries and skimming-
dishes??”

Arthur knew the Rector too well to suppose that a clever
invention would be of any use, so he said, with his accus-
tomed frankness,—

“No, I went to look at the pretty butter-maker, Hetty Sor-
rel. She’s a perfect Hebe; and if I were an artist I would
paint her. It’s amazing what pretfy girls one sees among the
farmers’ daughters, when the men are such clowns. That
common round red face one sees sometimes in the men—all
cheek and no features, like Martin Poyser’s—comes ouf in the
women of the family as the most charming phiz imaginable.”

“Well, I have no objection to your contemplating Hetty in
an artistic light, but T must not have you feeding her vanity,
and filling her little noddle with the notion that she’s a great
beauty, attractive to fine gentlemen, or you will spoil her for
a poor man’s wife—honest Craig’s, for example, whom I have
seen bestowing soft glances on her. The little puss seems
already to have airs enough to make a husband as miserable
as it’s a law of nature for a quieb man to be when he marries
a beauty. Apropos of marrying, I hope our friend Adam will
get settled, now the poor old man’s gone. He will only have
his mother to keep in future, and I’ve a notion that there’s a
kindness between him and that nice modest girl, Mary Burge,
from something that fell from old Jonathan one day when L
was talking to him. But when I mentioned the subject to
Adam he looked uneasy, and turned the conversation. I sup-
pose the love-making doesn’t run smooth, or perhaps Adam
hangs back till he’s in a better position. He has independ-

ence of spirit enough for two men—rather an excess of pride,
if anything.”

“That would be a capital match for Adam. He would slip
into old Burge’s shoes, and make a fine thing of that building
business, I’1l answer for him. I should like to see him well
gettled in this parish; he would be ready then to act as my
grand vizier when I wanted one. We could plan no end of
repairs and improvements together. I’ve never seen the girl,
though, I think—at least I’ve never looked at her.”
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CHAPTER X.

DINAH VISITS LISBETH.
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window which had hitherto freely let in the frosty moonlight
or the warm summer sunrise on the working man’s slumber
must now be darkened with a fair white sheet, for this was
the sleep which is as sacred under the bare rafters as in ceiled
houses. Lisbeth had even mended a long-neglected and un-
noticeable rent in the checkered bit of bed-curtain; for the
moments were few and precious now in which she would be
able to do the smallest office of respect or love for the still
corpse, to which in all her thoughts she attributed some con-
sciousness. Qur dead are never dead to us until we have for-
gotten them: they can be injured by us, they can be wounded;
they know all our penitence, all our aching sense that their
place is empty, all the kisses we bestow on the smallest relic
of their presence. And the aged peasant-woman most of all
believes that her dead are conseious. Decent burial was what
Lisbeth had been thinking of for herself through years of
thrift, with an indistinct expectation that she should know
when she was being carried to the churchyard, followed by
her husband and her sons; and now she felt as if the greatest
work of her life were to be done in seeing that Thias was
buried decently before her—under the white thorn, where once,
in a dream, she had thought she lay in the coffin, yet all the
while saw the sunshine above, and smelt the white blossoms
that were so thick upon the thorn the Sunday she went to be
churched after Adam was born,

But now she had done everything that could be done to-
day in the chamber of death—had done it all herself, with
some aid from her sons in lifting, for she would let no one
be fetched to help her from the village, not being fond of
female neighbors generally; and her favorite Dolly, the old
housekeeper at Mr. Burge’s, who had come to condole with
her in the morning as soon as she heard of Thias’s death, was
too dim-sighted to be of much use. She had locked the door,
and now held the key in her hand, asshe threw herself weari-
ly into a chair that stood out of its place in the middle of the
house floor, where in ordinary times she would never have
consented to sit. The kitchen had had none of her atten-
tion that day; it was soiled with the tread of muddy shoes,
and untidy with clothes and other objects out of place. But
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his mother rose from her chair, he said—
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gh bench, his head supported by
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long planing-table in the middle of the workshop. It seemed
as if he had sat down for a few minutes’ rest, and had fallen
asleep without slipping from his first attitude of sad, fatigued
thought. His face, unwashed since yesterday, looked pallid
and clammy; his hair was tossed shaggily about his forehead,
and his closed eyes had the sunken look which
watching and sorrow. His brow was knit, and
had an expression of weariness and pain.
uneasy, for he sat on his haunches, resting his nose on his
master’s stretched-out leg, and dividing the time between
licking the hand that hung listlessly down and glancing with
a listening air toward the door. The poor dog was hungry
and restless, but would not leave his master, and was waibing
impatiently for some change in the scene, It was owing to
this feeling on Gyp’s part that when Lisbeth ecame into the
workshop, and advanced foward Adam es noiselessly as ghe
could, her intention not to awake him was immediately de-
feated; for Gyp’s excitement was too great to find vent in
anything short of g sharp bark, and in a moment Adam opened
his eyes and saw his mother standing before him, It was not
very unlike his dream, for his sleep had been little more than
living through again, in a fevered delirions way, all that had
happened since daybreak, and his mother with her fretful
grief was present to him through it all. The chief difference
between the reality and the vision was that in his dream
Hetty wag continually coming before him in bodily presence—
strangely mingling herself as an actor in scenes with which
she had nothing to do. She was even by the Willow Brook;
she made his mother an gry by coming into the house; and he
met her with her smart clothes quite wet through, as he
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o ’011 ne’er anger thee no more; an’ thy ,mother mz:lytg
g UL‘c. + him—_the sooner the better—for I’'m no goo v
e o One old coat *ull do to patch another, but i z
nobgdfy m;‘;aght else. Thee'dst like to ha’ a wife to m}fnr
%]2; clcc:shes an’ get thy victual, 1ﬁbet‘cu&n: '1:;:.1‘ ’ﬂ?’tﬁde ggun:y._
An’ T shall be nought but cumber, a-si I;n' Mo

mer.” (2 winced and moved uneasily; ed,
Z(l)llzﬁl;ngssiodaiiar his mother speak of tHgtty. )to“g f!.::to 1fm 211;3;'
i 2 2 ? wanted me
-l hadoltgeifl’f{:: (}iensofﬂdhio more ha’ done Wi’o‘ut me

Sy '?l[; o’ tlf;a scissars can do wi'out th’ other. Lh,l dwe

o Gnehm’ been both flung away together, an’ then I shou 1,123.

Sh?uld E";his day, an’ one buryin’ *ud ha’ done for us bot.h.h

haffeizn Lisbeth ;)aused, but Adam sat in pellmed sﬂex;ce_z d : e:

1d not speak otherwise than tenderly to h}s mo_ther (I) 3;;

R fd not help being irritated by this plaint. It w

iy cf)‘:le for poor Lisbeth to know how it affected Adam,

iy 13031?; than it is possible for a wounded dog to knowlh(.m:

;]-JSF ;1“0(;.:13 affect the nerves of his master. Like al.l &mmpJG }?;3’

i:l women, she complained in the expectation of beT gdszg e

angd when ,Adam said nothing she was only prompte

Plﬂ‘-‘lii ]1?1;};:' zifzglii-uldst do better wi’out me, f(?r thee cogltts;

here thee likedst, an’ marry them as thee likedst. 1 :hee

St ant to say thee nay, let thee bring home who >

dOf?&I"‘Vd ne’er open my lips to find faut, for when folks is % :

Wt: -’3’ no use, they may think theirsens: well off to. ’get t‘];;}’ ]l_f

311, the sup {:hough they’n to swallow 11.1 words wi’t. B

iﬁee’st set,thy heart on a lass as’ll brmg’ thee noug a.non

waste all, when thee mightest ha’ them as ’ud make a man

- mother’s querulous grie
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thee, I’1l say nought, now thy feyther’s dead an’
for I’'m no better nor an old haft when the blade’s

Adam, unable to bear this any longer,
the bench, and walked out of the worksho
But Lisbeth followed him.

“Thee wutna go upstairs an’ see thy feyther, then? I’n

done everythin’ now, an’ he’d like thee to go an’ look at
him, for he war allays so pleased when thee wast mild to
him.”

drownded,
gone.”

rose silently from
p into the kitchen,

Adam turned round at once and said, “Yes, mother; let us
g0 upstairs. Come, Seth, let us go together.”

They went upstairs, and for five minutes all was silence,
Then the key was turned again, and there was a sound of
footsteps on the stairs,

But Adam did not come down again;
he was too weary and worn out to encounter more of hig

f, and he went to rest on his bed.
Lisbeth no sooner entered the kitchen and sat down than she

threw her apron over her head, and began to cry and moan,
and rock herself as before, Seth thought, “She will be
quieter by and by, now we have been upstairs * ; and he went
into the back kitchen again, to tend his little fire, hoping that
he should presently induce her to have some tea.

Lisbeth had been rocking herself in this way for more than
five minutes, giving a low moan with every forward movement
of her body, when she suddenly felt a hand placed gently on
hers, and a sweet treble voice said to her, “Dear sister, the
Lord has sent me to see if I can be a comfort to you.”

Lisbeth paused, in a listening attitude, without removing
her apron from her face, The voice was strange to her,
Could it be her sister’s spirit come back to her from the dead
after all those years? She trembled, and dared not look,

Dinah, believing that this pause of wonder was in itself a
relief for the S0rrowing woman, said no more just yet, but
quietly took off her bonnet, and then, motioning silence to
Seth, who, on hearing her voice, had come in with a beating

heart, laid one hand on the back of Lisbeth’s chair, and
leaned over her, that she might be aware of a friendly pres-
ence.

Slowly Lisbeth drew down her apron, and timidly she opened
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her dim dark eyes. She saw nothing at first but i faeek—ni pzlzlrz{,l
i i y 7 d it was quite unknow
ale face, with loving gray eyes, and 1 : '
}I;er He,r wonder increased ; perhaps ;t 12,1@5 ari ﬁii}s E:;inm
. i i id her hand on Lis gain,
the same instant Dinah had laid ] o
tit. It was a much smaller
and the old woman looked down a : : el
i t white and delicate, for Dina
hand than her own, but it was no
i ' d her hand bore the traces
d never worn a glove in her life, an '
1;2. labor from her childhood upward. I.:Ls‘?)eth looked eam'estly
at the hand for a moment, and then, fixing her eyes ag;mt on
Dinah’s face, said, with something of restored courage, but in
a tone of surprise— o
“Why, ye’re a workin’ woman ; iz
8 Yesfr’Iya.m Dinah Morris, and I work in the cotton-mill
hen I am at home.” : . ;
& ‘?ihl"’ said Lisbeth slowly, still wondering; 'y,e comed in
so light, like the shadow on the wall, an’ SIEOk,B 1 ;Jltyhea; az:
i it. Ye’ve got a’most the
I thought ye might be a sperri : : i
i ibti dam’s new Bible.
? one as is a-sittin’ on the grave i’ A
: ‘(‘n; come from the Hall Farm now. You know Mrs. ]:’ogser
she’s my aunt, and she has heard of your greaﬁ aiﬂwtﬁoi,)
o if I can be any he
d is very sorry; and I’m come to see1
::you in ;rour trt;uble; for I know your sons Adam and Seth,
and I know you have no daughter; and when the clergymaaiI
told me how the hand of God was heavy upgntyou, my ilgalje
come 2
ut toward you, and I felt a command to :
::)e)nrgugin the place of’ a daughter in this grief, if you will let
» :
mP:; Ah! I know who y’ are now; y’ are a Methody, like
Seth; h.e’s tould me on you,” said Lisbeth, fretfully, her over-
owe’l‘ing sense of pain returning, now her .W(mdf:r was g]_tlme.
BYe’ll make it out as trouble’s a good thing, like ]a;e ;s. ags
does. But where’s the use ¢ talkin’ to nsifi a—f.hat n.k mee
; i’ talkin’. ¥Ye’ll ne’er make
na make the smart less wi’ ta s
(‘:)lelieve as it’s better for me not to ha’ my old man die m, 8 becg,
if he must die, an’ ha’ the parson to pray by him, a:tx mi 0
sit by him, an’ tell him ne’er to mind th’ ill Yvorr_ls 1 vogiten
him {;ome‘;imes when I war angered, an’ to gi’ him alblt Zn
a sup, as long asa bit an’ a sup he’d swallow., But eh! to 1?
i the’ cold water, an’ us close to him, an’ ne’er to know; an
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me a-sleepin’, as if T ne’er belonged to him no more nor if he’d

been a journeyman tramp from nobody knows where! »

Here Lisbeth began to cry and rock herself again; and
Dinah said—

“Yes, dear friend, your affliction is great. It would be
hardness of heart to say that your trouble was not heavy to
bear. God didn’t send me to you to make light of your sor-
row, but to mourn with you, if you will let me. If you had
a table spread for a feast, and was making merry with your
friends, you would think it was kind to let me come and sit
down and rejoice with you, because you’d think I should like
to share those good things; but I should like better to share
in your trouble and your labor, and it would seem harder to
me if you denied me that. You won’t send me away? You’re
not angry with me for coming? »

“Nay, nay; angered! who said I war angered? It war

good on you to come. An’ Seth, why donna ye get her some
tay? Ye war in a hurry to get some for me, as had no need,
but ye donna think o’ gettin’ ’t for them as wants it.  8if ye
down; sit ye down. I thank you kindly for comin’, for it’s
little wage ye get by walkin’ through the wet fields to see an
old woman like me. . . . Nay, I'n got no daughter o’ my
own—ne’er had one—an’ I warna sorry, for they’re poor
queechy things, gells is; I allays wanted to ha’ lads, as could
fend for theirsens. An’ the lads ’ull be marryin’—1T shall ha’
daughters eno’, an’ too many. But now, do ye make the tay
as ye like it, for I’n got no taste ¥’ my mouth this day— it’s
all one what I swaller—it’s all got the taste o’ sorrow wi’t,”

Dinah took care not to betray that she had had her tea, and
accepted Lisbeth’s invitation very readily, for the sake of per-
suading the old woman herself to take the food and drink she
80 much needed after a day of hard work and fasting.

Seth was so happy now Dinah was in the house that he
could not help thinking her presence was worth purchasing
with a life in which grief incessantly followed upon grief; but
the next moment he reproached himself—it was almost as if he
Were rejoicing in his father’s sad death, Nevertheless the joy
of being with Dinah would triumph: it was like the influence
of clima,teé which no resistance can overcome. And the feel
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ine even suffused itself over his face so as to attraet his moth-
in his (
evg s notice while she was drinking her t'ea:. P i
“Thee may’st well talk o’ trouble bein iia, fso s \g;dst i)
i ’st as if thee
hriv’st on’t. Thee look’s L
s thf;? J:arela ai’ cumber nor when thee w:.tsi: 2 bak.);b{ha. lglzs
mo;]ei i’ th’ cradle. For thee’dst allayslhe still wi . y zk_
awnean’ Adam ne’er ’ud lie still a minute when e’ :: :
UIP;:(]., Thee wast allays like a bag o’ meal as can n:e i
?) is:ed—though, for the matter o’ that, thy poclzr kymo L
w:;lr just such another. Bub ye’ Yo got the sa.i:c’xe W{;? A
(here Lisbeth turned to Diﬂa}fl); f‘ It reikoz ;o:t i,
. Not as I’m a-findin’ faut wi' y e -
Meﬂ;?ldfo be frettin’, an’ somehow ye looken scnry, teoi‘k;E *:o
- l(i if the Methodies are fond ©’ troub,le, tht?y re 1i S
v;le"e- it’s a pity they canna ha’t all, an’ take it awfay £
th;i 9:s donna like it. I could ha’ gi’en’em plenty ;t‘1(1}rnight.
1 7
1d man I war worreted from morn %l :
iﬁi i%:e}nle?;yggne, T’d be glad for the worst o’er agz;i.ﬁng o
i 1 e any
& » gaid Dinah, careful not to oppos -
Lisbz’:}?;s for her reliance, in her smalle;i; 1:0;(1111 sa{.}nioisgn f.;
i . - - a
ivine guidance always issued In e
zn taw(i;jz? pfoceeds from acute and reaclly sympa.*nlzlydE y:]i;
Iae ember, too, when my dear aunt d_led, I. longt}a1 r;lrence
iinlil of he{' bad cough in the nights, instead of K &:1 Sdrink_
:zat came when she was gone. But now,’ dear friend,
; a little more.’
is other cup of tea and eat a lhtt b
thl‘s"%’hzt! b I;aid Lisbeth, taking the cup, and spiai;k;ngt 1]11;]1&
less querulous tone, “had ye got no feyther and mother, ;
HH
7 sorry about your aunt?
as‘?%:a; sx?everryknew a father or mother; my aunt brouilg:
eu from a baby. She had no children, for -Sh? W;S neher
Earriped, and she brought me up as tenderly as if I'd been
hild.” e
s Ii‘.}hl she’d fine work wi’ ye, T'll warrant, bringin’ ,y?l uI;
from a’ babby, an’ her a lone woman—it’s ill bnngn; ];Pag
c::c'le lamb ]’But‘. I dare say ye warna franzy, fcl)lr tyg.do;e .
16 i life. But what di
if ye'd ne’er been angered i’ your G
lvih};z your aunt died, an’ why didna ye comg ”to live in thi
country, bein’ as Mrs. Poyser’s your aunt t00?
2
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Dinah, seeing that T.isheth’
her the story of her early life
to work hard, and what sort

many people had a hard life there—all the details that she

thought likely to interest Lisbeth. Tke old woman listened,
and forgot to be fretful, unconsciously subject to the soothing
influence of Dinah’s face and voice.

After a while she was
persuaded to let the kitchen be made tidy; for Dinah was

bent on this, believing that the sense of order and quietude
around her would help in disposing Lisbeth to join in the
prayer she longed to pour forth at hep side. Seth, mean-
while, went out to chop wood; for he surmised that Dinah
would like to be left alone with hig mother,

Lisbeth sat watching her as she moved about in her still
quick way, and said at last, “Ye’ve got a notion o’ cleanin’
up. I wouldna mind ha’in ye for a daughter, for ye wouldna
spend the lad’s wage i’ fine clothes an’ waste. Ye’re not like

the lasses o’ this countryside. T reckon folks is different at
Snowfield from what they are here.”

“They have a different sort of life,
Dinah; “they work at different thi
many in the mines, in
heart of man is the same
dren of this world and th
elsewhere. But we’
this country.”

“Well, I didna know as the Methody women war like ye,
for there’s Will Maskery’s wife, as the Y say’s a big Methody,
isna pleasant to look at, at all.

T’d as lief look at a tooad.
An’ Pm thinkin’ T wouldna mind if ye'd stay an’ sleep here,

for T should like to see ye ¥’ th’ house 1’ th’ mornin’. But
may-happen they’ll be lookin® for ye at Mester Poyser’s.”

“No,” said Dinah, “they don’t expect me, and T should like
to stay, if you’ll let me.”

“Well, there’s room; I'n got my bed laid i? th’ little room
o’er the back kitehen, an’ ye can Jie beside me. T’d be glad
to ha’ ye wi’ me to speak to i’ th’ night, for ye’ve got a nico
way o’ talkin’. It puts me ¥’ mind o’ the swallows as was
under the thack last ’ear; when they fust begun to sing low

s aftention was attracted, told
—how she had been brought up
of place Snowfield was, and how

many of ’em,” said
ngs—some in the mill, and
the villages round about. But the
everywhere, and there are the chijl-
e children of light there ag well as
Ve many more Methodists there than in
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an’ soft-like i’ th’ mornin’. Eh, but my old man war fond o’
them birds! an’ so war Adam, but they’n ne’er comed again
this ’ear. Happen they're dead too.”

“There,” said Dinah, “now the kitchen looks tidy, and
now, dear mother—for I’m you daughter to-night, you know
—1I should like you to wash your face and have a clean cap
on. Do you remember what David did when God took away
his child from him? While the child was yet alive he fasted
and prayed to God to spare it, and he would neither eat nor
drink, but lay on the ground all night, beseeching God for the
child. But when he knew it was dead he rose up from the
ground and washed and anointed himself, and changed his
clothes, and ate and drank; and when they asked him how it
was that he seemed to have leff off grieving now the child
was dead, he said, * While the child was yet alive, I fasted and
wept; for I said, Who can tell whether God will be gracious
to me, that the child may live? But now he is dead, where-
fore should I fast? can I bring him back again? I shall go to
him, but he shall not return to me.’

“Eh, that’s a true word,” said Lisbeth. * Yea, my old
man wonna come back to me, but I shall go to him—the
sooner the better. 'Well, ye may do as ye like wi’ me: there’s
a clean eap i’ that drawer, an’ T’ll go 1’ the back kitchen an’
wash my face. An’ Seth, thee may’st reach down Adam’s
new Bible wi’ th? picters in, an’ she shall read us a chapter.
Eh, I like them words—* I shall go to him, but he wonna come
back to me.” ?

Dinah and Seth were both inwardly offering thanks for the
greater quietness of spirit that had come over Lisbeth. This
was what Dinah had been trying to bring about, through all
her still sympathy and absence from exhortation. From her
girlhood upward she had had experience among the sick and
the mourning, among minds hardened and shrivelled through
poverty and ignorance, and had gained the subtlest perception
of the mode in which they could best be touched, and softened
into willingness to receive words of spiritual consolation
or warning. As Dinah expressed it, “she was never left to
herself; but it was always given her when to keep silence
and when fo speak,” And do we not all agree to call rapid
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thought and noble im
our subtlest analysis
as Dinah did, that ou
all given to us.

And so there was earnest i
ok sl prayer—there was faith, love, and

orth that evening in the I i
: ittle kitchen,
iiz];;i 2:%1}'1 agid ff'etful Lisbeth, without grasping any distili]clzt
- ,a 7 out going through any course of religious emotiong
gue sense of goodness and love, and of something righi

lying underneath and b i
e eyond all this

pulse by the name of Inspiration? After
of the mental process, we must still say.
r highest thoughts and our hest deeds ar;

CHAPTER XI.

IN THE COTTAGE,

Ir was but half-
' ] past four the next
tlrec’t.of lying awake listenin -
growing light throy

‘morning when Dinah
g to th_e birds, and watching th;
little window in the garret roof,

ietly, lest she should
But already some one else was astir in the

house, and had i
gone downstairs, preceded b
: : y Gyp. Th 2
gz.:;:.:mgg :t%)_ Was a sure sign that it was A%igm whi ?egni
i n,] org Hk;};htowgs Iéothaware of this, and she thought it
e eth, for he had tol
’ : ) ad told her ho
’ :{1 s.tayed up working the night before, Seth howe:zef imz
exgti)ust i;;vakened at the sound of the openi;ng door : Tlai
g Influence of the previoug g i ] :
b § day, heightened at 1
anl;aélo z_lunexpe?ted Presence, had no; been counterac;:(; EY
1y weariness, for he had not done his ordinary amoun{

But Ati

am had been refreshed by ki
? ‘ _ ' y his Io i
his habitual lmpatience of mere passivitynlglerii:fs 5:;:6:1?;




