ADAM BEDE.

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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begin the new day, and subdue sadness by his strong will and
strong arm. The white mist lay in the valley; it was going
to be a bright warm day, and he would start to work again
when he had had his breakfast.

“There’s nothing but what’s bearable as long as a man
can work,” he said to himself: “the natur’ o’ things doesn’t
change, though it seems as if one’s own life was nothing but
change. The square o’ four is sixteen, and you must lengthen
your lever in proportion to your weight, is as true when a
man’s miserable as when he’s happy; and the best o’ working
is, it gives you a grip hold o’ things outside your own lot.”

As he dashed the cold water over his head and face, he felt
completely himself again, and with his black eyes as keen as
ever, and his thick black hair all glistening with the fresh
moisture, he went into the workshop to look out the wood for
his father’s coffin, intending that he and Seth should carry it
with them to Jonathan Burge’s, and have the coffin made by
one of the workmen there, so that his mother might not see and
hear the sad task going forward at home.

He had just gone into the workshop when his quick ear
detected a light rapid foot on the stairs—certainly not his
mother’s. He had been in bed and asleep when Dinah had
come in, in the evening, and now he wondered whose step this
could be. A foolish thought came, and moved him strangely.
As if it could be Hetty! She was the last person likely to be
in the house. And yet he felt reluctant to go and look, and
have the clear proof that it was some one else. He stood
leaning on a plank he had taken hold of, listening to sounds
which his imagination interpreted for him so pleasantly that
the keen strong face became suffused with a timid tenderness.
The light footstep moved about the kitchen, followed by the
sound of the sweeping-brush, hardly making so much noise
as the lightest breeze that chases the autumn leaves along

the dusty path; and Adam’s imagination saw a dimpled face,
with dark bright eyes and roguish smiles, looking backward
at this brush, and a rounded figure just leaning a little to
clasp the handle. A very foolish thought—it could not be
Hetty; but the only way of dismissing such nonsense from his
head was to go and see who it was, for his fancy only got
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me to come; and so is my uncle, T’m sure, now he’s heard i%,
but he was gone out to Rosseter all yesterday. They’ll look
for you there as soon as you’ve got time to go, for there’s no-
body round that hearth but what’s glad to see you.”

Dinah, with her sympathetic divination, knew quite well
that Adam was longing to hear if Hetty had said anything
about their trouble; she was too rigorously truthful for be-
nevolent invention, but she had contrived to say something in
which Hetty was tacitly included. Love has a way of cheat-
ing itself consciously, like a child who plays at solitary hide-
and-seek; it is pleased with assurances that it all the while
disbelieves. Adam liked what Dinah had said so much that
his mind was direetly full of the next visit he ghould pay to the
Hall Farm, when Hetty would perhaps behave more kindly to
him than she had ever done before.

«But you won’t be there yourself any longer?” he said to
Dinah.

“No, I go back to Snowfield on Saturday, and I shall have
to set out to Treddleston early, to be in time for the Oak-
bourne carrier. So I must go back to the farm to-night, that
T may have the last day with my aunt and her children. But
I can stay here all to-day, if your mother would like me; and
her heart seemed inclined toward me last night.”

« Ah, then, she’s sure to want you to-day. If mother takes
to people at the beginning, she’s sure to get fond of ’em; bub
she’s a strange way of not liking young women. Though, to
be sure,” Adam went on, smiling, “her not liking other young
women is no reason why she shouldn’t like you.”

Hitherto Gyp had been assisting at this conversation in
motionless silence, seated on his haunches, and alternately
looking up in his master’s face to watch its expression, and
observing Dinah’s movements about the kitchen. The kind
smile with which Adam uttered the last words was apparently
decisive with Gyp of the light in which the stranger was to
be regarded, and as she turned round after putting aside her
sweeping-brush he trotted toward her, and put up his muzzle
against her hand in a friendly way.

“You see Gyp bids you welcome,” said Adam, “and he’s
very slow to welcome strangers.”
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“Thee dostna know?—nay; how’s thee to know? Th’ men
ne’er know whether the floor’s cleaned or cat-licked. But
thee’lt know when thee gets thy parridge burnt, as it’s like
enough to be when I'n gi’en o’er makin’ it. Thee’lt think
thy mother war good for summat then.”

“Dinah,” said Seth, “do come and sit down now and have
your breakfast. We’re all served now.”

“ Ay, come an’ sit ye down—do,” said Lisheth, “an’ ate a
morsel; ye’d need, arter bein’ upo’ your legs this hour an’
half a’ready. Come, then,” she added, in a tone of complain-
ing affection, as Dinah sat down by her side, “I’ll be loath
for ye t’ go, but ye canna stay much longer, I doubt. I could
put up wi’ ye i’ th’ house better nor wi’ most folks.”

“T’11 stay till to-night if you’re willing,” said Dinah. “I’d
stay longer, only I’m going back to Snowfield on Saturday,
and I must be with my aunt to-morrow.”

“Eh, I’d ne’er go back to that country. My old man
come from that Stonyshire side, but he left it when he war
a young un, an’ i’ the right on’t too; for he said as there
war no wood there, an’ it ’ud ha’ been a bad country for a
carpenter.”

“Ah,” said Adam, “I remember father telling me, when I
was a little lad, that he made up his mind if ever he moved it
should be south’ard. But I’m not so sure about it. Bartle
Massey says—and he knows the South—as the northern
men are a finer breed than the southern, harder-headed and
stronger-bodied, and a deal taller. And then he says, in some
o’ those counties it’s as flat as the back o’ your hand, and you
can see nothing of a distance without climbing up the highest
trees. I couldn’t abide that: I like to go to work by a road
that’ll take me up a bit of a hill, and see the fields for miles
round me, and a bridge, or a town, or a bit of a steeple here
and there. It makes you feel the world’s a big place, and
there’s other men working in it with their heads and hands
besides yourself.”

“I like th’ hills best,” said Seth, “when the clouds are
over your head, and you see the sun shining ever so far off,
over the Loamford way, as I’ve often done o’ late, on the
stormy days: it seems to me as if that was heaven where
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“Thank you, Dinah; I should like to walk hom
once more. It’ll perhaps be the last time,”
There was a little tremor in Seth’s voice.
her hand and said, “ You

day, Seth, for your tende
aged mother.”

She turned round and left the workshop as quickly and
quieily as she had entered it. Adam had been observing her

closely all the while, but she had not looked at him. As soon
as she was gone, he said—

“I don’t wonder at thee fo
face like a lily.”

Seth’s soul rushed to hig eyes and lips:
confessed his secret to Adam, but now he
sense of disburthenment as he answered—

“Ay, Addy, I do love her—too much, I doubt. But she
doesna, love me, lad, only as one child o’ God loves another.
She’ll never love any man as a husband—that’s my belief,”

“Nay, lad, there’s no telling; thee mustna lose heart,
She’s made out o’ stuff with a finer grain than most o’ the
women; I can see that clear enough. But if she’s better than
they are in other things, I canna think she’ll fa]] short of
‘em in loving.”

No more was said. Seth set out to the village, and Adam
began his work on the coffin.

“God help the lad, and me too,” he thought, as he lifted
the board. “We’re like enough to find life g tough job—
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man as can lift a chair with his teeth, and walk fifty mile on
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