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me to tell her aunt. Why didna Dinah come back wi’ ye?—
she’d ha’ helped to pacify her aunt a bit,”

“Dinah wasn’t at Snowfield. She’s been gone to Leeds
this fortnight; and I couldn’t learn from th’ old woman any
direction where she is at Leeds, else I should ha’ brought it
you. 22

“She’d a deal better be staying wi’ her own kin,” gaid Mr.
Poyser, indignantly, “than going preaching among strange
folks a-that’n.”

“I must leave you now, Mr. Poyser,” said Adam, “for I’ve
a deal to see to.”

“Ay, youw’d best be after your business, and T must tell the
missis when I go home. It’s a hard job.”

“But,” said Adam, “I beg particular, you’ll keep what’s
happened quiet for a week or two. I’ve not told my mother
yet, and there’s no knowing how things may turn out.”

“Ay, ay; least said, soonest mended. We’n no need to
say why the match is broke off, an’ we may hear of her after
a bit. Shake hands wi’ me, lad: I wish I could make thes
amends.”

There was something in Martin Poyser’s throat at that mo-
ment which caused him to bring out those scanty words in
rather a broken fashion. Yet Adam knew what they meant
all the better; and the two honest men grasped each other’s
hard hands in mutual understanding.

There was nothing now to hinder Adam from setting off.
He had told Seth to go to the Chase, and leave a message for
the Squire, saying that Adam Bede had been obliged to start
off suddenly on a journey,—and to say as much, and no more,
to any one else who made inquiries about him. If the Poy-
sers learned that he was gone away again, Adam knew they
would infer that he was gone in search of Hetty.

He had intended to go right on his way from the Hall Farm;
but now the impulse which had frequently visited him before—
to go to Mr. Irwine, and make a confidant of him—recurred
with the new force which belongs to a last opportunity. He
was about to start on a long jowrney—a difficult one—by sea—
and no soul would know where he was gone. If anything hap-
pened to him ? or, if he absolutely needed help in any matter

THE TIDINGS, 409

concerning Hetty? Mr. Trwine was to be trusted; and the
feeling which made Adam shrink from telling anything which
was her seeret, must give way before the need there was that
she should have some one else besides himself, who would
bo prepared to defend her in the worst extremity. Toward
Arthur, even though he might have incurred no new guilt,
Adam felt that he was not bound to keep silence when Hetty’s
interest called on him to speak,

“I must do it,” said Adam, when these thoughts, which
had spread themselves through hours of his sad journeying,
now rushed upon him in an instant, like a wave that had been
slowly gathering; “it’s the right thing. I can’t stand alone
in this way any longer.”

CHAPTER XXXIX.
THE TIDINGS.

Apawm turned his face toward Broxton and walked with his
swiftest stride, looking at his wateh with the fear that Mr.
Irwine might be gone out—hunting, perhaps. The fear and
haste together produced a state of strong execitement hefore
he reached the Rectory gate; and outside it he saw the deep
marks of a recent hoof on the gravel
; But the hoofs were turned toward the gate, not away from
1t; and though there was a horse against the stable door, it
was not Mr, Irwine’s: it had evidently had a journey this
morning, and must belong to some one who had eome on busi-
ness. Mr. Irwine was at home, then; but Adam could hardly
find breath and calmness to tell Carroll that he wanted to
speak to the Rector. The double suffering of certain and un-
certain sorrow had begun to shake the strong man. The but-
ler looked at him wonderingly, as he threw himself on a bench
in the passage and stared absently at the clock on the oppo-
site wall: the master had somebody with him, he said, but he
heard the study door open—the stranger seemed to be coming

out, and as Adam was in a burry, he would let the master
know at once.
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Adam sat looking at the clock: the minute-hand was hurry-
ing along the last five minutes to ten, with a loud hard in-
different tick, and Adam watched the movement and listened
to the sound as if he had had some reason for doing so. In
our times of bitter suffering, there are almost always these
pauses, when our consciousness is benumbed to everything
but some trivial perception or sensation. It is as if semi-
idiocy eame to give us rest from the memory and the dread
which refuse to leave us in our sleep.

Carroll, coming back, recalled Adam to the sense of his
burden. He was to go into the study immediately. “I can’t
think what that strange person’s come about,” the butler
added, from mere incontinence of remark, as he preceded
Adam to the door, “he’s gone i’ the dining-room. And mas-
ter looks unaccountable—as if he was frightened.” Adam
took no notice of the words: he could not care about other
people’s business. But when he entered the study and looked
in Mr. Irwine’s face, he felt in an instant that there was
a new expression in if, strangely different from the warm
friendliness it had always worn for him before. A letter lay
open on the table, and Mr. Irwine’s hand was on it; but the
changed glance he cast on Adam could not be owing entirely
to preoccupation with some disagreeable business, for he was
looking eagerly toward the door, as if Adam’s entrance werea
matter of poignant anxiety to him.

“You want to speak to me, Adam,” he said, in that low con-
strainedly quiet tone which a man uses when he is determined
to suppress agitation. “Sit down here.” He pointed to a
chair just opposite to him, at no more than a yard’s distance
from his own, and Adam sat down with a sense that this cold
manner of Mr. Irwine’s gave an additional unexpected diffi-
culty to his disclosure. But when Adam had made up his
mind to a measure, he was not the man to renounce it for any
but imperative reasons.

“I come to you, sir,” he said, “as the gentleman I look up
to most of anybody. I’ve something very painful to tell you
—something as it’ll pain you to hear as well as me to tell.
But if I speak o’ the wrong other people have done, you’ll ses
I didn’t speak till I’d good reason.”
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Mzr. Trwine nodded slowly, and Adam went on rather tremu-
lously,—
“You was t ha’ married me and Hett
: . y Sorrel, you know
Sll‘:i oI’ the fifteenth o’ this month. I thought s};eyloved me,
and I was th’ happiest man i’ the parish. B 1
blow’s come upon me.” ¥ i
: 3I§h Irw(iiﬂe started up from his chair, as if involuntarily,
G then, determined to control himself, walk in-
dow and locked out, B het s
“She’s gone away, sir, and we don’t know where. She said
she was going to Snowfield o’ Friday was a fortnight, and I
went last Sunday to fetch her back ; but she’d never been there
-and she took the coach to Stoniton, and beyond that I can’;
trace her. But now I’m going a long journey to look for her
and I can’{ls trust t’ anybody but you where I’m going.” ,
%T_r. Irwine came back from the window and sat down.
'dHave you no idea of the reason why she went away?” he
said. :
“It’s plain enough she didn’t want to i i
: _ marry me, sir,” said
fid’am. “She didn’t like it when it came so near.’ B;]t that
1s0°¢ all, T doubt. There’s something else I must tell you
8ir. There’s somebody else concerned besides me.” :
A gleam of something—it was almost like relief or joy—
came across the eager anxiety of Mr. Trwine’s face at thatmo-
ment. Adam was looking on the ground, and paused a little:
the next worc%s were hard to speak. But when he went on
he lifted up his head and looked straight at Mr. Trwine, H;
Wo;]cﬂd do the thing he had resolved to do, without flinching.
A Yo:} knowlr who’s the man I’ve reckoned my greatest
riend, il; sa,ld, “and used to be proud to think as I should
Pass my life i’ working for him, and had f 1
ke g 5 ad felt so ever since we

Mr. Trwine, as if all self-control had forsaken h

: im, grasped
Adam’s arm, which lay on the table, and, clutching ’it tig]:nptlyr

li.k_e a man in pain, said, with pale lips and a low hurried
voice,—

“No, Adam, —don’t say it, for God’s sake! ”

Adam, surprised at the violence of Mr. Irwine’s feeling, re-
Pented of the words that had passed his lips, and sat in dis-
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tressed silence. The grasp on his arm gradually relaxed, and
Mr. Irwine threw himself back in his chair, saying, ¢ Go on—
I must know it.”
“That man played with Hetty’s feelings, and behaved te
her as he’d no right to do to a girl in her station o’ life—
made her presents, and used to go and meet her out a-walk-
ing: I found it out only two days before he went away—
found him a-kissing her as they were parting in the Grove.
There’d been nothing said between me and Hetty then,
though I’d loved her for a long while, and she knew it. But
I reproached him with his wrong actions, and words and blows
passed between us; and he said solemnly to me, after that, as
it had been all nonsense, and no more than a bit o’ flirting.
But I made him write a letter to tell Hetty he’d meant noth-
ing; for I saw clear enough, sir, by several things as I hadn’s
understood at the time, as he’d got hold of her heart, and I
thought she’d belike go on thinking of him, and never come
to love another man as wanted to marry her. And I gave her
the letter, and she seemed to bear it all after a while better
than I’d expected . . . and she behaved kinder and kinder
tome . . . Idare say she didn’t know her own feelings then,
poor thing, and they came back upon her when it was too
late . . . I don’t want to blame her . . . I can’t think as
she meant to deceive me. But I was encouraged to think she
loved me, and—you know the rest, sir. But it’s on my mind
as he’s been false to me, and ’ticed her away, and she’s gone
to him—and I’m going now to see; for I can never go to work
again till I know what’s become of her.”

During Adam’s narrative, Mr. Irwine had had time to re-
cover his self-mastery in spite of the painful thoughts that
crowded upon him. It was a bitter remembrance to him
now—that morning when Arthur breakfasted with him, and
seemed as if he were on the verge of a confession. It was
plain enough now what he had wanted to confess. And if
their words had taken another turn . . . if he himself had
been less fastidious about intruding on another man’s secrets
. . . it was cruel to think how thin a film had shut out rescué
from all this guilt and misery. He saw the whole history
now by that terrible illumination which the present sheds back

3
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upon the past. .But every other feeling as it rushed updn
him was thrown into abeyauce by pity, deep respectful pity
for the man who sat before him,—already so bruised oin,
forth with sad blind resignedness to an unreal sorrow, gvhilg
a real one was close upon him, too far beyond the r:;.n e of
common trial for him ever to have feared it. His own aiito-
tion was quelled by a certain awe that comes over us inbtse

presence of a great anguish; for the anguish he must inflict

on Adam was already present to him. Again he put his hand

on the arm that lay on the table, b
: ut is ti
| ek ) very gently this time,
(13 1
Jﬁfifam, my dear friend, you have had some hard trials in
go;;r ife. You can bear sorrow manfully, as well as act man-
hu y: God requires both tasks at our hands. And there is a
Beav1e1 SOITOW coming upon you than any you have yet known
ut you are not guilty—you have not the worst :
God help him who has!”

The two _pale faces looked at each other ; in Adam’s there
was trembling suspense, in Mr. Trwine’s hesitating, shrinkin
pity. But he went on. ; ¢

“I have had news of Hetty thi i

' L n y this morning. She i
to Aim. Sheis in Stonyshire—at Stouitog. % e
< Adzla,m started up from his chair, as if he thought he could
ofa‘lrﬁ eaped to her that moment. But Mr. Irwine laid hold
18 arm &, i i { i i
L doia;ln-l, and said, persuasively, “ Wait, Adam, wait,”
(13 3 » :
. Wi};: Isf in a very ufri:nfappy position—one which will make
8 for you to find h i
i forevz'r.” er, my poor friend, than to have
Adam’s lips moved tremul
. ously, but no sound came.
mt:red again, and he whispered, “’Tell me.” s
I1:She has been arrested . . . she isin prison.”
was as if an insulting blow had brou : iri
' : ght back the spirit
of resistance into Adam. The blood rushed to his face P:ill;ld
2

he said, Joudly and sharply—
“For what?

of all sorrows.

. :
‘For a great crime—the murder of her child.”

“It can’t bo!”

- Adam almost shouted, starting up from his

and making a stride toward the doox; but he turned
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round again, setting his back against the book-case, and look-
ing fiercely at Mr. Irwine. “It 1sn’t possible. She never had
a child. She can’t be guilty. Wio says 1t?”

“God grant she may be innocent, Adam. We can still hope
she is.”

“But who says she is guilty?” said Adam, violently.
“Tell me everything.”

“Here is a letter from the magistrate before whom she was
taken, and the constable who arrested her is in the dining-
room. She will not confess her name or where she comes
from; but I fear, I fear, there can be no doubt it is Hetty.
The description of her person corresponds, only that she is
said to look very pale and ill. She had a small red leather
pocket-book in her pocket with two names written in it—one af
the beginning, ‘Hetty Sorrel, Hayslope,” and the other near
the end, ¢ Dinah Morris, Snowfield.” She will not say which
is her own name—she denies everything, and will answer no
questions; and applieation has been made to me, as a magis-
trate, that I may take measures for identifying her, for it was
thought probable that the name which stands first is her own
name.”

“ But what proof have they got against her, if it 7s Hetty?”
said Adam, still violently, with an effort that seemed to shake
his whole frame. “TI’ll not believe it. It couldn’t ha’ been,
and none of us know it.”

“Terrible proof that she was under the temptation to com-
mit the erime; but we have room to hope that she did not
really commit it. Try and read that letter, Adam.”

Adam took the letter between his shaking hands, and tried
to fix his eyes steadily on it. Mr. Irwine meanwhile went
out to give some orders. When he came back, Adam’s eyes
were still on the first page—he couldn’t read—he could nob
put the words together, and make out what they meant. He
threw it down at last, and clinched his fist.

“It’s hits doing,” he said; “if there’s been any crime, it's
at his door, not at hers. He taught her to deceive—rhe de-
ceived me first. Let em put Zim on his trial—let him stand
in court beside her, and I’1l tell ’em how he got hold of her
heart, and ’ticed her t evil, and then lied to me. Is /e %o g0
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free, while they lay all the punishment on her . . . g0 weak
and young?”

: The image called up by these last words gave a new direc-
Flon to poor Adam’s maddened feelings. He was silent, look-
ing at the corner of the room as if he saw something,there.
Then he burst out again, in a tone of appealing anguish, —

f‘ I can’t bear it . . . O God, it’s too hard to lay upon me
—it’s too hard to think she’s wicked.”

Mr. Irwine had sat down again in silence: he was too wise
to utter soothing words at present, and indeed the sight of
flxda.m betore him, with that look of sudden age which some-
times comes over a young face in moments of terrible emotion
—the hard bloodless look of the skin, the deep lines about the
quivering mouth, the furrows in the brow—the sight of this
strong ﬁx_‘m man shattered by the invisible stroke of sorrow
mox‘ted him so deeply that speech was not easy. Adam stooé.
mptlonless, with his eyes vacantly fixed in this way for a
minute or two; in that short space he was Living through all
hig Jove again,

“She can’t ha’ done it,” he said, still without moving his
eyes, as if he were only talking to himself: “it was fear made
hfar hide it . . . I forgive her for deceiving me . . , I for-
iwg th?’e’t hH'ett - « . thee wast deceived too . . . it’s gone

ar
- beﬁéve i:fa,,, my poor Hetty . , . but they’ll never make

He was silent again for a few m i
e abmptnissg_ oments, and then he said,

“T’1l go to him—T’11 bring him back—T’1] make him go and
look at‘her in her misery—he shall look at her till he can’t
f‘orget' 1t—it shall follow him night and day—as long as he
lives it shall follow him—he gha’n’t escape wi’ lies this time
—I'1l fetch him, "1 drag him myself.” :

11:1 the act of going toward the door, Adam paused auto-
matically and looked about for his hat, quite unconscious
where he was, or who was present with him. Mr. Irwine had
fol_lowed him, and now took him by the arm, saying, in a
quiet but decided tone,— 5

“No, Adam, no; I'm sure you will wish to stay and see
what good can be done for her, instead of going on a useless
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errand of vengeance, The punishment will surely fall withs
out your aid. Besides, he is no longer in Ireland: he must
be on his way home—or would be, long before you arrived;
for his grandfather, T know, wrote for him to come at least
ten days ago. I want you now to go with me to Stoniton. I
have ordered a horse for you to ride with us, as soon as you
can compose yourself.”

While Mr. Irwine was speaking, Adam recovered his con-
sciousness of the actual scene: he rubbed his hair off his fore=
head and listened.

“Remember,” Mr. Irwine went on, “there are others to
think of, and act for, besides yourself, Adam: there are
Hetty’s friends, the good Poysers, on whom this stroke will
fall more heavily than I can bear to think. I expect it from
your strength of mind, Adam—from your sense of duty to
God and man—that you will try to act as long as action can
be of any use.”

In reality, Mr. Irwine proposed chis journey to Stoniton for
Adam’s own sake. Movement, with some object before him,
was the best means of counteracting the violence of suffering
in these first hours.

“You will go with me to Stoniton, Adam?” he said again,
after a moment’s pause. “We have to see if it is really
Hetty who is there, you know.”

“Yes, sir,” said Adam, “I’ll do what you think right. But
the folks at th’ Hall Farm?”

“I wish them not to know till T return to tell them myself.
I shall have ascertained things then which I am uncertain
about now, and T shall return as soon as possible. Come now,
the horses are ready,”

—_—
CHAPTER XL.
THE BITTER WATERS SPREAD.

Mz. IrwiNE returned from Stoniton in a post-chaise that
night, and the first words Carroll said to him, as he entered
the house, were, that Squire Donnithorne was dead—~found

THE BITTER WATERS SPREAD. 417

dea@ in hig bed at ten o’clock that morning—and that Mrs,
Irwme desired him to say she should be awake when Mr.
Irwine came home, and she hegged him not to go to bed with-
out seeing her, .

5 W?‘ll, D}auphin, ” Mrs. Irwine said, as her son entered her
room, - yowre come at last. So the old gentleman’s fidgeti-
ness and low spirits, which made him send for Arthur in that
sudden way, really meant something. I suppose Qarroll has
told you that Do_unithome was found dead in his bed this
:Iglcrmlngl. . You wﬂIl b}f]ieve my prognostications another time,

ough 1 dare say I sha’n’t live to proenostic i
e e prognosticate anything but
: “What have they done about Arthur??” said Mr. Trwine.

S‘enh a messenger to await him at Liverpool? ”

{1

Yes, Ralph was gone before the news was brought to us.
Dear Art_hur, I sha}l live now to see him master at the Chase,
and making good times on the estate, like a generous-hearted
fellow as he 1. He’ll be as happy as a king now.”

Mz, I‘rmne could not help giving a slight groan: he was
worn with anxiety and exertion, and his mother’s light words
were almost intolerable,

: :

“What are you so dismal about, Dauphin? Is there any
bad news? Or‘are you thinking of the danger of Arthur in
crc::s;;ng tha; frightful Irish Channel at this time of year?”

0, mother, I'm not thinking of that: but I’ o
pared to rejoice just now.” : i Lo
: “E‘fou’ve been worried by this law business that you’ve been

0 Stoniton about, i ld i i

o ut. ‘What in the world is it, that you can’t
_ “You will know by and by, mother. It would not be
Tight for me to tell you at present. Good-night: you’ll sleep
now you ha:,ve no longer anything to listen for.”

Mzr. Irwine gave up his intention of sending a letter to
meet Arth_ur, since it would not now hasten his return: the
lIluaws of hig grandfather’s death would bring him as soon as

6 could possibly come. He could 80 to bed now and get
Some needful rest, before the time came for the morning’s

heavy duty of carryi S .

ying his sickenin

and to Adam’s home, . i newis-.' el Taim
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