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ballad, could marry a farmer’s niece. There must be an end
to the whole thing at once. It was too foolish.

And yet he had been so determined this morning, before he
went to Gawaine’s; and while he was there something had
taken hold of him and made him gallop back. It seemed he
couldn’t quite depend on his own resolution, as he had thought
he could: he almost wished his arm would get painful again,
and then he should think of nothing but the comfort it would
be to get rid of the pain. There was no knowing what im-
pulse might seize him to-morrow, in this confounded place,
where there was nothing to occupy him imperiously through
the livelong day. What could he do to secure himself from
any more of this folly?

There was but one resource. . He would go and tell Irwine
—tell him everything. The mere act of telling it would make
it seem trivial; the temptation would vanish, as the charm of
fond words vanishes when one repeats them to the indifferent.

In every way it would help him, to tell Irwine. He would -
ride to Broxton Rectory the first thing after breakfast to- | “ Hayslope,” Adam Bede's,Cotlage:
IMOITOW.

Arthur had no sooner come to this determination than he
began to think which of the paths would lead him home, and
made as short a walk thither as he could. He felt sure he
should sleep now: he had had enough to tire him, and there
was no more need for him to think.
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CHAPTER XIV.
THE RETURN EOME.,

Waee that parting in the wood was happening, there was
a parting in the cottage too, and Lisbeth had stood with
Adam 2t the door, straining her aged eyes to get the last
glimpse of Seth and Dinah, as they mounted the opposite
slope.

“Th, I’m loath to see the last on her,” she said to Adam,
as they turned into the house again. “I’d ha’ been willin’
 ha’ her about me till I died and went to lie by my old man.
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She’d make it easier dyin’—she spakes so gentle an’ moves
about so still. I could be fast sure that pictur was drawed
for her i’ thy new Bible—th’ angel a-sittin’ on the big stone
by the grave. Eh, I wouldna mind ha’in’ a daughter like
that; but nobody ne’er marries them as is good for aught.”

“Well, mother, I hope thee wilt have her for a daughter;
for Seth’s got a liking for her, and I hope she’ll get a liking
for Seth in time.”

“Where’s th’ use o’ talkin’ a-that’n? She caresna for Seth.
She’s goin’ away twenty mile aff. How’s she to get a likin’
for him, I’d like to know? No more nor the cake ’ull come
wi'out the leaven. Thy figurin’ books might ha’ tould thee
better nor that, I should think, else thee might’st as well read
the commin print, as Seth allays does.”

“Nay, mother,” said Adam, laughing, “the figures tell ug
a fine deal, and we couldn’t go far without ’em, but ‘they
don’t tell us about folks’s feelings, It’s a nicer job to ealeu-
late them. But Seth’s as good-hearted a lad as ever handled
a tool, and plenty o’ sense, and good-looking t00; and he’s
got the same way o’ thinking as Dinah. He deserves to win
her, though there’s no denying she’s a rare bit o’ workman-
ship.  You don’t seo such women turned off the wheel every
day.”

“Eh, thee't allays stick up for thy brother. Thee’st been
just the same, e’er gin’ ye war little uns together. Thee
wart allays for halving iverything wi’ him. But what’s Seth
g0t to do with marryin’, as is on’y three-an’-twenty? He’d
more need to learn an’ lay by sixpence. An’ as for him de-
sarving her—she’s two ear older nor Seth: she’s pretty near
as old as thee. But that’s the way; folks mun allays choose
by contrairies, as if they must be sorted like the pork—a bit
o’ good meat wi’ a bit o’ offal.”

To the feminine mind in some of its moods all things that
might be receive a temporary charm from comparison with
what is; and since Adam did not want to marry Dinah him-
self, Lisbeth felt rather peevish on that score—ag peevish ag
she would have been if he jad wanted to marry her, and so

imself out from Mary Burge and the partnership ag
effectually as by marrying Hetty.
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Tt was more than half-past eight when Adam and his
mother were talking in this way, so that when, about ten
minutes later, Hetty reached the turning of the lane that led
to the farmyard gate, she saw Dinah and Seth approaching it
from the opposite direction, and waited for them to come up
to her. They, too, like Hetty, had lingered a little in their
walk, for Dinah was trying to speak words of comfort and
strength to Seth in these parting moments. But when they
saw Hetty, they paused and shook hands: Seth turned home-
ward, and Dinah came on alone.

% Seth Bede would have come and spoken to you, my dear,”
she said, as she reached Hetty, “but he’s very full of trouble
to-night.”

Hetty answered with a dimpled smile, as if she did not
quite know what had been said; and it made a strange con-
trast to see that sparkling self-engrossed loveliness looked at
by Dinah’s calm pitying face, with its open glance which told
that her heart lived in no cherished secrets of its own, but
in feelings which it longed to share with all the world. Hetty
liked Dinah as well as she had ever liked any woman; how
was it possible to feel otherwise toward one who always put
in a kind word for her when her aunt was finding fault, and
who was always ready to take Totty off her hands—little tire-
some Totty, that was made such a pet of by every one, and
that Hetty could see no interest in at all? Dinah had never

said anything disapproving or reproachful to Hetty during her
whole visit to the Hall Farm; she had talked to her a great
deal in a serious way, but Hetty didn’t mind that much, for
ghe never listened: whatever Dinah might say, she almost al-
ways stroked Hetty’s cheek after it, and wanted to do some
mending for her. Dinah was a riddle to her; Hetty looked
at her much in the same way as one might imagine a little
perching bird that could only flutter from bough to bough to
look at the swoop of the swallow or the mounting of the
lark; but sh edid not care to solve such riddles, any more
than she cared to know what was meant by the pictures in
the “ Pilgrim’s Progress,” or in the old folio Bible that Marty
and Tommy always plagued her about on a Sunday.

Dinah took her hand now and drew it under her own arm.
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% You_ look very happy to-night, dear child,” she said. “1
shall think of you often when I’m at Snowfield, and see your
face before me as it is now. It’s a strange thing—sometimes
when I'm quite alone, sitting in my reom with my eyes
closed, or _walking over the hills, the people I’ve seen and
known, if it’s only been for a few days, are brought before
me, and I hear their voices and see them look and move almost
plainer than I ever did when they were really with me so as
I could touch them. And then my heart is drawn out toward
them, an_d I feel their lot as if it was my own, and I take
comfort in spreading it before the Lord and r:asting in His
love, on their behalf as well as my own. And so I feel sure
You will come before me.”

:?‘She paused a moment, but Hetty said nothing:.

s It I%as been a very precious time to me,” Dinah went on
last night and to-day—seeing two such good sons as Ada.n;
and Seth Bede. They are so tender and thoughtful for their
aged mother. And she has been telling me what Adam has
fi(:ne, for these many years, to help his father and his brother:
1t’s wonderful what a spirit of wisdom and knowledge h(;
has, and how he’s ready to use it all in behalf of them that
are.feeb}e. And ’'m sure he has a loving spirit too. I’ve
noticed it often among my own people round Snowfield that
the strong, skilful men are often the gentlest to the women
and.chlldre{l; and it’s pretty to see ’em carrying the little
babies as if they were no heavier than little birds. And
the t?ables always seem to like the strong arm best, ; I feel
;};tet;t?ﬁould be so with Adam Bede. Don’t you think so,
“Yes,” 'saic’i Hetty, abstractedly, for her mind had been
all the while in the wood, and she would have found it diff-
cult.to say what she was assenting to. Dinah saw she was
not inclined to talk, but there would not have been time to sa,
much more, for they were now at the yard gate. .
.The still twilight, with its dying western red, and its few
faint struggling stars, rested on the farmyard, where there wag
1ot a sound to be heard but the stamping of zuhe cart-horses in
;helstable. It was about twenty minutes after sunset: the
.OW 8 Werleoall gone fo roost, and the bulldog lay stretched on
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the straw outside his kennel, with the black-and-tan terrier by
his side, when the falling to of the gate disturbed them, and
set them barking, like good officials, before they had any dis-
tinet knowledge of the reason.
The barking had its effect in the house, for, as Dinah and
Hetty approached, the doorway was filled by a portly figure,
with a ruddy black-eyed face, which bore in it the possibility
of looking extremely acute, and occasionally contemptuous, on
market days, but had now a predominant after-supper expres-
sion of hearty good nature. It is well known that great
scholars who have shown the most pitiless acerbity in their
criticism of other men’s scholarship have yet Leen of arelent-
ing and indulgent temper in private life; and T have heard of
a learned man meekly rocking the twins in the cradle with his
left hand, while with his right he inflicted the most lacerating
sarcasms on an opponent who had betrayed a brutal ignorance
of Hebrew. Weaknesses and errors must be forgiven—alas!
they are not alien to us—but the man who takes the wrong
side on the momentous subject of the Hebrew points must be
treated as the enemy of his race. There was the same sort of
antithetic mixture in Martin Poyser: he was of so excellent a
disposition that he had been kinder and more respectful than
ever to his old father since he had made a deed of gift of all
his property, and no man judged his neighbors more charitably
on all personal matters; but for a farmer, like Luke Britton,
for example, whose fallows were not well cleaned, who didn’t
know the rudiments of hedging and ditching, and showed but
a small share of judgment in the purchase of winter stock,
Martin Poyser was as hard and implacable as the northeast
wind. TLuke Britton could not make a remark, even on the
weather, but Martin Poyser detected in it a taint of that un-
soundness and general ignorance which was paipable in all his
farming operations. He hated to see the fellow lift the pew-
ter pint to his mouth in the bar of the Royal George on mar-
ket day, and the mere sight of him on the other side of the
road brought a severe and critical expression into his black
eyes, as different as possible from the fatherly glance he bent
on his two nieces as they approached the door. Mr. Poyser
had smoked his evening pipe, and now held his hands in his
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pockets, as the only resource of
after the day’s business is done.
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old nor young nayther to make a ‘mu:dlgz‘;“,in:3 ;1112; ;hrei; ()WZ:I.‘[l, :;d;;
e .
’s good for one’s good all round 1 g
gﬁid tc? young fellows a-marrying afﬁre they 1;1:3: C::,]:: clitfgr’ ;
3 they may -
tween a craban’ a apple; but : ‘
911?:3 T[?(') be sure,” said Mrs. Poyser; “if you go pa;t yoi Iélu;h
ner-time, there’ll be little relish o’ your m_eat. 0;111 o
‘er a.u”o’er wi’ your fork, an’ don’t eat 11'; after all. o
({;nd faut wi’ your meat, an’ the faut’s all i’ your own s
» . 8
ac]i.{etty now came back from the pantry, and said, “I can
5 1 »
tty now, aunt, if you like. Gt
ta]f‘e C’];;}n;y Racilel,” ;aid Mr. Poyser, as his w1fe seenit;gﬁl‘;ro
4 1
i i tty was at last nestling q r
hesitate, seeing that Totty 4 i
& ’dst better let Hetty carry her upstairs, ;
t:ﬁ’ﬁ (ley things off. Thee’t tired. I.t’s time Enee wast in
bed. Thee’t bring on the pain in thjt su}e again. cesen
“.Well, she may hold her if the child "ull go to her,
. Poyser. - ‘ ;
M?Iett;ywent close to the rocking-chair, and stoz-dewil}]t?;t
i ithout any attempt to entic ;
her usual smile, and wit ) pt & il
it the child into her han
imply waiting for her aunt to give the :
sllﬁpvgﬂt go t% cousin Hetty, my dilling, ?’Vhlle mcﬁ:ha,r g::ci
ready to go to bed? Then Totty shall go into mother’s
leep there all night.” ' ;
1mdB:for]ta? her mother had done speakmig(,n 'ﬁ;)tty }]:;ad 51:;11 sl;ets;r
i i b itting her brow, set-
in an unmistakable manner, y :
:'nnswfz];r tiny teeth against her under lip, aI.1d leaning forwaél}'ld
t:) ;glap Hetty on the arm with her utmost tt?rce. Then, with-
king, she nestled to her mothe'r again. :
01‘-1":‘ g:; H]ii,y,” said Mr. Poyser, while Ht?tty stood Wlt][)[m;t
moving,’“not. go to cousin Hetty? T”hat’s like a babhy: To
g a little woman, an’ not a babby. :
ty ‘?Ia{.’sl 10 use tryting to persuade her,” Si:lld, Mrs. PoI_T,:Iser._
«“She allays takes against Hetty when she isn’t well. Hap
’11 go to Dinah.” _
Pe%;lll;h, hgaving taken off her bonnet and sha;?r]l{,_ hadt hlﬁf‘:};{;
i i t liking to thr
tly seated in the background, 10 :
iif:el%utlaztvgeen Hetty and what was considered Hetty’g proper
work. But now she came forward, and, putting out her arms,

gather new strength from th
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said, “Come, Totty, come and let Din
along with mother: poor, poor mother
wants to go to bed.”

Totty turned her face toward Dinah, and looked at her an
instant, then lifted herself up, put out her little arms, and let
Dinah lift her from her mother’s lap. Hetty turned away
without any sign of ill humor, and, taking her hat from the
table, stood waiting with an air of indifference, to see if she
should be told to do anything else.

“You may make the door fast now, Poyser; Alick’
come in this long while,” said Mrs, Poyser, rising with an ap-
pearance of relief from her low chair. “Get me the matches
down, Hetty, for T must have the rushlight burning i’ my
room. Come, father.”

The heavy wooden bolts be
and old Martin prepared to
handkerchief, and reaching
stick from the corner.

ah carry her upstairs
! she’s so tired—she

s been

gan to roll in the house doors,
move, by gathering up his blue
his bright knobbed walnut-tree
Mrs. Poyser then led the way out of
the kitchen, followed by the grandfather, and Dinah with

Totty in her arms—all going to bed by twilight, like the birds,
Mrs. Poyser, on her way, peeped into the room where her two
boys lay, just to see their ruddy round cheeks on the pillow,

and to hear for a moment their light regular breathing.
“Come, Hetty, got to bed,”

tone, as he himself turned to g
to be late, I’1l be bound, but your aunt’
Good-night, my wench, good-night.”

said Mr. Poyser, in a soothing
o upstairs. “You didna mean

s been worrited to-day.

CHAPTER XV,

THE TWO BED-CHAMBERS,

Hrrry and Dinah both slept in the second story, in rooms

2djoining each other, meagrely furnished rooms, with no
blinds to shut out the light, which was now beginning to

e rising of the moon—more than
enough strength to enable Hetty to move about and undress




