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was a sengible woman, and they were all sorry for fer, for she
had very good kin. Meantime the men lingered outside, and
hardly any of them except the singers, whohad a humming
and fragmentary rehearsal to go through, entered the church
antil Mr. Irwine was in the desk. They saw no reason for
that premature entrance,—what could they do in church, if
they were there before service began?—and they did not con-
ceive that any power in the universe could take it ill of them
if they stayed out and talked a little about “bus’ness.”

Chad Cranage looks like quite a new acquaintance to-day,
for he has got his clean Sunday face, which always makes his
little granddaughter cry at him as a stranger. But an experi-
enced eye would have fixed on him at once as the village
blacksmith, after seeing the humble deference with which
the big saucy fellow took off his hat and stroked his hair to
the farmers; for Chad was accustomed to say that a working
man must hold a candle to —— a personage understood to be
as black as he was himself on week-days; by which evil-
sounding rule of conduct he meant what was, after all, rather
virtuous than otherwise, namely, that men who had horses
to be shod must be treated with respect. Chad and the
rougher sort of workmen kept aloof from the grave under the
white thorn, where the burial was going forward; but Sandy
Jim, and several of the farm-laborers, made a group round i,
and stood with their hats off, as fellow-mourners with the
mother and sons. Others held a midway position, sometimes
watching the group at the grave, sometimes listening to the
conversation of the farmers, who stood in a knot near the
church door, and were now joined by Martin Poyser, while
his family passed into the church. On the outside of this
knot stood Mr. Casson, the landlord of the Donnithorne Arms,
in his most striking attitade—that is to say, with the fore-
finger of his right hand thrust between the buttons of his
waisteoat, his left hand in his breeches pocket, and his head
very much on one side; looking, on the whole, like an actor
who has only a monosyllabic part intrusted to him, but foels
gure that the audience discern his fitness for the leading busi-
ness; curiously in contrast with old Jonathan Burge, who
held his hands behind him, and leaned forward coughing
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asthmatically, with an inward scorn of all knowingness that
could not be turned into cash. The talk was in rather a lower
tone than usual to-day, hushed a little by the sound of M.
Irwine’s voice reading the final prayers of the burial service.
They had all had their word of pity for poor Thias, but now
they had got upon the nearer subject of their own grievances
against Satchell, the Squire’s bailiff, who played the part of
steward so far as it was not performed by old Mr. Donni-
thorne himself, for that gentleman had the meanness to receive
his own rents and make bargains about his own timber. This
subject of conversation was an additional reason for not being
loud, since Satchell himself might presently be walking up
the paved road to the church door. And soon they became
suddenly silent; for Mr. Irwine’s voice had ceased, and the
group round the white thorn was dispersing itself toward the
church.

They all moved aside, and stood with their hats off, while
Mr.. Irwine passed. Adam and Seth were coming next, with
their mother between them; for Joshua Rann officiated as
head sexton as well as clerk, and was not yet ready to follow
the Rector into the vestry. But there was a pause before the
three mourners came on: Lisbeth had turned round to look
again toward the gravel Ah! there was nothing now but the
brown earth under the white thorn. Yet she cried less to-
day than she had done any day since her husband’s death:
along with all her grief there was mixed an unusual sense of
her own importance in having a “burial,” and in Mr. Irwine’s
reading a special service for her husband; and besides, she
knew the funeral psalm was going to be sung for him. She
felt this counter-excitement to her sorrow still more strongly
as she walked with her sons toward the church door, and saw
the friendly sympathetic nods of their fellow-parishioners.

The mother and sons passed into the church, and one by
one the loiterers followed, though some still lingered without;
the sight of Mr. Donnithorne’s carriage, which was Windinufr
slowly up the hill, perhaps helping to make them feel tha?‘.
there was no need for haste.

But presently the sound of the bassoon and the key-bugles
burst forth; the evening hymn, which always opened the ser-
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vice, had begun, and every onc must now enter and take his
place.

I cannot say that the interior of Hayslope Church was re-
markable for anything except for the gray age of its oaken
pews—great square pews mostly, ranged on each side of a
narrow aisle. It was free, indeed, from the modern blemish
of galleries. The choir had two narrow pews to themselves
in the middle of the right-hand row, so that if was a short
process for Joshua Rann to take his place among them as
principal bass, and return to his desk after the singing was
over. The pulpit and desk, gray and old as the pews, stood
on one side of the arch leading into the chancel, which also
had its gray square pews for Mr. Donnithorne’s family and
servants. Yet I assure you these gray pews, with the buif-
washed walls, gave a very pleasing tone to this shabby in-
terior, and agreed e¢xtremely well with the ruddy faces and
bright waistcoats. And there were liberal touches of crimson
toward the chancel, for the pulpit and Mr. Donnithorne’s
own pew had handsome crimson cloth cushions; and, to close
the vista, there was a crimson altar-cloth, embroidered with
golden rays by Miss Lydia’s own hand.

But even without the crimson cloth the effect must have
been warm and cheering when Mr. Irwine was in the desk,
looking benignly round on that simple congregation—on the
hardy old men, with bent knees and shoulders, perhaps, but
with vigor left for much hedge-clipping and thatching; on the
tall stalwart frames and roughly cut bronzed faces of the
stone-cutters and carpenters; on the half-dozen well-to-do
farmers, with their apple-cheeked families; and on the clean
old women, mostly farm-laborers’ wives, with their bit of
snow-white cap-border under their black bonnets, and with
their withered arms, bare from the elbow, folded passively over
their chests. For none of the old people held books—why
should they? not one of them could read. But they knew a
few “good words” by heart, and their withered lips now and
then moved silently, following the service without any very
clear comprehension indeed, but with a simple faith in its
efficacy to ward off harm and bring blessing. And now all
faces were visible, for all were standing up—the little chil-
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dren on the seats peeping over the edge of the gray pews,
while good Bishop Ken’s evening hymn was being sung to one
of those lively psalm-tunes which died out with the last gen-
eration of rectors and choral parish elerks. Melodies die out,
like the pipe of Pan, with the ears that love them and listen
forthem. Adam was not in his usual place among the singers
to-day, for he sat with his mother and Seth, and he noticed
with surprise that Bartle Massey was absent too: all the more
agreeable for Mr. Joshua Rann, who gave out his bass notes
with unusual complacency, and threw an extra ray of severity
into the glances he sent over his spectacles at the recusant
Will Maskery.

I beseech you to imagine Mr. Irwine looking round on this
scene, in his ample white surplice, that became him so well,
with his powdered hair thrown back, his rich brown complex-
ion, and his finely cut nostril and upper lip; for there was a
certain virtue in that benignant yet keen countenance, as there
is in all human faces from which a generous soul beams out.
And over all streamed the delicious June sunshine through
the old windows, with their desultory patches of yellow, red,
and blue, that threw pleasant touches of color on the opposite
wall.

I think, as Mr. Irwine looked round to-day, his eyes rested
an instant longer than usual on the square pew occupied by
Martin Poyser and his family. And there was another pair
of dark eyes that found it impossible not to wander thither,
and rest on that round pink-and-white figure. But Hetty was
at that moment quite careless of any glances—she was ab-
sorbed in the thought that Arthur Donnithorne would soon be
coming into church, for the carriage must surely be at the
church gate by this time. She had never seen him since she
parted with him in the wood on Thursday evening, and, oh!
how long the time had seemed! Things bad gone on just the
same as ever since that evening; the wonders that had hap-
pened then had brought no changes after them; they were
already like a dream. When she heard the church door
swinging, her heart beat so she dared not look up. She felt
that her aunt was courtesying; she courtesied herself. That
must be old Mr. Donnithorne—he always came first, the
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wrinkled, small old man, peering round with ‘short-sighted
glances at the bowing and courtesying congregation; tl_len she
knew Miss Lydia was passing, and though Hetty liked sc
much to look at her fashionable little coal-scuttle bonneil;,
swith the wreath of small roses round it, she didn’t mind it
to-day. But there were no more courtesies—no, he was not
come; she felt sure there was nothing else passing the pew
door but the housekeeper’s black bonnet, and the lady’s maid’s
beautiful straw that had once been Miss Lydia’s, and then
the powdered heads of the butler and footman. Nt_), he was
not there; yet she would look now—she n11ght be mistaken—
for, after all, she had not looked. So she 11ftgd up her eye-
lids and glanced timidly at the cushioned pew in the c.hance}:
— there was no one but old Mr. Donnithorne rubbing his
spectacles with his white handkerchief, and Miss Ly‘dia open-
ing the large gilt-edged prayer-book. The chill of disappoint-
ment was too hard to bear: she felt herself turning pale, her
lips trembling; she was ready to cry. Oh, what should she
do? Everybody would know the reason; they would know
she was crying because Arthur was not therg. And Mr.
Craig, with the wonderful hothouse plant in his buttonhole,
was staring at her, she knew. It was dreadfully long before
the General Confession began, so that she could kneel down.
Two great drops would fall then, but no one saw thei"fl except
good-natured Molly, for her aunt and uncle knelt with their
backs toward her. Molly, unable to imagine any cause for
tears in church except faintmess, of which she had a vague
traditional knowledge, drew out of her pocket a queer little
flat blue smelling-bottle, and after much labor in pulling the
cork out, thrust the narrow neck against Hetty’s nostrils. “1It
donna smell,” she whispered, thinking this was a great ad-
vantage which old salts had over fresh omes: ?hey did you
good without biting your nose. Hetty pushed it away peev-
ishly; but this little flash of temper did what the salts could
not have done—it roused her to wipe away the traces of her
tears, and try with all her might not to shed any more.
Hetty had a certain strength in her vain little nature: she
would have borne anything rather than be laughed at, or
pointed at with any other feeling than admiration; she would
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have pressed her own nails into her tender flesh rather than
people should know a secret she did not want them to know.

What fluctuations there were in her busy thoughts and feel-
ings while Mr. Irwine was pronouncing the solemn “ Abso-
lution” in her deaf ears, and through all the tones of petition
that followed! Anger lay very close to disappointment, and
soon won the victory over the conjectures her small ingenuity
could devise to account for Arthur’s absence on the supposi-
tion that he really wanted to come, really wanted to see her
again. And by the time she rose from her knees mechani-
cally, because all the rest were rising, the color had returned
to her cheeks even with a heightened glow, for she was fram-
ing little indignant speeches to herself, saying she hated
Arthur for giving her this pain—she would like him to suffer
too. Yet while this selfish tumult was going on in her soul
her eyes were bent down on her prayer-book, and the eyelids
with their dark fringe looked as lovely as ever. Adam Bede
thought so as he glanced at her for a moment on rising from
his knees.

But Adam’s thoughts of Hetty did not deafen him to the
service; they rather blended with all the other deep feelings
for which the church service was a channel to him this after-
100n, as a certain consciousness of our entire past and our
imagined future blends itself with all our moments of keen
sensibilify. And to Adam the church service was the best
channel he could have found for his mingled regret, yearning,
and resignation; its interchange of beseeching eries for help,
with outbursts of faith and praise—its recurrent responses
and the familiar rhythm of its collects, seemed to speak for
him as no other form of worship could have done; as, to those
early Christians who had worshipped from their childhood up-
ward in catacombs, the torch-light and shadows must have
seemed nearer the Divine presence than the heathenish day-
light of the streets. The secret of our emotions never lies
in the bare object, but in its subtle relations to our own past:
nowonder the secret escapes the unsympathizing observer, who
might as well put on his spectacles to discern odors.

But there was one reason why even a chance comer would
have found the service in Hayslope Church more impressive
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than in most other village nooks in the kingdom—a reason of
which I am sure you have not the slightest suspicion. It was
the reading of our friend Joshua Rann. Where that good
shoemalker got his notion of reading from remained a mystery
even to his most intimate acquaintances. I believe, after all,
he got it chiefly from Nature, who had poured some of her
musie into this honest conceited soul, as she had been known
to do into other narrow souls before his. She had given him,
at least, a fine bass voice and a musical ear; but I cannot
positively say whether these alone had sufficed to inspire him
with the rich chant in which he delivered the responses. The
way he rolled from a rich deep forte into a melancholy
cadence, subsiding, at the end of the last word, into a sort of
faint resonance, like the lingering vibrations of a fine violon-
cello, I can compare to nothing for its strong calm melan-
choly but the rush and cadence of the wind among the autumn
boughs. This may seem a strange mode of speaking about
the reading of a parish clerk—a man in rusty spectacles, with
stubbly hair, a large occiput, and a prominent erown. Buf
that is Nature’s way: she will allow a gentleman of splendid
physiognomy and poetic aspirations to sing wofully oub of
tune, and not give him the slightest hint of it; and takes care
that some narrow-browed fellow, trolling a ballad in the cor-
ner of a pot-house, shall be as true to his intervals as a bird.
Joshua himself was less proud of his reading than of his
singing, and it was always with a sense of heightened impor-
tance that he passed from the desk to the choir. Still more
to-day: it was a special occasion; for an old man, familiar to
all the parish, had died a sad death—not in his bed, a eir-
cumstance -the most painful to the mind of the peasant—and
now the funeral psalm was to be sung in memory of his sud-
den departure. Moreover, Bartle Massey was not at chureh,
and Joshua’s importance in the choir suffered no eclipse. It
was a solemn minor strain they sang. The old psalm-tunes
have many a wail among them, and the words—

“Thou sweep’st us off as with a flood ;
We vanish hence like dreams—

seemed to bave a closer application than usual in the death
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of poor Thias. The mother and sons listened, each with
peculiar feelings. Lisbeth had a vague belief that the psalm
was doing her husband good; it was part of that decent burial
which she would have thought it a greater wrong to withhold
from him than to have caused him many unhappy days while
he was living. The more there was said about ber husband,
the more there was done for him, surely the safer he would
be. 1t was poor Lisbeth’s blind way of feeling that human
love and pity are a ground of faith in some other love. Seth,
who was easily touched, shed tears, and tried to recall, as he
had done continually since his father’s death, all that he had
heard of the possibility that a single moment of consciousness
at the last might be a moment of pardon and reconcilement;
for was it not written in the very psalm they were singing
that the Divine dealings were not measured and eircumseribed
by time? Adam had never been unable to join in a psalm

-before. He had known plenty of trouble and vexation since

he had been alad; but this was the first sorrow that had
hemmed in his voice, and strangely enough it was sorrow be-
cause the chief source of his past trouble and vexation was
forever gone out of his reach. He had not been able to press
his father’s hand before their parting, and say, “Father, you
know it was all right between us; I never forgot what I owed
you when I was a lad; you forgive me if I have been too hot
and hasty now and then!” Adam thought but little to-day
of the hard work and the earnings he had spent on his father:
his thoughts ran constantly on what the old man’s feelings had
been in moments of humiliation, when he had held down his
head before the rebukes of his son. When our indignation is
borne in submissive silence, we are apt to feel twinges of
doubt afterward as to our own generosity, if not justiee; how
much more when the object of our anger has gone into ever-
lasting silence, and we have seen his face for the last time in
the meekness of death!

“Ah! I was always too hard,” Adam said to himself,
& IIt’s a sore fault in me as I'm so hot and out o’ patience
with people when they do wrong, and my heart gets shut up
against ’em, so as I can’t bring myself to forgive ’em. I see
clear enough there’s more pride nor love in my soul, forI
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could sooner make a thousand strokes with th’ hammer for
my father than bring myself to say a kind word to him. And
there went plenty o’ pride and temper to the strokes, as the
devil will be having his finger in what we call our duties as
well as our sins. Mayhap the best thing L ever did in my
life was only doing what was easiest for myself. It’s allays
been easier for me to work nor to sit still, bub the real tough
job for me 'ud be to master my own will and temper, and go
right against my own pride. It seems to me now if I was to
find father at home to-night I should behave different; but
there’s no knowing—perhaps nothing *ud be a lesson to us if
i didn’t come too late. It’s well we should feel as life’s a
reckoning we can’t make twice over; there’s no real making
amends in this world, any more nor you can mend a wrong
subtraction by doing your addition right.”

This was the key-note to which Adam’s thoughts had per-
petually returned since. his father’s death, and the solemn
wail of the funeral psalm was only an influence that brought
back the old thoughts with stronger emphasis. So was the
germon, which Mr. Irwine had chosen with reference to
Thias’s funeral. It spoke briefly and simply of the words,
%Tn the midst of life we are in death ”—how the present mo-
ment is all we can call our own for works of merey, of right-
eous dealing, and of family tenderness. All very old truths
—but what we thought the oldest truth becomes the mosk
startling to us in the week when we have looked on the dead
face of one who has made a part of our own lives. For when
men want to impress us with the effect of a new and wonder-
fully vivid light, do they not let 1t fall on the most familiar
objects, that we may measure its intensity by remembering
the former dimness?

Then eame the moment of the final blessing, when the for-
ever sublime words, “The peace of God, which passeth all
understanding,” seemed to blend with the calm afternoon sun-
shine that fell on the bowed heads of the congregation; and
then the quiet rising, the mothers tying on the bonnets of the
little maidens who had slept through the sermon, the fathers
collecting the prayer-books, until all streamed out through
the old archway into the green churchyard, and began their
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neighborly talk, their simple civilities, and their invitations
to tea; for on a Sunday every one was ready to receive a
guest—it was the day when all must be in their best clothes
and their best humor.

Mr. and Mrs. Poyser paused a minute at the church gate:
they were waiting for Adam to come up, not being contented
to go away without saying a kind word to the widow and her
Sons.

“Well, Mrs, Bede,” said Mrs. Poyser, as they walked on
vogether, “you must keep up your heart; husbands and wives
must be content when they’ve lived to rear their children and
gee one another’s hair gray.”

‘f Ay, ay,” said Mr. Poyser; “they wonna have long to
wait for one another then, anyhow. And ye’ve got two o’
the strapping’st sons i’ th’ country; and well you may, for I
remember poor Thias as fine a broad-shouldered fell’ow as

- need to be; and as for you, Mrs. Bede, why you’re straighter

1’ the back nor half the young women now.”

“Eh,” said Lisbeth, “it’s poor luck for the platter to wear
well when it’s broke i’ two. The sooner I’m laid under the
thorn the better. I’m no good to nobody now.”

Adam never took notice of his mother’s little unjust plaints;

but Seth said, “Nay, mother, thee mustna say so. ’
’ull never get another mother.”
; “That’s true, lad, that’s true,” said Mr. Poyser; “and
it’s WrONg on us to give way to grief, Mrs. Bede; for {t’s like
the children eryin’ when the fathers and mothers take things
from ’em. There’s One above knows better nor us.”

“Ah,” said Mrs. Poyser, “an’ it’s poor work allays settin’
tye dead above the livin’. We shall all on us be dead some
time, I reckon—it *ud be better if folks ’ud make much on us
b'eforehami, istid o’ beginnin’ when we’re gone. It’s but
little good you’ll do a-watering the last year’s crop.”

“Well, Adam,” said Mr. Poyser, feeling that his wife’s
}mrds were, as usual, rather incisive than soothing, and that
it wml‘l& be well to change the subject, “yow’ll com’e and see
us again now, I hope. T hanna had a talk with you this long
w%nle, and the missis here wants you to see what can be done
with her best spinning-whzel, for it’s got broke, and it’ll be a

Thy sons
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nice job to mend it—there’ll want a bit o’ turning. You'll
come as soon as you can now, will you?”

Mzr. Poyser paused and looked round while he was speak-
ing, as if to see where Hetty was; for the children were run-
ning on before. Hetty was not without a companion, and she
had, besides, more pink and white about her than ever; for
she held in her hand the wonderful pink-and-white hothouse
plant, with a very long name—a Scotch name, she supposed,
since people said Mr. Craig the gardener was Scotch. Adam
took the opportunity of looking round too; and I am sure you
will not require of him that he should feel any vexation in
observing a pouting expression on Hetty’s face as she listened
to the gardener’s small-talk. Yet in her secref heart she was
glad to have him by her side, for she would perhaps learn
from him how it was Arthur had not come to church. Not
that she cared to ask him the question, but she hoped the in-
formation would be given spontaneously; for Mr. Craig, like
a superior man, was very fond of giving information.

Mr. Craig was never aware that his conversation and ad-
vanoces were received coldly, for to shift one’s point of view
beyond certain limits is impossible to the most liberal and ex-
pansive mind; we are none of us aware of the impression we
produce on Brazilian monkeys of feeble understanding—it
is possible they see hardly anything in us. Moreover, Mr.
Craig was a man of sober passions, and was already in his
tenth year of hesitation as to the relative advantages of mat-
rimony and bachelorhood. It is true that, now and then,
when he had been a little heated by an extra glass of grog,
he had been heard to say of Hetty that the “lass was well
enough,” and that “a man might do worse”; but on convivial
occasions men are apt to express themselves strongly.

Martin Poyser held Mr. Craig in honor, as a man who
“knew his business,” and who had great lights concerning
goils and compost; but he was less of a favorite with Mrs.
Poyser, who had more than once said in confidence to her
husband, “You’re mighty fond o’, Craig; but, for my part, I
think he’s welly like a cock as thinks the sun’s rose o’ pur-
pose to hear him crow.” TFor the rest, Mr. Craig was an
estimable gardener, and was not without reasons for having
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a high opinion of himself. He had also high shoulders and
high cheek-bones, and hung his head forward a little, as he
walked along with his hands in his breeches pockets. I think
it was his pedigree only that had the advantage of being
Sceoteh, and not his “bringing up”; for except that he had a
stronger burr in his accent, his speech differed little from that
of the Loamshire people about him. But a gardener is Scotch
as a French teacher is Parisian.

“Well, Mr. Poyser,” he said, before the good slow farmer
had time to speal, “ye’ll not be carrying your hay to-morrow,
I’m thinking: the glass sticks at ¢ change,’ and ye may rely
upo’ my word as we’ll ha’ more downfall afore twenty-four
hours is past. Ye see that darkish-blue cloud there upo’ the
’rizon—ye know what I mean by the ’rizon, where the land
and sky seems to meet?”

“Ay, ay, I see the cloud,” said Mr. Poyser, “’rizon or no
’rizon. It’s right o’er Mike Holdsworth’s fallow, and a foul
fallow it is.”

“Well, you mark my words, as that cloud ’ull spread o’er
the sky pretty nigh as quick as you’d spread a tarpaulin over
one o’ your hay-ricks. It’sa great thing to ha’ studied the
look o’ the clouds. Lord bless you! th’ met’orological al-
manecks can learn me nothing, but there’s a pretty sight o’
things I could let ¢hem up to, if they’d just come to me. And
how are you, Mrs. Poyser? —thinking o’ getherin’ the red
currants soon, I reckon. You'd a deal better gether ’em
afore they’re o’er-ripe, wi’ such weather as we've got to
look forward to. How do ye do, Mistress Bede?” Mr. Craig
continued, without a pause, nodding by the way to Adam and
Seth. “I hope y’ enjoyed them spinach and gooseberries as
I sent Chester with th’ other day. If ye want vegetables
while ye’re in trouble, ye know where to come to. It’s well
known I’m not giving other folks’ things away; for when I’ve
a_mpplied the house, the garden’s my own spekilation, and it
isna every man th’ old Squire could get as ’ud be equil to the
undertaking, let alone asking whether he’d be willing. I’ve
got to run my calkilation fine, I can tell you, to make sure o’
getting back the money as I pay the Squire. I should like

to see s-:_jlxze o’ them fellows as make the almanecks look-
|




ADAM BEDE,

ing as far before their noses as I've got to do every year a8
comes.”

“ They look pretty fur, though,” said M. Poyser, turning
his head on one side, and speaking in rather a subdued rever-
ential tone. “Why, what could come truer nor that pictur
o’ the cock wi’ the big spurs, as has got its head knocked
down wi’ th’ anchor, an’ th’ firin’, an’ the ships behind?
Why, that pictur was made afore Christmas, and yit it’s
come as true as th’ Bible, Why, th’ cock’s France, an’ th’
anchor’s Nelson—an’ they told us that beforehand.”

“ Pee—ee-eh!” said Mr. Craig. “A man doesna want o
see fur to know as th’ English ’ull beat the French. Why,
T know upo’ good authority as it’s a big Frenchman as reaches
five foot high, an’ they live upo’ spoon-meat mostly. I know
a man as his father had a particular knowledge o’ the French.
I should like to know what them grasshoppers are to do
against such fine fellows as our young Captain Arthur. Why,
it *ud astonish a Frenchman only to look at him; his arm’s
thicker nor a Frenchman’s body, I’1l be bound, for they pinch
theirsells in wi’ stays; and it’s easy enough, for they’ve got
nothing i’ their insides.”

«Where 4s the Captain, as he wasna at church to-day?”
said Adam. “I was talking to him o’ Friday, and he said
nothing about his going away.”

“(Qh, he’s only gone to Eagledale for a bit o’ fishing; I
reckon he’ll be back again afore many days are o’er, for he’s
to be at all th’ arranging and preparing o’ things for the
comin’ o’ age o’ the 30th o’ July. But he’s fond o’ getting
away for a bit, now and then. Him and th’ old Squire fit
one another like frost and flowers.”

Mz, Craig smiled and winked slowly as he made this last
observation, but the subject was not developed farther, for
now they had reached the turning in the road where Adam
and his companions must say “ good-by.” The gardener, too,
would have had to turn off in the same direction if he had not
accepted Mzr. Poyser’s invitation to tea. Mrs. Poyser duly
seconded the invitation, for she would have held it a deep
disgrace not to make her neighbors welcome to her house:

personal likes and dislikes must not interfere with that sacred
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custom. Moreover, Mr. Craig had always been full of civili-
ties to the family at the Hall Farm, and Mrs. Poyser was
i(;rupulc:us in declaring that she had “nothing to say again’

m, on’y it was a pity h ’ i
SoR }drifferent_”P y he couldna be hatehed o’er again, an’

S'o Adam and Seth, with their mother between them, wound
their way down to the valley and up again to the olci house
Whe:re a saddened memory had taken the place of a long loné
anxiety—where Adam would never have to ask again,as he
entered, “ Where’s father?”

And the other family party, with Mr. Craig f
went ba..ck to the pleasant brit;i:ht house-place a.%th?gzﬁl%ﬁﬁ
—all with quiet minds, except Hetty, who knew now where
Artl"Eur was gone, but was only the more puzzled and uneas
For it appeared that his absence was quite voluntary; he negé
not have gone—he would not have gone if he had :vanted to
see her. She had a sickening sense that no lot could ever be
pleasant to her again if her Thursday night’s vision was not
to be. fulfilled; and in this moment of chill, bare, wintry dis-
appontment and doubt she looked toward the l,mssibility of
bemg Wltp Arthur again, of meeting his loving glance and
hearing his soft words, with that eager yearning which one
may call the “growing pain ” of passion.

CHAPTER XIX.
ADAM ON A WORKING DAY.

NorwrrasraAnping Mr. Craig’

: : Ir. g’s prophecy, the dark blus

cloud dispersed itself without having produef;d the threatened

ll':onse%uences. “The weather,” as he observed the next morn-

lllr}g—ﬁ’ the Wea:ther, you see, ’s a ticklish thing, an’ a fool *ull

; Iit on’t ksometlmes when a wise man misses; that’s why the
manecks get so much credit. It’ i i

E . § one o’ them chancy things

di‘I‘]ns unreasonable behavior of the weather, however, could
splease no one else in Hayslope besides Mr. Craig’. All




