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denly set up a quavering treble,—as if he had been an alarum,
and the time was come for him to go off. :

The company ab Alick’s end of the table took this fOrm_ of
vocal entertainment very much as a matter of course, being
free from musical prejudices; but Bartle Massey laid down
his pipe and put his fingers in his ears; and J..’Ldam, who hefd
been longing to go, ever since he had heard _Dmah was not in
the house, rose and said he must bid good-night. :

“T’1l go with you, lad,” said Bartle; *I’ll go with you be-
fore my ears are split.” .

“T°11 go round by the Common, and see yon home, if you

ike, Mr. Massey,” said Adam.
hk“,.ﬂiy, ayl? sa}.ri’d Bartle; “then we can have a bit o’ tfalk
together. I never get hold of you now.” :

“Eh! it’s a pity but you’d sit it out,” said Martin Poyser.
“They’ll all gosoon; for th’ missis niver lets ’em stay past ten.”

But Adam was resolute, so the good-nights were said, and
the two friends turned out on their starlight walk together.

“There’s that poor fool, Vixen, whimpering for me at
home,” said Bartle. “I can never bring her here with me for
fear she should be struck with Mrs. Poyser’s eye, and the
poor bitch might go limping forever after.”

“I’ve never any need to drive Gyp baeck,” said Adam,
laughing. “He always turns back of his own head when he
finds out I’m coming here.”

“Ay, ay,” sad Bartle. “A terrible woman!—made of
needles—made of needles. But I stick to Martin—1I shall
always stick to Martin. And he likes the needles, God help
him! He’s a cushion made on purpose for ’em.”

“ But she’s a downright good-natur’d woman, for all that,”
said Adam, “and as true as the daylight. She’s a bit cross
wi’ the dogs when they offer to come in th’ house, but if they
depended on her, she’d take care and have ’em well fed. If
her tongue’s keen, her heart’s tender: I’ve seen that in times
o’ trouble. She’s one o’ those women as are better than their
word.”

“Well, well,” said Bartle, “I don’t say th’ apple isn’t sound
ab the core; but it sets my teeth on edge—it sets my teeth on
edge.”

THE MEETING ON THE HILL,

CHAPTER LIV.

THE MEETING ON THE HILL.

Apaxy understood Dinah’s haste to go away, and drew hope
rather than discouragement from it. She was fearful lest the
strength of her feeling toward him should hinder her from
waiting and listening faithfully for the ultimate guiding voice
from within.

“I wish I’d asked her to write to me, though,” he thought.
“And yet even that might disturb her a bit, perhaps. She
wants to be quite quiet in her old way for a while. And I’ve
no right to be impatient and interrupting her with my wishes,
She’s told me what her mind is; and she’s not a woman to say
one thing and mean another. I'll wait patiently.”

That was Adam’s wise resolution, and it throve excellently
for the first two or three weeks on the nourishment it got from
the remembrance of Dinah’s confession that Sunday after-
noon. There is a wonderful amount of sustenance in the first
few words of love. But toward the middle of October the
resolution began to dwindle perceptibly, and showed danger-
ous symptoms of exhaustion. The weeks were unusually
long: Dinah must surely have had more than enough time to
make up her mind. Let a woman say what she will after she
has once told a man that she loves him, he is a little too
flushed and exalted with that first draught she offers him to
care much about the taste of the second: he treads the earth
with a very elastic step as he walks away from her, and
makes light of all difficulties. But that sort of glow dies out,
memory gets sadly diluted with time, and is not strong enough
to revive us. Adam was no longer so confident as he had
been: he began to fear that perhaps Dinal’s old life would
have too strong a grasp upon her for any new feeling to tri-
umph. If she had not felt this, she would surely have writ-
ten to, him to give him some comfort; but it appeared that she
held it right to discourage him. As Adam’s confidence waned,
his patience waned with it, and he thought he must write
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himself; he must ask Dinah not to leave him in _painful doqbt
longer than was needful. He sat up late one night to write
her a letter, but the next morning he burnt it, afraid of its
effect. Tt would be worse to have a discouraging answer })y
Jetter than from her own lips, for her presence reconciled him
to her will. ' '

You perceive how it was: Adam was hungering for the
sight of Dinah; and when that sort of hunger reaches a cer-
tain stage, a lover is likely to still it though he may have to

¢ his future in pawn.

Pu]E;u.‘u what ha.rmpconld. he do by going to Snowfield? Dinah
could not be displeased with him for it: she had notforbidden
him to go: she must surely expect that he w:ould go before
long. By the second Sunday in October this view of tl"te case
had become so clear to Adam, that he was already on his way
to Snowfield; on horseback this time, for his hours were pre-
cious now, and he had borrowed Jonathan Burge’s good nag
for the journey. ; ;

What keen memories went along the road with him! He
had often been to Oakbourne and back since that first journey
to Snowfield, but beyond Oakbourne the gray stone wg.lls, the
broken country, the meagre trees, seemed to be telling him
afresh the story of that painful past which he knew so wel']. by
heart. DBut no story is the same to us after a 1agsa of time;
or rather, we who read it are no longer the same interpreters:
and Adam this morning bronght with him new thoughts
through that gray country—thoughts which gave an altered
significance to its story of the past. : ;

That is a base and selfish, even a blasphemous, spirit, which
rejoices and is thankful over the past evil that has blighted
or crushed another, because it has been made a source of un-
foreseen good to ourselves: Adam could never cease to mourn
over that mystery of humau sorrow which had been broug'hii
so close to him: he could never thank God for another’s mis-
ery. And if I were capable of that narrow-sighted joy in
Adam’s behalf, T should still know he was not the man to feel
it for himself: he would have shaken his head at such a sen-
timent, and said, “Evil’s evil, and sorrow’s sorrow, and you
can’t alter its natur’ by wrapping it up in other words. Other
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folks were not created for my sake, that I should think all
square when things turn out well for me.”

But it is not ignoble to feel that the fuller life which a sad
experience has brought us is worth our own personal share of
pain: surely it is not possible to feel otherwise, any more
than it would be possible for a man with cataract to regret the
painful process by which his dim blurred sight of men as trees
walking had been exchanged for clear outline and effulgent
day. The growth of higher feeling within us is like the
growth of faculty, bringing with it a sense of added strength:
We can no more wish to return to a narrower sympathy, than
a painter or a musician can wish to return to his cruder man-
ner, or a philosopher to his less complete formula.

-Something like this sense of enlarged being was in Adam’s
mind this Sunday morning, as he rode along in vivid recollec-
tion of the past. His feeling toward Dinah, the hope of pass-
ing his life with her, had been the distantunseen point toward
which that hard journey from Snowfield eighteen months ago
had been leading him. Tender and deep as his love for Hetty
had been-—so deep that the roots of it would never be torn
away—his love for Dinah was better and more precious to
him; for it was the outgrowth of that fuller life which had
come to him from his acquaintance with deep sorrow. “It’s
like as if it was a new strength to me,” he said to himgelf,
“to love her, and know as she loves me. T shall look t’ her
to help me to see things right. For she’s better than T am—
there’s less o’ self in her, and pride. And it’s a feeling as
gives you a sort o’ liberty, as if you could walk more fearless,
When you’ve more trust in another than y’ have in yourself.
P’ve always been thinking I knew better than them as be-
longed to me, and that’s a poor sort o’ life, when you can’t
look to them nearest to you t help you with a bit better
thought than what you’ve got inside you a’ready.”

It was more than two o’clock in the afternoon when Adam
came in sight of the gray town on the hillside, and looked
searchingly toward the green valley below, for the first
glimpse of the old thatched roof near the ugly red mill. The
scene looked less harsh in the soft October sunshine than it
had done in the eager time of early spring; and the one grand
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charm it possessed in common with all wide-stretching wood-
less regious—that it filled you with a new consciousness of the
overarching sky—had a milder, more soothing influence than
usual, on this almost cloudless sky. Adam’s doubts and fears
melted under this influence as the delicate web-like clouds had
gradually melted away into the clear blue above him. He
seemed to see Dinah’s gentle face assuring him, with its looks
alone, of all he longed to know.

He did not expect Dinah to be at home at this hour, but he
got down from his horse and tied it at the little gate, that he
might ask where she was gone to-day. He had set his mind
on following her and bringing her home. She was gone to
Sloman’s End, a hamlet about three miles off, over the hill, the
old woman told him: had set off directly after morning chapel,
to preach in a cottage there, as her habit was. Anybody at
the town would tell him the way to Sloman’s End. So Adam
got on his horse again and rode to the town, putting up at the
old inn, and taking a hasty dinner there in the company of the
too chatty landlord, from whose friendly questions and rem-
iniscences he was glad to escape as soon as possible, and set
out toward Sloman’s End. With all his haste it was nearly
four o’clock before he could set off, and he thought that as
Dinah had gone so early, she would perhaps already be near
returning. The little, gray, desolate-looking hamlet, un-
screened by sheltering trees, lay in sight long before he reached
it; and as he came near he could hear the sound of voices
singing a hymn. “Perhaps that’s the last hymn before they
come away,” Adam thought: “I’ll walk back a bit, and turn
again to meet her, further off the village.” He walked back
till he got nearly to the top of the hill again, and seated him-
self on a loose stone, against the low wall, to watch till he
should see the little black figure leaving the hamlet and wind-
ing up the hill. He chose this spot, almost at the top of the
hill, because it was away from all eyes—no house, no cattle,
not even a nibbling sheep near—mno presence but the still
lights and shadows, and the great embracing sky.

She was much longer coming than he expected: he waited
an hour at least watching for her and thinking of her, while
the afternoon shadows lengthened, and the light grew softer.
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At last he saw the little black figure coming from between the
gray houses, and gradually approaching the foot of the hill.
Slowly, Adam thought; but Dinah was really walking at her
usual pace, with a light quiet step. Now she was beginning
to wind along the path up the hill, but Adam would not move
yet: he would not meet her too soon; he had set his heart on
meeting her in this assured loneliness. And now he began to
fear lest he should startle her too much; “Vet,” he thought,
“she’s not one to be over-startled; she’s always so calm and
quiet, as if she was prepared for anything.”

What was she thinking of as she wound up the hill? Per-
haps she had found complete repose without him, and had
ceased to feel any need of his love. On the verge of a deci-
sion we all tremble: hope pauses with fluttering wings.

But now at last she was very near, and Adam rose from the
stone wall. It happened that just as he walked forward,
Dinah had paused and turned round to look back at the vil-
lage: who does not pause and look back in mounting a hill?
Adam was glad; for, with the fine instinet of o lover, he felt
that it would be best for her to hear his voice befors she saw
him. He came within three paces of her and then said,
“Dinah!” She started without looking round, as if she con-
nected the sound with no place. “Dinah!” Adam said again,
He knew quite well what was in her mind. She was 50 ac-
customed to think of impressions as purely spiritual monitions,
that she looked for no material visible accompaniment of the
voice.

But this second time she looked round. What a look of
yearning love it was that the mild gray eyes turned on the
strong dark-eyed man! She did not start again at the sight of
him; she said nothing, but moved toward him so that his arm
could clasp her round. ;

And they walked on so in silence, while the warm tears
fell. Adam was content, and said nothing. It was Dinah
who spoke first.

“Adam,” she said, “it is the Divine Will. My soul is so
knit to yours that it is but a divided life T live without you.
And this moment, now you are with me, and I feel that our
hearts are filled with the same love, I have a fulness of
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strength to bear and do our heavenly Father’s Will, that I
had lost before.”

Adam paused and looked into her sincere eyes.

“Then we’ll never part any more, Dinah, till death parts us.”

And they kissed each other with a deep joy.

‘What greater thing is there for two human souls, than to
feel that they are joined for life—to strengthen each other in
all labor, to rest on each other in all sorrow, to minister to
each other in all pain, to be one with each other in silent un-
speakable memories at the moment of the last parting?

CHAPTER LV,

MARRIAGE BELLS.

Tx little more than a month after that meeting on the hill—
on a rimy morning in departing November—Adam and Dinah
were married.

It was an event much thought of in the village. All Mr.

Burge’s men had a holiday, and all Mr. Poyser’s; and mosk
of those who had a holiday appeared in their best clothes af
the wedding. I think there was hardly an inhabitant of Hay-
slope specially mentioned in this history and still resident in
the parish on this November morning, who was not either in
church to see Adam and Dinah married, or near the church
door to greet them as they came forth. Mrs. Irwine and her
daughters were waiting at the churchyard gates in their car-
riage (for they had a carriage now) to shake hands with the
bride and bridegroom, and wish them well; and in the ab-
gence of Miss Lydia Donnithorne at Bath, Mrs. Best, M.
Mills, and Mr. Craig had felt it incumbent on them to represent
“the family ” at the Chase on the occasion. The churchyard
walk was quite lined with familiar faces, many of them faces
that had first looked at Dinah when she preached on the
Green; and no wonder they showed this eager interest on her
marriage morning, for nothing like Dinah and the history
which had brought her and Adam Bede together had been
known at Hayslope within the memory of man.
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Bessy Cranage, in her neatest cap and frock i
th?ugh she did not exactly know I\)vhy; for, ;swl?:rcgzlsligr’x
Wiry Ben,.who stood near her, judiciously suggested, Dinah
was not going away, and if Bessy was in low spirits, the best
thing for her to do was to follow Dinah’s example, and marry
an hon.esi': fellow who was ready to have her. N e’xt to Bessy
just ‘fﬂthm the church door, there were the Poyser children
peeping round the corner of the pews to gef a sight of th;
mys:tenous ceremony; Totty’s face wearing an unusual air of
anx;ety at the idea of seeing cousin Dinah come back looking
;z;‘:uf; old, for in Totty’s experience no married people were

I envy them all the sight the had when i
fairl‘y ended and Adam led Digah out of :t]ifrgfngﬁz :::
not in black this morning; for her aunt Poyser would by no
means allow such arisk of incurring bad luck, and had hezself
fnade a present of the wedding dress, made all of gray, though
in the usual Quaker form, for on this point Dinah co’uld not
give way. So the lily face looked out with sweet gravity from

- under a gray Quaker bonnet, neither smiling nor blushing, but

?vith lips trembling a little under the weight of solemn feel-
ings. Adam, as he pressed her arm to his side, walked with
his old erectness and his head thrown rather b,ackward ag if
to fa:ce all the world better; but it was not because h:a was
pa,rtu':ular]y proud this morning, as is the wont of bridegrooms
for his ha_ppiness was of a kind that had little reference t(;
men’s_ opmitgm of it. There was a tinge of sadness in his
deep joy; Dinah knew it, and did not feel aggrieved.

.'l‘here were three other couples, following the bride and
hrfdegroem: first, Martin Poyser, looking as cheery as a
brfght ﬁrfa on this rimy morning, led quiet Mary Burge, the
brldesma_l.ld; then came Seth, serenely happy, with Mrs. ’Po -
ser on his arm; and last of all Bartle Massey, with Lisbezh
.—Llsbeth In a new gown and bonnet, too busy with her pride
in her son, and her delight in possessing the one daughter she
had desired, to devise a single pretext for complaint.

Bar:;]a Massey had consented to attend the wedding at
Adam’s earnest request, under protest against marriage in
general, and the marriage of a sensible man in particular.




