BOOK 1V,

CHAPTER XXVII.

A CRISIS.

It was beyond the middle of Avugust—nearly three weeks
after the birthday feast. The reaping of the wheat had be-
gun in our north midland county of Loamshire, but the har-
vest was likely still to be retarded by the heavy rains, which
Were causing inundations and much damage throughout the
country. From this last trouble the Broxton and Hayslope
farmers, on their pleasant uplands, and in their brook-watered
valleys, had not suffered, and as I cannot pretend that they
were such exceptional farmers as to love the general good bet-
ter than their own, you will infer that they were not in very
low spirits about the rapid rise in the price of bread, so long
as there was hope of gathering in their own corn undamaged ;
and occasional days of sunshine and drying winds flattered
this hope,

The eighteenth of August was one of these days, when the
sunshine looked brighter in all eyes for the gloom that went
before. Grand masses of cloud were hurried across the blue,
Is behind the Chase seemed alive with

green sides of the lanes and on the common had their maneg
blown about their faces. And yet the wind seemed only part
of the general gladness becanse the sun was shining. A merry
day for the children, who ran and shouted to see if they could
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top the wind with their voices; and the grown-up people, too,
were in good spirits, inelined to believe in yet finer days
when the wind had fallen. If only the corn were not ripe
enough to be blown out of the husk and scattered as untimely
seed!

And yet a day on which a blighting sorrow may fall upon
a man. Forif it be true that Nature at certain moments seems
charged with a presentiment of one individual lot, must it not
also be true that she seems unmindful, unconscious of another?
For there is no hour that has not its births of gladness and de-
spair, no morning brightness that does not bring new sick-
ness to desolation as well as new forces to genius and love.
There are so many of us, and our lots are so different: what
wonder that Nature’s mood is often in harsh contrast with the
great crisis of our lives? We are children of a large family,
and must learn, as such children do, not to expect that our
hurts will be made much of —to be content with little nurture
and caressing, and help each other the more.

It was a busy day with Adam, who of late had done almost
double work; for he was continuing to act as foreman for
Jonathan Burge, until some satisfactory person could be found
to supply his place, and Jonathan was slow to find that per-
gson, Buthe had done the extra work cheerfully, for his hopes
were buoyant again about Hetty. Every time she had seen
him since the birthday she had seemed to make an effort to
behkave all the more kindly to him, that she might make him
understand she had forgiven his silence and coldress during
the dance. He had never mentioned the locket to her again;
too happy that she smiled at him—still happier becanse he
observed in her a more subdued air, something that he inter-
preted as the growth of womanly tenderness and seriousness.
“Ahl” he thought, again and again, “she’s only seventeen;
she’ll be thoughtful enough after a while. And her aunt al-
lays says how clever she is at the work. She’ll make a wife
as mother’ll have no oceasion to grumble at, after all.” To be
sure, he had only seen her at home twice since the birthday;
for one Sunday, when he was intending to go from church to
the Hall Farm, Hetty had joined the party of upper servants
from the Chase, and had gone home with them—almost as if
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gshe were inclined to encourage Mr. Craig. “She’s takin’ too
much likin’ to them folks i’ the housekeeper’s room,” Mrs.
Poyser remarked. “For my part, I was never overjfond o’
gentlefolks’s servants—they’re mostly like the fine ladies’ fat
dogs, nayther good for barking nor butcher’s meat, but on’y
for show.” And another evening she was gone to Treddleston
to buy' some things; though, to his great surprise, as he was
ret?arnmg home, he saw her at a distance getting over a stile
quite out of the Treddleston road. But, when he hastened to
her, she was very kind, and asked him to go in again when
he hz?.d taken her to the yard gate. She had gone a little far-
@er into the fields after coming from Treddleston, because she
didn’t want to go in, she said: it was sonice to be out of doors

and her aunt always made such a fuss about it if she wante(i
to go out. “Oh, do come in with me!” she said, as he was
going to shake hands with her at the gate, and he could not
_re'mst that. 8o he went in, and Mrs. Poyser was contented
with only a slight remark on Hetty’s being later than was ex-
pected; while Hetty, who had looked out of spirits when he
met her, smiled and talked, and waited on them all with un-
usual promptitude,

That was the last time he had seen her; but he meant to
make leisure for going to the Farm to-morrow. To-day, he
knew, was her day for going to the Chase to sew with ’the
Iaclly’s maid, so he would get as much work done as possible
this evening, that the next might be clear.

_One piece of work that Adam was superintending was some
shght‘.' repairs ab the Chase Farm, which had been hitherto
oceupied by Satchell, as bailiff, but which it was now rumored
that the old Squire was going to let to a smart man in top-
boots, who had been seen to ride over it ome day. N 01:]11:;11J
but the d_esire to get a tenant could aceount for the Squire’g
undertaking repairs, though the Saturday-evening party at
Mr. Casson’s agreed over their pipes that no man in his senses
;:;1{111(]1 t';gke t.ha Chase Farm unless there was a bit more plough-
e ::;; bto it. Howeyer that might be, the repairs were or-
M s o o 1 2, i o
g o 1e order with his usual energy.

> & been oceupied elsewhere, he had not been
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able to arrive at the Chase Farm till late in the afternoon;
and he then discovered that some old roofing, which he had
calculated on preserving, had given way. There was clearly
no good to be done with this part of the building without
pulling it all down; and Adam immediately saw in his mind
a plan for building it up again, so as to make the most eon-
venient of cow-sheds and calf-pens, with a hovel for imple-
ments; and all without any great expense for materials. So,
when the workmen were gone, he sat down, took out his
pocket-book, and busied himself with sketching a plan, and
making a specification of the expenses, that he might show it
to Burge the next morning, and set him on persuading the
Squire to consent. To “make a good job” of anything, how-
ever small, was always a pleasure to Adam; and he sat on a
block, with his book resting on a planing-table, whistling low
every now and then, and turning his head on one side with a
just perceptible smile of gratification—of pride, too, for if
‘Adam loved a bit of good work, he loved also to think, © I
did it!” And I believe the only people who are free from that
weakness are those who have no work to call their own. It
was nearly seven before he had finished and put on his jacket
again; and on giving a last look round, he observed that Seth,
who had been working here to-day, had left his basket of
tools behind him. “ Why, th’ lad’s forgot his tools,” thought
Adam, “and he’s got to work up at the shop to-morrow.
There never was such a chap for wool-gathering; he’d leave
his head behind him, if it was loose. However, it’s lucky
T’ve seem ’em; I’ll carry ’em home.”

The buildings of the Chase Farm lay at one extremity of
the Chase, at about ten minutes’ walking distance from the
Abbey. Adam had come thither on his pony, intending to
ride to the stables, and put up his nag on his way home.
At the stables he encountered Mr. Craig, who had come to
look at the Captain’s new horse, on which he was to ride
away the day after to-morrow; and Mr. Craig detained him to
tell how all the servants were to collect at the gate of the

courtyard to wish the young Squire luck as he rode out; so §
that by the time Adam had got into the Chase, and was strid- §

ing along with the basket of tools over his shoulder, the sun
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memory, as a painter does, with all the flecks and knots in
their bark, all the eurves and angles of their boughs; and had
often calculated the height and contents of a trunk to a nicety,
as he stood looking at it. No wonder thaf, notwithstanding
his desire to get on, he could not help pausing to look at a
curious large beech, which he had seen standing before him
at a turning in the road, and convince himself that it was not
two trees wedded together, but only one. For the rest of his
life he remembered that moment when he was calmly examin-
ing the beech, as a man remembers his last glimpse of the
home where his youth was passed, before the road turned, and
he saw it nomore. The beech stood at the last turning before
the Grove ended in an arcbway of boughs that let in the east-
ern light; and as Adam stepped away from the free to con-
tinue his walk, his eyes fell on two figures about twenty yards
before him.

He remained as motionless as a statue, and turned almost as
pale. The two figures were standing opposite to each other,
with clasped hands about to part; and while they were bend-
ing to kiss, Gyp, who had been running among the brush-
wood, came out, caught sight of them, and gave a sharp bark.
They separated with a start—one hurried through the gate
out of the Grove, and the other, turning round, walked slow-
1y, with a sort of saunter, toward Adam, who still stood trans-
fixed and pale, clutching tighter the stick with which he held
the basket of tools over his shoulder, and looking at the ap-
proaching figure with eyes in which amazement was fast turn-
ing to fierceness.

Arthur Donnithorne looked flushed and excited; he had
tried to make unpleasant feelings more bearable by drinking
a little more wine than usual at dinner to-day, and was still
enough under its flattering influence to think more lightly of
this unwished-for rencontre with Adam than he would other-
wise have done. After all, Adam was the best person who
could have happened to see him and Hetty together: he wasa
gensible fellow, and would not babble about it to other people.
Arthur felt confident that he could laugh the thing off, and
explain it away. And so he sauntered forward with elaborate
carelessness—his flushed face, his evening dress of fine cloth
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ﬁd ﬁhne linen, his hands half thrust into his waistcoat pockets
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per rising. A patronizing disposition always has its meaner
gide, and in the confusion of his irritation and alarm there
entered the feeling that a man to whom he had shown so
much favor as to Adam was not in a position to criticise his
conduct. And yet he was dominated, as one who feels him-
self in the wrong always is, by the man whose good opinion
he cares for. In spite of pride and temper, there was as much
deprecation as anger in his voice when he said,—

“ What do you mean, Adam?”

%] mean, sir,” answered Adam, in the same harsh voice,
still without turning round,—*I mean, sir, that you don’t de-
ceive me by your light words. This is not the first time you’ve
met Hetty Sorrel in this grove, and this is not the first time
you’ve kissed her.”

Arthur felt a startled uncertainty how far Adam was speak-
ing from knowledge, and how far from mere inference. And
this uncertainty, which prevented him from contriving a pru-
dent answer, heightened his irritation. He said, in a high
sharp tone—

“ Well, sir, what then?”

“YWhy, then, instead of acting like th’ upright, honorable
man we’ve all believed you to be, you’ve been acting the part
of a selfish light-minded scoundrel. You know, as well as I

do, what it’s to lead to, when a gentleman like you kisses and
makes love to a young woman like Hetty, and gives her pres-
ents as she’s frightened for other folks to see. And I say it
again, yow're acting the part of a selfish light-minded scoun-
drel, though it cats me to th’ heart to say so, and I’d rather
ha’ lost my right hand.”

“Tet me tell you, Adam,” said Arthur, bridling his grow-
ing anger, and trying to recur to his careless tone, “you’re
not only devilishly impertinent, but you’re talking nonsense.
Every pretty girl is not such a fool as you, to suppose thab
when a gentleman admires her beauty, and pays her a little
attention, he must mean something parficular. Every man
likes to flirt with a pretty girl, and every pretty girl likes to
be flirted with. The wider the distance between them the less

harm there is, for then she’s not likely to dceeive herself.”

“T don’t know what you mean by flirting,” said Adam,
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“but if you mean behaving to a woman as if you loved her
a,_nd yet not loving her all the while, I say that’s not th’ ac:
tion of an honest man, and what isn’s honest does come t’
harm. T’m not a fool, and you’re not a fool, and you know
bette:r than what you'resaying. Youknow it couldn’t be made
public as you’ve behaved to Hetty as y’ have done without her
losing her chlaracter, and bringing shame and trouble on her
fmd her relations. What if you meant nothing by your kiss-
ing and your presents? Other folks won’t believe as you’ve
meant nothing; and don’t tell me about her not deceivir?g her-
self. I te}l you as you’ve filled her mind so with the thought
of you as it’ll mayhap poison her life; and she’ll never 1(g>
another man as *ud make her a good husband.” s
Arthu.r had felt a sudden relief while Adam was speaking;
he perceived that Adam had no positive knowledge of the a,s%:,,
and, that there was no irrevocable damage done by this epven-
ing’s unfqrtunate rencontre. Adam could still be deceived
iﬁ?c Ea:;i;ci Sﬁghlm: had brought himself into a position ix;
. .
o ying was his only hope. The hope allayed
(13 1 3
i ‘i’}Tell, A&am,”_he said, in a tone of friendly concession
you're pe-arhaps right. Perhaps I’ve gone a little too far iz,l
taking notice of the pretty little thing, and stealing a kiss now
and then. You’re such a grave, steady fellow, you don’t un-
de_rstand the temptation to such trifling. I’m éure I wouldl;?t
B;mg any troub.le or annoyance on her and the good Poysers
tooa;'rgizcctl)unt 1‘f Icould helpit. ButI think you look a little
B ,uf y at it. You know I’'m going away immediately
0 I sha’n & make any more mistakes of the kind. But let u;
iﬁgl goiz.]-?ght, ”—Arthur here turned round to walk on
1o Im S
et forgottegfﬁ about the matter. The whole thing will
{1
ctmtﬁ;ﬁ gy Gfd! ? Adam l_)urst out with rage that could be
ol ef no longer, throwmg down the basket of tools, and
jealousg orward till he was right in front of Arthur, All his
hithertz tra.n.d sense of personal injury, which he had been
o Whymg to keep 'under, had leaped up and mastered
. at man of us, in the first moments of a sh
could ever feel that the fellow-man who h s
o 0 has been the medium
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of inflieting it did not mean to hurt us? In our instinctive
rebellion against pain we are children again, and demand an
active will to wreak our vengeance on. Adam at this moment
could only feel that he had been robbed of Hetty—robbed
treacherously by the man in whom he had trusted; and he
stood clese in front of Arthur, with fierce eyes glaring at him,
with pale lips and clenched hands, the hard tones in which
he had hitherto been constraining himself to express no more
than a just indignation giving way to a deep agitated voice
that seemed to shake him as he spoke.

“ No, it’1l not be soon forgot, as you’ve come in between
her and me, when she might ha’ loved me—it’ll not soon be
forgot as you’ve robbed me o’ my happiness, while T thought
you was my best friend, and a noble-minded man, as I was
proud to work for. And you’ve been kissing her, meaning
nothing, have you? And I never kissed her i’ my life—bub
T’d ha’ worked hard for years for the right to kiss her. And
you make light of it. You think little o’ doing what may
damage other folks, soasyou get your bit o’ trifling, as means
nothing. I throw back your favors, for you’re not the man T
took you for. I'll never count you my friend any more. I'd
rather youw’d act as my enemy, and fight me where I stand—
it’s all th’ amends you can make me.”

Poor Adam, possessed by rage that eould find no other vent,
began to throw off his coat and his cap, too blind with passion
to notice the change that had taken place in Arthur while he
was speaking. Arthur’s lips were now as pale as Adam’s; his
heart was beating violently. The discovery that Adam loved
Hetty was a shock which made him for the moment see him-
self in the light of Adam’s indignation, and regard Adam’s
suffering as not merely a consequence, but an element of his
error. The words of hatred and contempt—the first he had
ever heard in his life—seemed like scorching missiles thab
were making ineffaceable scars on him. All screening self-

excuse, which rarely falls quite away while others respect us,
forsook him for an instant, and he stood face to face with the
first great irrevocable evil he had ever committed. He was
only twenty-one—and three months ago—nay, much later—
he had thought proudly that no man should ever be able to re*
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pro:fch him justly. His first impulse, if therc had been time
frar 1t, would perhaps have been to utter words of propitia-
tion; but Adam had no sooner thrown off his coat and cap,
t}la.n he became aware that Arthur was standing pale and mo,-
tionless, with his hands still thrust in his waistcoat pockets
“What!” he said, “won’t you fight me like a man? Y(;u
know I won’t strike you while you stand so0.” -
: Go ?.way, Adam,” said Arthur, “ T don’t wantto fight you.”
N}?" f Sa,ld Adam, bitterly; “you don’t wantto fight me, —
gi:rgn;n;{o 1:'[ i1;:‘1”a. common man, as you can injure without an-
“I never meant to injure you,” said Arthur
anger. “I didn’t know you loved her.” s
“But you’ve made her love you,” said Adam. “You're a
do:z‘lée—faced man—TI"1] never believe a word you say again.”
. rc; ;:;?:,, T tell you,” said Arthur, angrily, “or we shall
“,No,” sald Adam, with a convulsed voice, “I swear I
won’t go gway without fighting you. Do you want provoking
i.ng; :;:i);s y : uI.jzell you you’re a coward and a scoundrel, and
The golor had all rushed back to Arthur’s face: in a mo-
ment hls.right hand was elenched, and dealt a blo'.:;r like light-
ning, which sent Adam staggering backward. His blood %vas
as thorou_ghly up as Adam’s now, and the twomen forgettin
the emotions that had gone before, fought with the’ instinctivg
fierceness of panthers in the deepening twilight darkened b
the trees, TI:_Le delicate-handed gentleman was &a match fo{
the workmau In everything but strength, and Arthur’s skill
enabled him to protract the struggle for some long moments
But betwet?n unarmed men the battle is to the strong, where;
the strong is no blunderer, and Arthur must sink uncfle].f a well-
Elanted blow of Adam’s, as a steel rod is broken by an iron
> ;Il'.c ea’}](.;zeinb]aozv fs(;ooxfa fca,n:le, and Arthur fell, his head lying
g ;Dd ;_ ern, so that Adam eould only discern
ge stood still in the Flim light, waiting for Arthur to rise.
}1&_ blow-had been given now, toward which he had b
Straining all the force of nerve and muscle—and what was :l?;

with returning
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good of it? What had he done by fighting? Only satisfied
his own passion, only wreaked his own vengeance. He had
not rescued Hetty, nor changed the past—there it was just as
it had been, and he sickened at the vanity of his own rage.

But why did not Arthur rise? He was perfectly motionless,
and the time seemed long to Adam. . . . Good God! had the
blow been too much for him? Adam shuddered at the thought
of his own strength, as with the oncoming of this dread he
knelt down by Arthur’s side and lifted his head from among
the fern, There was no sign of life: the eyes and teeth were
set. The horror that rushed over Adam completely mastered
him, and forced upon him its own belief. He could feel noth-
ing but that death was in Arthur’s face, and that he was help-
less before it. He made not a single movement, but knelt like
an image of despair gazing at an image of death.

_—
CHAPTER XXVIII.

A DILEMMA.

Ir was only a few minutes measured by the clock—though
Adam always thought it had been a long while—before he
perceived a gleam of consciousness in Arthur’s face and a
slight shiver through his frame. The intense joy that flooded
his soul brought back some of the old affection with it.

“Do you feel any pain, sir?” he said, tenderly, loosening
Arthur’s cravat.

Arthur turned his eyes on Adam with a vague stare which
gave way to a slightly startled motion as if from the shock of
returnicg memory. But he only shivered again and said noth-
ing.

“Do you feel any hurt, sir?” Adam said again, with a
trembling in his voice.

Arthur put his hand up to his waistcoat buttons, and when
Adam had unbuttoned it, he took a longer breath. *Lay my
head down,” he said, faintly, “and get me some water if you
can.”
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Adam laid the head down gently on the fern again, and
:mptytmtghthedtools out of the flag-basket, hurried through the
rees to the edge of the Grove borderine on the Ch
a brook ran below the bank. ¢ el
When he returned with his basket leaki i
ing, but still half
full, Arthur looked at him with a m ’
th re- -
ened consciousness, g i
“Can you drink a drop out o’ your hand, sir?” said Adam
kne:,elmg down again to lift up Arthur’s head. ’
L : :
heaf’?’ said Arthur, “dip my eravat in and souse it on my
The water seemed to do him some
_ . ) s good, for he presentl
ral‘fed himself a little higher, resting on Azla.m’s armP .
; 1130 you f;—:lel any hurt inside, sir?” Adam asked again
0—no hurt,” sai i i ;
B ,” sald Arthur, still faintly, “but rather

After a while he said, “I i
gk ald, 1 suppose I fainted away when you

« Ves. s :
Worge_e’?, sir, thank God,” said Adam. “I thought it was

“What! i
L grgc:f thought you’d done for me, eh? Come, help

“_I feel terribly shaky and dizzy,” Arthur said, as he stood
Ieagmg on Aldam’s arm; “that blow of yours mu;t have come
:;g;x;zit’: me like a battering-ram. I don’t believe I can walk

.“ Lean on me, sir; I’ll get you along,” said Adam. “Or
W,lll you sit down a bit longer, on my coat here? and I’1l prof)
Y ‘l‘lp. ”Ym_l’ll perhaps be better in a minute or two,”

, No,” gaid Arthur. “I’1l go to the Hermitage—TI think
I. Ve got some brandy there. There’s a short road to it a little
further on, near the gate. If yow’ll just help me on.”

Thffy Walk_:ed slowly, with frequent pauses, but without
speaking again. In both of them, the concentration in the
present which had attended the first moments of Arthur’s re-
Egﬁlﬂ had now given way to a vivid recollection of the pre-
Yo sl():eie. _ IF was nez.a.rly dark in the narrow path among the
- » but within the circle o‘f fir-trees round the Hermitage

T€ was room for the growing moonlight to enter in at tha




