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’s tears were not for Adam—not for the an g}nsh
thﬁtu:mHu;tltzosme upon him when he found she was gone igfnﬁ
him forever. They were for the misery of her own 10;’ " ;f’
took her away from this brave tender man who oﬁere_ uE is
whole life to her, and threw her, a poor helpless suppha%l-_, OE
the man who would think it a misfortune that she was oblige BO OK V.

ing to him.

to ﬁ;ntghree o’clock that day, when Hetty was on the cloach
that was to take her, they said, to Leicester—partof tlge ong,_
long way to Windsor—she felt dimly that she b lg.ht i‘tmv
elling all this weary journey toward the beginning of new
- . : surely not be angry A roxe, lonely journey, with sadness in the heart; away

.YEt i ]1: asdfié Vz;niif{ alézﬁuﬁléf as hej:lsed to do, he from the familiar go the strange: that is a hard and dreary
Wit her. -« If eb : ogd to her thing even to the rich, the strong, the instructed; a hard
hid profinised to-ba'g ) thing, even when we are called by duty, not urged by dread.

What was it then to Hetty? With her poor narrow
thoughts, no longer melting into vague hopes, but pressed
upon by the chill of definite fear; repeating again and again
the some small round of memories—shaping again and again
the same echildish, doubtful images of what was to come—
Seeing nothing in this wide world but the little history of
her own pleasures and pains; with so little money in her
pocket, and the way so long and difficult. Unless she could
afford always to go in the coaches—and she felt sure she could
nof, for the journey to Stoniton was more expensive than she
had expected—it was plain that she must trust to carriers’
earts or slow wagons; and what a time it would be before
she could get to the end of her journey! The burly old coach-
man from Oakbourne, seeing such a pretty young woman
among the outside passengers, had invited her to come and
8it beside him; and feeling that it became him as a man and
a coachman to open the dialogue with a Joke, he applied him-
self as soon as they were off the stones to the elaboration of
one suitable in all respects. After many cuts with his whip
and glances at Hetty out of the corner of his eye, he lifted his
lips above the edge of his wrapper and said,—

“He’s pretty nigh six foot, I’11 be bound, isna he, now?”

“Who?” said Hetty, rather startled,
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“Why, the sweetheart as you’ve left behind, or else him ag
you’re goin’ arter—which is it?”

Hetty felt her face flushing and then turning pale. She
thought this coachman must know something about her. He
must know Adam, and might tell him where she was gone,
for it is difficult to country people to believe that those who
make a figure in their own parish are not known everywhere
else, and it was equally difficult to Hetty to understand the
chance words could happen to apply closely to her circum-
stances. She was too frightened to speak. :

“Hegh, hegh!” said the coachman, seeing that his joke
was not so gratifying as he had expected, “ you munna take it
too ser’ous; if he’s behaved ill, get another. Such a pretty
lass as you can get a sweetheart any day.”

Hetty’s fear was allayed by and by when she found that
the coachman made no further allusion to her personal cons
cerns; but it still had the effect of preventing her from asking
him what were the places on the road to Windsor. She told
him she was only going a little way out of Stoniton, and
when she got down ab the inn where the coach stopped, she
hastened away with her basket to another part of the town.

When she had formed her plan of going to Windsor, she had
not foreseen any difficulties except that of getting away; and
after she had overcome this by proposing the visit to Dinah,
her thoughts flew to the meeting with Arthur, and the ques-
tion how he would behave to her—not resting on any probable
incidents of the journey. She was too entirely ignorant of
travelling to imagine any of its details, and with all her store
of money—her three guineas—in her pocket, she thought her-
self amply provided. It was not until she found how muchit
cost her to get to Stoniton that she began to be alarmed about
the journey, and then, for the first time, she felt her ignorance

as to the places that must be passed on her way. Oppressed

with this new alarm, she walked along the grim Stoniton
streets, and at last turned into a shabby little inn, where she
hoped to get a cheap lodging for the night. Here she asked
“the landlord if Le could tell her what places she must go o,
to get to Windsor.

“Well, I can’t rightly say.

Windsor must be pretty nigh

THE JOURNEY IN HOPE. 375

London, for it’s where the king lives,” was the answer
“Anyhow, you’d best go t’ Ashby next—that’s south’ard'
But the.re’s as many places from here to London as there’s;
houses in Stoniton, by what I can make out. I’ve never been
notraveller myself. But how comes a lone young woman like
o t:) be thinking o’ taking such a journey as that?”

’m going to my brother—he’s a soldier at Windsor,” said
Hetty, frightened at the landlord’s questioning 1001;. i
can’t afford to go by the coach; do you think there’s 3 cart
goes toward Ashby in the morning? ¥

“Yes, there may be carts if anybody knowed where the
;tartg& from; b‘o;t you might run over the town before yoz
0{;1;1{] 3_];);:_-; yi?g d best set off and walk, and trust to summat
. Every word sank like lead on Hetty’s spirits:

Journey stretch bit by bit before her nzwg Evensécsélc:; :ca)vikgllf
by seemed a hard thing: it might take the day, for what she
!mew, and that was nothing to the rest of the journey. But
if must be done—she must get to Arthur: oh ho.w she
yearned to be again with somebody who would ca.r,e for her!
St}e who had never got up in the morning without the cer:
fainty of seeing familiar faces, people on whom she had an
acknowledged claim; whose farthest journey had been to
Rosseter on the pillion with her uncle; whose thoughts had
always -heen taking holiday in dreams of pleasure, because all
t}ne business of her life was managed for her :-—’this kitten-
like Het.ty, who till a few months ago had never felt an
other_ grief than that of envying Mary Burge a new rib‘bony
or being girded at by her aunt for neglecting Totty, must now’r
make her toilsome way in loneliness, her peaceful, home left
behind forever, and nothing but a tremulous hope of distant
:fu.gehbe.fore her. Now for the first time, as she lay down
bee]::g 1}:1 in the strange hard bed, she felt that her home had
5 ;11 appy one, that her uncle had been very good to her
at her quiet lot at Hayslope among the things and 'peo I;
sh: knew, with her little pride in her one best gown and bEn-
]llii é :,(1)1(‘]; ;“ll(o:hmi to hide frf)m any one, was what she would
L up toas a rfzahty, and find that all the feverish
8 she had known besides was a short nightmare. She
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thought of all she had left behind with yearning x:egret'. for
her own sake: her own misery filled her heart: t e1ef w.astﬁo
room in it for other people’s sorrow. And ?fet, befcne ?
cruel letter, Arthur had been so tender and 10'&‘111 g: the me(z)];e
ory of that had still a charm for her, though it Wf’mb 1no mFO
than a soothing draught that jus!; made pain bea.;a . e.f ! T
Hetty could conceive no other existence for hgrse f in fu ui-:;
than a hidden one, and a hidden _hfe, even 1:r1th l_ovrla, fm}th
have had no delights for her; still less a life mmgle w];q
shame, She knew no romances, and had only afeeliule 8 alrl(j
in the feelings which are the source of romance, so that :veof
read ladies may find it difficult to understand her state :
mind. She was too ignorant of everything beyond the simple
notions and habits in which she had been brought up, to h;ve
any more definite idea of her probable future than that Arthur
would take care of her somehow, and shelter her from anger.
and scorn. He would not marry her and make her T.dla@y,
and apart from that she could thm?& of nothlng ]-'.'18 could give
toward which she looked with longing and fxmbltlon. 4
The next morning she rose early, and taking enly some mllz
and bread for her breakfast, set out to vfa,lk on the ro_ad ttfwark
Ashby, under a leaden-colored sky, with a narrowm% bﬁrea
of yellow, like a departing hope, on the edge of thle oiizon%
Now in her faintness of heart at the 1eugth and dlﬁi_cu ,yho
her journey, she was most of all afraid of spending e;
money, and becoming so destitute that she would have to‘as.i
people’s charity ; for Hetty had the pride not only of a plout
nature but of a proud class—the c]as?. that pays 13.]16 mos
poor-rates, and most shudders at the idea of proﬁtg:lg by:
poor-rate. It had not yet occurred to her that sE_ie m1ght ge
money for her locket and ear-rings _whlch :c)he carried w1t]11 her,f
and she applied all her small arithmetic and knowleug‘.c;lo
prices to calculating how many meals and how Imany rides
were contained in her two guineas, and the odd shillings,
which had a melancholy look, as if they were the pale ashes
her bright-flaming coin.
Ofg:; Oglle ﬂrsl;g few miles out of Stoniton she-wallked zﬁ
bravely, always fixing on some tree or gate or projecting bu -
at the most distant visible point in the road as a goal, an
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feeling a faint joy when she had reached it.  But when she
came to the fourth milestone, the first she had happened to
nofice among the long grass by the roadside, and read that
she was still only four miles beyond Steniton, her courage
sank. She had come only this little way, and yet felb tired,
and almost hungry again in the keen morning air; for though
Helty was accustomed to much movement and exertion in-
doors, she was not used to long walks, which produced quite
a different sort of fatigue from that of household activity.
As she was looking at the milestone she felt some drops fall-
ing on her face—it wag beginning to rain. Here was a new
trouble which had not entered into her sad thoughts before;
and quite weighed down by this sudden addition to her bur-
den, she sat down on the step of a stile and began to sob
bysterically, The beginning of hardship is like the first taste
of bitter food—it seems for a moment unbearable; yet, if
there is nothing else to satisfy our hunger, we take another
bite and find it possible to g0 on. When Hetty recovered
from her burst of weeping, she rallied her fainting courage:
1t was raining, and she must try to get on to a village where
she might find rest and shelter, Presently, as she walked
6n wearily, she heard the rumbling of heavy wheels behind
her; a covered Wagon was coming, creeping slowly along with
a slouching driver cracking his whip beside the horses. She
waited for it, thinking that if the Wagoner were not a very
sour-looking man, she would ask him to take her up. As the
Wagon approached her, the driver had fallen behind, but there
Was something in the front of the big vehicle which encouraged
her, At any previous moment in her life she would not have
woticed it; hut now, the new susceptibility that suffering had
awakened in her caused this object to impress her strongly.
It was only a small white-and-liver colored spaniel which sat
on the front ledge of the wagon, with large timid eyes, and
a0 incessant trembling in the body, such as you may have
Sen in some of these small creatures, Hetty cared little for
animals, ag you know, but at this moment she felt as if the
helpless timid creature had some fellowship with her, and
Without being quite aware of the reason, she was less doubi-
ful about speaking to the driver, who now came forward-—a
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large ruddy man, with a sack over his shoulders, by way of
tle. ! :
SC%‘T 22111‘131&;011 take me up in your wagon, if 301’1:1-9 going
toward Ashby?” said Hetty. “ I’ll pay you for it. e,
“ Aw,” gaid the big fellow, with that slo“}rly dawning sou .
which belongs to heavy faces, “I can tals?e y qp)fat;s't ezlzo iih
wi’out bein’ paid for ’t if you dooant mind lyin a;t (39 8 ;
a-top o’ the wool-packs. Vghere do you coom from? an
ou want at Ashby? :
Wlif‘-; izrze from Stoniton. I’m going a long way—to Wind-
sor.” : i
“What! arter some service, or whgt? )

“Going to my brother—he’s a soldlher there. ‘ :
“Well, I’m going no furder nor Lelcfest.er—.and full 1e:noug
too—but I’11 take you, if you dooant mind h_emg a bit ctng on
the road. Th’ hosses wooant feel your weight no more (11101
they feel the little doog there, as I pu(ik up on thg H;a me:
forni’t agoo. He war lost, T b’lieve, an’s l’Jeen all o ?.dre ;
ble iver sin’. Come, gi’ us your basket, an’ come behind ani

> in. »

letTn;eI}J; toi the wool-packs, with a cranny left between the
curtaing of the awning to let in the air, was luxurylto Hetty
now, and she half slept away the hours till the rihnver calfmf
to ask her if she wanted to get down: an‘d have sc?m‘e: Vl;-
tual ”; he himself was going to eat‘ his dinner at ‘th:iS pu .
lic.” Late at night they reached Leicester, and so this secon

day of Hetty’s journey was past. She had spent nohmo;?‘y
except what she had paid for her food, but she felt that 13
slow journeying would be intolerable for her anethe‘r day, ank
in the morning she found her way to a coach-office to as

about the road to Windsor, and see if it Would cost heTr ;u;o
much to go part of the distance by coach again. Yes! 2
distance was too great—the coaches were too dear—she mu;;
give them up; but the elderly clerk at the office, touche;lthi
her pretty anxious face, wrote down for ]?er the namesl; 0 .
chief places she must pass through. This was the only co .
fort she got in Leicester, for the men -stare?d at hfar :;si st

went along the street, and for the first time in her !xfe e.tjf
wished no one would look at her. She set out walking again;
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but this day she was fortunate, for she was soon overtaken by
a carrier’s cart which carried her to Hinckley, and by the
help of a return chaise, with a drunken postilion,—whga
- frightened her by driving like Jehu the son of Nimshi, and
shouting hilarious remarks a her, twisting himself backward
on his saddle,—she was hefore night in the heart of woody
Warwickshire: but still almost 2 hundred miles from Wind-
sor, they told her. Oh what a large world it was, and what
hard work for her to find her Way in it! She went by mis-
take to Stratford-on-Avon, finding Stratford set down in her

list of places, and then she was told she had come

a long way
out of the right road,

It was not till the fifth day that she
got to Stony Stratford. That seems but a slight journey as
you look at the map, or remember your own pleasant travels
to and from the meadowy banks of the Avon. But how
wearily long it was to Hetty! It seemed to her as if this
country of flat fields and hedgerows, and dotted houses, and
villages, and market-towns—all 8o much alike to her indiffer-
ent eyes—must have no end, and she must 80 on wandering
among them forever, waitin g tired at toll-gates for some cart
t come, and then finding the cart went only a little way—q
very little way—to the miller’s a mile off perhaps; and she
hated going into the public-houses, where she mu

15t go to get
food and ask questions, because there were always men loung-

ing there, who stared at her and joked her rudely. Her body
Was very weary too with these days of new fatigue and

anxiety ; they had made her look more pale and worn than all
the time of hidden dread she

3
Way, though it should cost hepr

would need nothing at Windsor but to find Arthur,

she had paid the fare for the last coach,
ling

all her remaining money. She

When
she had only a shil-
f the Green Man in
sor ab twelve o’clock in the middle of the seventh day,
hungry and faint, the coachman came up, and begged her to
“remember him.” She put her hand in her pocket, and took
out the shilling, but the tears came with the sense of exhayg-
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tion and the thought that she was giving away her last meang
of getting food, which she really required before she could go
in search of Arthur. As she held out the shilling, she lifted
up her dark tear-filled eyes to the coachman’s face and said,
“ (an you give me back sixpence?”

“No, no,” he said, grufily, “never mind—put the shilling
up again.”

The landlord of the Green Man had stood near enough to
witness this scene, and he was a man whose abundant feeding
served to keep his good nature, as well as his person, in high
condition. And that lovely tearful face of Hetty’s would
have found out the sensitive fibre in most men.

“Come, young woman, come in,” he said, “and have a drop
o’ something; you’re pretty well knocked up: I can see that.”

He took her into the bar and said to his wife, “ Here, mis-
sis, take this young woman into the parlor; she’s a little over-
come,”—for Hetty’s tears were falling fast. They were merely
hysterical tears: she thought she had no reason for weeping
now, and was vexed that she was too weak and tired to help
it. She was at Windsor at last, not far from Arthur.

She looked with eager, hungry eyes at the bread and meat
and beer that the landlady brought her, and for some minutes
she forgot everything else in the delicious sensations of satis-
fying hunger and recovering from exhaustion. The landlady
sat opposite to her as she ate, and looked at her earnestly.
No wonder: Hetty had thrown off her bonnet, and her cutls
had fallen down: her face was all the more touching in its
youth and beauty because of its weary look; and the good
woman’s eyes presently wandered to her figure, which in her
hurried dressing on her journey she had taken no pains to
conceal ; moreover, the stranger’s eye detects what the famil-
iar unsuspecting eye leaves unnoticed.

“ Why, you’re not very fit for travelling,” she said, glane:
ing while she spoke at Hetty’s ringless hand. * Have you
come far?”

“Yes,” said Hetty, roused by this question to exert more
self-command, and feeling the better for the food she had
taken. “I’ve come a good long way, and it’s very tiring
But I’m better now. Could you tell me which way to go 10
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this p'lf.ce?” Here Hetty took from her pocket a bit of pa~
per: 1t was the end of Arthur’s letter on which he had written
his address.

While she was speaking, the landlord had come in, and had
Eegll:n to look at her as earnestly as his wife had done. Hao

ook up the piece of paper which Hetty handed :
tab[_e, and read the address, . e
' “Why, what do you want at this house?” he said. Tt is
in t}m nature of_ innkeepers and all men who have no pressing
busmess‘ of their own, to ask as many questions as possible
before giving any information.

(11

“I want to see a gentleman as is there,” said Hetty.

“ 'But there’s no gentleman there,” returned the landlord,

It S.Sh]flt up—been shut up this fortnight. What gentle-
man 18 it you want? :

o ¥ ant? Perhaps I can let you know where to

“It’s (}_ap‘;ain Donnithorne,” said Hetty, tremulously, her
heart beginning to beat painfully at this disappointment of
her hope Fhat she should find Arthur at once.

“Captain Donnithorne? Stop a bit,” said the landlord
s};w]y. “Was _h.e in the Loamshire Militia? A tall yount’r
oticer with a fairish skin and reddish whiskers—and had Z
servant by the name o> Pym?”

(11 '

% Oh yes, ”-S‘d.ld Hetty; “you know him—where is he?”

.A. f‘i}m sight o’ miles away from here: the Loamshire
Mlih}la. 8 gone to Ireland; it’s been gone this fortnight.”

1;0 Look there! she’s fainting,” said the landlady, hastening

4 ;ﬁpp}(;rié Iﬁ;a:ty, who had lost her miserable consciousness
Ooked like a beautiful corpse. They carried

sofa and loosened her dress, : B

“Here’s a bad business, I suspect,” sai
3 ct,” said the 1
brought in some water. : i ik

5 : :
wjfeAh, it’s plain enough what sort of business it is,” said the

that,
c;lmes from a good way off, to judge by her
talks something like that ostler we had that come from the

north: he was as honest a fellow a
s we ever had about
house—they’re all honest folks in the north,” g

“8he’s not a common flaunting dratehell, I
She looks like a respectable country girl, and she

can see

tongue. She
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“I never saw a prettier young woman in my life,” said the
husband. “She’s like a pictur in a shop-winder. It goes to

’s ’eart to look at her.”
e ;t ?zd have been a good deal better for her if she’d been
uglier and had more conduct,” said the landlady, who on any
charitable construction must have been supposed to have more
“ But she’s coming to again, Fetch

“econduet ” than beauty.
a drop more water.”

CHAPTER XXXVIIL.

THE JOURNEY IN DESPAIR,

Herry was too ill through the rest of that day for any
questions to be addressed to her—too ill even to think with
any distinctness of the evils that were to come.  She only i:elt
that all her hope was crushed, and that instead of having
found a refuge she had only reached the borders of a new
wilderness where no goal lay before her. The sensations of
bodily sickness, in a comfortable bed, and with thfa tendance
of the good-natured landlady, made a sortlof respllte for ]?er;
such a respite as there is in the faint weariness wh.mh obliges
a man to throw himself on the sand, instead of toiling onward

der the scorching sun. _
m}But when sleepgand rest had brought back the strength
necessary for the keenness of mental suffering,—w‘hen she @ay
the next morning looking at the growing light which was like
a cruel task-master returning to urge from her a fresh round
of hated hopeless labor,—she began to think what course she
must take, to remember that all her money was gone, 130 Jook
at the prospect of further wandering among strangers with the
new clearness shed on it by the experience of her Journey to
Windsor. But which way could she turn? It was impossible
for her to enter into any service, even if she could obtain it:
there was nothing but immediate beggary before he.r. She
thought of a young woman who had been found against the
church wall at Hayslope one Sunday, nearly dead with cold

and hunger—a tiny infant in her arms: the woman wag rese
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cued and taken to the parish. “The parish!”  You ean per-
haps hardly understand the effect of that word on a mind like
Hetty’s, brought up among people who were somewhat hard
in their feelings even toward poverty, who lived among the
fields, and had little pity for want and rags as a cruel ineyi-
table fate such as they sometimes seem in cities, but held them
a mark of idleness and vice—and it was idleness and vice that
brought burdens on the parish. To Hetty the “parish”? was
next to the prison in obloquy; and to ask anything of stran-
gers—to beg—lay in the same far-off hideous region of intoler-
able shame that Hetty had all her life thought it impossible
she could ever come near. But now the remembrance of that
wretched woman whom she had seen herself, on her way from
church, being carried into Joshua Rann’s, came back upon
her with the new terrible sense that there was very little now
to divide %er from the same lot. And the dread of bodily
hardship mingled with the dread of shame; for Hetty had the
luxurious nature of a round, soft-coated pet animal,

How she yearned to be back in her safe home again,
cherished and cared for as she had always been! Her aunt’s
seolding about trifles would have been music to her ears now:
sho longed for it: she used to hear it in a time when she had
only trifies to hide. Could she be the same Hetty that used
to make up the butter in the dairy with the Gueldres roses
peeping in at the window—she, a runaway whom her friends
would not open their doors to again, lying in this strange bed,
with the knowledge that she had no money to pay for what
she received, and must offer those strangers some of the
clothes in her basket? It was then she thought of her locket
and ear-rings, and seeing her pocket lie near, she reached it
and spread the contents on the hed before her. There were
the locket and ear-rings in the little velvet-lined boxes, and
With them there was a beautiful silver thimble which Adam
had bought her, the words « Remember me » making the orna-
ment of the border; a steel purse, with her one shilling in it,
and a small red-leather case, fastening with a strap. Those
beautiful little ear-rings, with their delicate pearls and garnet,
that she had tried in her sars with such longing in the bright
sunshine on the 30th of July! She had no longing to put




