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
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re to be out in the meadows this morning as soon as
?EE%Z\? ehad. risen; the wives an(‘i daughters_dld dopbl; ;vcn:k
in every farmhouse, that the maids might glve.theul e Ptf;
tossing the hay; and when Adam was marchmg along e
lanes, with his basket of tools over his shoulder, h{;l .ca:;;%h
the sound of jocose talk and ringing la.ug_hter from be _uz (-.3
hedges. The jocose talk of haymakers 1s best at 2 dis e}xlnce,
like those clumsy bells round the cows’ necks, it has rather a
coarse sound when it comes close, and may even gml.;e on 3;3\111-
ears painfully; butheard from far off, it mmgl’es ve1y1pre i ye
with the other joyous sounds of nature. Men’s musc e; ?hov
better when their souls are making merry musie, l?houg eu:
merriment is of a poor blundering sort, not at all like the mer
i birds.
mﬁg ;f:rha,ps there is no time in a sumn}er’-s day more Fhee;r-
ing than when the warmth of the sun is just begmn}ng. (1:
trinmph over the freshness of the morning—when there dls 3;1;
a lingering hint of early coolness to keep off languor under 1};?
delicious influence of warmth, The reason Ad_am wasf Wath
ing along the lanes at this time was because his work‘lor ffe
rest of the day lay at a country house aboutnthree miles off,
which was being put in repair f_or the son of a_neigl}blfl)ntlﬁg
squire; and he had been busy since ea.rly_mormz}g wit z
packing of panels, doors, and clpmney:pwces, in a \:;;ago
which was now gone on before him, while Jonatha:n Burge
himself had ridden to the spot on horseback, to await 1ts ar-
i nd direct the workmen.
ﬂv’ﬁx?s little walk was a rest to Adam, and he was uncon-
sciously under the charm of the moment. It was s}lllmn.ler
morning in his heart, and he saw :Fletty in the suns ';ilei)a:
sunshine without glare—with slanting rays that tremble e-
tween the delicate shadows of the leaves. He thought, zesf
terday, when he put out his hand to her as the;)r came ou hor
church, that there was a touch of melancholy k.mdness. mthet
face, such as he had not seen before, a.]‘1d he took it asa sfril a,!
she had some sympathy with his famﬂy-trouble. Poor e. c;)wt
that touch of melancholy came from quite az-:other sourg:e 3 : 0
how was he to know? We look at the one little woman’s face
we love, as we look at the face of our mother earth, and see
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all sorts of answers to our own yearnings. It was impossible
for Adam not to feel that what had happened in the last week
had brought the prospect of marriage nearer to him. Hither-
to he had felt keenly the danger that some other man might
step in and get possession of Hetty’s heart and hand, while
he himself was still in a position that made him shrink from
asking her to accept him, Even if he had had a strong hope
that she was fond of him—and his hope was far from being
strong—he had been too heavily burthened with other claims
to provide a home for himself and Hetty—a home such as he
could expect her to be content with after the comfort and
plenty of the Farm. Like all strong natures, Adam had con-
fidence in his ability to achieve something in the future; he
felt sure he should some day, if he lived, be able to maintain
a family, and make a good broad path for himself; but he
had too eool a head not to estimate to the full the obstacles
that wera to be overcome. And the time would be so long!
And there was Hetty, like a bright-cheeked apple hanging
over the orchard wall, within sight of everybody, and every-
body must long for her! To be sure, if she loved him very
much she would be content to wait for him: but did she love
him? His hopes had never risen so high that he had dared

to ask her. He was clear-sighted enough to be aware that her

uncle and aunt would have looked kindly on his suit, and in-

deed without this encouragement he would never have perse-

vered in going to the Farm; but it was impossible to come to

any but fluctuating conclusions about Hetty’s feelings. She

was like a kitten, and had the same distractingly pretty looks,

that meant nothing, for everybody that came near her.

But now he could not help saying to himself that the heavi-
est part of his burden was removed, and that even before the
end of another year his circumstances might be brought into a
shape that would allow him to think of marrying. It would
always be a hard struggle with his mother, he knew: she
Wwould be jealous of any wife he might choose, and she had ses
her mind especially against Hetty—perhaps for no other rea-
son than that she suspected Hetty to be the woman he had
chosen. It would never do, he feared, for his mother to live

in the same house with him when he was married; and yet
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how hard she would think it fif h.e ?ke;i ::ietzhl;f;;i }:;33}11
4 was a great deal of pamn to
Ei:s}ntci?:g, but itgwas a case in which he must mal:;f h(?l‘ f:;i
that his will was strong—it would .be better for ehr ul-llld 1e
end. For himself, he would have liked that ‘fhey }sml 0 e
live together till Seth was married, and they might have i
a bit themselves to the old house, and made more r00m. o
did not like “to part wi’ th’ lad”: they had hardly ever be
separated for more than a day since they were .bom?. s
But Adam had no sooner caught his imagination eap' 1g
forward in this way—making arrangements for an upeert;m
future—than he checked himself_. A pr:atty bg‘llilng 21
making, without either bricks or timber. I'm up 1 ,‘E e ‘gvaﬁ':m
a’ready, and haven’t so muchas dug the foundation. Wi
ever Adam was strongly convinced of any proposition, 1 ; ohe
the form of a principle in his mind: it was km?wledge 0 ’
acted on, as much as the knowledge that damp will cause ruse d_
Perhaps here lay the secret of the ha,r'dness. he had a.c;:{\llls :
himself of: he had too little fellow-feeling Wltl} the we}? fesi-
that errs in spite of foreseen consequences. Wlthoulé t ;13 'i,
low-feeling, how are we to get enough.patle_nce anl (¢ a,rlg
toward our stumbling, falling companions 1n ths:l: ODE‘ al,ln
changeful journey? And there 1s 'but one way 11:}1J w ];e i
strong determined soul can learn 1t~1?y getting 1}9; eaist
strings bound round the weak and erring, 80 t}}at e mbut
share not only the outward consequence of their error, s
their inward suffering. That is a long and hard 1es§0n_, a];]'
Adam had at present only learned ’?hfs al_pha,.bet of it m{; 1&
father’s sudden death, which, by annihilating in an instan ah
that had stimulated his indignation, had s.ent a sgddgn msd
of thought and memory over what had claimed his pity an
teﬁ;n&ﬁas Adam’s strength, not its correlative hardness,

that influenced his meditations this morning. He had long

made up his mind that it would be Wrong as well as focgislz
for him to marry a blooming young girl, so long_ as he ha e

other prospect than that of growing poverty with a gromlegl
family. And his savings had been so consta.u”oly draw:_:: 1;13 9
(besides the terrible sweep of paying for Seth’s substitute
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the militia) that he had not enough money beforehand to
furnish even a small cottage, and keep something in reserve
against a rainy day. He had good hope that he should be
“firmer on his legs” by and by; but he could not be satisfied
with a vague confidence in his arm and brain; he must have
definite plans, and set about them at once. The partnership
with Jonathan Burge was not to be thought of at present—
there were things implicitly tacked to it that he could not ac-
cept; but Adam thought that he and Seth might carry on a
little business for themselves in addition to their journeyman’s
work, by buying a small stock of superior wood and making
articles of household furniture, for which Adam had no end of
contrivances. Seth might gain more by working at separate
jobs under Adam’s direction than by his journeyman’s work,
and Adam, in his over-hours, could do all the “nice” work,
that required peculiar skill. The noney gained in this way,
with the good wages he received as foreman, would soon en-
able them to get beforehand with the world, so sparingly as
they would all livenow. No sooner had this little plan shaped
itself in his mind than he began to be busy with exact ealcula-
tions about the wood to be bought, and the particular article
of furniture that should be undertaken first—a kitchen cup-
board of his own contrivance, with such an ingenious arrange-
ment of sliding doors and bolts, such convenient nooks for
stowing household provender, and such a symmetrical result
to the eye, that every good housewife would be in raptures
with it, and fall through all the gradations of melancholy
longing till her husband promised to buy it for her. Adam
pictured to himself Mrs. Poyser examining it with her keen
eye, and trying in vain to find out a deficiency; and, of
course, close to Mrs. Poyser stood Hetty, and Adam was again
beguiled from caleulations and contrivances into dreams and
hopes. Yes, he would go and see her this evening—it was
50 long since he had been at the Hall Farm. He would have
liked to go to the night-school, to see why Bartle Massey had
not been at church yesterday, for he feared his old friend was
ill; but, unless he could manage both visits, this last must be
put off $ill to-morrow—the desire to be near Hetty, and to
speak to her again, was too strong.

e p— e .
== Sl s
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ade up his mind to this, he was coming very near
toﬁ?e};dn:)f hisI:valk, within the sound of the hammers af
work on the refitting of the old house. "I‘he_ sound of toals. to
a clever workman who loves his 'WO]:!{ ig like the tentative
sounds of the orchestra to the violinist vErho hz_ls to bear his
part in the overture: the strong ﬁbres‘begln their accustome.d
thrill, and what was a moment before joy, vexation, or ambi-
tion begins its change into enmergy. All passion becomes
strength when it has an outlet from the narrow Ilnu_ts of our
personal lot in the labor of our right arm, the cunning of our
right hand, or the still, creative activity of our thought.
Look at Adam through the rest of the da_y, as he sta]_lds_ﬂn
the scaffolding with the two-feet ruler in his hand, \ivl?zsthng
low while he considers how a difficulty about a floor-joist or a
window-frame is to be overcome; or as he pu_shes one qf the
younger workmen aside, and takes his place in u;})heavmg a
weight of timber, saying, “Let alone, lad! tht.ae st got too
much gristle i thy bones yet”; or as he fixes his 1‘;een black
eyes on the motions of a workman on the other _suie of the
room, and warns him that his distances are not right. TLook
at this broad-shouldered man with the bare muscular arms,
and the thick firm black hair tossed about like trO(‘lden meadow-
grass whenever he takes off his paper cap, and w.1th the strong
barytone voiece bursting every now and then into loud and
solemn psalm-tunes, as if seeking an outlet for superfluous
strength, yet presently checking hunse]fz apparentiy crosse.d
by some thought which jars with the singing. Perhaps, if
you had not been already in the secret, you might not have
guessed what sad memories, what warm affect_lon, what .tendEr
fluttering hopes, had their home in this athletic body with the
broken finger-nails—in this rough man, who knew.r no better
lyrics than he could find in the Old and New Version and an
oceasional hymn; who knew the smallest possible amount of
profane history; and for whom the motion and shape of the
earth, the course of the sun, and the chlaflges of the seasons
lay in the region of mystery just made visible by fragmentary
knowledge. It had cost Adam a great deal of trouble, and
work in over-hours, to know what he knew over and a‘c.)ove the
seerets of his handieraft, and that acquaintance with me-

ADAM ON A WORKING DAY. 217

chanies and figures, and the nature of the materials he worked
with, which was made easy to him by inborn inherited faculty
—t0 get the mastery of his pen, and write a plain hand, to
spell without any other mistakes than must in fairness be at-
tributed to the unreasonable character of orthography rather
than to any deficiency in the speller, and, moreover, to learn
his musical notes and part-singing. Besides all this, he had
read his Bible, including the apocryphal books; “Poor Rich-
ard’s Almanac,” Taylor’s “Holy Living and Dying,” “The
Pilgrim’s Progress,” with Bunyan’s Life and “ Holy War,” a
great deal of Bailey’s Dictionary, Valentine and Orson,” and
partof a “History of Babylon,” which Bartle Massey had lent
him, He might have had many more books from Bartle
Massey, but he had no time for reading “the commin print,”
as Lisbeth called it, so busy as he was with figures in all the
leisure moments which he did not fill u p with extra carpentry.
Adam, you perceive, was by no means a marvellous man,
nor, properly speaking, a genius, yet I will not pretend that
his was an ordinary character among workmen; and it would
not be at all a safe conclusion that the next best man you may
happen to see with a basket of tools over his shoulder and a
paper cap on his head has the strong conscience and the strong
sense, the blended susceptibility and self-command, of our
friend Adam. He was not an average man. Yet such men
as he are reared here and thers in every generation of our
peasant artisans—with an inheritance of affections nurtured
by a simple family life of common need and common indug-
try, and an inheritance of faculties trained in skilful courage-
ous labor: they make their way upward, rarely as geniuses,
most commonly as painstaking honest men, with the skill and
conscience to do well the tasks that lie before them. Their
lives have no discernible echo beyond the neighborhood where
they dwelt, but you are almost sure to find there some good
piece of road, some building, some application of mineral prod-
uce, some improvement in farming practice, some reform of
parish abuses, with which their names are associated by one
or two generations after them. Their employers were the
richer for them, the work of their hands has worn well, and
the work of their brains has guided well the hands of other
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i iv youth in flannel or paper

S Theiswl?;ika:ﬁgﬁ (:‘Sal?]éllilst {;r streaked wilth lime ani
i (i:;?a in old age their white hairs are seen in a Plz.me Ud
e ’hurch and at market, and they tell their Well-dxe:sfj;er

ot az (zlau hters, seated round the bright hearth on Wg r?r
S0 hoxgv 1ea,sed they were when they first earned thei

iy daP Others there are who die poor, and ne}:e;
;z?fé] 1(131:W0r{:'ma.n’s coat on week-days: they have not ha

caps,

y n
the art of getting rich; but they are men of F;uis:, aasniﬁfL ‘;’ll; :
they die before the work is all out c?f them, 1 St

, serew had got loose in a machine; t'he mas 51'
gllil;ed them says, “ Where shall I find their like?

CHAPTER XX.
ADAM VISITS THE HALL FARM,

Apam came back from his work in thde empty x;;gtc:)n ;etﬂ;iz
i thes, and was rea
hy he had changed his clothes, -
Zva:h‘: gall Farm when it still wanted a quartei to 'SSVLBZ il
: % What’s thee got thy Sunday clo{_)se on“for? sa}cl iy t,:)
complainingly, as he came downstairs. Thee artna g
? sehool i’ thy best coat? . : A
th“igooomothei” said Adam, quietly. “I'm g:fn;nrg :c?thee
Hall F;m:m, but mayhap I may go to th’e schoolt ho(:n i
mustna wonder if 'm a bit late. Seth’ull be a et
an hour—he’s only gone to the village; so theefwn t:: o t,il’
hy best cloose on for
“Eh, an’ what’s thee got thy : Spee nai
? The Poyser folks see (lithee in y
H:Ei?lrm ‘What dost mean by turnm’_ worki’day into S;]ﬂrijz?‘;
:-that‘? . It’s poor keepin’ company wi’ folks as donna
- ; = = b
hee’n i’ thy workin’ jacket. L :
Se?‘i?nsod-by, myother, I can’t stay,” said Adam, putting on
is hat and going out.
hlSB]:Ji henha% nogsooner gone a few paces beyond t]lle dot:lr ]E}:Ia].lu
Lisbeth became uneasy at the thoug?:t that she hac vlextz g
Of course, the secret of her objection to the best clo
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her suspicion that they were put on for Hetty’s sake; but
deeper than all her peevishness lay the need that her son
should love her. She hurried after him, and laid hold of his
arm before he had got half-way down to the brook, and said,
“Nay, my lad, thee wutna 80 away angered wi’ thy mother,
an’ her got nought to do but to sit by hersen an’ think on
thee? ”

“Nay, nay, mother,” said Adam, gravely, and standing
still while he put his arm on her shoulder, “I’m not angered.
But T wish, for thy own sake, thee’dst be more contented to
let me do what I’ve made up my mind to do. I’ll never be
no other than a good son to thee as long as we live. But a
man has other feelings besides what he owes to’s father and
mother; and thee oughtna to want to rule over me body and
soul. ~And thee must make up thy mind as I’ll not give way
to thee where I’ve a right to do what I like. So let us have
no more words about it,”

“Eb,” said Lisbeth, not willing to show that she felt the
real bearing of Adam’s words, “an’ who likes to see thee 1’
thy best cloose better nor thy mother? An’ when thee’st got
thy face washed as clean as the smooth white pibble, an’ thy
hair combed so nice, and thy eyes a-sparklin’—what else is
there as thy old mother should like to look at half so well?
An’ thee sha’t put on thy Sunday cloose when thee lik’st for
me—I’l] ne’er plague thee no moor about’n.”

“Well, well; good-by, mother,” gaid Adam, kissing her,
and hurrying away. He saw there Wwas no other means of
putting an end to the dialogue. Lisbeth stood still on the
8pof, shading her eyes and looking after him till he was quite
out of sight. She felt to the full all the meaning that had
lain in Adam’s words, and, as she lost sight of him and turned
back slowly into the house, she said aloud to herself—for it
was her way to speak her thoughts aloud in the long days
when her husband and sons were at their work—“ Eh, he’ll
be tellin’ me as he is goin’ to bring her home one o’ these
days; an’ she’ll be missis o’er me, and I mun look on, belike,
While she ugses the blue-edged platters, and breaks ’em, may-
hap, though there’s ne’er been one broke sin’ mwy old man an’
e bought ’em at the fair twenty ’ear come next Whissuntide,




