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I was very sick, and faint, and hungry. T got something to
eat there, and bought a loaf. But I was frighfened to stay.
I heard the baby crying, and thought the other folks heard if
too,—and T went on. But I was so tired, and it was getting
toward dark. And at last by the roadside there was a bam
—ever such a way off any house—like the barn in Abbot’s
Close; and I thought I could go in there and hide myself
among the hay and straw, and nobody ’ud be likely to come.
I went in, and it was half full o’ trusses of straw, and thers
was some hay, too. And I made myself a bed, ever so far
behind, where nobody could find me; and I was so tired and
weak, I went to sleep. . . . But oh, the baby’s erying kept
waking me; and T thought that man as looked at me so was
come and laying hold of me. But I must have slept a long
while at last, though I didn’t know; for when I got up and
went out of the barn, I didn’t know whether it was night or
morning. But it was morning, for it kept getting lighter;
and I turned back the way I’d come. I couldn’t help it
Dinah; it was the baby’s erying made me go: and yet I was
frightened to death. I thought that man in the smock-frock
ud see me, and know I put the baby there. But I went on,
- for all that: I’d left off thinking about going home—it had
gone out o’ my mind. I saw nothing but that place in the
wood where I’d buried thebaby . . . I seeitnow. O Dinah!
shall T allays see it?”

Hetty clung round Dinah, and shuddered again. The si-
lence seemed long before she went on.

“T met nobody, for it was very early, and I got into the
wood. . . . I knew the way to the place . . . the place
against the nut-tree; and I could hear it crying at every step.
. « . I thought it was alive. . . . I don’t know whether I
was frightened or glad . . . I don’t know what I felt. I
only know I was in the wood, and heard the cry. I don't
know what I felt till I saw the baby was gone. And when
I’d put it there, I thought I should like somebody to find if,
and save it from dying; but when I saw it was gone, I was
struck like a stone, with fear. I never thought o’ stirring, I
felt so weak. I knew I couldn’t run away, and everybody as
saw me ’ud know about the baby. My heart went like a
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gtone: I couldn’t wish or try for anything; it seemed like as
if I should stay there forever and nothing ’ud ever change.
But they came and took me away.”

Hetty was silent, but she shuddered again, as if there was
still something behind; and Dinah waited, for her heart was
so full, that tears must come before words. At last Hetty
burst out, with a sob,—

“ Dinah, do you think God will take away that orying and
the place in the wood, now I’ve told everything? ”

“TLet us pray, poor sinner: let us fall on our knees again,
and pray to the God of all mercy.”

CHAPTER XLVL
THE HOURS OF SUSPENSE.

Ox Sunday morning, when the church bells in Stoniton
were ringing for morning service, Bartle Massey re-entered
Adam’s room, after a short absence, and said,—

“Adam, here’s a visitor wants to see you.”

Adam was seated with his back toward the door, but he
started up and turned round instantly, with a flushed face and
an eager look, His face was even thinner and more worn
than we have seen it before, but he was washed and shaven
this Sunday morning.

“Is it any news?” he said.

“Keep yourself quiet, my lad,” said Bartle; “keep quiet.
It’s not what you’re thinking of: it’s the young Methodist
woman come from the prison. She’s at the bottom o’ the
stairs, and wants to know if you think well to see her, for she
has something to say to you about that poor castaway; but
she wouldn’t come in without your leave, she said. She
thought you’d perhaps like to go out and speak to her. These
preaching women are not so back’ard commonly,” Bartle mut-
tered to himself. ¢

“Ask her to come in,” said Adam.

He was standing with his face toward the door, and as
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Dinah entered, lifting up her mild gray eyes toward him, she
saw ab once the great change that had come since the day
when she had looked up at the tall man in the cottage. Thera
was a trembling in her clear voice as she put her hand into
his, and said,—

“Be comforted, Adam Bede: the Lord has not forsaken
her.”

“Bless you for coming to her,” Adam said. * Mr. Massey
brought me word yesterday as you was come.”

They could neither of them say any more just yet, but stood
before each other in silence; and Bartle Massey, too, who had
put on his spectacles, seemed transfixed, examining Dinah’s
face. But he recovered himself first, and said, “Sit down,
young woman, sit down,” placing the chair for her, and retir-
ing to his old seat on the bed.

“Thank you, friend; I won’t sit down,” said Dinah, “for
I must hasten back: she entreated me not to stay long away.
What I came for, Adam Bede, was to pray you to g0 and see
the poor sinner, and bid her farewell. She desires to ask your
forgiveness, and it is meet you should see her to-day, rather
than in the early morning, when the time will be short.”

Adam stood trembling, and at last sank down on his chair
again.

“It won’t be,” he said: “it’ll be put off—there’ll perhaps
come a pardon. Mr. Irwine said there was hope: he said, I
needn’t quite give it up.”

“That’s a blessed thought to me,” said Dinah, her eyes
filling with tears. “It’s a fearful thing hurrying her soul
away so fast.”

“But let what will be,” she added, presently, “you will
surely come, and let her speak the words that arein her heart.
Although her poor soul is very dark, and discerns little be-
yond the things of the flesh, she is no longer hard: she is
contrite—she has confessed all to me. The pride of her
heart has given way, and she leans on me for help, and desires
to be taught. Thisfills me with trust; for I cannot but think
that the brethren sometimes err in measuring the Divine love
by the sinner’s knowledge. She is going to write a letter to
the friends at the Hall Farm for me to give them when she
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is gone; and when I told her you were here, she said, ‘1
should like to say good-by to Adam, and ask him to forgive
me.” You will come, Adam ?—perhaps you will even now
come back with me.”

“I can’t,” Adam said: “I can’t say good-by, while there’s
any hope. T’m listening, and listening—I can’t think o’ noth-
ing but that. Tt can’t be as she’ll die that shameful death—
I can’t bring my mind to it.”

He got up from his chair again, and looked away out of the
window while Dinah stood with compassionate patience. In
a minute or two he turned round and said,—

“I will come, Dinah . . ., to-morrow morning , . . if it
must be. I may have more strength to bear it, if I know it
must be. Tell her, I forgive her; tell her I will come—at
the very last.”

“I will not urge you against the voice of your own heart,”
said Dinah. “T must hasten back to her, for it is wonderful
how she clings now, and was not willing to let me out of her
sight. She used never to make any return to my affection
before, but now tribulation has opened her heart. Farewell,
Adam: our heavenly Father comfort you, and strengthen you
to bear all things.” Dinah put out her hand, and Adam
pressed it in silence.

Bartle Massey was getting up to lift the stiff latch of the
door for her, but before he could reach it, she had said, gently,
“Farewell, friend,” and was gone, with her light step, down
the stairs.

“Well,” said Bartle, taking off his spectacles, and putting
them into his pocket, “if there must be women to make trou-
ble in the world, it’s but fair there should be women to be
comforters under it; and she’s one—she’s one. It’s a pity
she’s a Methodist; but there’s no getting a woman without
some foolishness or other.”

Adam never went to bed that night: the excitement of sus-
pense, heightening with every hour that brought him nearer
the fatal moment, was too great; and in spite of his entreaties,
in spite of his promises that he would be perfectly quiet, the
schoolmaster watched too.

“ What does it matter to me, lad?” Bartle said: “a night’s
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sleep more or less? I shall sleep long enough, by and by, un-
derground. Let me keep thee company in trouble while I
can.”

It was a long and dreary night in that small chamber.
Adam would sometimes get up, and tread backward and for-
ward along the short space from wall to wall; then he would
sit down and hide his face, and no sound would be heard but
the ticking of the watch on the table, or the falling of a cinder
from the fire which the schoolmaster carefully tended. Some-
times he would burst out into vehement speech,—

“If T could ha’ done anything to save her—if my bearing
anything would ha’ done any good . . . but t’ have to sit
still, and know it, and do nothing . . . it’s hard for a man
to bear . . . and to think o’ what might ha’ been now, if it
hadn’t been for Zim. . . . O God, it’s the very day we should
ha’ been married.”

“Ay, my lad,” said Bartle, tenderly, “it’s heavy—it's
heavy. But you must remember this: when you thought of
marrying her, you’d a notion she’d got another sort of a na-
ture inside her. You didn’t think she could have got hard-
ened in that little while to do what she’s done.”

T know—I know that,” said Adam. *“I thought she was
loving and tender-hearted, and wouldn’t tell a lie, or act de-
ceitful. How could I think any other way? And if he’d
never come near her, and I’d married her, and been loving fo
her, and took care of her, she might never ha’ done anything
bad. What would it ha’ signified—my having a bit o’ trouble
with her? It ’ud ha’ been nothing to this.”

“There’s no knowing, my lad—there’s no knowing what
might have come. The smart’s bad for you to bear now: you
must have time—you must have time. But I’ve that opinion
of you, that you’ll rise above it all, and be a man again; and
there may good come out of this that we don’t see.”

“(Good come out of it!” said Adam, passiorately. * That
doesn’t alter th’ evil: Zer ruin can’t be undone. I hate that
talk o’ people, as if there was a way o’ making amends for
everything. They’d more need be brought to see as the
wrong they do can never be altered. When a man’s spoiled
his fellow-creatur’s life, he’s no right to comfort himself with
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thinking good may come out of it: somebody else’s good
doesn’t alter her shame and misery.”

“Well, lad, well,” said Bartle, in a gentle tone, strangely
in contrast with his usual peremptoriness and impatience of
contradiction, “it’s likely enough I talk foolishness: I’m an
old fellow, and it’s a good many years since L was in trou-

le myself. It’s easy finding reasons why other folks should
be patient.”

% Mr. Massey,” said Adam, penitently, “ I’m very hot and
hasty. I owe you something different; but you mustn’t take
it ill of me.”

“Not I, lad—not I.”

8o the night wore on in agitation, till the chill dawn and
the growing light brought the tremulous quiet that comes on
the brink of despair. There would soon be no more suspense.

“Tet us go to the prison now, Mr. Massey,” said Adam,
when he saw the hand of his watch at six. “If there’s any
news come, we shall hear about it.”

The people weré astir already, moving rapidly, in one di-
rection, through the streets. Adam tried not to think where
they were going, as they hurried past him in that short space
between his lodging and the prison gates. He was thankful
when the gates shut him from seeing those eager people.

Noj; there was no news come—no pardon—no reprieve.

Adam lingered in the court half an hour before he eould
bring himself to send word to Dinah that he was come. But
a voice caught his ear: he could nof shut out the words.

*The cart is to set off at half-past seven.”

It must be said—the last good-by: there was no help.

In ten minutes from that time, Adam was at the door of the
cell. Dinah had sent him word that she could not come to
him, she could not leave Hetty one moment; but Hetty was
prepared for the meeting.

He could not see her when he entered, for agitation dead-
ened his senses, and the dim cell was almost dark to him.
He stood a moment after the door closed behind him, trem-
bling and stupefied.

But he began to see through the dimness—to see the dark
eyes lifted up to him once more, but with no smile in them,

30
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O God, how sad they looked! The last time they had met
his was when he parted from her with his heart full of joyous,
hopeful love, and they looked out with a tearful smile from 2
pink, dimpled, childish face. The face was marble now; the
sweet lips were pallid and half-open, and quivering; the dim-
ples were all gone—all but one, that never went; and the eyes
—O! the worst of all was the likeness they had to Hetty’s.
They were Hetty’s eyes looking at him with that mournful
gaze, as if she had come back to him from the dead to tell him
of her misery.

She was clinging close to Dinah; her cheek was againg
Dinah’s. It seemed as if her last faint strength and hope lay
in that contact; and the pitying love that shone out from
Dinah’s face looked like a visible pledge of the Invisible
Mezxcy.

When the sad eyes met—when Hetty and Adam looked a
each other, she felt the change in Aim too, and it seemed to
strike her with fresh fear. It was the first time she had seen
any being whose face seemed to reflect the change in herself:
Adam was a new image of the dreadful past and the dreadful
present. She trembled more as she looked at him.

“Speak to him, Hetty,” Dinah said; “tell him what is in
your heart.”

Hetty obeyed her, like a little child.

“Adam . . . 'm very sorry . . . I behaved Very wrong
to you . . . will you forgive me . . ., before I die??”

Adam answered with a half-sob: “ Yes, I forgive thee,
Hetty : I forgave thee long ago.”

It had seemed to Adam as if his brain would burst with
the anguish of meeting Hetty’s eyes in the first moments; but
the sound of hLer voice uttering these penitent words touched
a chord which had been less strained: there was a sense of
relief from what was becoming unbearable, and the rare tears
came—they had never come before, since he had hung on
Seth’s neck in the beginning of his sorrow.

Hetty made an involuntary movement toward him ; some of
the love that she had once lived in the midst of was come near
her again. She kept hold of Dinah’s hand, but she went up
to Adam and said, timidly,—

THE LAST MOMENT. 467

“Will you kiss me again, Adam, for all I’ve been so
wicked? ” ;

Adam took the blanched wasted hand she put out to him,
and they gave each other the solemn unspeakable kiss of a
lifelong parting.

“And tell him,” Hetty said, in rather a stronger wvoice,
“tell him . . . for there’s nobody else to tell him . . . asI
went after him and couldn’t find him . . . and I hated him
and cursed him once . . . but Dinah says, I should forgive
him . . . and Ifry . . . for else God won’t forgive me.”

There was a noise at the door of the cell now—the key was
being turned in the lock, and when the door opened, Adam
saw indistinetly that there were several faces there: he was
too agitated to see more—even to see that Mr. Irwine’s face
was one of them. He felt that the last preparations were be-
ginning, and he could stay no longer. Room was silently
made for him to depart, and he went to his chamber in lone-
liness, leaving Bartle Massey to watch and see the end.

CHAPTER XLVIIL
TEE LAST MOMENT.

It was a sight that some people remembered better even
than their own sorrows—the sight in that gray clear morning,
when the fatal cart with the two young women in it was
deseried by the waiting watching multitude, cleaving its way
toward the hideous symbol of a deliberately inflicted sudden
death,

All Stoniton had heard of Dinah Morris, the young Metho-
dist woman who had brought the obstinate eriminal to confess,
and there was as much eagerness to see her as to see the
wretched Hetty.

But Dinah was hardly conscious of the multitude. When
Hetty had caught sight of the vast erowd in the distance, she
had clutched Dinah convulsively.

“Close your eyes, Hetty,” Dinah said, “and let us pray
without ceasing to God.”




468 ADAM BEDE,

And in a low voice, as the cart went slowly along through
the midst of the gazing crowd, she poured forth her soul witn
the wrestling intensity of a last pleading, for the trembling
creature that clung to her and clutched her as the only visible
sign of love and pity.

Dinah did not know that the crowd was silent, gazing at
her with a sort of awe—she did not even know how near they
were to the fatal spot, when the cart stopped, and she shrank
appalled at a loud shout hideous to her ear, like a vast yell of
demons. Hetty’s shriek mingled with the sound, and they
clasped each other in mutual horror.

But it was not a shout of execration—not a yell of exultant
cruelty.

It was a shout of sudden excitement at the appearance of a
horseman cleaving the crowd at full gallop. The horse is hot
and distressed, but answers to the desperate spurring; the
rider looks as if his eyes were glazed by madness, and he saw
nothing but what was unseen by others. See, he has some-
thing in his hand—he is holding it up as if it were a signal.

The Sheriff knows him: it is Arthur Donnithorne, carrying
in his hand a hard-won release from death.

CHAPTER XLVIII.
ANOTHER MEETING IN THE WOOD,

TeE next day, at evening, two men were walking from op-
posite points toward the same scene, drawn thither by a com-
mon memory. The scene was the Grove by Donnithorne
Chase: you know who the men were.

The old Squire’s funeral had taken place that morning, the
will had been read, and now in the first breathing-space,
Arthur Donnithorne had come out for a lonely walk, that he
might look fixedly at the new future before him, and confirm
himself in a sad resolution. He thought he could do that
best in the Grove.

Adam, too, had come from Stoniton on Monday evening,
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and to-day he had not left home, except to go to the family at
the Hall Farm, and tell them everything that Mr. Irwine had
left untold. He had agreed with the Poysers that he would
follow them to their new neighborhood, wherever that might
be; for he meant to give up the management of the woods,
and, as soon as it was practicable, he would wind up his busi-
ness with Jonathan Burge, and settle with his mother and
Seth in a home within reach of the friends to whom he felt
bound by a mutual sorrow.

“Beth and me are sure to find work,” he said. “A man
that’s got our trade at his finger ends is at home everywhere;
and we must make a new start. My mother won’t stand in
the way, for she’s told me, since I came home, she’d made up
her mind to being buried in another parish, if I wished it,
and if I’d be more comfortable elsewhere. It’s wonderful
how quiet she’s been ever since I came back. It seems as if
the very greatness o’ the trouble had quieted and calmed her.
We shall all be better in a new country; though there’s some
I shall be loath to leave behind. But I won’t part from you
and yours, if I can help it, Mr. Poyser. Trouble’s made us
kin.”

“Ay, lad,” said Martin. “We’ll go out o’ hearing o’ that
man’s name. But I doubt we shall ne’er go far enough for
folks not to find out as we’ve got them belonging to us as
are transported o’er the seas, and were liked to be hanged.
We shall have that flyin’ up in our faces, and our children’s
after us.”

That was a long visit to the ITall Farm, and drew too
strongly on Adam’s energies for him to think of seeing others,
or re-entering on his old occupations till the morrow. “But
to-morrow,” he said to himself, “I’ll go to work again. I
shall learn to like it again some time, maybe; and it’s right
whether I like it or not.”

This evening was the last he would allow to be absorbed by
Sorrow: suspense was gone now, and he must bear the un-
alterable. He was resolved not to see Arthur Donnithorne
again, if it were possible to avoid him. He had no message
to deliver from Hetty now, for Hetty had seen Arthur; and
Adam distrusted himself: he had learned to dread the vio-
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lence of his own feeling. That word of Mr. Trwine’s—that
he must remember what he had felt after giving the last blow
to Arthur in the Grove—had remained with him.

These thoughts about Arthur, like all thoughts that are
charged with strong feeling, were continually recurring, and
they always called up the image of the Grove—of that spot
under the over-arching boughs where he had caught sight of
the two bending figures, and had been possessed by sudden
rage.

“I’ll go and see it again to-night for the last time,” he
said; “it’ll do me good; it’ll make me feel over again what
I felt when I’d knocked him down. I felt what poor empty
work it was, as soon as I’d done it, defore I began to think he
might be dead.”

In this way it happened that Arthur and Adam were walk-
ing toward the same spot at the same time.

Adam had on his working-dress again, now,—for he had
thrown off the other with a sense of relief as soon as he came
home; and if he had had the basket of tools over his shoulder,
he might have been taken, with his pale wasted face, for the
spectre of the Adam Bede who entered the Grove on that
August evening eight months ago. But he had no basket of
tools, and he was not walking with the old erectness, looking
keenly round him; his hands were thrust in his side pockets,
and his eyes rested chiefly on the ground. He had not long
entered the Grove, and now he paused before a beech. He
knew that tree well; it was the boundary-mark of his youth
—the sign, to him, of the time when some of his earliest,
strongest feelings had left him. He felt sure they would
never return. And yet, at this moment, there was a stirring
of ‘affection at the remembrance of that Arthur Donnithorne
whom he had believed in before he had come up to this beech
eight months ago. It was affection for the dead: ¢hat Arthur
existed no longer.

He was disturbed by the sound of approaching footsteps,
but the beech stood at a turning in the road, and he could not
see who was coming, until the tall slim figure in deep mourn-
ing suddenly stood before him at only two yards’ distance.
They both started, and looked at each other in silence. Often,
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in the last fortnight, Adam had imagined himself as close to
Arthur as this, assailing him with words that should be as
harrowing as the voice of remorse, forcing upon him a just
share in the misery he had caused; and often, too, he had
told himself that such a meeting had better not be. But in
imagining the meeting he had always seen Arthur, as he had
met him on that evening in the Grove, florid, careless, light
of speech; and the figure before him touched him with the
signs of suffering. Adam knew what suffering was—he could

‘not lay a cruel finger on a bruised man. He felt no impulse

that he needed to resist: silence was more just than reproach.
Arthur was the first to speak.

“Adam,” he said, quietly, “it may be a good thing that we
have met here, for I wished to see you. I should have asked
to see you to-morrow.”

He paused, but Adam said nothing.

“I know it is painful to you to meet me,” Arthur went on,
“but it is not likely to happen again for years to come,”

“No, sir,” said Adam, coldly, “that was what I meant to
write to you to-morrow, as it would be better all dealings
sllmulrl be at an end between us, and somebody else put in my
place.”

Arthur felt the answer keenly, and it was not without an
effort that he spoke again.

“It was partly on that subject I wished to speak to you. I
don’t want to lessen your indignation against me, or ask you
to do anything for my sake. I only wish to ask you if you
will help me to lessen the evil consequences of the past, which
is unchangeable. I don’t mean consequences to myself, but
to others. It is but little I ean do, I know. I know the
worst consequences will remain; but something may be done,
and you can help me. Will you listen to me patiently?”

“Yes, sir,” said Adam, after some hesitation; “T’1l hear
what it is. If I can help to mend anything, I will. Anger
‘ull mend nothing, I know. We’ve had enough o’ that.”

“I was going to the Hermitage,” said Arthur. “Will you
80 there with me and sit down? We can talk better there.”

The Hermitage had never been entered since they left it
together, for Arthur had locked up the key in his desk. And
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now, when he opened the door, there was the candle burnt
out in the socket; thers was the chair in the same place
where Adam remembered sitting; there was the waste-paper
basket full of seraps, and deep down in it, Arthur felt in an
instant, there was the little pink silk handkerchief. It would
have been painful to enter this place if their previous thoughts
had been less painful.

They sat down opposite each other in the old places, and
Arthur said, “I’m going away, Adam; I’'m going into the
army.”

Poor Arthur felt that Adam ought to be affected by this
announcement — ought to have a movement of sympathy
toward him. But Adam’s lips remained firmly closed, and
the expression of his face unchanged.

“What I want to say to you,” Arthur continued, “is this;
one of my reasons for going away is, that no one else may
leave Hayslope—may leave their home on my account. I
would do anything, there is no sacrifice I would not make, to
prevent any further injury to others through my—through
what has happened.”

Arthur’s words had precisely the opposite effect to that he
had anticipated. Adam thought he perceived in them that
notion of compensation for irretrievable wrong, that self-sooth-
ing attempt to make evil bear the same fruits as good, which
most of all roused his indignation. He was as strongly im-
pelled to look painful facts right in the face as Arthur was to
turn away his eyes from them. Moreover, he had the wake-
ful suspicious pride of a poor man in the presence of a rich
man. He felt his old severity returning as he said,—

“The time’s past for that, sir, A man should make saeri-
fices to keep clear of doing a wrong; sacrifices won’t undo it
when it’s done, When people’s feelings have got a deadly
wound, they can’t be eured with favors.”

“Favors!” said Arthur, passionately; “no; how can you
suppose I meant that? But the Poysers—Mr. Irwine tells me
the Poysers mean to leave the place where they have lived so
many years—for generations. Don’t you see, as Mr. Irwine
does, that if they could be persuaded to overcome the feeling
that drives them away, it would be much better for them in
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the end to remain on the old spot, among friends and neigh-
bors who know them?

“That’s true,” said Adam, coldly. “But then, sir, folks’s
feelings are not so easily overcome. It’ll be hard for Martin
Poyser to go to a strange place, among strange faces, when
he’s been bred up on the Hall Farm, and his father before
him; but then it ’ud be harder for a man with his feelings to
stay. I don’t see how the thing’s to be made any other than
hard. There’sasorto’ damage, sir, that can’t be made up for.”

Arthur was silent some moments. In spite of other feel-
ings, dominant in him this evening, his pride winced under
Adam’s mode of treating him. Wasn’t he himself suffering?
Was not he too obliged tb renounce his most cherished hopes?
It was now as it had been eight months ago. Adam was
foreing Arthur to feel more intensely the irrevocableness of
his own wrong-doing; he was presenting the sort of resistance
that was the most irritating to Arthur’s eager, ardent nature.
But his anger was subdued by the same influence that had
subdued Adam’s when they first confronted each other—by
the marks of suffering in a long-familiar face. The momen-
tary struggle ended in the feeling that he could bear a great
deal from Adam, to whom he had been the oceasion of bearing
somuch; but there was a touch of pleading, boyish vexation in
his tone as he said,—

“But people may make injuries worse by unreasonable
conduct—by giving way to anger and satisfying that for the
moment, instead of thinking what will be the effect in the
future.

“If I were going to stay here and act as landlord,” he added,
presently, with still more eagerness— “if I were careless
about what I’ ve done—what I’ve been the cause of, you would
have some excuse, Adam, for going away and encouraging
others to go. You would have some excuse then for trying
to make the evil worse. But when T tell you 'm going away
for years—when you know what that means for me, how it
cuts off every plan of happiness T’ve ever formed—it is im-
possible for a sensible man like you to believe that there is
any real ground for the Poysers refusing to remain. I know
their feeling about disgrace,—Mr. Irwine has told me all ; but
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he is of opinion that they might be persuaded out of this
idea that they are disgraced in the eyes of their neighbors,
and that they ean’t remain on my estate, if you would join
him in his efforts,—if you would stay yourself, and go on
managing the old woods.”

Arthur paused a moment, and then-added, pleadingly, “You
know that’s a good work to do for the sake of other people,
besides the owner. And you don’t know but that they may
have a better owner soon, whom you will like to work for. If
I die, my cousin Tradgett will have the estate, and take my
name. He is a good fellow.”

Adam could not help being moved: it was impossible for
him not to feel that this was the veice of the honest, warm-
hearted Arthur whom he had loved and been proud of in old
days; but nearer memories would not be thrust away. He
was silent; yet Arthur saw an answer in his face that induced
him to go on, with growing earnestness.

“ And then, if you would talk to the Poysers—if you would
talk the matter over with Mr. Irwine—he means to see you
to-morrow—and then if you would join your arguments to his
%o prevail on them not to go. . . . I know, of course, that
they would not accept any favor from me: I mean nothing of
that kind: but I’m sure they would suffer less in the end.
Irwine thinks so too; and Mr. Irwine is to have the chief
authority on the estate—he has consented to undertake that.
They will really be under no man but one whom they respect
and like. Tt would be the same with you, Adam; and it
could be nothing but a desire to give me worse pain that
could incline you to go.”

Arthur was silent again for a little while, and then said,
with some agitation in hig voice,—

“I wouldn’t act so toward you, Iknow. If you were in my
place and I in yours, I should try to help you to do the best.”

Adam made a hasty movement on his chair, and looked on
the ground. Arthur went on,—

“Perhaps you’ve never done anything you’ve had bitterly
to repent of in your life, Adam; if you had, you would be
more generous. You would know then that it's worse for ma
than for you,”
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Arthur rose from his seat with the last words, and went to
one of the windows, looking out and turning his back on
Adam, as he continued, passionately, —

“Haven’t Iloved her too? Didn’t I see her Yesterday?
Sha’n’t I carry the thought of her abont with me as much ag
you will? And don’t you think You would suffer more if
you’d been in fault?”

There was silence for several minutes, for the struggle in
Adam’s mind was not easily decided. Facile natures, whose
emotions have little Peérmanence, can hardly understand how
much inward resistance he overcame before he rose from his
seat and turned toward Arthur. Arthur heard the movement,
and turning round, met the sad but softened look with which
Adam said,—

“It’s true what you say, sir: I'm hard—it’s in my nature.
I was too hard with my tather, for doing wrong. I’ve been
a bit hard ¢ everybody but Zer. I felt as if nobody pitied
her enough—her suffering cut into me so; and when I thought
the folks at the Farm were too hard with her, I said I’d never
be hard to anybody myself again. But feeling overmuch about
her has perhaps made me unfair to you. T’ve known what
1618 in my life to repent and feel it’s too late: I felt I’d been
0o harsh to my father when he was gone from me—T feel it
now, when I think of him. I’ve no right to be hard toward
them as have done wrong and repent.”

Adam spoke these words with the firm distinctness of a man
who is resolved to leave nothing unsaid that he is bound to
say; but he went on with more hesitation.

“I wouldn’t shake hands with you once, sir, when you
asked me—but if you’re willing to do it now, for all T refused
wmen? . .

Arthur’s white hand was in Adam’s large grasp in an in-
stant, and with that action there was a strong rush, on both
sides, of the old, boyish affection.

“Adam,” Arthur said, impelled to full confession now, “it
Wwould never have happened if I’d known youloved her. That
would have helped to save me from it, And I did struggle:
I never meant to injure her. T deceived you afterward—and
‘that led on to worse; but I thought it was forced upon me, I
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thought it was the best thing I could do. And in that letter
I told her to let me know if she were in any trouble: don’t
think I would not have done everything I could. But I was
all wrong from the very firs, and horrible wrong has come of
it. God knows, I’d give my life if I could undo it.”

They sat down again opposite each other, and Adam said,
tremulously, —

“ How did she seem when you left her, sir?”

“PDon’t ask me, Adam,” Arthur said; “I feel sometimes as
if I should go mad with thinking of her looks and what she
said to me, and then, that I couldn’t get a full pardon—that
I couldn’t save her from that wretched fate of being trans-
ported—that I can do nothing for her all those years; and she
may die under it, and never know comfort any more.”

“Ah, sir,” said Adam, for the first time feeling his own
pain merged in sympathy for Arthur, “you and me’ll often
be thinking o’ the same thing, when we’re a long way off one
another. I’ll pray God to help you, asI pray him to help me.”

“ But there’s that sweet woman—that Dinah Morris,” Arthur
said, pursuing his own thoughts, and not knowing what had
been the sense of Adam’s words, “she says she shall stay
with her to the very last moment—till she goes; and the poor
thing clings to her as if she found some comfort in her. I
could worship that woman; I don’t know what I should do if
she were not there. Adam, you will see her when she comes
back: I could say nothing to her yesterday—nothing of what
I felt toward her. Tell her,” Arthur went on hurriedly, asif
he wanted to hide the emotion with which he spoke, while
he took off his chain and watch—* tell her I asked you to give
her this in remembrance of me—of the man to whom she is
the one source of comfort, when he thinksof . . . I know
she doesn’t care about such things—or anything else I can
give her for its own sake. But she will use the watech—I
shall like to think of her using it.”

“T’ll give it to her, sir,” Adam said, “and tell her your
words. She told me she should come back to the people at
the Hall Farm.”

“ And you will persuade the Poysers to stay, Adam?” said
Arthur, reminded of the subject which both of them had for-
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gotten in the first interchange of revived friendship. “You
will stay yourself, and help Mr. Irwine to carry out the re-
pairs and improvements on the estate? ”

“There’s one thing, sir, that perhaps you don’t take ac-
count of,” said Adam, with hesitating gentleness, “and that
was what made me hang back longer. You see, it’s the same
with both me and the Poysers: if we stay, it’s for our own
worldly interest, and it looks as if we’d put up with anything
for the sake o’ that. I know that’s what they’ll feel, and I
can’t help feeling a little of it myself. 'When folks have got
an honorable, independent spirit, they don’t like to do any-
thing that might make em seem base-minded.”

‘ But no one who knows you will think that, Adam: that is
not a reason strong enough against a course that is really
more generous, more unselfish than the other. And it will
be known—it shall be made known, that both you and the
Poysers stayed at my entreaty. Adam, don’t fry to make
things worse for me; I’m punished enough without that.”

“No, sir, no,” Adam said, looking at Arthur with mournful
affection. *God forbid I should make things worse for you.
I used to wish I could do it, in my passion;—but that was
when T thought you didn’t feel enough. T’I11 stay, sir: T’ll
do the best I can. It’s all I’ve got to think of now—to do
my work well, and make the world a bit better place for them
as can enjoy it.”

“Then we’ll part now, Adam. You will see Mr. Irwine to-
morrow, and consult with him about everything.”

“ Are you going soon, sir?” said Adam.

“As soon as possible—after I’ve made the necessary ar-
rangements. Good-by, Adam. I shall think of you going
about the old place.”

“Good-by, sir. God bless you.”

The hands were clasped once more, and Adam left the Her-
mitage, feeling that sorrow was more bearable now hatred was
gone.

As soon as the door was closed behind him, Arthur went ta
the waste-paper basket and took out the little pink silk hand-
kerchief.




