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Chapter1
Haste to the Wedding

'Wooed and married and a'.'

'Edith!' said Margaret, gently, 'Edith!'
But, asMargaret half suspected,Edith had fallen asleep.Shelay curled

up on the sofa in the back drawing-room in Harley Street, looking very
lovely in her white muslin and blue ribbons. If Titania had ever been
dressed in white muslin and blue ribbons, and had fallen asleep on a
crimson damask sofa in a back drawing-room, Edith might have been
taken for her. Margaret was struck afresh by her cousin's beauty. They
had grown up together from childhood, and all along Edith had been re-
marked upon by every one, except Margaret, for her prettiness; but Mar-
garet had never thought about it until the last few days, when the pro-
spect of soon losing her companion seemedto give force to every sweet
quality and charm which Edith possessed.They had been talking about
wedding dresses, and wedding ceremonies; and Captain Lennox, and
what he had told Edith about her future life at Corfu, where his regiment
was stationed; and the difficulty of keeping a piano in good tune (a diffi-
culty which Edith seemedto consider as one of the most formidable that
could befall her in her married life), and what gowns she should want in
the visits to Scotland, which would immediately succeedher marriage;
but the whispered tone had latterly becomemore drowsy; and Margaret,
after a pause of a few minutes, found, as she fancied, that in spite of the
buzz in the next room, Edith had rolled herself up into a soft ball of
muslin and ribbon, and silken curls, and gone off into a peaceful little
after-dinner nap.

Margaret had been on the point of telling her cousin of some of the
plans and visions which she entertained as to her future life in the coun-
try parsonage, where her father and mother lived; and where her bright
holidays had always been passed, though for the last ten years her aunt
Shaw's house had been considered as her home. But in default of a
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listener, she had to brood over the change in her life silently as hereto-
fore. It was a happy brooding, although tinged with regret at being sep-
arated for an indefinite time from her gentle aunt and dear cousin. As
she thought of the delight of filling the important post of only daughter
in Helstone parsonage, pieces of the conversation out of the next room
came upon her ears. Her aunt Shaw was talking to the five or six ladies
who had beendining there, and whose husbands were still in the dining-
room. They were the familiar acquaintances of the house; neighbours
whom Mrs. Shaw called friends, because she happened to dine with
them more frequently than with any other people, and becauseif she or
Edith wanted anything from them, or they from her, they did not scruple
to make a call at each other's houses before luncheon. These ladies and
their husbands were invited, in their capacity of friends, to eat a farewell
dinner in honour of Edith's approaching marriage. Edith had rather ob-
jected to this arrangement, for Captain Lennox was expected to arrive by
a late train this very evening; but, although she was a spoiled child, she
was too carelessand idle to have a very strong will of her own, and gave
way when she found that her mother had absolutely ordered those extra
delicacies of the season which are always supposed to be efficacious
against immoderate grief at farewell dinners. She contented herself by
leaning back in her chair, merely playing with the food on her plate, and
looking grave and absent;while all around her were enjoying the mots of
Mr. Grey, the gentleman who always took the bottom of the table at Mrs.
Shaw's dinner parties, and asked Edith to give them some music in the
drawing-room. Mr. Grey was particularly agreeable over this farewell
dinner, and the gentlemen staid down stairs longer than usual. It was
very well they didÑto judge from the fragments of conversation which
Margaret overheard.

'I suffered too much myself; not that I was not extremely happy with
the poor dear General, but still disparity of age is a drawback; one that I
was resolved Edith should not have to encounter. Of course,without any
maternal partiality, I foresaw that the dear child was likely to marry
early; indeed, I had often said that I was sure she would be married be-
fore she was nineteen. I had quite a prophetic feeling when Captain Len-
nox'Ñand here the voice dropped into a whisper, but Margaret could
easily supply the blank. The course of true love in Edith's casehad run
remarkably smooth. Mrs. Shaw had given way to the presentiment, as
she expressedit; and had rather urged on the marriage, although it was
below the expectations which many of Edith's acquaintanceshad formed
for her, a young and pretty heiress. But Mrs. Shaw said that her only
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child should marry for love,Ñand sighed emphatically, as if love had not
been her motive for marrying the General. Mrs. Shaw enjoyed the ro-
mance of the present engagement rather more than her daughter. Not
but that Edith was very thoroughly and properly in love; still she would
certainly have preferred a good house in Belgravia, to all the pictur-
esquenessof the life which Captain Lennox described at Corfu. The very
parts which made Margaret glow as she listened, Edith pretended to
shiver and shudder at; partly for the pleasure she had in being coaxed
out of her dislike by her fond lover, and partly becauseanything of a
gipsy or make-shift life was really distasteful to her. Yet had any one
come with a fine house, and a fine estate,and a fine title to boot, Edith
would still have clung to Captain Lennox while the temptation lasted;
when it was over, it is possible she might have had little qualms of ill-
concealed regret that Captain Lennox could not have united in his per-
son everything that was desirable. In this she was but her mother's child;
who, after deliberately marrying General Shaw with no warmer feeling
than respect for his character and establishment, was constantly, though
quietly, bemoaning her hard lot in being united to one whom she could
not love.

'I have spared no expensein her trousseau,' were the next words Mar-
garet heard.

'Shehas all the beautiful Indian shawls and scarfs the General gave to
me, but which I shall never wear again.'

'She is a lucky girl,' replied another voice, which Margaret knew to be
that of Mrs. Gibson, a lady who was taking a double interest in the con-
versation, from the fact of one of her daughters having been married
within the last few weeks.

'Helen had set her heart upon an Indian shawl, but really when I
found what an extravagant price was asked, I was obliged to refuse her.
Shewill be quite envious when she hears of Edith having Indian shawls.
What kind are they? Delhi? with the lovely little borders?'

Margaret heard her aunt's voice again, but this time it was as if she
had raised herself up from her half-recumbent position, and were look-
ing into the more dimly lighted back drawing-room. 'Edith! Edith!' cried
she; and then she sank as if wearied by the exertion. Margaret stepped
forward.

'Edith is asleep, Aunt Shaw. Is it anything I can do?'
All the ladies said 'Poor child!' on receiving this distressing intelli-

genceabout Edith; and the minute lap-dog in Mrs. Shaw's arms began to
bark, as if excited by the burst of pity.
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'Hush, Tiny! you naughty little girl! you will waken your mistress. It
was only to ask Edith if she would tell Newton to bring down her
shawls: perhaps you would go, Margaret dear?'

Margaret went up into the old nursery at the very top of the house,
where Newton was busy getting up some laceswhich were required for
the wedding. While Newton went (not without a muttered grumbling) to
undo the shawls, which had already been exhibited four or five times
that day, Margaret looked round upon the nursery; the first room in that
house with which shehad becomefamiliar nine years ago, when shewas
brought, all untamed from the forest, to share the home, the play, and
the lessons of her cousin Edith. She remembered the dark, dim look of
the London nursery, presided over by an austere and ceremonious
nurse, who was terribly particular about clean hands and torn frocks.
Sherecollected the first tea up thereÑseparate from her father and aunt,
who were dining somewhere down below an infinite depth of stairs; for
unless she were up in the sky (the child thought), they must be deep
down in the bowels of the earth. At homeÑbefore she came to live in
Harley StreetÑher mother's dressing-room had beenher nursery; and, as
they kept early hours in the country parsonage, Margaret had always
had her meals with her father and mother. Oh! well did the tall stately
girl of eighteen remember the tears shed with such wild passion of grief
by the little girl of nine, as she hid her face under the bed-clothes, in that
first night; and how she was bidden not to cry by the nurse, becauseit
would disturb Miss Edith; and how she had cried as bitterly, but more
quietly, till her newly-seen, grand, pretty aunt had come softly upstairs
with Mr. Hale to show him his little sleeping daughter. Then the little
Margaret had hushed her sobs,and tried to lie quiet as if asleep,for fear
of making her father unhappy by her grief, which she dared not express
before her aunt, and which she rather thought it was wrong to feel at all
after the long hoping, and planning, and contriving they had gone
through at home, before her wardrobe could be arranged so asto suit her
grander circumstances, and before papa could leave his parish to come
up to London, even for a few days.

Now she had got to love the old nursery, though it was but a dis-
mantled place; and she looked all round, with a kind of cat-like regret, at
the idea of leaving it for ever in three days.

'Ah Newton!' said she, 'I think we shall all be sorry to leave this dear
old room.'

'Indeed, miss, I shan't for one. My eyes are not so good as they were,
and the light here is so bad that I can't seeto mend lacesexcept just at the
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window, where there's always a shocking draughtÑenough to give one
one's death of cold.'

Well, I dare say you will have both good light and plenty of warmth at
Naples. You must keep as much of your darning as you can till then.
Thank you, Newton, I can take them downÑyou're busy.'

So Margaret went down laden with shawls, and snuffing up their
spicy Easternsmell. Her aunt asked her to stand asa sort of lay figure on
which to display them, asEdith was still asleep.No one thought about it;
but Margaret's tall, finely made figure, in the black silk dress which she
was wearing as mourning for some distant relative of her father's, set off
the long beautiful folds of the gorgeous shawls that would have half-
smothered Edith. Margaret stood right under the chandelier, quite silent
and passive, while her aunt adjusted the draperies. Occasionally, as she
was turned round, she caught a glimpse of herself in the mirror over the
chimney-piece, and smiled at her own appearancethere-the familiar fea-
tures in the usual garb of a princess. She touched the shawls gently as
they hung around her, and took a pleasure in their soft feel and their
brilliant colours, and rather liked to be dressed in such splend-
ourÑenjoying it much asa child would do, with a quiet pleasedsmile on
her lips. Just then the door opened, and Mr. Henry Lennox was suddenly
announced. Some of the ladies started back, as if half-ashamed of their
feminine interest in dress. Mrs. Shaw held out her hand to the new-
comer; Margaret stood perfectly still, thinking she might be yet wanted
asa sort of block for the shawls; but looking at Mr. Lennox with a bright,
amused face,as if sure of his sympathy in her senseof the ludicrousness
at being thus surprised.

Her aunt was so much absorbed in asking Mr. Henry LennoxÑwho
had not been able to come to dinnerÑall sorts of questions about his
brother the bridegroom, his sister the bridesmaid (coming with the Cap-
tain from Scotland for the occasion), and various other members of the
Lennox family, that Margaret saw she was no more wanted as shawl-
bearer, and devoted herself to the amusement of the other visitors,
whom her aunt had for the moment forgotten. Almost immediately,
Edith came in from the back drawing-room, winking and blinking her
eyesat the stronger light, shaking back her slightly-ruffled curls, and al-
together looking like the Sleeping Beauty just startled from her dreams.
Even in her slumber she had instinctively felt that a Lennox was worth
rousing herself for; and she had a multitude of questions to ask about
dear Janet, the future, unseen sister-in-law, for whom she professed so
much affection, that if Margaret had not beenvery proud shemight have
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almost felt jealous of the mushroom rival. As Margaret sank rather more
into the background on her aunt's joining the conversation, she saw
Henry Lennox directing his look towards a vacant seatnear her; and she
knew perfectly well that as soon as Edith released him from her ques-
tioning, he would take possessionof that chair. She had not been quite
sure, from her aunt's rather confused account of his engagements,
whether he would come that night; it was almost a surprise to seehim;
and now shewas sure of a pleasant evening. He liked and disliked pretty
nearly the samethings that she did. Margaret's face was lightened up in-
to an honest, open brightness. By-and-by he came.Shereceived him with
a smile which had not a tinge of shyness or self-consciousness in it.

'Well, I suppose you are all in the depths of businessÑladies' business,
I mean. Very different to my business, which is the real true law busi-
ness. Playing with shawls is very different work to drawing up
settlements.

'Ah, I knew how you would be amused to find us all so occupied in
admiring finery. But really Indian shawls are very perfect things of their
kind.'

'I have no doubt they are. Their prices are very perfect, too. Nothing
wanting.' The gentlemen camedropping in one by one, and the buzz and
noise deepened in tone.

'This is your last dinner-party, is it not? There are no more before
Thursday?'

'No. I think after this evening we shall feel at rest, which I am sure I
have not done for many weeks; at least, that kind of rest when the hands
have nothing more to do, and all the arrangements are complete for an
event which must occupy one's head and heart. I shall be glad to have
time to think, and I am sure Edith will.'

'I am not so sure about her; but I can fancy that you will. Whenever I
have seen you lately, you have been carried away by a whirlwind of
some other person's making.'

'Yes,' said Margaret, rather sadly, remembering the never-ending com-
motion about trifles that had been going on for more than a month past:
'I wonder if a marriage must always be preceded by what you call a
whirlwind, or whether in some casesthere might not rather be a calm
and peaceful time just before it.'

'Cinderella's godmother ordering the trousseau, the wedding-break-
fast, writing the notes of invitation, for instance,' said Mr. Lennox,
laughing.
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'But are all thesequite necessarytroubles?' asked Margaret, looking up
straight at him for an answer. A senseof indescribable weariness of all
the arrangements for a pretty effect, in which Edith had been busied as
supreme authority for the last six weeks, oppressed her just now; and
she really wanted some one to help her to a few pleasant, quiet ideas
connected with a marriage.

'Oh, of course,' he replied with a change to gravity in his tone. 'There
are forms and ceremonies to be gone through, not so much to satisfy
oneself, as to stop the world's mouth, without which stoppage there
would be very little satisfaction in life. But how would you have a wed-
ding arranged?'

'Oh, I have never thought much about it; only I should like it to be a
very fine summer morning; and I should like to walk to church through
the shade of trees;and not to have so many bridesmaids, and to have no
wedding-breakfast. I dare say I am resolving against the very things that
have given me the most trouble just now.'

'No, I don't think you are. The idea of stately simplicity accords well
with your character.'

Margaret did not quite like this speech;shewinced away from it more,
from remembering former occasionson which he had tried to lead her
into a discussion (in which he took the complimentary part) about her
own character and ways of going on. Shecut his speechrather short by
saying:

'It is natural for me to think of Helstone church, and the walk to it,
rather than of driving up to a London church in the middle of a paved
street.'

'Tell me about Helstone. You have never described it to me. I should
like to have some idea of the place you will be living in, when ninety-six
Harley Street will be looking dingy and dirty, and dull, and shut up. Is
Helstone a village, or a town, in the first place?'

'Oh, only a hamlet; I don't think I could call it a village at all. There is
the church and a few housesnear it on the greenÑcottages, ratherÑwith
roses growing all over them.'

'And flowering all the year round, especially at ChristmasÑmake your
picture complete,' said he.

'No,' replied Margaret, somewhat annoyed, 'I am not making a picture.
I am trying to describe Helstone as it really is. You should not have said
that.'

'I am penitent,' he answered. 'Only it really sounded like a village in a
tale rather than in real life.'
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'And so it is,' replied Margaret, eagerly. 'All the other places in Eng-
land that I have seen seem so hard and prosaic-looking, after the New
Forest.Helstone is like a village in a poemÑin one of Tennyson's poems.
But I won't try and describe it any more. You would only laugh at me if I
told you what I think of itÑwhat it really is.'

'Indeed, I would not. But I seeyou are going to be very resolved. Well,
then, tell me that which I should like still better to know what the par-
sonage is like.'

'Oh, I can't describe my home. It is home, and I can't put its charm into
words.'

'I submit. You are rather severe to-night, Margaret.
'How?' said she, turning her large soft eyesround full upon him. 'I did

not know I was.'
'Why, because I made an unlucky remark, you will neither tell me

what Helstone is like, nor will you say anything about your home,
though I have told you how much I want to hear about both, the latter
especially.'

'But indeed I cannot tell you about my own home. I don't quite think it
is a thing to be talked about, unless you knew it.'

'Well, then'Ñpausing for a momentÑ'tell me what you do there. Here
you read, or have lessons, or otherwise improve your mind, till the
middle of the day; take a walk before lunch, go a drive with your aunt
after, and have some kind of engagement in the evening. There, now fill
up your day at Helstone. Shall you ride, drive, or walk?'

'Walk, decidedly. We have no horse, not even for papa. He walks to
the very extremity of his parish. The walks are so beautiful, it would be a
shame to driveÑalmost a shame to ride.'

'Shall you garden much? That, I believe, is a proper employment for
young ladies in the country.'

'I don't know. I am afraid I shan't like such hard work.'
'Archery partiesÑpic-nicsÑrace-ballsÑhunt-balls?'
'Oh no!' said she, laughing. 'Papa's living is very small; and even if we

were near such things, I doubt if I should go to them.'
'I see,you won't tell me anything. You will only tell me that you are

not going to do this and that. Before the vacation ends, I think I shall pay
you a call, and see what you really do employ yourself in.'

'I hope you will. Then you will seefor yourself how beautiful Helstone
is. Now I must go. Edith is sitting down to play, and I just know enough
of music to turn over the leaves for her; and besides,Aunt Shaw won't
like us to talk.' Edith played brilliantly. In the middle of the piece the
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door half-opened, and Edith saw Captain Lennox hesitating whether to
come in. Shethrew down her music, and rushed out of the room, leaving
Margaret standing confused and blushing to explain to the astonished
guests what vision had shown itself to causeEdith's sudden flight. Cap-
tain Lennox had come earlier than was expected;or was it really so late?
They looked at their watches, were duly shocked, and took their leave.

Then Edith cameback, glowing with pleasure, half-shyly, half-proudly
leading in her tall handsome Captain. His brother shook hands with him,
and Mrs. Shaw welcomed him in her gentle kindly way, which had al-
ways something plaintive in it, arising from the long habit of considering
herself a victim to an uncongenial marriage. Now that, the General being
gone, she had every good of life, with as few drawbacks as possible, she
had been rather perplexed to find an anxiety, if not a sorrow. She had,
however, of late settled upon her own health as a source of apprehen-
sion; she had a nervous little cough whenever she thought about it; and
some complaisant doctor ordered her just what she desired,Ña winter in
Italy. Mrs. Shaw had as strong wishes as most people, but she never
liked to do anything from the open and acknowledged motive of her
own good will and pleasure; she preferred being compelled to gratify
herself by some other person's command or desire. She really did per-
suade herself that she was submitting to some hard external necessity;
and thus she was able to moan and complain in her soft manner, all the
time she was in reality doing just what she liked.

It was in this way she began to speak of her own journey to Captain
Lennox, who assented,as in duty bound, to all his future mother-in-law
said, while his eyes sought Edith, who was busying herself in rearran-
ging the tea-table,and ordering up all sorts of good things, in spite of his
assurances that he had dined within the last two hours.

Mr. Henry Lennox stood leaning against the chimney-piece, amused
with the family scene.He was closeby his handsome brother; he was the
plain one in a singularly good-looking family; but his face was intelli-
gent, keen, and mobile; and now and then Margaret wondered what it
was that he could be thinking about, while he kept silence,but was evid-
ently observing, with an interest that was slightly sarcastic,all that Edith
and she were doing. The sarcastic feeling was called out by Mrs. Shaw's
conversation with his brother; it was separate from the interest which
was excited by what he saw. He thought it a pretty sight to seethe two
cousins so busy in their little arrangements about the table. Edith chose
to do most herself. Shewas in a humour to enjoy showing her lover how
well she could behave as a soldier's wife. Shefound out that the water in
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the urn was cold, and ordered up the great kitchen tea-kettle; the only
consequenceof which was that when she met it at the door, and tried to
carry it in, it was too heavy for her, and she came in pouting, with a
black mark on her muslin gown, and a little round white hand indented
by the handle, which she took to show to Captain Lennox, just like a hurt
child, and, of course, the remedy was the same in both cases.Margaret's
quickly-adjusted spirit-lamp was the most efficacious contrivance,
though not so like the gypsy-encampment which Edith, in some of her
moods, choseto consider the nearest resemblanceto a barrack-life. After
this evening all was bustle till the wedding was over.
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Chapter2
Roses and Thorns

'By the soft green light in the woody glade,
On the banks of moss where thy childhood played;
By the household tree, thro' which thine eye
First looked in love to the summer sky.'

MRS. HEMANS.

Margaret was once more in her morning dress, travelling quietly home
with her father, who had come up to assist at the wedding. Her mother
had beendetained at home by a multitude of half-reasons,none of which
anybody fully understood, except Mr. Hale, who was perfectly aware
that all his arguments in favour of a grey satin gown, which was midway
between oldness and newness, had proved unavailing; and that, as he
had not the money to equip his wife afresh, from top to toe, she would
not show herself at her only sister's only child's wedding. If Mrs. Shaw
had guessed at the real reason why Mrs. Hale did not accompany her
husband, she would have showered down gowns upon her; but it was
nearly twenty years since Mrs. Shaw had been the poor, pretty Miss
Beresford, and she had really forgotten all grievances except that of the
unhappiness arising from disparity of age in married life, on which she
could descant by the half-hour. Dearest Maria had married the man of
her heart, only eight years older than herself, with the sweetest temper,
and that blue-black hair one so seldom sees.Mr. Hale was one of the
most delightful preachers she had ever heard, and a perfect model of a
parish priest. Perhaps it was not quite a logical deduction from all these
premises, but it was still Mrs. Shaw's characteristic conclusion, as she
thought over her sister's lot: 'Married for love, what can dearest Maria
have to wish for in this world?' Mrs. Hale, if she spoke truth, might have
answered with a ready-made list, 'a silver-grey glace silk, a white chip
bonnet, oh! dozens of things for the wedding, and hundreds of things for
the house.' Margaret only knew that her mother had not found it
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convenient to come, and she was not sorry to think that their meeting
and greeting would take place at Helstone parsonage, rather than, dur-
ing the confusion of the last two or three days, in the house in Harley
Street, where she herself had had to play the part of Figaro, and was
wanted everywhere at one and the sametime. Her mind and body ached
now with the recollection of all she had done and said within the last
forty-eight hours. The farewells so hurriedly taken, amongst all the other
good-byes, of those she had lived with so long, oppressed her now with
a sad regret for the times that were no more; it did not signify what those
times had been, they were gone never to return. Margaret's heart felt
more heavy than she could ever have thought it possible in going to her
own dear home, the place and the life she had longed for for yearsÑat
that time of all times for yearning and longing, just before the sharp
senses lose their outlines in sleep. She took her mind away with a
wrench from the recollection of the past to the bright serenecontempla-
tion of the hopeful future. Her eyesbegan to see,not visions of what had
been, but the sight actually before her; her dear father leaning back
asleepin the railway carriage. His blue-black hair was grey now, and lay
thinly over his brows. The bones of his face were plainly to be seenÑtoo
plainly for beauty, if his features had been less finely cut; as it was, they
had a grace if not a comeliness of their own. The face was in repose; but
it was rather rest after weariness, than the serene calm of the counten-
ance of one who led a placid, contented life. Margaret was painfully
struck by the worn, anxious expression;and shewent back over the open
and avowed circumstances of her father's life, to find the cause for the
lines that spoke so plainly of habitual distress and depression.

'Poor Frederick!' thought she,sighing. 'Oh! if Frederick had but been a
clergyman, instead of going into the navy, and being lost to us all! I wish
I knew all about it. I never understood it from Aunt Shaw; I only knew
he could not come back to England becauseof that terrible affair. Poor
dear papa! how sad he looks! I am so glad I am going home, to be at
hand to comfort him and mamma.

Shewas ready with a bright smile, in which there was not a trace of fa-
tigue, to greet her father when he awakened. He smiled back again, but
faintly, as if it were an unusual exertion. His face returned into its lines
of habitual anxiety. He had a trick of half-opening his mouth as if to
speak, which constantly unsettled the form of the lips, and gave the face
an undecided expression. But he had the same large, soft eyes as his
daughter,Ñeyes which moved slowly and almost grandly round in their
orbits, and were well veiled by their transparent white eyelids. Margaret
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was more like him than like her mother. Sometimes people wondered
that parents so handsome should have a daughter who was so far from
regularly beautiful; not beautiful at all, was occasionally said. Her mouth
was wide; no rosebud that could only open just' enough to let out a 'yes'
and 'no,' and 'an't pleaseyou, sir.' But the wide mouth was one soft curve
of rich red lips; and the skin, if not white and fair, was of an ivory
smoothnessand delicacy. If the look on her face was, in general, too dig-
nified and reserved for one so young, now, talking to her father, it was
bright as the morning,Ñfull of dimples, and glances that spoke of child-
ish gladness, and boundless hope in the future.

It was the latter part of July when Margaret returned home. The forest
trees were all one dark, full, dusky green; the fern below them caught all
the slanting sunbeams;the weather was sultry and broodingly still. Mar-
garet used to tramp along by her father's side, crushing down the fern
with a cruel glee, as she felt it yield under her light foot, and send up the
fragrance peculiar to it,Ñout on the broad commons into the warm scen-
ted light, seeingmultitudes of wild, free, living creatures, revelling in the
sunshine, and the herbs and flowers it called forth. This lifeÑat least
these walksÑrealised all Margaret's anticipations. She took a pride in her
forest. Its people were her people. She made hearty friends with them;
learned and delighted in using their peculiar words; took up her free-
dom amongst them; nursed their babies; talked or read with slow dis-
tinctness to their old people; carried dainty messesto their sick; resolved
before long to teach at the school, where her father went every day as to
an appointed task, but she was continually tempted off to go and see
some individual friendÑman, woman, or childÑin some cottage in the
green shade of the forest. Her out-of-doors life was perfect. Her in-doors
life had its drawbacks. With the healthy shame of a child, she blamed
herself for her keenness of sight, in perceiving that all was not as it
should be there. Her motherÑher mother always so kind and tender to-
wards herÑseemed now and then so much discontented with their situ-
ation; thought that the bishop strangely neglected his episcopal duties, in
not giving Mr. Hale a better living; and almost reproached her husband
becausehe could not bring himself to say that he wished to leave the
parish, and undertake the charge of a larger. He would sigh aloud as he
answered, that if he could do what he ought in little Helstone, he should
be thankful; but every day he was more overpowered; the world became
more bewildering. At each repeated urgency of his wife, that he would
put himself in the way of seeking some preferment, Margaret saw that
her father shrank more and more; and she strove at such times to

15



reconcile her mother to Helstone. Mrs. Hale said that the near neighbour-
hood of so many trees affected her health; and Margaret would try to
tempt her forth on to the beautiful, broad, upland, sun-streaked, cloud-
shadowed common; for she was sure that her mother had accustomed
herself too much to an in-doors life, seldom extending her walks beyond
the church, the school, and the neighbouring cottages.This did good for
a time; but when the autumn drew on, and the weather became more
changeable,her mother's idea of the unhealthiness of the place increased;
and she repined even more frequently that her husband, who was more
learned than Mr. Hume, a better parish priest than Mr. Houldsworth,
should not have met with the preferment that these two former neigh-
bours of theirs had done.

This marring of the peace of home, by long hours of discontent, was
what Margaret was unprepared for. She knew, and had rather revelled
in the idea, that she should have to give up many luxuries, which had
only been troubles and trammels to her freedom in Harley Street. Her
keen enjoyment of every sensuous pleasure, was balanced finely, if not
overbalanced, by her conscious pride in being able to do without them
all, if need were. But the cloud never comesin that quarter of the horizon
from which we watch for it. There had been slight complaints and
passing regrets on her mother's part, over some trifle connected with
Helstone, and her father's position there, when Margaret had been
spending her holidays at home before; but in the general happiness of
the recollection of those times, she had forgotten the small details which
were not so pleasant. In the latter half of September, the autumnal rains
and storms came on, and Margaret was obliged to remain more in the
house than she had hitherto done. Helstone was at some distance from
any neighbours of their own standard of cultivation.

'It is undoubtedly one of the most out-of-the-way places in England,'
said Mrs. Hale, in one of her plaintive moods. 'I can't help regretting con-
stantly that papa has really no one to associatewith here; he is so thrown
away; seeing no one but farmers and labourers from week's end to
week's end. If we only lived at the other side of the parish, it would be
something; there we should be almost within walking distance of the
Stansfields; certainly the Gormans would be within a walk.'

'Gormans,' said Margaret. 'Are those the Gormans who made their for-
tunes in trade at Southampton? Oh! I'm glad we don't visit them. I don't
like shoppy people. I think we are far better off, knowing only cottagers
and labourers, and people without pretence.'
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'You must not be so fastidious, Margaret, dear!' said her mother,
secretly thinking of a young and handsome Mr. Gorman whom she had
once met at Mr. Hume's.

'No! I call mine a very comprehensive taste; I like all people whose oc-
cupations have to do with land; I like soldiers and sailors, and the three
learned professions, as they call them. I'm sure you don't want me to ad-
mire butchers and bakers, and candlestick-makers, do you, mamma?'

'But the Gormans were neither butchers nor bakers, but very
respectable coach-builders.'

'Very well. Coach-building is a trade all the same,and I think a much
more uselessone than that of butchers or bakers. Oh! how tired I used to
be of the drives every day in Aunt Shaw's carriage, and how I longed to
walk!'

And walk Margaret did, in spite of the weather. Shewas so happy out
of doors, at her father's side, that shealmost danced; and with the soft vi-
olence of the west wind behind her, as she crossed some heath, she
seemedto be borne onwards, as lightly and easily as the fallen leaf that
was wafted along by the autumnal breeze.But the evenings were rather
difficult to fill up agreeably. Immediately after tea her father withdrew
into his small library, and she and her mother were left alone. Mrs. Hale
had never cared much for books, and had discouraged her husband,
very early in their married life, in his desire of reading aloud to her,
while she worked. At one time they had tried backgammon as a re-
source; but as Mr. Hale grew to take an increasing interest in his school
and his parishioners, he found that the interruptions which arose out of
these duties were regarded as hardships by his wife, not to be accepted
as the natural conditions of his profession, but to be regretted and
struggled against by her as they severally arose. So he withdrew, while
the children were yet young, into his library, to spend his evenings (if he
were at home), in reading the speculative and metaphysical books which
were his delight.

When Margaret had been here before, she had brought down with her
a great box of books, recommended by masters or governess, and had
found the summer's day all too short to get through the reading she had
to do before her return to town. Now there were only the well-bound
little-read English Classics,which were weeded out of her father's library
to fill up the small book-shelves in the drawing-room. Thomson's
Seasons,Hayley's Cowper, Middleton's Cicero, were by far the lightest,
newest, and most amusing. The book-shelves did not afford much re-
source. Margaret told her mother every particular of her London life, to

17



all of which Mrs. Hale listened with interest, sometimes amused and
questioning, at others a little inclined to compare her sister's circum-
stancesof easeand comfort with the narrower means at Helstone vicar-
age. On such evenings Margaret was apt to stop talking rather abruptly,
and listen to the drip-drip of the rain upon the leads of the little bow-
window. Once or twice Margaret found herself mechanically counting
the repetition of the monotonous sound, while she wondered if she
might venture to put a question on a subject very near to her heart, and
ask where Frederick was now; what he was doing; how long it was since
they had heard from him. But a consciousnessthat her mother's delicate
health, and positive dislike to Helstone, all dated from the time of the
mutiny in which Frederick had beenengaged,Ñthe full account of which
Margaret had never heard, and which now seemeddoomed to be buried
in sad oblivion,Ñmade her pause and turn away from the subject each
time she approached it. When she was with her mother, her father
seemedthe best person to apply to for information; and when with him,
she thought that she could speak more easily to her mother. Probably
there was nothing much to be heard that was new. In one of the letters
she had received before leaving Harley Street, her father had told her
that they had heard from Frederick; he was still at Rio, and very well in
health, and sent his best love to her; which was dry bones, but not the
living intelligence she longed for. Frederick was always spoken of, in the
rare times when his name was mentioned, as 'Poor Frederick.' His room
was kept exactly as he had left it; and was regularly dusted, and put into
order by Dixon, Mrs. Hale's maid, who touched no other part of the
household work, but always remembered the day when she had been
engagedby Lady Beresford as ladies' maid to Sir John'swards, the pretty
Miss Beresfords, the belles of Rutlandshire. Dixon had always con-
sidered Mr. Hale as the blight which had fallen upon her young lady's
prospects in life. If Miss Beresford had not been in such a hurry to marry
a poor country clergyman, there was no knowing what she might not
have become.But Dixon was too loyal to desert her in her affliction and
downfall (alias her married life). She remained with her, and was de-
voted to her interests; always considering herself as the good and pro-
tecting fairy, whose duty it was to baffle the malignant giant, Mr. Hale.
Master Frederick had been her favorite and pride; and it was with a little
softening of her dignified look and manner, that she went in weekly to
arrange the chamber as carefully as if he might be coming home that
very evening. Margaret could not help believing that there had been
some late intelligence of Frederick, unknown to her mother, which was
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making her father anxious and uneasy. Mrs. Hale did not seem to per-
ceive any alteration in her husband's looks or ways. His spirits were al-
ways tender and gentle, readily affected by any small piece of intelli-
genceconcerning the welfare of others. He would be depressedfor many
days after witnessing a death-bed, or hearing of any crime. But now
Margaret noticed an absenceof mind, as if his thoughts were pre-occu-
pied by some subject, the oppression of which could not be relieved by
any daily action, such as comforting the survivors, or teaching at the
school in hope of lessening the evils in the generation to come. Mr. Hale
did not go out among his parishioners as much as usual; he was more
shut up in his study; was anxious for the village postman, whose sum-
mons to the house-hold was a rap on the back-kitchen window-shut-
terÑa signal which at one time had often to be repeated before any one
was sufficiently alive to the hour of the day to understand what it was,
and attend to him. Now Mr. Hale loitered about the garden if the morn-
ing was fine, and if not, stood dreamily by the study window until the
postman had called, or gone down the lane, giving a half-respectful, half-
confidential shake of the head to the parson, who watched him away
beyond the sweet-briar hedge, and past the great arbutus, before he
turned into the room to begin his day's work, with all the signs of a
heavy heart and an occupied mind.

But Margaret was at an age when any apprehension, not absolutely
based on a knowledge of facts, is easily banished for a time by a bright
sunny day, or some happy outward circumstance. And when the bril-
liant fourteen fine days of October came on, her cares were all blown
away as lightly as thistledown, and she thought of nothing but the glor-
ies of the forest. The fern-harvest was over, and now that the rain was
gone, many a deep glade was accessible,into which Margaret had only
peeped in July and August weather. Shehad learnt drawing with Edith;
and she had sufficiently regretted, during the gloom of the bad weather,
her idle revelling in the beauty of the woodlands while it had yet been
fine, to make her determined to sketch what she could before winter
fairly set in. Accordingly, she was busy preparing her board one morn-
ing, when Sarah, the housemaid, threw wide open the drawing-room
door and announced, 'Mr. Henry Lennox.'
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Chapter3
The More Haste the Worse Speed

'Learn to win a lady's faith
Nobly, as the thing is high;

Bravely, as for life and deathÑ
With a loyal gravity.

Lead her from the festive boards,
Point her to the starry skies,

Guard her, by your truthful words,
Pure from courtship's flatteries.'

MRS. BROWNING.

'Mr. Henry Lennox.' Margaret had been thinking of him only a mo-
ment before, and remembering his inquiry into her probable occupations
at home. It was 'parler du soleil et l'on en voit les rayons;' and the bright-
ness of the sun came over Margaret's face as she put down her board,
and went forward to shake hands with him. 'Tell mamma, Sarah,' said
she. 'Mamma and I want to ask you so many questions about Edith; I am
so much obliged to you for coming.'

'Did not I say that I should?' asked he, in a lower tone than that in
which she had spoken.

'But I heard of you so far away in the Highlands that I never thought
Hampshire could come in.

'Oh!' said he, more lightly, 'our young couple were playing such fool-
ish pranks, running all sorts of risks, climbing this mountain, sailing on
that lake, that I really thought they needed a Mentor to take careof them.
And indeed they did; they were quite beyond my uncle's management,
and kept the old gentleman in a panic for sixteen hours out of the
twenty-four. Indeed, when I once saw how unfit they were to be trusted
alone, I thought it my duty not to leave them till I had seenthem safely
embarked at Plymouth.'

20



'Have you been at Plymouth? Oh! Edith never named that. To be sure,
she has written in such a hurry lately. Did they really sail on Tuesday?'

'Really sailed, and relieved me from many responsibilities. Edith gave
me all sorts of messagesfor you. I believe I have a little diminutive note
somewhere; yes, here it is.'

'Oh! thank you,' exclaimed Margaret; and then, half wishing to read it
alone and unwatched, she made the excuse of going to tell her mother
again (Sarah surely had made some mistake) that Mr. Lennox was there.

When she had left the room, he began in his scrutinising way to look
about him. The little drawing-room was looking its best in the streaming
light of the morning sun. The middle window in the bow was opened,
and clustering rosesand the scarlet honeysuckle camepeeping round the
corner; the small lawn was gorgeous with verbenas and geraniums of all
bright colours. But the very brightness outside made the colours within
seempoor and faded. The carpet was far from new; the chintz had been
often washed; the whole apartment was smaller and shabbier than he
had expected, as back-ground and frame-work for Margaret, herself so
queenly. He took up one of the books lying on the table; it was the
Paradiso of Dante, in the proper old Italian binding of white vellum and
gold; by it lay a dictionary, and some words copied out in Margaret's
hand-writing. They were a dull list of words, but somehow he liked
looking at them. He put them down with a sigh.

'The living is evidently as small as she said. It seemsstrange, for the
Beresfords belong to a good family.'

Margaret meanwhile had found her mother. It was one of Mrs. Hale's
fitful days, when everything was a difficulty and a hardship; and Mr.
Lennox's appearance took this shape, although secretly she felt compli-
mented by his thinking it worth while to call.

'It is most unfortunate! We are dining early to-day, and having noth-
ing but cold meat, in order that the servants may get on with their iron-
ing; and yet, of course, we must ask him to dinnerÑEdith's brother-in-
law and all. And your papa is in such low spirits this morning about
somethingÑI don't know what. I went into the study just now, and he
had his faceon the table, covering it with his hands. I told him I was sure
Helstone air did not agreewith him any more than with me, and he sud-
denly lifted up his head, and begged me not to speak a word more
against Helstone, he could not bear it; if there was one place he loved on
earth it was Helstone. But I am sure, for all that, it is the damp and relax-
ing air.'
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Margaret felt as if a thin cold cloud had come between her and the
sun. She had listened patiently, in hopes that it might be some relief to
her mother to unburden herself; but now it was time to draw her back to
Mr. Lennox.

'Papa likes Mr. Lennox; they got on together famously at the wedding
breakfast. I dare say his coming will do papa good. And never mind the
dinner, dear mamma. Cold meat will do capitally for a lunch, which is
the light in which Mr. Lennox will most likely look upon a two o'clock
dinner.'

'But what are we to do with him till then? It is only half-past ten now.'
'I'll ask him to go out sketching with me. I know he draws, and that

will take him out of your way, mamma. Only do come in now; he will
think it so strange if you don't.'

Mrs. Hale took off her black silk apron, and smoothed her face. She
looked a very pretty lady-like woman, as she greeted Mr. Lennox with
the cordiality due to one who was almost a relation. He evidently expec-
ted to be asked to spend the day, and acceptedthe invitation with a glad
readiness that made Mrs. Hale wish she could add something to the cold
beef. He was pleased with everything; delighted with Margaret's idea of
going out sketching together; would not have Mr. Hale disturbed for the
world, with the prospect of so soon meeting him at dinner. Margaret
brought out her drawing materials for him to choosefrom; and after the
paper and brushes had beenduly selected,the two set out in the merriest
spirits in the world.

'Now, please,just stop here for a minute or two, said Margaret. 'These
are the cottagesthat haunted me so during the rainy fortnight, reproach-
ing me for not having sketched them.'

'Before they tumbled down and were no more seen.Truly, if they are
to be sketchedÑand they are very picturesqueÑwe had better not put it
off till next year. But where shall we sit?'

'Oh! You might have come straight from chambers in the Temple,' in-
stead of having beentwo months in the Highlands! Look at this beautiful
trunk of a tree, which the wood-cutters have left just in the right place
for the light. I will put my plaid over it, and it will be a regular forest
throne.'

'With your feet in that puddle for a regal footstool! Stay, I will move,
and then you can come nearer this way. Who lives in these cottages?'

'They were built by squatters fifty or sixty years ago. One is uninhab-
ited; the foresters are going to take it down, as soon as the old man who
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lives in the other is dead, poor old fellow! LookÑthere he isÑI must go
and speak to him. He is so deaf you will hear all our secrets.'

The old man stood bareheaded in the sun, leaning on his stick at the
front of his cottage. His stiff features relaxed into a slow smile as Mar-
garet went up and spoke to him. Mr. Lennox hastily introduced the two
figures into his sketch, and finished up the landscape with a subordinate
reference to themÑas Margaret perceived, when the time came for get-
ting up, putting away water, and scrapsof paper, and exhibiting to each
other their sketches.She laughed and blushed Mr. Lennox watched her
countenance.

'Now, I call that treacherous,' said she. 'I little thought you were mak-
ing old Isaacand me into subjects,when you told me to ask him the his-
tory of these cottages.'

'It was irresistible. You can't know how strong a temptation it was. I
hardly dare tell you how much I shall like this sketch.'

He was not quite sure whether she heard this latter sentence before
she went to the brook to wash her palette. Shecame back rather flushed,
but looking perfectly innocent and unconscious. He was glad of it, for
the speechhad slipped from him unawaresÑa rare thing in the caseof a
man who premeditated his actions so much as Henry Lennox.

The aspectof home was all right and bright when they reached it. The
clouds on her mother's brow had cleared off under the propitious influ-
enceof a brace of carp, most opportunely presented by a neighbour. Mr.
Hale had returned from his morning's round, and was awaiting his visit-
or just outside the wicket gate that led into the garden. He looked a com-
plete gentleman in his rather threadbare coat and well-worn hat.

Margaret was proud of her father; she had always a fresh and tender
pride in seeing how favourably he impressed every stranger; still her
quick eye sought over his face and found there traces of some unusual
disturbance, which was only put aside, not cleared away.

Mr. Hale asked to look at their sketches.
'I think you have made the tints on the thatch too dark, have you not?'

ashe returned Margaret's to her, and held out his hand for Mr. Lennox's,
which was withheld from him one moment, no more.

'No, papa! I don't think I have. The house-leek and stone-crop have
grown so much darker in the rain. Is it not like, papa?' said she,peeping
over his shoulder, as he looked at the figures in Mr. Lennox's drawing.

'Yes,very like. Your figure and way of holding yourself is capital. And
it is just poor old Isaac'sstiff way of stooping his long rheumatic back.
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What is this hanging from the branch of the tree? Not a bird's nest,
surely.'

'Oh no! that is my bonnet. I never can draw with my bonnet on; it
makes my head so hot. I wonder if I could manage figures. There are so
many people about here whom I should like to sketch.'

'I should say that a likeness you very much wish to take you would al-
ways succeed in,' said Mr. Lennox. 'I have great faith in the power of
will. I think myself I have succeededpretty well in yours.' Mr. Hale had
preceded them into the house, while Margaret was lingering to pluck
some roses, with which to adorn her morning gown for dinner.

'A regular London girl would understand the implied meaning of that
speech,'thought Mr. Lennox. 'Shewould be up to looking through every
speech that a young man made her for the arriere-pensee of a compli-
ment. But I don't believe Margaret,ÑStay!' exclaimed he, 'Let me help
you;' and he gathered for her some velvety cramoisy roses that were
above her reach, and then dividing the spoil he placed two in his button-
hole, and sent her in, pleased and happy, to arrange her flowers.

The conversation at dinner flowed on quietly and agreeably. There
were plenty of questions to be asked on both sidesÑthe latest intelli-
gencewhich eachcould give of Mrs. Shaw's movements in Italy to be ex-
changed; and in the interest of what was said, the unpretending simpli-
city of the parsonage-waysÑabove all, in the neighbourhood of Mar-
garet, Mr. Lennox forgot the little feeling of disappointment with which
he had at first perceived that she had spoken but the simple truth when
she had described her father's living as very small.

'Margaret, my child, you might have gathered us some pears for our
dessert,' said Mr. Hale, as the hospitable luxury of a freshly-decanted
bottle of wine was placed on the table.

Mrs. Hale was hurried. It seemed as if dessertswere impromptu and
unusual things at the parsonage; whereas, if Mr. Hale would only have
looked behind him, he would have seen biscuits and marmalade, and
what not, all arranged in formal order on the sideboard. But the idea of
pears had taken possessionof Mr. Hale's mind, and was not to be got rid
of.

'There are a few brown beurres against the south wall which are worth
all foreign fruits and preserves. Run, Margaret, and gather us some.'

'I propose that we adjourn into the garden, and eat them there' said
Mr. Lennox.

'Nothing is so delicious as to set one's teeth into the crisp, juicy fruit,
warm and scented by the sun. The worst is, the wasps are impudent

24



enough to dispute it with one, even at the very crisis and summit of
enjoyment.

He rose, as if to follow Margaret, who had disappeared through the
window he only awaited Mrs. Hale's permission. Shewould rather have
wound up the dinner in the proper way, and with all the ceremonies
which had gone on so smoothly hitherto, especially as she and Dixon
had got out the finger-glasses from the store-room on purpose to be as
correct as becameGeneral Shaw's widow's sister, but as Mr. Hale got up
directly, and prepared to accompany his guest, she could only submit.

'I shall arm myself with a knife,' said Mr. Hale: 'the days of eating fruit
so primitively as you describe are over with me. I must pare it and
quarter it before I can enjoy it.'

Margaret made a plate for the pears out of a beetroot leaf, which threw
up their brown gold colour admirably. Mr. Lennox looked more at her
than at the pears;but her father, inclined to cull fastidiously the very zest
and perfection of the hour he had stolen from his anxiety, chosedaintily
the ripest fruit, and sat down on the garden bench to enjoy it at his leis-
ure. Margaret and Mr. Lennox strolled along the little terrace-walk under
the south wall, where the beesstill hummed and worked busily in their
hives.

'What a perfect life you seemto live here! I have always felt rather con-
temptuously towards the poets before, with their wishes, "Mine be a cot
beside a hill," and that sort of thing:

but now I am afraid that the truth is, I have been nothing better than a
cockney. Just now I feel as if twenty years' hard study of law would be
amply rewarded by one year of such an exquisite serene life as
thisÑsuch skies!' looking upÑ'such crimson and amber foliage, so per-
fectly motionless as that!' pointing to some of the great forest trees which
shut in the garden as if it were a nest.

'You must please to remember that our skies are not always as deep a
blue as they are now. We have rain, and our leaves do fall, and get sod-
den: though I think Helstone is about as perfect a place as any in the
world. Recollect how you rather scorned my description of it one even-
ing in Harley Street: "a village in a tale."'

'Scorned, Margaret That is rather a hard word.'
'Perhaps it is. Only I know I should have liked to have talked to you of

what I was very full at the time, and youÑwhat must I call it,
then?Ñspoke disrespectfully of Helstone as a mere village in a tale.'

'I will never do so again,' said he, warmly. They turned the corner of
the walk.
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'I could almost wish, MargaretÑÑ' he stopped and hesitated. It was
so unusual for the fluent lawyer to hesitate that Margaret looked up at
him, in a little state of questioning wonder; but in an instantÑfrom what
about him she could not tellÑshe wished herself back with her moth-
erÑher fatherÑanywhere away from him, for she was sure he was go-
ing to say something to which she should not know what to reply. In an-
other moment the strong pride that was in her came to conquer her sud-
den agitation, which she hoped he had not perceived. Of course she
could answer, and answer the right thing; and it was poor and despic-
able of her to shrink from hearing any speech,as if she had not power to
put an end to it with her high maidenly dignity.

'Margaret,' said he, taking her by surprise, and getting sudden posses-
sion of her hand, so that she was forced to stand still and listen, des-
pising herself for the fluttering at her heart all the time; 'Margaret, I wish
you did not like Helstone so muchÑdid not seemso perfectly calm and
happy here. I have been hoping for these three months past to find you
regretting LondonÑand London friends, a littleÑenough to make you
listen more kindly' (for she was quietly, but firmly, striving to extricate
her hand from his grasp) 'to one who has not much to offer, it is
trueÑnothing but prospects in the futureÑbut who does love you, Mar-
garet, almost in spite of himself. Margaret, have I startled you too much?
Speak!' For he saw her lips quivering almost as if she were going to cry.
Shemade a strong effort to be calm; shewould not speak till shehad suc-
ceeded in mastering her voice, and then she said:

'I was startled. I did not know that you cared for me in that way. I
have always thought of you asa friend; and, please,I would rather go on
thinking of you so. I don't like to be spoken to as you have been doing. I
cannot answer you asyou want me to do, and yet I should feel so sorry if
I vexed you.'

'Margaret,' said he, looking into her eyes, which met his with their
open, straight look, expressive of the utmost good faith and reluctance to
give pain.

'Do you'Ñhe was going to sayÑ'love any one else?'But it seemedas if
this question would be an insult to the pure serenity of those eyes.
'Forgive me I have been too abrupt. I am punished. Only let me hope.
Give me the poor comfort of telling me you have never seen any one
whom you couldÑÑ' Again a pause. He could not end his sentence.
Margaret reproached herself acutely as the cause of his distress.

'Ah! if you had but never got this fancy into your head! It was such a
pleasure to think of you as a friend.'
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'But I may hope, may I not, Margaret, that some time you will think of
me as a lover? Not yet, I seeÑthere is no hurryÑbut some timeÑÑ' She
was silent for a minute or two, trying to discover the truth as it was in
her own heart, before replying; then she said:

'I have never thought ofÑyou, but asa friend. I like to think of you so;
but I am sure I could never think of you as anything else. Pray, let us
both forget that all this' ('disagreeable,'shewas going to say, but stopped
short) 'conversation has taken place.'

He paused before he replied. Then, in his habitual coldnessof tone, he
answered:

'Of course, as your feelings are so decided, and as this conversation
has been so evidently unpleasant to you, it had better not be re-
membered. That is all very fine in theory, that plan of forgetting
whatever is painful, but it will be somewhat difficult for me, at least, to
carry it into execution.'

'You are vexed,' said she, sadly; 'yet how can I help it?'
Shelooked so truly grieved asshesaid this, that he struggled for a mo-

ment with his real disappointment, and then answered more cheerfully,
but still with a little hardness in his tone:

'You should make allowances for the mortification, not only of a lover,
Margaret, but of a man not given to romance in generalÑprudent,
worldly, as some people call meÑwho has been carried out of his usual
habits by the force of a passionÑwell, we will say no more of that; but in
the one outlet which he has formed for the deeper and better feelings of
his nature, he meets with rejection and repulse. I shall have to console
myself with scorning my own folly. A struggling barrister to think of
matrimony!'

Margaret could not answer this. The whole tone of it annoyed her. It
seemedto touch on and call out all the points of difference which had of-
ten repelled her in him; while yet he was the pleasantest man, the most
sympathising friend, the person of all others who understood her best in
Harley Street. She felt a tinge of contempt mingle itself with her pain at
having refused him. Her beautiful lip curled in a slight disdain. It was
well that, having made the round of the garden, they came suddenly
upon Mr. Hale, whose whereabouts had been quite forgotten by them.
He had not yet finished the pear, which he had delicately peeled in one
long strip of silver-paper thinness, and which he was enjoying in a delib-
erate manner. It was like the story of the eastern king, who dipped his
head into a basin of water, at the magician's command, and ere he in-
stantly took it out went through the experience of a lifetime. I Margaret
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felt stunned, and unable to recover her self-possessionenough to join in
the trivial conversation that ensued between her father and Mr. Lennox.
She was grave, and little disposed to speak; full of wonder when Mr.
Lennox would go, and allow her to relax into thought on the events of
the last quarter of an hour. He was almost as anxious to take his depar-
ture as she was for him to leave; but a few minutes light and careless
talking, carried on at whatever effort, was a sacrifice which he owed to
his mortified vanity, or his self-respect.He glanced from time to time at
her sad and pensive face.

'I am not so indifferent to her as she believes,' thought he to himself. 'I
do not give up hope.'

Before a quarter of an hour was over, he had fallen into a way of con-
versing with quiet sarcasm; speaking of life in London and life in the
country, as if he were consciousof his secondmocking self, and afraid of
his own satire. Mr. Hale was puzzled. His visitor was a different man to
what he had seenhim before at the wedding-breakfast, and at dinner to-
day; a lighter, cleverer, more worldly man, and, assuch, dissonant to Mr.
Hale. It was a relief to all three when Mr. Lennox said that he must go
directly if he meant to catch the five o'clock train. They proceeded to the
house to find Mrs. Hale, and wish her good-bye. At the last moment,
Henry Lennox's real self broke through the crust.

'Margaret, don't despise me; I have a heart, notwithstanding all this
good-for-nothing way of talking. As a proof of it, I believe I love you
more than everÑif I do not hate youÑfor the disdain with which you
have listened to me during this last half-hour. Good-bye, Mar-
garetÑMargaret!'
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Chapter4
Doubts and Difficulties

'Cast me upon some naked shore,
Where I may tracke
Only the print of some sad wracke,
If thou be there, though the seas roare,
I shall no gentler calm implore.'

HABINGTON.

He was gone. The house was shut up for the evening. No more deep
blue skies or crimson and amber tints. Margaret went up to dress for the
early tea, finding Dixon in a pretty temper from the interruption which a
visitor had naturally occasionedon a busy day. Sheshowed it by brush-
ing away viciously at Margaret's hair, under pretence of being in a great
hurry to go to Mrs. Hale. Yet, after all, Margaret had to wait a long time
in the drawing-room before her mother camedown. Shesat by herself at
the fire, with unlighted candles on the table behind her, thinking over
the day, the happy walk, happy sketching, cheerful pleasant dinner, and
the uncomfortable, miserable walk in the garden.

How different men were to women! Here was she disturbed and un-
happy, becauseher instinct had made anything but a refusal impossible;
while he, not many minutes after he had met with a rejection of what
ought to have been the deepest, holiest proposal of his life, could speak
as if briefs, success,and all its superficial consequencesof a good house,
clever and agreeablesociety, were the sole avowed objectsof his desires.
Oh dear! how she could have loved him if he had but been different,
with a difference which she felt, on reflection, to be one that went
lowÑdeep down. Then she took it into her head that, after all, his light-
ness might be but assumed, to cover a bitterness of disappointment
which would have been stamped on her own heart if she had loved and
been rejected.
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Her mother came into the room before this whirl of thoughts was ad-
justed into anything like order. Margaret had to shake off the recollec-
tions of what had been done and said through the day, and turn a sym-
pathising listener to the account of how Dixon had complained that the
ironing-blanket had been burnt again; and how Susan Lightfoot had
been seen with artificial flowers in her bonnet, thereby giving evidence
of a vain and giddy character. Mr. Hale sipped his tea in abstracted si-
lence; Margaret had the responsesall to herself. Shewondered how her
father and mother could be so forgetful, so regardless of their companion
through the day, as never to mention his name. She forgot that he had
not made them an offer.

After tea Mr. Hale got up, and stood with his elbow on the chimney-
piece, leaning his head on his hand, musing over something, and from
time to time sighing deeply. Mrs. Hale went out to consult with Dixon
about some winter clothing for the poor. Margaret was preparing her
mother's worsted work, and rather shrinking from the thought of the
long evening, and wishing bed-time were come that she might go over
the events of the day again.

'Margaret!' said Mr. Hale, at last, in a sort of sudden desperate way,
that made her start. 'Is that tapestry thing of immediate consequence?I
mean, can you leave it and come into my study? I want to speak to you
about something very serious to us all.'

'Very serious to us all.' Mr. Lennox had never had the opportunity of
having any private conversation with her father after her refusal, or else
that would indeed be a very serious affair. In the first place, Margaret felt
guilty and ashamed of having grown so much into a woman as to be
thought of in marriage; and secondly, she did not know if her father
might not be displeased that she had taken upon herself to decline Mr.
Lennox's proposal. But she soon felt it was not about anything, which
having only lately and suddenly occurred, could have given rise to any
complicated thoughts, that her father wished to speak to her. He made
her take a chair by him; he stirred the fire, snuffed the candles, and
sighed once or twice before he could make up his mind to sayÑand it
came out with a jerk after allÑ'Margaret! I am going to leave Helstone.'

'Leave Helstone, papa! But why?'
Mr. Hale did not answer for a minute or two. He played with some pa-

pers on the table in a nervous and confused manner, opening his lips to
speak several times, but closing them again without having the courage
to utter a word. Margaret could not bear the sight of the suspense,which
was even more distressing to her father than to herself.
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'But why, dear papa? Do tell me!'
He looked up at her suddenly, and then said with a slow and enforced

calmness:
'Because I must no longer be a minister in the Church of England.'
Margaret had imagined nothing lessthan that some of the preferments

which her mother so much desired had befallen her father at
lastÑsomething that would force him to leave beautiful, beloved Hel-
stone, and perhaps compel him to go and live in some of the stately and
silent Closes which Margaret had seen from time to time in cathedral
towns. They were grand and imposing places, but if, to go there, it was
necessaryto leave Helstone as a home for ever, that would have been a
sad, long, lingering pain. But nothing to the shock she received from Mr.
Hale's last speech.What could he mean?It was all the worse for being so
mysterious. The aspect of piteous distress on his face, almost as implor-
ing a merciful and kind judgment from his child, gave her a sudden sick-
ening. Could he have become implicated in anything Frederick had
done? Frederick was an outlaw. Had her father, out of a natural love for
his son, connived at anyÑ

'Oh! what is it? do speak,papa! tell me all! Why can you no longer be a
clergyman? Surely, if the bishop were told all we know about Frederick,
and the hard, unjustÑ'

'It is nothing about Frederick; the bishop would have nothing to do
with that. It is all myself. Margaret, I will tell you about it. I will answer
any questions this once,but after to-night let us never speak of it again. I
can meet the consequencesof my painful, miserable doubts; but it is an
effort beyond me to speak of what has caused me so much suffering.'

'Doubts, papa! Doubts as to religion?' asked Margaret, more shocked
than ever.

'No! not doubts as to religion; not the slightest injury to that.' He
paused. Margaret sighed, as if standing on the verge of somenew horror.
He began again, speaking rapidly, as if to get over a set task:

'You could not understand it all, if I told youÑmy anxiety, for years
past, to know whether I had any right to hold my livingÑmy efforts to
quench my smouldering doubts by the authority of the Church. Oh!
Margaret, how I love the holy Church from which I am to be shut out!'
He could not go on for a moment or two. Margaret could not tell what to
say; it seemedto her as terribly mysterious as if her father were about to
turn Mahometan.

'I have been reading to-day of the two thousand who were ejected
from their churches,'Ñcontinued Mr. Hale, smiling faintly,Ñ'trying to
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steal some of their bravery; but it is of no useÑno useÑI cannot help
feeling it acutely.'

'But, papa, have you well considered? Oh! it seems so terrible, so
shocking,' said Margaret, suddenly bursting into tears. The one staid
foundation of her home, of her idea of her beloved father, seemedreeling
and rocking. What could she say?What was to be done? The sight of her
distress made Mr. Hale nerve himself, in order to try and comfort her.
He swallowed down the dry choking sobs which had been heaving up
from his heart hitherto, and going to his bookcase he took down a
volume, which he had often been reading lately, and from which he
thought he had derived strength to enter upon the course in which he
was now embarked.

'Listen, dear Margaret,' said he, putting one arm round her waist. She
took his hand in hers and grasped it tight, but she could not lift up her
head; nor indeed could she attend to what he read, so great was her in-
ternal agitation.

'This is the soliloquy of one who was once a clergyman in a country
parish, like me; it was written by a Mr. Oldfield, minister of Carsington,
in Derbyshire, a hundred and sixty years ago, or more. His trials are
over. He fought the good fight.' These last two sentenceshe spoke low,
as if to himself. Then he read aloud,Ñ

'When thou canstno longer continue in thy work without dishonour to
God, discredit to religion, foregoing thy integrity, wounding conscience,
spoiling thy peace, and hazarding the loss of thy salvation; in a word,
when the conditions upon which thou must continue (if thou wilt contin-
ue) in thy employments are sinful, and unwarranted by the word of God,
thou mayest, yea, thou must believe that God will turn thy very silence,
suspension,deprivation, and laying aside, to His glory, and the advance-
ment of the Gospel's interest. When God will not use thee in one kind,
yet He will in another. A soul that desires to serve and honour Him shall
never want opportunity to do it; nor must thou so limit the Holy One of
Israel as to think He hath but one way in which He can glorify Himself
by thee. He can do it by thy silence as well as by thy preaching; thy lay-
ing aside as well as thy continuance in thy work. It is not pretence of do-
ing God the greatest service, or performing the weightiest duty, that will
excusethe least sin, though that sin capacitated or gave us the opportun-
ity for doing that duty. Thou wilt have little thanks, O my soul! if, when
thou art charged with corrupting God's worship, falsifying thy vows,
thou pretendest a necessity for it in order to a continuance in the min-
istry. As he read this, and glanced at much more which he did not read,
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he gained resolution for himself, and felt as if he too could be brave and
firm in doing what he believed to be right; but as he ceasedhe heard
Margaret's low convulsive sob; and his courage sank down under the
keen sense of suffering.

'Margaret, dear!' said he, drawing her closer, 'think of the early mar-
tyrs; think of the thousands who have suffered.'

'But, father,' said she, suddenly lifting up her flushed, tear-wet face,
'the early martyrs suffered for the truth, while youÑoh! dear, dear papa!'

'I suffer for conscience'sake,my child,' said he, with a dignity that was
only tremulous from the acute sensitivenessof his character; 'I must do
what my conscience bids. I have borne long with self-reproach that
would have roused any mind less torpid and cowardly than mine.' He
shook his head ashe went on. 'Your poor mother's fond wish, gratified at
last in the mocking way in which over-fond wishes are too often ful-
filledÑSodom apples as they areÑhas brought on this crisis, for which I
ought to be, and I hope I am thankful. It is not a month since the bishop
offered me another living; if I had acceptedit, I should have had to make
a fresh declaration of conformity to the Liturgy at my institution. Mar-
garet, I tried to do it; I tried to content myself with simply refusing the
additional preferment, and stopping quietly here,Ñstrangling my con-
science now, as I had strained it before. God forgive me!'

He rose and walked up and down the room, speaking low words of
self-reproach and humiliation, of which Margaret was thankful to hear
but few. At last he said,

'Margaret, I return to the old sad burden we must leave Helstone.'
'Yes! I see. But when?'
'I have written to the bishopÑI dare say I have told you so, but I forget

things just now,' said Mr. Hale, collapsing into his depressed manner as
soon as he came to talk of hard matter-of-fact details, 'informing him of
my intention to resign this vicarage. He has been most kind; he has used
arguments and expostulations, all in vainÑin vain. They are but what I
have tried upon myself, without avail. I shall have to take my deed of
resignation, and wait upon the bishop myself, to bid him farewell. That
will be a trial, but worse, far worse, will be the parting from my dear
people. There is a curate appointed to read prayersÑa Mr. Brown. He
will come to stay with us to-morrow. Next Sunday I preach my farewell
sermon.'

Was it to be so sudden then? thought Margaret; and yet perhaps it was
as well. Lingering would only add stings to the pain; it was better to be
stunned into numbness by hearing of all these arrangements, which
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seemed to be nearly completed before she had been told. 'What does
mamma say?' asked she, with a deep sigh.

To her surprise, her father began to walk about again before he
answered. At length he stopped and replied:

'Margaret, I am a poor coward after all. I cannot bear to give pain. I
know so well your mother's married life has not been all she hopedÑall
shehad a right to expectÑand this will be such a blow to her, that I have
never had the heart, the power to tell her. Shemust be told though, now,'
said he, looking wistfully at his daughter. Margaret was almost over-
powered with the idea that her mother knew nothing of it all, and yet the
affair was so far advanced!

'Yes, indeed she must,' said Margaret. 'Perhaps, after all, she may
notÑOh yes! she will, she must be shocked'Ñas the force of the blow re-
turned upon herself in trying to realise how another would take it.
'Where are we to go to?' said she at last, struck with a fresh wonder as to
their future plans, if plans indeed her father had.

'To Milton-Northern,' he answered, with a dull indifference, for he had
perceived that, although his daughter's love had made her cling to him,
and for a moment strive to soothe him with her love, yet the keennessof
the pain was as fresh as ever in her mind.

'Milton-Northern! The manufacturing town in Darkshire?'
'Yes,' said he, in the same despondent, indifferent way.
'Why there, papa?' asked she.
'Becausethere I can earn bread for my family. BecauseI know no one

there, and no one knows Helstone, or can ever talk to me about it.'
'Bread for your family! I thought you and mamma had'Ñand then she

stopped, checking her natural interest regarding their future life, as she
saw the gathering gloom on her father's brow. But he, with his quick in-
tuitive sympathy, read in her face, as in a mirror, the reflections of his
own moody depression, and turned it off with an effort.

'You shall be told all, Margaret. Only help me to tell your mother. I
think I could do anything but that: the idea of her distress turns me sick
with dread. If I tell you all, perhaps you could break it to her to-morrow.
I am going out for the day, to bid Farmer Dobson and the poor people on
Bracy Common good-bye. Would you dislike breaking it to her very
much, Margaret?'

Margaret did dislike it, did shrink from it more than from anything
she had ever had to do in her life before. Shecould not speak,all at once.
Her father said, 'You dislike it very much, don't you, Margaret?' Then
she conquered herself, and said, with a bright strong look on her face:
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'It is a painful thing, but it must be done, and I will do it aswell asever
I can. You must have many painful things to do.'

Mr. Hale shook his head despondingly: he pressed her hand in token
of gratitude. Margaret was nearly upset again into a burst of crying. To
turn her thoughts, she said: 'Now tell me, papa, what our plans are. You
and mamma have some money, independent of the income from the liv-
ing, have not you? Aunt Shaw has, I know.'

'Yes. I suppose we have about a hundred and seventy pounds a year
of our own. Seventy of that has always gone to Frederick, since he has
been abroad. I don't know if he wants it all,' he continued in a hesitating
manner. 'He must have some pay for serving with the Spanish army.'

'Frederick must not suffer,' said Margaret, decidedly; 'in a foreign
country; so unjustly treated by his own. A hundred is left Could not you,
and I, and mamma live on a hundred a year in some very cheapÑvery
quiet part of England? Oh! I think we could.'

'No!' said Mr. Hale. 'That would not answer. I must do something. I
must make myself busy, to keep off morbid thoughts. Besides,in a coun-
try parish I should be so painfully reminded of Helstone, and my duties
here. I could not bear it, Margaret. And a hundred a year would go a
very little way, after the necessarywants of housekeeping are met, to-
wards providing your mother with all the comforts she has been accus-
tomed to, and ought to have. No: we must go to Milton. That is settled. I
can always decide better by myself, and not influenced by those whom I
love,' said he, as a half apology for having arranged so much before he
had told any one of his family of his intentions. 'I cannot stand objec-
tions. They make me so undecided.'

Margaret resolved to keep silence. After all, what did it signify where
they went, compared to the one terrible change?

Mr. Hale continued: 'A few months ago, when my misery of doubt be-
came more than I could bear without speaking, I wrote to Mr. BellÑyou
remember Mr. Bell, Margaret?'

'No; I never saw him, I think. But I know who he is. Frederick's god-
fatherÑyour old tutor at Oxford, don't you mean?'

'Yes. He is a Fellow of Plymouth College there. He is a native of
Milton-Northern, I believe. At any rate, he has property there, which has
very much increased in value since Milton has becomesuch a large man-
ufacturing town. Well, I had reason to suspectÑto imagineÑI had better
say nothing about it, however. But I felt sure of sympathy from Mr. Bell.
I don't know that he gave me much strength. He has lived an easy life in
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his college all his days. But he has beenaskind ascan be. And it is owing
to him we are going to Milton.'

'How?' said Margaret.
'Why he has tenants, and houses, and mills there; so, though he dis-

likes the placeÑtoo bustling for one of his habitsÑhe is obliged to keep
up some sort of connection; and he tells me that he hears there is a good
opening for a private tutor there.'

'A private tutor!' said Margaret, looking scornful: 'What in the world
do manufacturers want with the classics,or literature, or the accomplish-
ments of a gentleman?'

'Oh,' said her father, 'some of them really seemto be fine fellows, con-
scious of their own deficiencies, which is more than many a man at Ox-
ford is. Some want resolutely to learn, though they have come to man's
estate.Some want their children to be better instructed than they them-
selves have been. At any rate, there is an opening, as I have said, for a
private tutor. Mr. Bell has recommended me to a Mr. Thornton, a tenant
of his, and a very intelligent man, as far as I can judge from his letters.
And in Milton, Margaret, I shall find a busy life, if not a happy one, and
people and scenes so different that I shall never be reminded of
Helstone.'

There was the secretmotive, as Margaret knew from her own feelings.
It would be different. Discordant as it wasÑwith almost a detestation for
all she had ever heard of the North of England, the manufacturers, the
people, the wild and bleak countryÑthere was this one recommenda-
tionÑit would be different from Helstone, and could never remind them
of that beloved place.

'When do we go?' asked Margaret, after a short silence.
'I do not know exactly. I wanted to talk it over with you. You see,your

mother knows nothing about it yet: but I think, in a fortnight;Ñafter my
deed of resignation is sent in, I shall have no right to remain.

Margaret was almost stunned.
'In a fortnight!'
'NoÑno, not exactly to a day. Nothing is fixed,' said her father, with

anxious hesitation, as he noticed the filmy sorrow that came over her
eyes,and the sudden change in her complexion. But she recovered her-
self immediately.

'Yes,papa, it had better be fixed soon and decidedly, as you say. Only
mamma to know nothing about it! It is that that is the great perplexity.'
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'Poor Maria!' replied Mr. Hale, tenderly. 'Poor, poor Maria! Oh, if I
were not marriedÑif I were but myself in the world, how easy it would
be! As it isÑMargaret, I dare not tell her!'

'No,' said Margaret, sadly, 'I will do it. Give me till to-morrow evening
to choosemy time Oh, papa,' cried she,with sudden passionateentreaty,
'sayÑtell me it is a night-mareÑa horrid dreamÑnot the real waking
truth! You cannot mean that you are really going to leave the ChurchÑto
give up HelstoneÑto be for ever separate from me, from mammaÑled
away by some delusionÑsome temptation! You do not really mean it!'

Mr. Hale sat in rigid stillness while she spoke.
Then he looked her in the face, and said in a slow, hoarse, measured

wayÑ'I do mean it, Margaret. You must not deceive yourself into doubt-
ing the reality of my wordsÑmy fixed intention and resolve.' He looked
at her in the samesteady, stony manner, for some moments after he had
done speaking. She, too, gazed back with pleading eyes before she
would believe that it was irrevocable. Then she arose and went, without
another word or look, towards the door. As her fingers were on the
handle he called her back. He was standing by the fireplace, shrunk and
stooping; but asshecamenear he drew himself up to his full height, and,
placing his hands on her head, he said, solemnly:

'The blessing of God be upon thee, my child!'
'And may He restore you to His Church,' responded she,out of the ful-

ness of her heart. The next moment she feared lest this answer to his
blessing might be irreverent, wrongÑmight hurt him ascoming from his
daughter, and she threw her arms round his neck. He held her to him for
a minute or two. She heard him murmur to himself, 'The martyrs and
confessors had even more pain to bearÑI will not shrink.'

They were startled by hearing Mrs. Hale inquiring for her daughter.
They started asunder in the full consciousnessof all that was before
them. Mr. Hale hurriedly saidÑ'Go, Margaret, go. I shall be out all to-
morrow. Before night you will have told your mother.'

'Yes,' she replied, and she returned to the drawing-room in a stunned
and dizzy state.
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Chapter5
Decision

'I ask Thee for a thoughtful love,
Through constant watching wise,

To meet the glad with joyful smiles,
And to wipe the weeping eyes;

And a heart at leisure from itself
To soothe and sympathise.'

A. L. WARING.

Margaret made a good listener to all her mother's little plans for
adding some small comforts to the lot of the poorer parishioners. She
could not help listening, though eachnew project was a stab to her heart.
By the time the frost had set in, they should be far away from Helstone.
Old Simon's rheumatism might be bad and his eyesight worse; there
would be no one to go and read to him, and comfort him with little por-
ringers of broth and good red flannel: or if there was, it would be a
stranger, and the old man would watch in vain for her. Mary Domville's
little crippled boy would crawl in vain to the door and look for her com-
ing through the forest. Thesepoor friends would never understand why
she had forsaken them; and there were many others besides. 'Papa has
always spent the income he derived from his living in the parish. I am,
perhaps, encroaching upon the next dues, but the winter is likely to be
severe, and our poor old people must be helped.'

'Oh, mamma, let us do all we can,' said Margaret eagerly, not seeing
the prudential side of the question, only grasping at the idea that they
were rendering such help for the last time; 'we may not be here long.'

'Do you feel ill, my darling?' asked Mrs. Hale, anxiously, misunder-
standing Margaret's hint of the uncertainty of their stay at Helstone. 'You
look pale and tired. It is this soft, damp, unhealthy air.'
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'NoÑno, mamma, it is not that: it is delicious air. It smells of the
freshest, purest fragrance, after the smokiness of Harley Street. But I am
tired: it surely must be near bedtime.'

'Not far offÑit is half-past nine. You had better go to bed at dear. Ask
Dixon for some gruel. I will come and seeyou as soon as you are in bed.
I am afraid you have taken cold; or the bad air from some of the stagnant
pondsÑ'

'Oh, mamma,' said Margaret, faintly smiling as she kissed her mother,
'I am quite wellÑdon't alarm yourself about me; I am only tired.'

Margaret went upstairs. To soothe her mother's anxiety she submitted
to a basin of gruel. Shewas lying languidly in bed when Mrs. Hale came
up to make some last inquiries and kiss her before going to her own
room for the night. But the instant she heard her mother's door locked,
she sprang out of bed, and throwing her dressing-gown on, she began to
pace up and down the room, until the creaking of one of the boards re-
minded her that shemust make no noise. Shewent and curled herself up
on the window-seat in the small, deeply-recessedwindow. That morning
when she had looked out, her heart had danced at seeing the bright clear
lights on the church tower, which foretold a fine and sunny day. This
eveningÑsixteen hours at most had past byÑshe sat down, too full of
sorrow to cry, but with a dull cold pain, which seemedto have pressed
the youth and buoyancy out of her heart, never to return. Mr. Henry
Lennox's visitÑhis offerÑwas like a dream, a thing beside her actual
life. The hard reality was, that her father had so admitted tempting
doubts into his mind as to become a schismaticÑan outcast; all the
changesconsequentupon this grouped themselvesaround that one great
blighting fact.

She looked out upon the dark-gray lines of the church tower, square
and straight in the centre of the view, cutting against the deep blue trans-
parent depths beyond, into which shegazed, and felt that shemight gaze
for ever, seeing at every moment some farther distance, and yet no sign
of God! It seemedto her at the moment, as if the earth was more utterly
desolate than if girt in by an iron dome, behind which there might be the
ineffaceable peaceand glory of the Almighty: those never-ending depths
of space,in their still serenity, were more mocking to her than any ma-
terial bounds could beÑshutting in the cries of earth's sufferers, which
now might ascend into that infinite splendour of vastness and be
lostÑlost for ever, before they reached His throne. In this mood her fath-
er came in unheard. The moonlight was strong enough to let him seehis
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daughter in her unusual place and attitude. He came to her and touched
her shoulder before she was aware that he was there.

'Margaret, I heard you were up. I could not help coming in to ask you
to pray with meÑto say the Lord's Prayer; that will do good to both of
us.'

Mr. Hale and Margaret knelt by the window-seatÑhe looking up, she
bowed down in humble shame.God was there, closearound them, hear-
ing her father's whispered words. Her father might be a heretic; but had
not she, in her despairing doubts not five minutes before, shown herself
a far more utter sceptic?Shespoke not a word, but stole to bed after her
father had left her, like a child ashamed of its fault. If the world was full
of perplexing problems she would trust, and only ask to seethe one step
needful for the hour. Mr. LennoxÑhis visit, his proposalÑthe remem-
brance of which had been so rudely pushed aside by the subsequent
events of the dayÑhaunted her dreams that night. He was climbing up
some tree of fabulous height to reach the branch whereon was slung her
bonnet: he was falling, and shewas struggling to savehim, but held back
by some invisible powerful hand. He was dead. And yet, with a shifting
of the scene,she was once more in the Harley Streetdrawing-room, talk-
ing to him as of old, and still with a consciousnessall the time that she
had seen him killed by that terrible fall.

Miserable, unresting night! Ill preparation for the coming day! She
awoke with a start, unrefreshed, and conscious of some reality worse
even than her feverish dreams. It all came back upon her; not merely the
sorrow, but the terrible discord in the sorrow. Where, to what distance
apart, had her father wandered, led by doubts which were to her tempta-
tions of the Evil One? She longed to ask, and yet would not have heard
for all the world.

The fine Crisp morning made her mother feel particularly well and
happy at breakfast-time. Shetalked on, planning village kindnesses,un-
heeding the silence of her husband and the monosyllabic answers of
Margaret. Before the things were cleared away, Mr. Hale got up; he
leaned one hand on the table, as if to support himself:

'I shall not be at home till evening. I am going to Bracy Common, and
will ask Farmer Dobson to give me something for dinner. I shall be back
to tea at seven.' He did not look at either of them, but Margaret knew
what he meant. By seven the announcement must be made to her moth-
er. Mr. Hale would have delayed making it till half-past six, but Mar-
garet was of different stuff. Shecould not bear the impending weight on
her mind all the day long:
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better get the worst over; the day would be too short to comfort her
mother. But while she stood by the window, thinking how to begin, and
waiting for the servant to have left the room, her mother had gone up-
stairs to put on her things to go to the school. She came down ready
equipped, in a brisker mood than usual.

'Mother, come round the garden with me this morning; just one turn,'
said Margaret, putting her arm round Mrs. Hale's waist.

They passed through the open window. Mrs. Hale spokeÑsaid
somethingÑMargaret could not tell what. Her eye caught on a beeenter-
ing a deep-belled flower: when that bee flew forth with his spoil she
would beginÑthat should be the sign. Out he came.

'Mamma! Papa is going to leave Helstone!' she blurted forth. 'He's go-
ing to leave the Church, and live in Milton-Northern.' There were the
three hard facts hardly spoken.

'What makes you say so?'asked Mrs. Hale, in a surprised incredulous
voice. 'Who has been telling you such nonsense?'

'Papa himself,' said Margaret, longing to say something gentle and
consoling, but literally not knowing how. They were close to a garden-
bench. Mrs. Hale sat down, and began to cry.

'I don't understand you,' she said. 'Either you have made some great
mistake, or I don't quite understand you.'

'No, mother, I have made no mistake. Papa has written to the bishop,
saying that he has such doubts that he cannot conscientiously remain a
priest of the Church of England, and that he must give up Helstone. He
has also consulted Mr. BellÑFrederick's godfather, you know, mamma;
and it is arranged that we go to live in Milton-Northern.' Mrs. Hale
looked up in Margaret's face all the time she was speaking these words:
the shadow on her countenance told that she, at least, believed in the
truth of what she said.

'I don't think it can be true,' said Mrs. Hale, at length. 'He would surely
have told me before it came to this.'

It came strongly upon Margaret's mind that her mother ought to have
been told: that whatever her faults of discontent and repining might
have been, it was an error in her father to have left her to learn his
change of opinion, and his approaching change of life, from her better-
informed child. Margaret sat down by her mother, and took her unresist-
ing head on her breast, bending her own soft cheeksdown caressingly to
touch her face.
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'Dear, darling mamma! we were so afraid of giving you pain. Papa felt
so acutelyÑyou know you are not strong, and there must have been
such terrible suspense to go through.'

'When did he tell you, Margaret?'
'Yesterday, only yesterday,' replied Margaret, detecting the jealousy

which prompted the inquiry. 'Poor papa!'Ñtrying to divert her mother's
thoughts into compassionate sympathy for all her father had gone
through. Mrs. Hale raised her head.

'What does he mean by having doubts?' sheasked. 'Surely, he does not
mean that he thinks differentlyÑthat he knows better than the Church.'
Margaret shook her head, and the tears cameinto her eyes,asher mother
touched the bare nerve of her own regret.

'Can't the bishop set him right?' asked Mrs. Hale, half impatiently.
'I'm afraid not,' said Margaret. 'But I did not ask. I could not bear to

hear what he might answer. It is all settled at any rate. He is going to
leave Helstone in a fortnight. I am not sure if he did not say he had sent
in his deed of resignation.'

'In a fortnight!' exclaimed Mrs. Hale, 'I do think this is very
strangeÑnot at all right. I call it very unfeeling,' said she, beginning to
take relief in tears. 'He has doubts, you say, and gives up his living, and
all without consulting me. I dare say, if he had told me his doubts at the
first I could have nipped them in the bud.'

Mistaken as Margaret felt her father's conduct to have been, she could
not bear to hear it blamed by her mother. Sheknew that his very reserve
had originated in a tenderness for her, which might be cowardly, but
was not unfeeling.

'I almost hoped you might have been glad to leave Helstone, mamma,'
said she, after a pause. 'You have never been well in this air, you know.'

'You can't think the smoky air of a manufacturing town, all chimneys
and dirt like Milton-Northern, would be better than this air, which is
pure and sweet, if it is too soft and relaxing. Fancy living in the middle of
factories, and factory people! Though, of course, if your father leaves the
Church, we shall not be admitted into society anywhere. It will be such a
disgrace to us! Poor dear Sir John! It is well he is not alive to seewhat
your father has come to! Every day after dinner, when I was a girl, living
with your aunt Shaw, at Beresford Court, Sir John used to give for the
first toastÑ"Church and King, and down with the Rump."'

Margaret was glad that her mother's thoughts were turned away from
the fact of her husband's silence to her on the point which must have
beenso near his heart. Next to the serious vital anxiety as to the nature of

42



her father's doubts, this was the one circumstance of the casethat gave
Margaret the most pain.

'You know, we have very little society here, mamma. The Gormans,
who are our nearest neighbours (to call societyÑand we hardly ever see
them), have been in trade just as much as these Milton-Northern people.'

'Yes,' said Mrs. Hale, almost indignantly, 'but, at any rate, the Gor-
mans made carriages for half the gentry of the county, and were brought
into some kind of intercourse with them; but these factory people, who
on earth wears cotton that can afford linen?'

'Well, mamma, I give up the cotton-spinners; I am not standing up for
them, any more than for any other trades-people. Only we shall have
little enough to do with them.'

'Why on earth has your father fixed on Milton-Northern to live in?'
'Partly,' said Margaret, sighing, 'because it is so very different from

HelstoneÑpartly becauseMr. Bell says there is an opening there for a
private tutor.'

'Private tutor in Milton! Why can't he go to Oxford, and be a tutor to
gentlemen?'

'You forget, mamma! He is leaving the Church on account of his opin-
ionsÑhis doubts would do him no good at Oxford.'

Mrs. Hale was silent for some time, quietly crying. At last she said:Ñ
'And the furnitureÑHow in the world are we to manage the removal?

I never removed in my life, and only a fortnight to think about it!'
Margaret was inexpressibly relieved to find that her mother's anxiety

and distress was lowered to this point, so insignificant to herself, and on
which she could do so much to help. Sheplanned and promised, and led
her mother on to arrange fully as much as could be fixed before they
knew somewhat more definitively what Mr. Hale intended to do.
Throughout the day Margaret never left her mother; bending her whole
soul to sympathise in all the various turns her feelings took; towards
evening especially, asshe becamemore and more anxious that her father
should find a soothing welcome home awaiting him, after his return
from his day of fatigue and distress. Shedwelt upon what he must have
borne in secret for long; her mother only replied coldly that he ought to
have told her, and that then at any rate he would have had an adviser to
give him counsel; and Margaret turned faint at heart when she heard her
father's step in the hall. Shedared not go to meet him, and tell him what
she had done all day, for fear of her mother's jealous annoyance. She
heard him linger, as if awaiting her, or some sign of her; and she dared
not stir; she saw by her mother's twitching lips, and changing colour,
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that she too was aware that her husband had returned. Presently he
opened the room-door, and stood there uncertain whether to come in.
His face was gray and pale; he had a timid, fearful look in his eyes;
something almost pitiful to seein a man's face;but that look of despond-
ent uncertainty, of mental and bodily languor, touched his wife's heart.
She went to him, and threw herself on his breast, crying outÑ

'Oh! Richard, Richard, you should have told me sooner!'
And then, in tears, Margaret left her, as she rushed up-stairs to throw

herself on her bed, and hide her face in the pillows to stifle the hysteric
sobs that would force their way at last, after the rigid self-control of the
whole day. How long she lay thus she could not tell. Sheheard no noise,
though the housemaid came in to arrange the room. The affrighted girl
stole out again on tip-toe, and went and told Mrs. Dixon that Miss Hale
was crying as if her heart would break: she was sure she would make
herself deadly ill if she went on at that rate. In consequenceof this, Mar-
garet felt herself touched, and started up into a sitting posture; she saw
the accustomed room, the figure of Dixon in shadow, as the latter stood
holding the candle a little behind her, for fear of the effect on Miss Hale's
startled eyes, swollen and blinded as they were.

'Oh, Dixon! I did not hear you come into the room!' said Margaret, re-
suming her trembling self-restraint. 'Is it very late?' continued she, lifting
herself languidly off the bed, yet letting her feet touch the ground
without fairly standing down, as she shaded her wet ruffled hair off her
face, and tried to look as though nothing were the matter; as if she had
only been asleep.

'I hardly can tell what time it is,' replied Dixon, in an aggrieved tone of
voice. 'Sinceyour mamma told me this terrible news, when I dressed her
for tea, I've lost all count of time. I'm sure I don't know what is to become
of us all. When Charlotte told me just now you were sobbing, Miss Hale,
I thought, no wonder, poor thing! And master thinking of turning Dis-
senter at his time of life, when, if it is not to be said he's done well in the
Church, he's not done badly after all. I had a cousin, miss, who turned
Methodist preacher after he was fifty years of age,and a tailor all his life;
but then he had never been able to make a pair of trousers to fit, for as
long ashe had been in the trade, so it was no wonder; but for master! as I
said to missus, "What would poor Sir John have said? he never liked
your marrying Mr. Hale, but if he could have known it would have come
to this, he would have sworn worse oaths than ever, if that was
possible!"'
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Dixon had been so much accustomed to comment upon Mr. Hale's
proceedings to her mistress (who listened to her, or not, asshewas in the
humour), that she never noticed Margaret's flashing eye and dilating
nostril. To hear her father talked of in this way by a servant to her face!

'Dixon,' she said, in the low tone she always used when much excited,
which had a sound in it as of some distant turmoil, or threatening storm
breaking far away. 'Dixon! you forget to whom you are speaking.' She
stood upright and firm on her feet now, confronting the waiting-maid,
and fixing her with her steady discerning eye. 'I am Mr. Hale's daughter.
Go! You have made a strange mistake, and one that I am sure your own
good feeling will make you sorry for when you think about it.'

Dixon hung irresolutely about the room for a minute or two. Margaret
repeated, 'You may leave me, Dixon. I wish you to go.' Dixon did not
know whether to resent these decided words or to cry; either course
would have done with her mistress: but, as she said to herself, 'Miss
Margaret has a touch of the old gentleman about her, as well as poor
Master Frederick; I wonder where they get it from?' and she,who would
have resented such words from any one lesshaughty and determined in
manner, was subdued enough to say, in a half humble, half injured tone:

'Mayn't I unfasten your gown, miss, and do your hair?'
'No! not to-night, thank you.' And Margaret gravely lighted her out of

the room, and bolted the door. From henceforth Dixon obeyed and ad-
mired Margaret. Shesaid it was becauseshewas so like poor Master Fre-
derick; but the truth was, that Dixon, as do many others, liked to feel
herself ruled by a powerful and decided nature.

Margaret needed all Dixon's help in action, and silence in words; for,
for some time, the latter thought it her duty to show her senseof affront
by saying as little as possible to her young lady; so the energy came out
in doing rather than in speaking A fortnight was a very short time to
make arrangements for so serious a removal; asDixon said, 'Any one but
a gentlemanÑindeed almost any other gentlemanÑ' but catching a look
at Margaret's straight, stern brow just here, she coughed the remainder
of the sentenceaway, and meekly took the horehound drop that Mar-
garet offered her, to stop the 'little tickling at my chest,miss.' But almost
any one but Mr. Hale would have had practical knowledge enough to
see, that in so short a time it would be difficult to fix on any house in
Milton-Northern, or indeed elsewhere, to which they could remove the
furniture that had of necessity to be taken out of Helstone vicarage. Mrs.
Hale, overpowered by all the troubles and necessities for immediate
household decisions that seemed to come upon her at once, became
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really ill, and Margaret almost felt it as a relief when her mother fairly
took to her bed, and left the management of affairs to her. Dixon, true to
her post of body-guard, attended most faithfully to her mistress, and
only emerged from Mrs. Hale's bed-room to shake her head, and mur-
mur to herself in a manner which Margaret did not chooseto hear. For,
the one thing clear and straight before her, was the necessity for leaving
Helstone. Mr. Hale's successorin the living was appointed; and, at any
rate, after her father's decision; there must be no lingering now, for his
sake,as well as from every other consideration. For he came home every
evening more and more depressed, after the necessary leave-taking
which he had resolved to have with every individual parishioner. Mar-
garet, inexperienced as she was in all the necessarymatter-of-fact busi-
ness to be got through, did not know to whom to apply for advice. The
cook and Charlotte worked away with willing arms and stout hearts at
all the moving and packing; and as far as that went, Margaret's admir-
able senseenabled her to seewhat was best, and to direct how it should
be done. But where were they to go to? In a week they must be gone.
Straight to Milton, or where? So many arrangements depended on this
decision that Margaret resolved to ask her father one evening, in spite of
his evident fatigue and low spirits. He answered:

'My dear! I have really had too much to think about to settle this. What
does your mother say? What does she wish? Poor Maria!'

He met with an echo even louder than his sigh. Dixon had just come
into the room for another cup of tea for Mrs. Hale, and catching Mr.
Hale's last words, and protected by his presence from Margaret's up-
braiding eyes, made bold to say, 'My poor mistress!'

'You don't think her worse to-day,' said Mr. Hale, turning hastily.
'I'm sure I can't say, sir. It's not for me to judge. The illness seemsso

much more on the mind than on the body.'
Mr. Hale looked infinitely distressed.
'You had better take mamma her tea while it is hot, Dixon,' said Mar-

garet, in a tone of quiet authority.
'Oh! I beg your pardon, miss! My thoughts was otherwise occupied in

thinking of my poorÑÑof Mrs. Hale.'
'Papa!' said Margaret, 'it is this suspensethat is bad for you both. Of

course, mamma must feel your change of opinions: we can't help that,'
she continued, softly; 'but now the course is clear, at least to a certain
point. And I think, papa, that I could get mamma to help me in planning,
if you could tell me what to plan for. Shehas never expressedany wish
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in any way, and only thinks of what can't be helped. Are we to go
straight to Milton? Have you taken a house there?'

'No,' he replied. 'I suppose we must go into lodgings, and look about
for a house.

'And pack up the furniture so that it can be left at the railway station,
till we have met with one?'

'I suppose so. Do what you think best. Only remember, we shall have
much less money to spend.'

They had never had much superfluity, as Margaret knew. Shefelt that
it was a great weight suddenly thrown upon her shoulders. Four months
ago, all the decisions she needed to make were what dress she would
wear for dinner, and to help Edith to draw out the lists of who should
take down whom in the dinner parties at home. Nor was the household
in which she lived one that called for much decision. Except in the one
grand caseof Captain Lennox's offer, everything went on with the regu-
larity of clockwork. Once a year, there was a long discussion between her
aunt and Edith as to whether they should go to the Isle of Wight, abroad,
or to Scotland; but at such times Margaret herself was secureof drifting,
without any exertion of her own, into the quiet harbour of home. Now,
since that day when Mr. Lennox came, and startled her into a decision,
every day brought some question, momentous to her, and to those
whom she loved, to be settled.

Her father went up after tea to sit with his wife. Margaret remained
alone in the drawing-room. Suddenly she took a candle and went into
her father's study for a great atlas, and lugging it back into the drawing-
room, she began to pore over the map of England. Shewas ready to look
up brightly when her father came down stairs.

'I have hit upon such a beautiful plan. Look hereÑin Darkshire, hardly
the breadth of my finger from Milton, is Heston, which I have often
heard of from people living in the north as such a pleasant little bathing-
place. Now, don't you think we could get mamma there with Dixon,
while you and I go and look at houses, and get one all ready for her in
Milton? Shewould get a breath of seaair to set her up for the winter, and
be spared all the fatigue, and Dixon would enjoy taking care of her.'

'Is Dixon to go with us?' asked Mr. Hale, in a kind of helpless dismay.
'Oh, yes!' said Margaret. 'Dixon quite intends it, and I don't know what

mamma would do without her.'
'But we shall have to put up with a very different way of living, I am

afraid. Everything is so much dearer in a town. I doubt if Dixon can
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make herself comfortable. To tell you the truth Margaret, I sometimes
feel as if that woman gave herself airs.'

'To be sure she does, papa,' replied Margaret; 'and if she has to put up
with a different style of living, we shall have to put up with her airs,
which will be worse. But she really loves us all, and would be miserable
to leave us, I am sureÑespecially in this change; so, for mamma's sake,
and for the sake of her faithfulness, I do think she must go.'

'Very well, my dear. Go on. I am resigned. How far is Heston from
Milton? The breadth of one of your fingers does not give me a very clear
idea of distance.'

'Well, then, I suppose it is thirty miles; that is not much!'
'Not in distance, but inÑ. Never mind! If you really think it will do

your mother good, let it be fixed so.'
This was a great step. Now Margaret could work, and act, and plan in

good earnest.And now Mrs. Hale could rouse herself from her languor,
and forget her real suffering in thinking of the pleasure and the delight
of going to the sea-side.Her only regret was that Mr. Hale could not be
with her all the fortnight she was to be there, as he had been for a whole
fortnight once, when they were engaged, and she was staying with Sir
John and Lady Beresford at Torquay.
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Chapter6
Farewell

'Unwatch'd the garden bough shall sway,
The tender blossom flutter down,
Unloved that beech will gather brown,

The maple burn itself away;

Unloved, the sun-flower, shining fair,
Ray round with flames her disk of seed,
And many a rose-carnation feed

With summer spice the humming air;
* * * * * *

Till from the garden and the wild
A fresh association blow,
And year by year the landscape grow

Familiar to the stranger's child;

As year by year the labourer tills
His wonted glebe, or lops the glades;
And year by year our memory fades

From all the circle of the hills.'
TENNYSON.

The last day came;the house was full of packing-cases,which were be-
ing carted off at the front door, to the nearest railway station. Even the
pretty lawn at the side of the house was made unsightly and untidy by
the straw that had been wafted upon it through the open door and win-
dows. The rooms had a strange echoing sound in them,Ñand the light
came harshly and strongly in through the uncurtained win-
dows,Ñseeming already unfamiliar and strange. Mrs. Hale's dressing-
room was left untouched to the last; and there she and Dixon were pack-
ing up clothes, and interrupting each other every now and then to
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exclaim at, and turn over with fond regard, some forgotten treasure, in
the shape of some relic of the children while they were yet little. They
did not make much progress with their work. Down-stairs, Margaret
stood calm and collected, ready to counsel or advise the men who had
been called in to help the cook and Charlotte. These two last, crying
between whiles, wondered how the young lady could keep up so this
last day, and settled it between them that shewas not likely to caremuch
for Helstone, having been so long in London. There she stood, very pale
and quiet, with her large grave eyesobserving everything,Ñup to every
present circumstance, however small. They could not understand how
her heart was aching all the time, with a heavy pressure that no sighs
could lift off or relieve, and how constant exertion for her perceptive fac-
ulties was the only way to keep herself from crying out with pain.
Moreover, if she gave way, who was to act? Her father was examining
papers, books, registers, what not, in the vestry with the clerk; and when
he came in, there were his own books to pack up, which no one but him-
self could do to his satisfaction. Besides,was Margaret one to give way
before strange men, or even household friends like the cook and Char-
lotte! Not she. But at last the four packers went into the kitchen to their
tea; and Margaret moved stiffly and slowly away from the place in the
hall where she had been standing so long, out through the bare echoing
drawing-room, into the twilight of an early November evening. There
was a filmy veil of soft dull mist obscuring, but not hiding, all objects,
giving them a lilac hue, for the sun had not yet fully set; a robin was
singing,Ñperhaps, Margaret thought, the very robin that her father had
so often talked of as his winter pet, and for which he had made, with his
own hands, a kind of robin-house by his study-window. The leaveswere
more gorgeous than ever; the first touch of frost would lay them all low
on the ground. Already one or two kept constantly floating down, amber
and golden in the low slanting sun-rays.

Margaret went along the walk under the pear-tree wall. Shehad never
been along it since she paced it at Henry Lennox's side. Here, at this bed
of thyme, he began to speak of what shemust not think of now. Her eyes
were on that late-blowing rose as she was trying to answer; and she had
caught the idea of the vivid beauty of the feathery leavesof the carrots in
the very middle of his last sentence. Only a fortnight ago And all so
changed! Where was he now? In London,Ñgoing through the old round;
dining with the old Harley Street set, or with gayer young friends of his
own. Even now, while she walked sadly through that damp and drear
garden in the dusk, with everything falling and fading, and turning to
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decay around her, he might be gladly putting away his law-books after a
day of satisfactory toil, and freshening himself up, as he had told her he
often did, by a run in the Temple Gardens, taking in the while the grand
inarticulate mighty roar of tens of thousands of busy men, nigh at hand,
but not seen,and catching ever, at his quick turns, glimpses of the lights
of the city coming up out of the depths of the river. He had often spoken
to Margaret of these hasty walks, snatched in the intervals between
study and dinner. At his best times and in his best moods had he spoken
of them; and the thought of them had struck upon her fancy. Here there
was no sound. The robin had gone away into the vast stillness of night.
Now and then, a cottage door in the distance was opened and shut, as if
to admit the tired labourer to his home; but that sounded very far away.
A stealthy, creeping, cranching sound among the crisp fallen leaves of
the forest, beyond the garden, seemed almost close at hand. Margaret
knew it was some poacher. Sitting up in her bed-room this past autumn,
with the light of her candle extinguished, and purely revelling in the sol-
emn beauty of the heavens and the earth, she had many a time seenthe
light noiseless leap of the poachers over the garden-fence, their quick
tramp across the dewy moonlit lawn, their disappearance in the black
still shadow beyond. The wild adventurous freedom of their life had
taken her fancy; she felt inclined to wish them success;shehad no fear of
them. But to-night she was afraid, she knew not why. She heard Char-
lotte shutting the windows, and fastening up for the night, unconscious
that any one had gone out into the garden. A small branchÑit might be
of rotten wood, or it might be broken by forceÑcame heavily down in
the nearestpart of the forest, Margaret ran, swift asCamilla, down to the
window, and rapped at it with a hurried tremulousness which startled
Charlotte within.

'Let me in! Let me in! It is only me, Charlotte!' Her heart did not still its
fluttering till she was safe in the drawing-room, with the windows
fastened and bolted, and the familiar walls hemming her round, and
shutting her in. Shehad sate down upon a packing case;cheerless,Chill
was the dreary and dismantled roomÑno fire nor other light, but
Charlotte's long unsnuffed candle. Charlotte looked at Margaret with
surprise; and Margaret, feeling it rather than seeing it, rose up.

'I was afraid you were shutting me out altogether, Charlotte,' said she,
half-smiling. 'And then you would never have heard me in the kitchen,
and the doors into the lane and churchyard are locked long ago.'
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'Oh, miss, I should have been sure to have missed you soon. The men
would have wanted you to tell them how to go on. And I have put tea in
master's study, as being the most comfortable room, so to speak.'

'Thank you, Charlotte. You are a kind girl. I shall be sorry to leave you.
You must try and write to me, if I can ever give you any little help or
good advice. I shall always be glad to get a letter from Helstone, you
know. I shall be sure and send you my address when I know it.'

The study was all ready for tea. There was a good blazing fire, and un-
lighted candles on the table. Margaret sat down on the rug, partly to
warm herself, for the dampness of the evening hung about her dress,and
overfatigue had made her chilly. She kept herself balanced by clasping
her hands together round her knees; her head dropped a little towards
her chest; the attitude was one of despondency, whatever her frame of
mind might be. But when she heard her father's step on the gravel out-
side, she started up, and hastily shaking her heavy black hair back, and
wiping a few tears away that had come on her cheekssheknew not how,
she went out to open the door for him. He showed far more depression
than she did. She could hardly get him to talk, although she tried to
speak on subjects that would interest him, at the cost of an effort every
time which she thought would be her last.

'Have you been a very long walk to-day?' asked she, on seeing his re-
fusal to touch food of any kind.

'As far as Fordham Beeches.I went to seeWidow Maltby; she is sadly
grieved at not having wished you good-bye. She says little Susan has
kept watch down the lane for days past.ÑNay, Margaret, what is the
matter, dear?' The thought of the little child watching for her, and con-
tinually disappointedÑfrom no forgetfulness on her part, but from sheer
inability to leave homeÑwas the last drop in poor Margaret's cup, and
she was sobbing away as if her heart would break. Mr. Hale was dis-
tressingly perplexed. He rose, and walked nervously up and down the
room. Margaret tried to check herself, but would not speak until she
could do so with firmness. She heard him talking, as if to himself.

'I cannot bear it. I cannot bear to seethe sufferings of others. I think I
could go through my own with patience. Oh, is there no going back?'

'No, father,' said Margaret, looking straight at him, and speaking low
and steadily. 'It is bad to believe you in error. It would be infinitely
worse to have known you a hypocrite.' Shedropped her voice at the last
few words, as if entertaining the idea of hypocrisy for a moment in con-
nection with her father savoured of irreverence.
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'Besides,' she went on, 'it is only that I am tired to-night; don't think
that I am suffering from what you have done, dear papa. We can't either
of us talk about it to-night, I believe,' said she, finding that tears and sobs
would come in spite of herself. 'I had better go and take mamma up this
cup of tea. Shehad hers very early, when I was too busy to go to her, and
I am sure she will be glad of another now.'

Railroad time inexorably wrenched them away from lovely, beloved
Helstone, the next morning. They were gone; they had seen the last of
the long low parsonage home, half-covered with China-roses and pyr-
acanthusÑmore homelike than ever in the morning sun that glittered on
its windows, each belonging to some well-loved room. Almost before
they had settled themselves into the car, sent from Southampton to fetch
them to the station, they were gone away to return no more. A sting at
Margaret's heart made her strive to look out to catch the last glimpse of
the old church tower at the turn where she knew it might be seenabove
a wave of the forest trees;but her father remembered this too, and shesi-
lently acknowledged his greater right to the one window from which it
could be seen. She leant back and shut her eyes, and the tears welled
forth, and hung glittering for an instant on the shadowing eye-lashesbe-
fore rolling slowly down her cheeks, and dropping, unheeded, on her
dress.

They were to stop in London all night at some quiet hotel. Poor Mrs.
Hale had cried in her way nearly all day long; and Dixon showed her
sorrow by extreme crossness,and a continual irritable attempt to keep
her petticoats from even touching the unconscious Mr. Hale, whom she
regarded as the origin of all this suffering.

They went through the well-known streets, past houses which they
had often visited, past shops in which she had lounged, impatient, by
her aunt's side, while that lady was making some important and
interminable decision-nay, absolutely past acquaintances in the streets;
for though the morning had been of an incalculable length to them, and
they felt as if it ought long ago to have closed in for the repose of dark-
ness, it was the very busiest time of a London afternoon in November
when they arrived there. It was long since Mrs. Hale had been in Lon-
don; and she roused up, almost like a child, to look about her at the dif-
ferent streets, and to gaze after and exclaim at the shops and carriages.

'Oh, there's Harrison's, where I bought so many of my wedding-
things. Dear! how altered! They've got immense plate-glass windows,
larger than Crawford's in Southampton. Oh, and there, I declareÑno, it
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is notÑyes, it isÑMargaret, we have just passed Mr. Henry Lennox.
Where can he be going, among all these shops?'

Margaret started forwards, and as quickly fell back, half-smiling at
herself for the sudden motion. They were a hundred yards away by this
time; but he seemed like a relic of HelstoneÑhe was associated with a
bright morning, an eventful day, and she should have liked to have seen
him, without his seeing her,Ñwithout the chance of their speaking.

The evening, without employment, passed in a room high up in an
hotel, was long and heavy. Mr. Hale went out to his bookseller's, and to
call on a friend or two. Every one they saw, either in the house or out in
the streets,appeared hurrying to some appointment, expected by, or ex-
pecting somebody. They alone seemedstrange and friendless, and desol-
ate.Yet within a mile, Margaret knew of house after house,where she for
her own sake,and her mother for her aunt Shaw's, would be welcomed,
if they came in gladness,or even in peaceof mind. If they came sorrow-
ing, and wanting sympathy in a complicated trouble like the present,
then they would be felt as a shadow in all these houses of intimate ac-
quaintances, not friends. London life is too whirling and full to admit of
even an hour of that deep silence of feeling which the friends of Job
showed, when 'they sat with him on the ground seven days and seven
nights, and none spake a word unto him; for they saw that his grief was
very great.'
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Chapter7
New Scenes and Faces

'Mist clogs the sunshine,
Smoky dwarf houses
Hem me round everywhere.'

MATTHEW ARNOLD.

The next afternoon, about twenty miles from Milton-Northern, they
entered on the little branch railway that led to Heston. Heston itself was
one long straggling street, running parallel to the seashore.It had a char-
acter of its own, as different from the little bathing-places in the south of
England as they again from those of the continent. To use a Scotchword,
every thing looked more 'purposelike.' The country carts had more iron,
and lesswood and leather about the horse-gear;the people in the streets,
although on pleasure bent, had yet a busy mind. The colours looked
grayerÑmore enduring, not so gay and pretty. There were no smock-
frocks, even among the country folk; they retarded motion, and were apt
to catch on machinery, and so the habit of wearing them had died out. In
such towns in the south of England, Margaret had seen the shopmen,
when not employed in their business, lounging a little at their doors, en-
joying the fresh air, and the look up and down the street. Here, if they
had any leisure from customers, they made themselves business in the
shopÑeven, Margaret fancied, to the unnecessary unrolling and rer-
olling of ribbons. All these differences struck upon her mind, as she and
her mother went out next morning to look for lodgings.

Their two nights at hotels had cost more than Mr. Hale had anticip-
ated, and they were glad to take the first clean, cheerful for the first time
for many days, did Margaret feel at rest. There rooms they met with that
were at liberty to receive them. There, was a dreaminess in the rest, too,
which made it still more perfect and luxurious to repose in. The distant
sea, lapping the sandy shore with measured sound; the nearer cries of
the donkey-boys; the unusual scenesmoving before her like pictures,
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which she cared not in her laziness to have fully explained before they
passedaway; the stroll down to the beachto breathe the sea-air,soft and
warm on that sandy shore even to the end of November; the great long
misty sea-line touching the tender-coloured sky; the white sail of a dis-
tant boat turning silver in some pale sunbeam:Ñit seemedas if shecould
dream her life away in such luxury of pensiveness, in which she made
her present all in all, from not daring to think of the past, or wishing to
contemplate the future.

But the future must be met, however stern and iron it be. One evening
it was arranged that Margaret and her father should go the next day to
Milton-Northern, and look out for a house. Mr. Hale had received sever-
al letters from Mr. Bell, and one or two from Mr. Thornton, and he was
anxious to ascertain at once a good many particulars respecting his posi-
tion and chancesof successthere, which he could only do by an inter-
view with the latter gentleman. Margaret knew that they ought to be re-
moving; but she had a repugnance to the idea of a manufacturing town,
and believed that her mother was receiving benefit from Heston air, so
she would willingly have deferred the expedition to Milton.

For several miles before they reached Milton, they saw a deep lead-
coloured cloud hanging over the horizon in the direction in which it lay.
It was all the darker from contrast with the pale gray-blue of the wintry
sky; for in Heston there had been the earliest signs of frost. Nearer to the
town, the air had a faint taste and smell of smoke; perhaps, after all,
more a loss of the fragrance of grass and herbage than any positive taste
or smell. Quick they were whirled over long, straight, hopelessstreetsof
regularly-built houses, all small and of brick. Here and there a great
oblong many-windowed factory stood up, like a hen among her chick-
ens,puffing out black 'unparliamentary' smoke, and sufficiently account-
ing for the cloud which Margaret had taken to foretell rain. As they
drove through the larger and wider streets, from the station to the hotel,
they had to stop constantly; great loaded lurries blocked up the not over-
wide thoroughfares. Margaret had now and then been into the city in her
drives with her aunt. But there the heavy lumbering vehicles seemed
various in their purposes and intent; here every van, every waggon and
truck, bore cotton, either in the raw shape in bags,or the woven shape in
balesof calico. People thronged the footpaths, most of them well-dressed
as regarded the material, but with a slovenly looseness which struck
Margaret as different from the shabby, threadbare smartnessof a similar
class in London.
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'New Street,' said Mr. Hale. 'This, I believe, is the principal street in
Milton. Bell has often spoken to me about it. It was the opening of this
street from a lane into a great thoroughfare, thirty years ago, which has
caused his property to rise so much in value. Mr. Thornton's mill must
be somewhere not very far off, for he is Mr. Bell's tenant. But I fancy he
dates from his warehouse.'

'Where is our hotel, papa?'
'Close to the end of this street, I believe. Shall we have lunch before or

after we have looked at the houses we marked in the Milton Times?'
'Oh, let us get our work done first.'
'Very well. Then I will only seeif there is any note or letter for me from

Mr. Thornton, who said he would let me know anything he might hear
about thesehouses,and then we will set off. We will keep the cab; it will
be safer than losing ourselves, and being too late for the train this
afternoon.'

There were no letters awaiting him. They set out on their house-hunt-
ing. Thirty pounds a-year was all they could afford to give, but in Hamp-
shire they could have met with a roomy house and pleasant garden for
the money. Here, even the necessary accommodation of two sitting-
rooms and four bed-rooms seemed unattainable. They went through
their list, rejecting eachas they visited it. Then they looked at eachother
in dismay.

'We must go back to the second, I think. That one,Ñin Crampton,
don't they call the suburb? There were three sitting-rooms; don't you re-
member how we laughed at the number compared with the three bed-
rooms? But I have planned it all. The front room down-stairs is to be
your study and our dining-room (poor papa!), for, you know, we settled
mamma is to have ascheerful a sitting-room aswe can get; and that front
room up-stairs, with the atrocious blue and pink paper and heavy cor-
nice, had really a pretty view over the plain, with a great bend of river,
or canal, or whatever it is, down below. Then I could have the little bed-
room behind, in that projection at the head of the first flight of
stairsÑover the kitchen, you knowÑand you and mamma the room be-
hind the drawing-room, and that closet in the roof will make you a
splendid dressing-room.'

'But Dixon, and the girl we are to have to help?'
'Oh, wait a minute. I am overpowered by the discovery of my own

genius for management. Dixon is to haveÑlet me see,I had it onceÑthe
back sitting-room. I think she will like that. Shegrumbles so much about
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the stairs at Heston; and the girl is to have that sloping attic over your
room and mamma's. Won't that do?'

'I dare say it will. But the papers. What taste! And the overloading
such a house with colour and such heavy cornices!'

'Never mind, papa! Surely, you can charm the landlord into re-paper-
ing one or two of the roomsÑthe drawing-room and your bed-
roomÑfor mamma will come most in contact with them; and your book-
shelves will hide a great deal of that gaudy pattern in the dining-room.'

'Then you think it the best? If so, I had better go at once and call on
this Mr. Donkin, to whom the advertisement refers me. I will take you
back to the hotel, where you can order lunch, and rest, and by the time it
is ready, I shall be with you. I hope I shall be able to get new papers.'

Margaret hoped so too, though she said nothing. Shehad never come
fairly in contact with the taste that loves ornament, however bad, more
than the plainness and simplicity which are of themselves the framework
of elegance.Her father took her through the entrance of the hotel, and
leaving her at the foot of the staircase,went to the address of the land-
lord of the house they had fixed upon. Justas Margaret had her hand on
the door of their sitting-room, she was followed by a quick-stepping
waiter:

'I beg your pardon, ma'am. The gentleman was gone so quickly, I had
no time to tell him. Mr. Thornton called almost directly after you left;
and, as I understood from what the gentleman said, you would be back
in an hour, I told him so, and he cameagain about five minutes ago, and
said he would wait for Mr. Hale. He is in your room now, ma'am.'

'Thank you. My father will return soon, and then you can tell him.'
Margaret opened the door and went in with the straight, fearless,digni-
fied presence habitual to her. She felt no awkwardness; she had too
much the habits of society for that. Here was a person come on business
to her father; and, as he was one who had shown himself obliging, she
was disposed to treat him with a full measure of civility. Mr. Thornton
was a good deal more surprised and discomfited than she. Instead of a
quiet, middle-aged clergyman, a young lady came forward with frank
dignity,Ña young lady of a different type to most of those he was in the
habit of seeing.Her dress was very plain: a closestraw bonnet of the best
material and shape, trimmed with white ribbon; a dark silk gown,
without any trimming or flounce; a large Indian shawl, which hung
about her in long heavy folds, and which she wore as an empress wears
her drapery. He did not understand who she was, as he caught the
simple, straight, unabashed look, which showed that his being there was
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of no concern to the beautiful countenance,and called up no flush of sur-
prise to the pale ivory of the complexion. He had heard that Mr. Hale
had a daughter, but he had imagined that she was a little girl.

'Mr. Thornton, I believe!' said Margaret, after a half-instant's pause,
during which his unready words would not come. 'Will you sit down.
My father brought me to the door, not a minute ago, but unfortunately
he was not told that you were here, and he has gone away on some busi-
ness.But he will come back almost directly. I am sorry you have had the
trouble of calling twice.'

Mr. Thornton was in habits of authority himself, but she seemedto as-
sume some kind of rule over him at once.He had been getting impatient
at the loss of his time on a market-day, the moment before she appeared,
yet now he calmly took a seat at her bidding.

'Do you know where it is that Mr. Hale has gone to? Perhaps I might
be able to find him.'

'He has gone to a Mr. Donkin's in Canute Street.He is the land-lord of
the house my father wishes to take in Crampton.'

Mr. Thornton knew the house. He had seen the advertisement, and
been to look at it, in compliance with a request of Mr. Bell's that he
would assistMr. Hale to the best of his power: and also instigated by his
own interest in the caseof a clergyman who had given up his living un-
der circumstances such as those of Mr. Hale. Mr. Thornton had thought
that the house in Crampton was really just the thing; but now that he
saw Margaret, with her superb ways of moving and looking, he began to
feel ashamed of having imagined that it would do very well for the
Hales, in spite of a certain vulgarity in it which had struck him at the
time of his looking it over.

Margaret could not help her looks; but the short curled upper lip, the
round, massive up-turned chin, the manner of carrying her head, her
movements, full of a soft feminine defiance, always gave strangers the
impression of haughtiness. Shewas tired now, and would rather have re-
mained silent, and taken the rest her father had planned for her; but, of
course, she owed it to herself to be a gentlewoman, and to speak cour-
teously from time to time to this stranger; not over-brushed, nor over-
polished, it must be confessed, after his rough encounter with Milton
streetsand crowds. Shewished that he would go, as he had once spoken
of doing, instead of sitting there, answering with curt sentencesall the
remarks she made. She had taken off her shawl, and hung it over the
back of her chair. Shesat facing him and facing the light; her full beauty
met his eye; her round white flexile throat rising out of the full, yet lithe
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figure; her lips, moving so slightly asshespoke, not breaking the cold se-
rene look of her face with any variation from the one lovely haughty
curve; her eyes, with their soft gloom, meeting his with quiet maiden
freedom. He almost said to himself that he did not like her, before their
conversation ended; he tried so to compensate himself for the mortified
feeling, that while he looked upon her with an admiration he could not
repress, she looked at him with proud indifference, taking him, he
thought, for what, in his irritation, he told himself he wasÑa great rough
fellow, with not a grace or a refinement about him. Her quiet coldnessof
demeanour he interpreted into contemptuousness, and resented it in his
heart to the pitch of almost inclining him to get up and go away, and
have nothing more to do with these Hales, and their superciliousness.

Just as Margaret had exhausted her last subject of conversationÑand
yet conversation that could hardly be called which consisted of so few
and such short speechesÑher father came in, and with his pleasant gen-
tlemanly courteousness of apology, reinstated his name and family in
Mr. Thornton's good opinion.

Mr. Hale and his visitor had a good deal to say respecting their mutual
friend, Mr. Bell; and Margaret, glad that her part of entertaining the visit-
or was over, went to the window to try and make herself more familiar
with the strange aspectof the street. Shegot so much absorbed in watch-
ing what was going on outside that she hardly heard her father when he
spoke to her, and he had to repeat what he said:

'Margaret! the landlord will persist in admiring that hideous paper,
and I am afraid we must let it remain.'

'Oh dear! I am sorry!' she replied, and began to turn over in her mind
the possibility of hiding part of it, at least, by some of her sketches,but
gave up the idea at last, as likely only to make bad worse. Her father,
meanwhile, with his kindly country hospitality, was pressing Mr.
Thornton to stay to luncheon with them. It would have been very incon-
venient to him to do so, yet he felt that he should have yielded, if Mar-
garet by word or look had seconded her father's invitation; he was glad
she did not, and yet he was irritated at her for not doing it. Shegave him
a low, grave bow when he left, and he felt more awkward and self-con-
scious in every limb than he had ever done in all his life before.

'Well, Margaret, now to luncheon, as fast we can. Have you ordered
it?'

'No, papa; that man was here when I camehome, and I have never had
an opportunity.'
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'Then we must take anything we can get. He must have beenwaiting a
long time, I'm afraid.'

'It seemedexceedingly long to me. I was just at the last gasp when you
came in. He never went on with any subject, but gave little, short, abrupt
answers.'

'Very much to the point though, I should think. He is a clearheaded
fellow. He said (did you hear?) that Crampton is on gravelly soil, and by
far the most healthy suburb in the neighbour hood of Milton.'

When they returned to Heston, there was the day's account to be given
to Mrs. Hale, who was full of questions which they answered in the in-
tervals of tea-drinking.

'And what is your correspondent, Mr. Thornton, like?'
'Ask Margaret,' said her husband. 'She and he had a long attempt at

conversation, while I was away speaking to the landlord.'
'Oh! I hardly know what he is like,' said Margaret, lazily; too tired to

tax her powers of description much. And then rousing herself, she said,
'He is a tall, broad-shouldered man, aboutÑhow old, papa?'

'I should guess about thirty.'
'About thirtyÑwith a face that is neither exactly plain, nor yet hand-

some, nothing remarkableÑnot quite a gentleman; but that was hardly
to be expected.'

'Not vulgar, or common though,' put in her father, rather jealous of
any disparagement of the sole friend he had in Milton.

'Oh no!' said Margaret. 'With such an expression of resolution and
power, no face, however plain in feature, could be either vulgar or com-
mon. I should not like to have to bargain with him; he looks very inflex-
ible. Altogether a man who seems made for his niche, mamma; saga-
cious, and strong, as becomes a great tradesman.'

'Don't call the Milton manufacturers tradesmen, Margaret,' said her
father.

'They are very different.'
'Are they? I apply the word to all who have something tangible to sell;

but if you think the term is not correct, papa, I won't use it. But, oh
mamma! speaking of vulgarity and commonness, you must prepare
yourself for our drawing-room paper. Pink and blue roses, with yellow
leaves! And such a heavy cornice round the room!'

But when they removed to their new house in Milton, the obnoxious
papers were gone. The landlord received their thanks very composedly;
and let them think, if they liked, that he had relented from his expressed
determination not to repaper. There was no particular need to tell them,
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that what he did not care to do for a Reverend Mr. Hale, unknown in
Milton, he was only too glad to do at the one short sharp remonstrance
of Mr. Thornton, the wealthy manufacturer.
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Chapter8
Home Sickness

'And it's hame, hame, hame,
Hame fain wad I be.'

It needed the pretty light papering of the rooms to reconcile them to
Milton. It needed moreÑmore that could not be had. The thick yellow
November fogs had come on; and the view of the plain in the valley,
made by the sweeping bend of the river, was all shut out when Mrs.
Hale arrived at her new home.

Margaret and Dixon had been at work for two days, unpacking and
arranging, but everything inside the house still looked in disorder; and
outside a thick fog crept up to the very windows, and was driven in to
every open door in choking white wreaths of unwholesome mist.

'Oh, Margaret! are we to live here?' asked Mrs. Hale in blank dismay.
Margaret's heart echoed the dreariness of the tone in which this question
was put. She could scarcely command herself enough to say, 'Oh, the
fogs in London are sometimes far worse!'

'But then you knew that London itself, and friends lay behind it.
HereÑwell! we are desolate. Oh Dixon, what a place this is!'

'Indeed, ma'am, I'm sure it will be your death before long, and then I
know who'llÑstay! Miss Hale, that's far too heavy for you to lift.'

'Not at all, thank you, Dixon,' replied Margaret, coldly. 'The best thing
we can do for mamma is to get her room quite ready for her to go to bed,
while I go and bring her a cup of coffee.'

Mr. Hale was equally out of spirits, and equally came upon Margaret
for sympathy.

'Margaret, I do believe this is an unhealthy place. Only suppose that
your mother's health or yours should suffer. I wish I had gone into some
country place in Wales; this is really terrible,' said he, going up to the
window. There was no comfort to be given. They were settled in Milton,
and must endure smoke and fogs for a season; indeed, all other life
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seemed shut out from them by as thick a fog of circumstance. Only the
day before, Mr. Hale had been reckoning up with dismay how much
their removal and fortnight at Heston had cost, and he found it had ab-
sorbed nearly all his little stock of ready money. No! here they were, and
here they must remain.

At night when Margaret realised this, she felt inclined to sit down in a
stupor of despair. The heavy smoky air hung about her bedroom, which
occupied the long narrow projection at the back of the house. The win-
dow, placed at the side of the oblong, looked to the blank wall of a simil-
ar projection, not above ten feet distant. It loomed through the fog like a
great barrier to hope. Inside the room everything was in confusion. All
their efforts had been directed to make her mother's room comfortable.
Margaret sat down on a box, the direction card upon which struck her as
having been written at HelstoneÑbeautiful, beloved Helstone! She lost
herself in dismal thought: but at last she determined to take her mind
away from the present; and suddenly remembered that she had a letter
from Edith which she had only half read in the bustle of the morning. It
was to tell of their arrival at Corfu; their voyage along the Mediter-
raneanÑtheir music, and dancing on board ship; the gay new life open-
ing upon her; her house with its trellised balcony, and its views over
white cliffs and deep blue sea. Edith wrote fluently and well, if not
graphically. Shecould not only seize the salient and characteristic points
of a scene,but she could enumerate enough of indiscriminate particulars
for Margaret to make it out for herself Captain Lennox and another lately
married officer shared a villa, high up on the beautiful precipitous rocks
overhanging the sea.Their days, late as it was in the year, seemedspent
in boating or land pic-nics; all out-of-doors, pleasure-seeking and glad,
Edith's life seemed like the deep vault of blue sky above her,
freeÑutterly free from fleck or cloud. Her husband had to attend drill,
and she, the most musical officer's wife there, had to copy the new and
popular tunes out of the most recent English music, for the benefit of the
bandmaster; those seemedtheir most severeand arduous duties. Sheex-
pressedan affectionate hope that, if the regiment stopped another year at
Corfu, Margaret might come out and pay her a long visit. She asked
Margaret if she remembered the day twelve-month on which she, Edith,
wroteÑhow it rained all day long in Harley Street; and how she would
not put on her new gown to go to a stupid dinner, and get it all wet and
splashed in going to the carriage; and how at that very dinner they had
first met Captain Lennox.
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Yes! Margaret remembered it well. Edith and Mrs. Shaw had gone to
dinner. Margaret had joined the party in the evening. The recollection of
the plentiful luxury of all the arrangements, the stately handsomenessof
the furniture, the size of the house, the peaceful, untroubled easeof the
visitorsÑall came vividly before her, in strange contrast to the present
time. The smooth seaof that old life closed up, without a mark left to tell
where they had all been. The habitual dinners, the calls, the shopping,
the dancing evenings, were all going on, going on for ever, though her
Aunt Shaw and Edith were no longer there; and she,of course,was even
less missed. She doubted if any one of that old set ever thought of her,
except Henry Lennox. He too, she knew, would strive to forget her, be-
causeof the pain she had caused him. Shehad heard him often boast of
his power of putting any disagreeable thought far away from him. Then
she penetrated farther into what might have been. If she had cared for
him as a lover, and had accepted him, and this change in her father's
opinions and consequent station had taken place, she could not doubt
but that it would have been impatiently received by Mr. Lennox. It was a
bitter mortification to her in one sense;but shecould bear it patiently, be-
causeshe knew her father's purity of purpose, and that strengthened her
to endure his errors, grave and serious though in her estimation they
were. But the fact of the world esteeming her father degraded, in its
rough wholesale judgment, would have oppressed and irritated Mr. Len-
nox. As she realised what might have been, she grew to be thankful for
what was. They were at the lowest now; they could not be worse. Edith's
astonishment and her aunt Shaw'sdismay would have to be met bravely,
when their letters came. So Margaret rose up and began slowly to un-
dress herself, feeling the full luxury of acting leisurely, late as it was,
after all the past hurry of the day. Shefell asleep,hoping for somebright-
ness,either internal or external. But if she had known how long it would
be before the brightness came, her heart would have sunk low down.
The time of the year was most unpropitious to health aswell as to spirits.
Her mother caught a severe cold, and Dixon herself was evidently not
well, although Margaret could not insult her more than by trying to save
her, or by taking any care of her. They could hear of no girl to assisther;
all were at work in the factories; at least, those who applied were well
scolded by Dixon, for thinking that such as they could ever be trusted to
work in a gentleman's house. So they had to keep a charwoman in al-
most constant employ. Margaret longed to send for Charlotte; but be-
sides the objection of her being a better servant than they could now af-
ford to keep, the distance was too great.
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Mr. Hale met with several pupils, recommended to him by Mr. Bell, or
by the more immediate influence of Mr. Thornton. They were mostly of
the age when many boys would be still at school, but, according to the
prevalent, and apparently well-founded notions of Milton, to make a lad
into a good tradesman he must be caught young, and acclimated to the
life of the mill, or office, or warehouse. If he were sent to even the Scotch
Universities, he cameback unsettled for commercial pursuits; how much
more so if he went to Oxford or Cambridge, where he could not be
entered till he was eighteen? So most of the manufacturers placed their
sons in sucking situations' at fourteen or fifteen years of age,unsparingly
cutting away all off-shoots in the direction of literature or high mental
cultivation, in hopes of throwing the whole strength and vigour of the
plant into commerce. Still there were some wiser parents; and some
young men, who had senseenough to perceive their own deficiencies,
and strive to remedy them. Nay, there were a few no longer youths, but
men in the prime of life, who had the stern wisdom to acknowledge their
own ignorance, and to learn late what they should have learnt early. Mr.
Thornton was perhaps the oldest of Mr. Hale's pupils. He was certainly
the favourite. Mr. Hale got into the habit of quoting his opinions so fre-
quently, and with such regard, that it became a little domestic joke to
wonder what time, during the hour appointed for instruction, could be
given to absolute learning, so much of it appeared to have been spent in
conversation.

Margaret rather encouraged this light, merry way of viewing her
father's acquaintance with Mr. Thornton, becauseshe felt that her moth-
er was inclined to look upon this new friendship of her husband's with
jealous eyes.As long ashis time had beensolely occupied with his books
and his parishioners, as at Helstone, she had appeared to care little
whether shesaw much of him or not; but now that he looked eagerly for-
ward to each renewal of his intercourse with Mr. Thornton, she seemed
hurt and annoyed, as if he were slighting her companionship for the first
time. Mr. Hale's over-praise had the usual effect of over-praise upon his
auditors; they were a little inclined to rebel against Aristides being al-
ways called the Just.

After a quiet life in a country parsonage for more than twenty years,
there was something dazzling to Mr. Hale in the energy which
conquered immense difficulties with ease;the power of the machinery of
Milton, the power of the men of Milton, impressed him with a senseof
grandeur, which he yielded to without caring to inquire into the details
of its exercise. But Margaret went less abroad, among machinery and
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men; saw less of power in its public effect, and, as it happened, she was
thrown with one or two of those who, in all measuresaffecting massesof
people, must be acute sufferers for the good of many. The question al-
ways is, has everything been done to make the sufferings of theseexcep-
tions as small as possible?Or, in the triumph of the crowded procession,
have the helpless been trampled on, instead of being gently lifted aside
out of the roadway of the conqueror, whom they have no power to ac-
company on his march?

It fell to Margaret's share to have to look out for a servant to assistDix-
on, who had at first undertaken to find just the person she wanted to do
all the rough work of the house. But Dixon's ideas of helpful girls were
founded on the recollection of tidy elder scholars at Helstone school,
who were only too proud to be allowed to come to the parsonage on a
busy day, and treated Mrs. Dixon with all the respect, and a good deal
more of fright, which they paid to Mr. and Mrs. Hale. Dixon was not un-
conscious of this awed reverence which was given to her; nor did she
dislike it; it flattered her much as Louis the Fourteenth was flattered by
his courtiers shading their eyes from the dazzling light of his presence.'
But nothing short of her faithful love for Mrs. Hale could have made her
endure the rough independent way in which all the Milton girls, who
made application for the servant's place, replied to her inquiries respect-
ing their qualifications. They even went the length of questioning her
back again; having doubts and fears of their own, as to the solvency of a
family who lived in a house of thirty pounds a-year, and yet gave them-
selvesairs, and kept two servants, one of them so very high and mighty.
Mr. Hale was no longer looked upon as Vicar of Helstone, but as a man
who only spent at a certain rate. Margaret was weary and impatient of
the accounts which Dixon perpetually brought to Mrs. Hale of the beha-
viour of these would-be servants. Not but what Margaret was repelled
by the rough uncourteous manners of these people; not but what she
shrunk with fastidious pride from their hail-fellow accost and severely
resented their unconcealed curiosity as to the means and position of any
family who lived in Milton, and yet were not engaged in trade of some
kind. But the more Margaret felt impertinence, the more likely she was
to be silent on the subject; and, at any rate, if she took upon herself to
make inquiry for a servant, she could spare her mother the recital of all
her disappointments and fancied or real insults.

Margaret accordingly went up and down to butchers and grocers,
seeking for a nonpareil of a girl; and lowering her hopes and expecta-
tions every week, as she found the difficulty of meeting with any one in
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a manufacturing town who did not prefer the better wages and greater
independence of working in a mill. It was something of a trial to Mar-
garet to go out by herself in this busy bustling place. Mrs. Shaw's ideas of
propriety and her own helpless dependenceon others, had always made
her insist that a footman should accompany Edith and Margaret, if they
went beyond Harley Street or the immediate neighbourhood. The limits
by which this rule of her aunt's had circumscribed Margaret's independ-
ence had been silently rebelled against at the time: and she had doubly
enjoyed the free walks and rambles of her forest life, from the contrast
which they presented. She went along there with a bounding fearless
step, that occasionally broke out into a run, if she were in a hurry, and
occasionally was stilled into perfect repose, as she stood listening to, or
watching any of the wild creatures who sang in the leafy courts, or
glanced out with their keen bright eyes from the low brushwood or
tangled furze. It was a trial to come down from such motion or such still-
ness,only guided by her own sweet will, to the even and decorous pace
necessaryin streets. But she could have laughed at herself for minding
this change, if it had not been accompanied by what was a more serious
annoyance. The side of the town on which Crampton lay was especially
a thoroughfare for the factory people. In the back streets around them
there were many mills, out of which poured streams of men and women
two or three times a day. Until Margaret had learnt the times of their in-
gress and egress,she was very unfortunate in constantly falling in with
them. They came rushing along, with bold, fearless faces, and loud
laughs and jests, particularly aimed at all those who appeared to be
above them in rank or station. The tones of their unrestrained voices, and
their carelessnessof all common rules of street politeness, frightened
Margaret a little at first. The girls, with their rough, but not unfriendly
freedom, would comment on her dress,even touch her shawl or gown to
ascertain the exact material; nay, once or twice she was asked questions
relative to some article which they particularly admired. There was such
a simple reliance on her womanly sympathy with their love of dress,and
on her kindliness, that she gladly replied to these inquiries, as soon as
she understood them; and half smiled back at their remarks. Shedid not
mind meeting any number of girls, loud spoken and boisterous though
they might be. But she alternately dreaded and fired up against the
workmen, who commented not on her dress, but on her looks, in the
sameopen fearlessmanner. She,who had hitherto felt that even the most
refined remark on her personal appearancewas an impertinence, had to
endure undisguised admiration from theseoutspoken men. But the very
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out-spokenness marked their innocence of any intention to hurt her del-
icacy, asshe would have perceived if she had been lessfrightened by the
disorderly tumult. Out of her fright came a flash of indignation which
made her face scarlet, and her dark eyesgather flame, as she heard some
of their speeches.Yet there were other sayings of theirs, which, when she
reached the quiet safety of home, amused her even while they irritated
her.

For instance, one day, after she had passed a number of men, several
of whom had paid her the not unusual compliment of wishing she was
their sweetheart, one of the lingerers added, 'Your bonny face, my lass,
makes the day look brighter.' And another day, as she was uncon-
sciously smiling at some passing thought, she was addressed by a
poorly-dressed, middle-aged workman, with 'You may well smile, my
lass; many a one would smile to have such a bonny face.' This man
looked so careworn that Margaret could not help giving him an answer-
ing smile, glad to think that her looks, such as they were, should have
had the power to call up a pleasant thought. He seemed to understand
her acknowledging glance, and a silent recognition was established
between them whenever the chances of the day brought them across
eachother s paths. They had never exchanged a word; nothing had been
said but that first compliment; yet somehow Margaret looked upon this
man with more interest than upon any one else in Milton. Once or twice,
on Sundays, she saw him walking with a girl, evidently his daughter,
and, if possible, still more unhealthy than he was himself.

One day Margaret and her father had been as far as the fields that lay
around the town; it was early spring, and she had gathered some of the
hedge and ditch flowers, dog-violets, lessercelandines,and the like, with
an unspoken lament in her heart for the sweet profusion of the South.
Her father had left her to go into Milton upon some business;and on the
road home she met her humble friends. The girl looked wistfully at the
flowers, and, acting on a sudden impulse, Margaret offered them to her.
Her pale blue eyes lightened up as she took them, and her father spoke
for her.

'Thank yo, Miss. Bessy'll think a deal o' them flowers; that hoo will;
and I shall think a deal o' yor kindness. Yo're not of this country, I
reckon?'

'No!' said Margaret, half sighing. 'I come from the SouthÑfrom Hamp-
shire,' she continued, a little afraid of wounding his consciousnessof ig-
norance, if she used a name which he did not understand.
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'That's beyond London, I reckon? And I come fro' Burnley-ways, and
forty mile to th' North. And yet, yo see,North and South has both met
and made kind o' friends in this big smoky place.'

Margaret had slackenedher pace to walk alongside of the man and his
daughter, whose steps were regulated by the feeblenessof the latter. She
now spoke to the girl, and there was a sound of tender pity in the tone of
her voice as she did so that went right to the heart of the father.

'I'm afraid you are not very strong.'
'No,' said the girl, 'nor never will be.'
'Spring is coming,' said Margaret, as if to suggest pleasant, hopeful

thoughts.
'Spring nor summer will do me good,' said the girl quietly.
Margaret looked up at the man, almost expecting some contradiction

from him, or at least some remark that would modify his daughter's ut-
ter hopelessness. But, instead, he addedÑ

'I'm afeared hoo speaks truth. I'm afeared hoo's too far gone in a
waste.'

'I shall have a spring where I'm boun to, and flowers, and amaranths,
and shining robes besides.'

'Poor lass,poor lass!' said her father in a low tone. 'I'm none so sure o'
that; but it's a comfort to thee, poor lass, poor lass. Poor father! it'll be
soon.'

Margaret was shocked by his wordsÑshocked but not repelled; rather
attracted and interested.

'Where do you live? I think we must be neighbours, we meet so often
on this road.'

'We put up at nine FrancesStreet, second turn to th' left at after yo've
past th' Goulden Dragon.'

'And your name? I must not forget that.'
'I'm none ashamed o' my name. It's Nicholas Higgins. Hoo's called

Bessy Higgins. Whatten yo' asking for?'
Margaret was surprised at this last question, for at Helstone it would

have been an understood thing, after the inquiries she had made, that
she intended to come and call upon any poor neighbour whose name
and habitation she had asked for.

'I thoughtÑI meant to come and seeyou.' Shesuddenly felt rather shy
of offering the visit, without having any reason to give for her wish to
make it, beyond a kindly interest in a stranger. It seemed all at once to
take the shape of an impertinence on her part; she read this meaning too
in the man's eyes.
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'I'm none so fond of having strange folk in my house.' But then relent-
ing, ashe saw her heightened colour, he added, 'Yo're a foreigner, asone
may say, and maybe don't know many folk here, and yo've given my
wench here flowers out of yo'r own hand;Ñyo may come if yo like.'

Margaret was half-amused, half-nettled at this answer. She was not
sure if she would go where permission was given so like a favour con-
ferred. But when they came to the town into Frances Street, the girl
stopped a minute, and said,

'Yo'll not forget yo're to come and see us.'
'Aye, aye,' said the father, impatiently, 'hoo'll come. Hoo's a bit set up

now, becausehoo thinks I might ha' spoken more civilly; but hoo'll think
better on it, and come. I can read her proud bonny face like a book.
Come along, Bess; there's the mill bell ringing.'

Margaret went home, wondering at her new friends, and smiling at
the man's insight into what had beenpassing in her mind. From that day
Milton becamea brighter place to her. It was not the long, bleak sunny
days of spring, nor yet was it that time was reconciling her to the town of
her habitation. It was that in it she had found a human interest.
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Chapter9
Dressing for Tea

'Let China's earth, enrich'd with coloured stains,
Pencill'd with gold, and streaked with azure veins,
The grateful flavour of the Indian leaf,
Or Mocha's sunburnt berry glad receive.'

MRS. BARBAULD.

The day after this meeting with Higgins and his daughter, Mr. Hale
came upstairs into the little drawing-room at an unusual hour. He went
up to different objects in the room, as if examining them, but Margaret
saw that it was merely a nervous trickÑa way of putting off something
he wished, yet feared to say. Out it came at lastÑ

'My dear! I've asked Mr. Thornton to come to tea to-night.'
Mrs. Hale was leaning back in her easy chair, with her eyes shut, and

an expression of pain on her face which had become habitual to her of
late. But she roused up into querulousness at this speech of her
husband's.

'Mr. Thornton!Ñand to-night! What in the world does the man want to
come here for? And Dixon is washing my muslins and laces,and there is
no soft water with these horrid east winds, which I suppose we shall
have all the year round in Milton.'

'The wind is veering round, my dear,' said Mr. Hale, looking out at the
smoke, which drifted right from the east,only he did not yet understand
the points of the compass,and rather arranged them ad libitum, accord-
ing to circumstances.

'Don't tell me!' said Mrs. Hale, shuddering up, and wrapping her
shawl about her still more closely. 'But, eastor west wind, I suppose this
man comes.'

'Oh, mamma, that shows you never saw Mr. Thornton. He looks like a
person who would enjoy battling with every adverse thing he could
meet withÑenemies, winds, or circumstances. The more it rains and
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blows, the more certain we are to have him. But I'll go and help Dixon.
I'm getting to be a famous clear-starcher.And he won't want any amuse-
ment beyond talking to papa. Papa,I am really longing to seethe Pythias
to your Damon. You know I never saw him but once, and then we were
so puzzled to know what to say to eachother that we did not get on par-
ticularly well.'

'I don't know that you would ever like him, or think him agreeable,
Margaret. He is not a lady's man.'

Margaret wreathed her throat in a scornful curve.
'I don't particularly admire ladies' men, papa. But Mr. Thornton comes

here as your friendÑas one who has appreciated you'Ñ
'The only person in Milton,' said Mrs. Hale.
'So we will give him a welcome, and some cocoa-nut cakes.Dixon will

be flattered if we ask her to make some;and I will undertake to iron your
caps, mamma.'

Many a time that morning did Margaret wish Mr. Thornton far
enough away. Shehad planned other employments for herself: a letter to
Edith, a good piece of Dante, a visit to the Higginses. But, instead, she
ironed away, listening to Dixon's complaints, and only hoping that by an
excessof sympathy she might prevent her from carrying the recital of
her sorrows to Mrs. Hale. Every now and then, Margaret had to remind
herself of her father's regard for Mr. Thornton, to subdue the irritation of
weariness that was stealing over her, and bringing on one of the bad
headachesto which she had lately becomeliable. Shecould hardly speak
when she sat down at last, and told her mother that she was no longer
Peggy the laundry-maid, but Margaret Hale the lady. She meant this
speech for a little joke, and was vexed enough with her busy tongue
when she found her mother taking it seriously.

'Yes! if any one had told me, when I was Miss Beresford, and one of
the belles of the county, that a child of mine would have to stand half a
day, in a little poky kitchen, working away like any servant, that we
might prepare properly for the reception of a tradesman, and that this
tradesman should be the only'Ñ'Oh, mamma!' said Margaret, lifting her-
self up, 'don't punish me so for a carelessspeech.I don't mind ironing, or
any kind of work, for you and papa. I am myself a born and bred lady
through it all, even though it comes to scouring a floor, or washing
dishes. I am tired now, just for a little while; but in half an hour I shall be
ready to do the same over again. And as to Mr. Thornton's being in
trade, why he can't help that now, poor fellow. I don't suppose his
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education would fit him for much else.' Margaret lifted herself slowly
up, and went to her own room; for just now she could not bear much
more.

In Mr. Thornton's house, at this very same time, a similar, yet differ-
ent, scenewas going on. A large-boned lady, long past middle age,sat at
work in a grim handsomely-furnished dining-room. Her features, like
her frame, were strong and massive, rather than heavy. Her face moved
slowly from one decided expression to another equally decided. There
was no great variety in her countenance;but those who looked at it once,
generally looked at it again; even the passers-byin the street, half-turned
their heads to gaze an instant longer at the firm, severe, dignified wo-
man, who never gave way in street-courtesy, or paused in her straight-
onward course to the clearly-defined end which she proposed to herself.
She was handsomely dressed in stout black silk, of which not a thread
was worn or discoloured. She was mending a large long table-cloth of
the finest texture, holding it up against the light occasionally to discover
thin places,which required her delicate care.There was not a book about
in the room, with the exception of Matthew Henry's Bible Commentaries,
six volumes of which lay in the centre of the massive side-board, flanked
by a tea-urn on one side, and a lamp on the other. In some remote apart-
ment, there was exerciseupon the piano going on. Some one was prac-
tising up a morceau de salon, playing it very rapidly; every third note,
on an average,being either indistinct, or wholly missed out, and the loud
chords at the end being half of them false, but not the lesssatisfactory to
the performer. Mrs. Thornton heard a step, like her own in its decisive
character, pass the dining-room door.

'John! Is that you?'
Her son opened the door and showed himself.
'What has brought you home so early? I thought you were going to tea

with that friend of Mr. Bell's; that Mr. Hale.'
'So I am, mother; I am come home to dress!'
'Dress! humph! When I was a girl, young men were satisfied with

dressing once in a day. Why should you dress to go and take a cup of tea
with an old parson?'

'Mr. Hale is a gentleman, and his wife and daughter are ladies.'
'Wife and daughter! Do they teach too? What do they do? You have

never mentioned them.'
'No! mother, becauseI have never seen Mrs. Hale; I have only seen

Miss Hale for half an hour.'
'Take care you don't get caught by a penniless girl, John.'
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'I am not easily caught, mother, as I think you know. But I must not
have Miss Hale spoken of in that way, which, you know, is offensive to
me. I never was aware of any young lady trying to catch me yet, nor do I
believe that any one has ever given themselves that useless trouble.'

Mrs. Thornton did not chooseto yield the point to her son; or elseshe
had, in general, pride enough for her sex.

'Well! I only say, take care. Perhaps our Milton girls have too much
spirit and good feeling to go angling after husbands; but this Miss Hale
comesout of the aristocratic counties, where, if all tales be true, rich hus-
bands are reckoned prizes.'

Mr. Thornton's brow contracted, and he came a step forward into the
room.

'Mother' (with a short scornful laugh), 'you will make me confess.The
only time I saw Miss Hale, she treated me with a haughty civility which
had a strong flavour of contempt in it. Sheheld herself aloof from me as
if she had been a queen, and I her humble, unwashed vassal. Be easy,
mother.'

'No! I am not easy,nor content either. What businesshad she,a reneg-
ade clergyman's daughter, to turn up her nose at you! I would dress for
none of themÑa saucy set! if I were you.' As he was leaving the room, he
said:Ñ

'Mr. Hale is good, and gentle, and learned. He is not saucy. As for Mrs.
Hale, I will tell you what she is like to-night, if you care to hear.' He shut
the door and was gone.

'Despise my son! treat him asher vassal, indeed! Humph! I should like
to know where she could find such another! Boy and man, he's the
noblest, stoutest heart I ever knew. I don't care if I am his mother; I can
see what's what, and not be blind. I know what Fanny is; and I know
what John is. Despise him! I hate her!'
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Chapter10
Wrought Iron and Gold

'We are the trees whom shaking fastens more.'
GEORGE HERBERT.

Mr. Thornton left the house without coming into the dining-room
again. He was rather late, and walked rapidly out to Crampton. He was
anxious not to slight his new friend by any disrespectful unpunctuality.
The church-clock struck half-past seven as he stood at the door awaiting
Dixon's slow movements; always doubly tardy when she had to degrade
herself by answering the door-bell. He was ushered into the little
drawing-room, and kindly greeted by Mr. Hale, who led him up to his
wife, whose pale face, and shawl-draped figure made a silent excusefor
the cold languor of her greeting. Margaret was lighting the lamp when
he entered, for the darkness was coming on. The lamp threw a pretty
light into the centre of the dusky room, from which, with country habits,
they did not exclude the night-skies, and the outer darkness of air. Some-
how, that room contrasted itself with the one he had lately left; hand-
some, ponderous, with no sign of feminine habitation, except in the one
spot where his mother sate, and no convenience for any other employ-
ment than eating and drinking. To be sure, it was a dining-room; his
mother preferred to sit in it; and her will was a household law. But the
drawing-room was not like this. It was twiceÑtwenty times as fine; not
one quarter as comfortable. Here were no mirrors, not even a scrap of
glassto reflect the light, and answer the samepurpose aswater in a land-
scape;no gilding; a warm, sober breadth of colouring, well relieved by
the dear old Helstone chintz-curtains and chair covers. An open daven-
port stood in the window opposite the door; in the other there was a
stand, with a tall white china vase, from which drooped wreaths of Eng-
lish ivy, pale-green birch, and copper-coloured beech-leaves.Pretty bas-
kets of work stood about in different places:and books, not cared for on
account of their binding solely, lay on one table, as if recently put down.
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Behind the door was another table, decked out for tea, with a white
tablecloth, on which flourished the cocoa-nut cakes,and a basket piled
with oranges and ruddy American apples, heaped on leaves.

It appeared to Mr. Thornton that all thesegraceful careswere habitual
to the family; and especially of a piece with Margaret. She stood by the
tea-table in a light-coloured muslin gown, which had a good deal of pink
about it. She looked as if she was not attending to the conversation, but
solely busy with the tea-cups, among which her round ivory hands
moved with pretty, noiseless,daintiness. Shehad a bracelet on one taper
arm, which would fall down over her round wrist. Mr. Thornton
watched the replacing of this troublesome ornament with far more atten-
tion than he listened to her father. It seemedas if it fascinated him to see
her push it up impatiently, until it tightened her soft flesh; and then to
mark the looseningÑthe fall. He could almost have exclaimedÑ'There it
goes,again!' There was so little left to be done after he arrived at the pre-
paration for tea, that he was almost sorry the obligation of eating and
drinking came so soon to prevent his watching Margaret. She handed
him his cup of tea with the proud air of an unwilling slave; but her eye
caught the moment when he was ready for another cup; and he almost
longed to ask her to do for him what he saw her compelled to do for her
father, who took her little finger and thumb in his masculine hand, and
made them serve as sugar-tongs. Mr. Thornton saw her beautiful eyes
lifted to her father, full of light, half-laughter and half-love, as this bit of
pantomime went on between the two, unobserved, as they fancied, by
any. Margaret's head still ached, as the palenessof her complexion, and
her silencemight have testified; but shewas resolved to throw herself in-
to the breach, if there was any long untoward pause, rather than that her
father's friend, pupil, and guest should have cause to think himself in
any way neglected. But the conversation went on; and Margaret drew in-
to a corner, near her mother, with her work, after the tea-things were
taken away; and felt that she might let her thoughts roam, without fear
of being suddenly wanted to fill up a gap.

Mr. Thornton and Mr. Hale were both absorbed in the continuation of
some subject which had been started at their last meeting. Margaret was
recalled to a senseof the present by some trivial, low-spoken remark of
her mother's; and on suddenly looking up from her work, her eye was
caught by the difference of outward appearancebetween her father and
Mr. Thornton, as betokening such distinctly opposite natures. Her father
was of slight figure, which made him appear taller than he really was,
when not contrasted, as at this time, with the tall, massive frame of
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another. The lines in her father's face were soft and waving, with a fre-
quent undulating kind of trembling movement passing over them, show-
ing every fluctuating emotion; the eyelids were large and arched, giving
to the eyes a peculiar languid beauty which was almost feminine. The
brows were finely arched, but were, by the very size of the dreamy lids,
raised to a considerable distance from the eyes.Now, in Mr. Thornton's
face the straight brows fell low over the clear, deep-set earnest eyes,
which, without being unpleasantly sharp, seemedintent enough to pen-
etrate into the very heart and core of what he was looking at. The lines in
the face were few but firm, as if they were carved in marble, and lay
principally about the lips, which were slightly compressed over a set of
teeth so faultless and beautiful as to give the effect of sudden sunlight
when the rare bright smile, coming in an instant and shining out of the
eyes,changed the whole look from the severeand resolved expression of
a man ready to do and dare everything, to the keen honest enjoyment of
the moment, which is seldom shown so fearlessly and instantaneously
except by children. Margaret liked this smile; it was the first thing she
had admired in this new friend of her father's; and the opposition of
character,shown in all thesedetails of appearanceshehad just beennoti-
cing, seemed to explain the attraction they evidently felt towards each
other.

Sherearranged her mother's worsted-work, and fell back into her own
thoughtsÑas completely forgotten by Mr. Thornton as if she had not
been in the room, so thoroughly was he occupied in explaining to Mr.
Hale the magnificent power, yet delicate adjustment of the might of the
steam-hammer, which was recalling to Mr. Hale some of the wonderful
stories of subservient genii in the Arabian NightsÑone moment stretch-
ing from earth to sky and filling all the width of the horizon, at the next
obediently compressed into a vase small enough to be borne in the hand
of a child.

'And this imagination of power, this practical realisation of a gigantic
thought, came out of one man's brain in our good town. That very man
has it within him to mount, step by step, on each wonder he achieves to
higher marvels still. And I'll be bound to say, we have many among us
who, if he were gone, could spring into the breach and carry on the war
which compels, and shall compel, all material power to yield to science.'

'Your boast reminds me of the old linesÑ"I've a hundred captains in
England," he said, "As good as ever was he."'
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At her father's quotation Margaret looked suddenly up, with inquiring
wonder in her eyes.How in the world had they got from cog-wheels to
Chevy Chace?

'It is no boast of mine,' replied Mr. Thornton; 'it is plain matter-of-fact.
I won't deny that I am proud of belonging to a townÑor perhaps I
should rather say a districtÑthe necessitiesof which give birth to such
grandeur of conception. I would rather be a man toiling, sufferingÑnay,
failing and successlessÑhere,than lead a dull prosperous life in the old
worn grooves of what you call more aristocratic society down in the
South, with their slow days of carelessease.One may be clogged with
honey and unable to rise and fly.'

'You are mistaken,' said Margaret, roused by the aspersion on her be-
loved South to a fond vehemenceof defence,that brought the colour into
her cheeksand the angry tears into her eyes.'You do not know anything
about the South. If there is less adventure or less progressÑI suppose I
must not say less excitementÑfrom the gambling spirit of trade, which
seemsrequisite to force out thesewonderful inventions, there is lesssuf-
fering also. I seemen h ere going about in the streets who look ground
down by some pinching sorrow or careÑwho are not only sufferers but
haters. Now, in the South we have our poor, but there is not that terrible
expression in their countenancesof a sullen senseof injustice which I see
here. You do not know the South, Mr. Thornton,' she concluded, col-
lapsing into a determined silence,and angry with herself for having said
so much.

'And may I say you do not know the North?' asked he, with an inex-
pressible gentlenessin his tone, ashe saw that he had really hurt her. She
continued resolutely silent; yearning after the lovely haunts she had left
far away in Hampshire, with a passionate longing that made her feel her
voice would be unsteady and trembling if she spoke.

'At any rate, Mr. Thornton,' said Mrs. Hale, 'you will allow that Milton
is a much more smoky, dirty town than you will ever meet with in the
South.'

'I'm afraid I must give up its cleanliness,' said Mr. Thornton, with the
quick gleaming smile. 'But we are bidden by parliament to burn our own
smoke; so I suppose, like good little children, we shall do as we are
bidÑsome time.'

'But I think you told me you had altered your chimneys so as to con-
sume the smoke, did you not?' asked Mr. Hale.

'Mine were altered by my own will, before parliament meddled with
the affair. It was an immediate outlay, but it repays me in the saving of
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coal. I'm not sure whether I should have done it, if I had waited until the
act was passed.At any rate, I should have waited to be informed against
and fined, and given all the trouble in yielding that I legally could. But
all laws which depend for their enforcement upon informers and fines,
become inert from the odiousness of the machinery. I doubt if there has
been a chimney in Milton informed against for five years past, although
some are constantly sending out one-third of their coal in what is called
here unparliamentary smoke.'

'I only know it is impossible to keep the muslin blinds clean here
above a week together; and at Helstone we have had them up for a
month or more, and they have not looked dirty at the end of that time.
And as for handsÑMargaret, how many times did you say you had
washed your hands this morning before twelve o'clock? Three times, was
it not?'

'Yes, mamma.'
'You seemto have a strong objection to actsof parliament and all legis-

lation affecting your mode of management down here at Milton,' said
Mr. Hale.

'Yes, I have; and many others have as well. And with justice, I think.
The whole machineryÑI don't mean the wood and iron machinery
nowÑof the cotton trade is so new that it is no wonder if it does not
work well in every part all at once. Seventy years ago what was it? And
now what is it not? Raw, crude materials cametogether; men of the same
level, asregarded education and station, took suddenly the different pos-
itions of masters and men, owing to the motherwit, as regarded oppor-
tunities and probabilities, which distinguished some, and made them
far-seeing as to what great future lay concealedin that rude model of Sir
Richard Arkwright's. The rapid development of what might be called a
new trade, gave those early masters enormous power of wealth and
command. I don't mean merely over the workmen; I mean over pur-
chasersÑover the whole world's market. Why, I may give you, as an in-
stance,an advertisement, inserted not fifty years ago in a Milton paper,
that so-and-so (one of the half-dozen calico-printers of the time) would
closehis warehouse at noon eachday; therefore, that all purchasers must
come before that hour. Fancy a man dictating in this manner the time
when he would sell and when he would not sell. Now, I believe, if a
good customer choseto come at midnight, I should get up, and stand hat
in hand to receive his orders.'

Margaret's lip curled, but somehow she was compelled to listen; she
could no longer abstract herself in her own thoughts.
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'I only name such things to show what almost unlimited power the
manufacturers had about the beginning of this century. The men were
rendered dizzy by it. Becausea man was successfulin his ventures, there
was no reason that in all other things his mind should be well-balanced.
On the Contrary, his senseof justice, and his simplicity, were often ut-
terly smothered under the glut of wealth that camedown upon him; and
they tell strange tales of the wild extravagance of living indulged in on
gala-days by those early cotton-lords. There can be no doubt, too, of the
tyranny they exercised over their work-people. You know the proverb,
Mr. Hale, "Set a beggar on horseback, and he'll ride to the devil,"Ñwell,
some of these early manufacturers did ride to the devil in a magnificent
styleÑcrushing human bone and flesh under their horses' hoofs without
remorse. But by-and-by came a re-action, there were more factories,
more masters; more men were wanted. The power of masters and men
becamemore evenly balanced; and now the battle is pretty fairly waged
between us. We will hardly submit to the decision of an umpire, much
less to the interference of a meddler with only a smattering of the know-
ledge of the real facts of the case,even though that meddler be called the
High Court of Parliament.

'Is there necessity for calling it a battle between the two classes?'asked
Mr. Hale. 'I know, from your using the term, it is one which gives a true
idea of the real state of things to your mind.'

'It is true; and I believe it to be as much a necessity as that prudent
wisdom and good conduct are always opposed to, and doing battle with
ignorance and improvidence. It is one of the great beauties of our sys-
tem, that a working-man may raise himself into the power and position
of a master by his own exertions and behaviour; that, in fact, every one
who rules himself to decency and sobriety of conduct, and attention to
his duties, comesover to our ranks; it may not be always asa master, but
asan over-looker, a cashier,a book-keeper, a clerk, one on the side of au-
thority and order.'

'You consider all who are unsuccessful in raising themselves in the
world, from whatever cause,as your enemies, then, if I under-stand you
rightly,' said Margaret' in a clear, cold voice.

'As their own enemies, certainly,' said he, quickly, not a little piqued
by the haughty disapproval her form of expression and tone of speaking
implied. But, in a moment, his straightforward honesty made him feel
that his words were but a poor and quibbling answer to what she had
said; and, be she as scornful as she liked, it was a duty he owed to him-
self to explain, as truly as he could, what he did mean. Yet it was very
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difficult to separate her interpretation, and keep it distinct from his
meaning. He could best have illustrated what he wanted to say by telling
them something of his own life; but was it not too personal a subject to
speak about to strangers?Still, it was the simple straightforward way of
explaining his meaning; so, putting aside the touch of shyness that
brought a momentary flush of colour into his dark cheek, he said:

'I am not speaking without book. Sixteenyears ago, my father died un-
der very miserable circumstances. I was taken from school, and had to
becomea man (as well as I could) in a few days. I had such a mother as
few are blest with; a woman of strong power, and firm resolve. We went
into a small country town, where living was cheaper than in Milton, and
where I got employment in a draper's shop (a capital place, by the way,
for obtaining a knowledge of goods). Week by week our income came to
fifteen shillings, out of which three people had to be kept. My mother
managed so that I put by three out of these fifteen shillings regularly.
This made the beginning; this taught me self-denial. Now that I am able
to afford my mother such comforts as her age, rather than her own wish,
requires, I thank her silently on each occasion for the early training she
gave me. Now when I feel that in my own caseit is no good luck, nor
merit, nor talent,Ñbut simply the habits of life which taught me to des-
pise indulgences not thoroughly earned,Ñindeed, never to think twice
about them,ÑI believe that this suffering, which Miss Hale says is im-
pressed on the countenancesof the people of Milton, is but the natural
punishment of dishonestly-enjoyed pleasure, at some former period of
their lives. I do not look on self-indulgent, sensual people as worthy of
my hatred; I simply look upon them with contempt for their poorness of
character.'

'But you have had the rudiments of a good education,' remarked Mr.
Hale. 'The quick zest with which you are now reading Homer, shows me
that you do not come to it as an unknown book; you have read it before,
and are only recalling your old knowledge.'

'That is true,ÑI had blundered along it at school; I dare say, I was even
considered a pretty fair classicin those days, though my Latin and Greek
have slipt away from me since. But I ask you, what preparation they
were for such a life as I had to lead? None at all. Utterly none at all. On
the point of education, any man who can read and write starts fair with
me in the amount of really useful knowledge that I had at that time.'

'Well! I don't agree with you. But there I am perhaps somewhat of a
pedant. Did not the recollection of the heroic simplicity of the Homeric
life nerve you up?'
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'Not one bit!' exclaimed Mr. Thornton, laughing. 'I was too busy to
think about any dead people, with the living pressing alongside of me,
neck to neck, in the struggle for bread. Now that I have my mother safe
in the quiet peacethat becomesher age,and duly rewards her former ex-
ertions, I can turn to all that old narration and thoroughly enjoy it.'

'I dare say, my remark came from the professional feeling of there be-
ing nothing like leather,' replied Mr. Hale.

When Mr. Thornton rose up to go away, after shaking hands with Mr.
and Mrs. Hale, he made an advance to Margaret to wish her good-bye in
a similar manner. It was the frank familiar custom of the place; but Mar-
garet was not prepared for it. She simply bowed her farewell; although
the instant she saw the hand, half put out, quickly drawn back, she was
sorry she had not been aware of the intention. Mr. Thornton, however,
knew nothing of her sorrow, and, drawing himself up to his full height,
walked off, muttering as he left the houseÑ

'A more proud, disagreeablegirl I never saw. Even her great beauty is
blotted out of one's memory by her scornful ways.'
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Chapter11
First Impressions

'There's iron, they say, in all our blood,
And a grain or two perhaps is good;
But his, he makes me harshly feel,
Has got a little too much of steel.'

ANON.

'Margaret!' said Mr. Hale, as he returned from showing his guest
downstairs; 'I could not help watching your face with some anxiety,
when Mr. Thornton made his confession of having been a shop-boy. I
knew it all along from Mr. Bell; so I was aware of what was coming; but I
half expected to see you get up and leave the room.'

'Oh, papa! you don't mean that you thought me so silly? I really liked
that account of himself better than anything elsehe said. Everything else
revolted me, from its hardness; but he spoke about himself so
simplyÑwith so little of the pretence that makes the vulgarity of shop-
people, and with such tender respect for his mother, that I was lesslikely
to leave the room then than when he was boasting about Milton, as if
there was not such another place in the world; or quietly professing to
despise people for careless,wasteful improvidence, without ever seem-
ing to think it his duty to try to make them different,Ñto give them any-
thing of the training which his mother gave him, and to which he evid-
ently owes his position, whatever that may be. No! his statement of hav-
ing been a shop-boy was the thing I liked best of all.'

'I am surprised at you, Margaret,' said her mother. 'You who were al-
ways accusing people of being shoppy at Helstone! I don't I think, Mr.
Hale, you have done quite right in introducing such a person to us
without telling us what he had been. I really was very much afraid of
showing him how much shocked I was at some parts of what he said.
His father "dying in miserable circumstances."Why it might have been in
the workhouse.'
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'I am not sure if it was not worse than being in the workhouse,' replied
her husband. 'I heard a good deal of his previous life from Mr. Bell be-
fore we came here; and as he has told you a part, I will fill up what he
left out. His father speculated wildly, failed, and then killed himself, be-
causehe could not bear the disgrace. All his former friends shrunk from
the disclosures that had to be made of his dishonest gamblingÑwild,
hopeless struggles, made with other people's money, to regain his own
moderate portion of wealth. No one came forwards to help the mother
and this boy. There was another child, I believe, a girl; too young to earn
money, but of course she had to be kept. At least, no friend came for-
wards immediately, and Mrs. Thornton is not one, I fancy, to wait till
tardy kindness comes to find her out. So they left Milton. I knew he had
gone into a shop, and that his earnings, with some fragment of property
secured to his mother, had been made to keep them for a long time. Mr.
Bell said they absolutely lived upon water-porridge for yearsÑhow, he
did not know; but long after the creditors had given up hope of any pay-
ment of old Mr. Thornton's debts (if, indeed, they ever had hoped at all
about it, after his suicide,) this young man returned to Milton, and went
quietly round to each creditor, paying him the first instalment of the
money owing to him. No noiseÑno gathering together of creditorsÑit
was done very silently and quietly, but all was paid at last; helped on
materially by the circumstance of one of the creditors, a crabbed old fel-
low (Mr. Bell says), taking in Mr. Thornton as a kind of partner.'

'That really is fine,' said Margaret. 'What a pity such a nature should
be tainted by his position as a Milton manufacturer.'

'How tainted?' asked her father.
'Oh, papa, by that testing everything by the standard of wealth. When

he spoke of the mechanical powers, he evidently looked upon them only
as new ways of extending trade and making money. And the poor men
around himÑthey were poor becausethey were viciousÑout of the pale
of his sympathies becausethey had not his iron nature, and the capabilit-
ies that it gives him for being rich.'

'Not vicious; he never said that. Improvident and self-indulgent were
his words.'

Margaret was collecting her mother's working materials, and prepar-
ing to go to bed. Just as she was leaving the room, she hesitatedÑshe
was inclined to make an acknowledgment which she thought would
please her father, but which to be full and true must include a little an-
noyance. However, out it came.
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'Papa, I do think Mr. Thornton a very remarkable man; but personally
I don't like him at all.'

'And I do!' said her father laughing. 'Personally, asyou call it, and all. I
don't set him up for a hero, or anything of that kind. But good night,
child. Your mother looks sadly tired to-night, Margaret.'

Margaret had noticed her mother's jaded appearancewith anxiety for
some time past, and this remark of her father's sent her up to bed with a
dim fear lying like a weight on her heart. The life in Milton was so differ-
ent from what Mrs. Hale had beenaccustomedto live in Helstone, in and
out perpetually into the fresh and open air; the air itself was so different,
deprived of all revivifying principle as it seemedto be here; the domestic
worries pressed so very closely, and in so new and sordid a form, upon
all the women in the family, that there was good reason to fear that her
mother's health might be becoming seriously affected. There were sever-
al other signs of something wrong about Mrs. Hale. Sheand Dixon held
mysterious consultations in her bedroom, from which Dixon would
come out crying and cross, as was her custom when any distress of her
mistress called upon her sympathy. Once Margaret had gone into the
chamber soon after Dixon left it, and found her mother on her knees,and
as Margaret stole out she caught a few words, which were evidently a
prayer for strength and patience to endure severebodily suffering. Mar-
garet yearned to re-unite the bond of intimate confidence which had
been broken by her long residence at her aunt Shaw's, and strove by
gentle caressesand softened words to creep into the warmest place in
her mother's heart. But though she received caressesand fond words
back again, in such profusion aswould have gladdened her formerly, yet
she felt that there was a secret withheld from her, and she believed it
bore serious reference to her mother's health. She lay awake very long
this night, planning how to lessen the evil influence of their Milton life
on her mother. A servant to give Dixon permanent assistanceshould be
got, if shegave up her whole time to the search;and then, at any rate, her
mother might have all the personal attention she required, and had been
accustomed to her whole life. Visiting register offices, seeing all manner
of unlikely people, and very few in the least likely, absorbed Margaret's
time and thoughts for several days. One afternoon she met Bessy Hig-
gins in the street, and stopped to speak to her.

'Well, Bessy, how are you? Better, I hope, now the wind has changed.'
'Better and not better, if yo' know what that means.'
'Not exactly,' replied Margaret, smiling.
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'I'm better in not being torn to pieces by coughing o'nights, but I'm
weary and tired o' Milton, and longing to get away to the land o' Beulah;
and when I think I'm farther and farther off, my heart sinks, and I'm no
better; I'm worse.' Margaret turned round to walk alongside of the girl in
her feeble progress homeward. But for a minute or two she did not
speak. At last she said in a low voice,

'Bessy,do you wish to die?' For she shrank from death herself, with all
the clinging to life so natural to the young and healthy.

Bessy was silent in her turn for a minute or two. Then she replied,
'If yo'd led the life I have, and getten as weary of it as I have, and

thought at times, "maybe it'll last for fifty or sixty yearsÑit does wi'
some,"Ñand got dizzy and dazed, and sick, as each of them sixty years
seemed to spin about me, and mock me with its length of hours and
minutes, and endlessbits o' timeÑoh, wench! I tell thee thou'd beenglad
enough when th' doctor said he feared thou'd never see another winter.'

'Why, Bessy, what kind of a life has yours been?'
'Nought worse than many others, I reckon. Only I fretted again it, and

they didn't.'
'But what was it? You know, I'm a stranger here, so perhaps I'm not so

quick at understanding what you mean as if I'd lived all my life at
Milton.'

'If yo'd ha' come to our house when yo' said yo' would, I could maybe
ha' told you. But father saysyo're just like th' rest on 'em; it's out o' sight
out o' mind wi' you.'

'I don't know who the rest are; and I've been very busy; and, to tell the
truth, I had forgotten my promiseÑ'

'Yo' offered it! we asked none of it.'
'I had forgotten what I said for the time,' continued Margaret quietly. 'I

should have thought of it again when I was lessbusy. May I go with you
now?' Bessygave a quick glance at Margaret's face, to seeif the wish ex-
pressedwas really felt. The sharpnessin her eye turned to a wistful long-
ing as she met Margaret's soft and friendly gaze.

'I ha' none so many to care for me; if yo' care yo' may come.
So they walked on together in silence. As they turned up into a small

court, opening out of a squalid street, Bessy said,
'Yo'll not be daunted if father's at home, and speaks a bit gruffish at

first. He took a mind to ye, yo' see,and he thought a deal o' your coming
to see us; and just because he liked yo' he were vexed and put about.'

'Don't fear, Bessy.'
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But Nicholas was not at home when they entered. A great slatternly
girl, not so old as Bessy,but taller and stronger, was busy at the wash-
tub, knocking about the furniture in a rough capable way, but altogether
making so much noise that Margaret shrunk, out of sympathy with poor
Bessy, who had sat down on the first chair, as if completely tired out
with her walk. Margaret asked the sister for a cup of water, and while
she ran to fetch it (knocking down the fire-irons, and tumbling over a
chair in her way), she unloosed Bessy's bonnet strings, to relieve her
catching breath.

'Do you think such life as this is worth caring for?' gasped Bessy,at
last. Margaret did not speak, but held the water to her lips. Bessytook a
long and feverish draught, and then fell back and shut her eyes. Mar-
garet heard her murmur to herself: 'They shall hunger no more, neither
thirst any more; neither shall the sun light on them, nor any heat.'

Margaret bent over and said, 'Bessy,don't be impatient with your life,
whatever it isÑor may have been. Remember who gave it you, and
made it what it is!' She was startled by hearing Nicholas speak behind
her; he had come in without her noticing him.

'Now, I'll not have my wench preached to. She'sbad enough as it is,
with her dreams and her methodee fancies,and her visions of cities with
goulden gates and precious stones. But if it amuses her I let it abe, but
I'm none going to have more stuff poured into her.'

'But surely,' said Margaret, facing round, 'you believe in what I said,
that God gave her life, and ordered what kind of life it was to be?'

'I believe what I see,and no more. That's what I believe, young wo-
man. I don't believe all I hearÑno! not by a big deal. I did hear a young
lass make an ado about knowing where we lived, and coming to seeus.
And my wench here thought a deal about it, and flushed up many a
time, when hoo little knew as I was looking at her, at the sound of a
strange step. But hoo's come at last,Ñand hoo's welcome, as long as
hoo'll keep from preaching on what hoo knows nought about.' Bessyhad
been watching Margaret's face;she half sateup to speak now, laying her
hand on Margaret's arm with a gesture of entreaty. 'Don't be vexed wi'
himÑthere's many a one thinks like him; many and many a one here. If
yo' could hear them speak, yo'd not be shocked at him; he's a rare good
man, is fatherÑbut oh!' said she, falling back in despair, 'what he saysat
times makes me long to die more than ever, for I want to know so many
things, and am so tossed about wi' wonder.'

'Poor wenchÑpoor old wench,ÑI'm loth to vex thee, I am; but a man
mun speak out for the truth, and when I seethe world going all wrong at
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this time o' day, bothering itself wi' things it knows nought about, and
leaving undone all the things that lie in disorder close at its handÑwhy,
I say, leave a' this talk about religion alone, and set to work on what yo'
seeand know. That's my creed. It's simple, and not far to fetch, nor hard
to work.'

But the girl only pleaded the more with Margaret.
'Don't think hardly on himÑhe's a good man, he is. I sometimes think

I shall be moped wi' sorrow even in the City of God, if father is not
there.' The feverish colour cameinto her cheek,and the feverish flame in-
to her eye. 'But you will be there, father! you shall! Oh! my heart!' She
put her hand to it, and became ghastly pale.

Margaret held her in her arms, and put the weary head to rest upon
her bosom. Shelifted the thin soft hair from off the temples, and bathed
them with water. Nicholas understood all her signs for different articles
with the quickness of love, and even the round-eyed sister moved with
laborious gentlenessat Margaret's 'hush!' Presently the spasm that fore-
shadowed death had passed away, and Bessy roused herself and said,Ñ

'I'll go to bed,Ñit's best place; but,' catching at Margaret's gown, 'yo'll
come again,ÑI know yo' willÑbut just say it!'

'I will come to-morrow, said Margaret.
Bessy leant back against her father, who prepared to carry her up-

stairs; but as Margaret rose to go, he struggled to say something: 'I could
wish there were a God, if it were only to ask Him to bless thee.'

Margaret went away very sad and thoughtful.
Shewas late for tea at home. At Helstone unpunctuality at meal-times

was a great fault in her mother's eyes;but now this, as well as many oth-
er little irregularities, seemed to have lost their power of irritation, and
Margaret almost longed for the old complainings.

'Have you met with a servant, dear?'
'No, mamma; that Anne Buckley would never have done.'
'Suppose I try,' said Mr. Hale. 'Everybody else has had their turn at

this great difficulty. Now let me try. I may be the Cinderella to put on the
slipper after all.'

Margaret could hardly smile at this little joke, so oppressed was sheby
her visit to the Higginses.

'What would you do, papa? How would you set about it?'
'Why, I would apply to some good house-mother to recommend me

one known to herself or her servants.'
'Very good. But we must first catch our house-mother.'
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'You have caught her. Or rather she is coming into the snare, and you
will catch her to-morrow, if you're skilful.'

'What do you mean, Mr. Hale?' asked his wife, her curiosity aroused.
'Why, my paragon pupil (as Margaret calls him), has told me that his

mother intends to call on Mrs. and Miss Hale to-morrow.'
'Mrs. Thornton!' exclaimed Mrs. Hale.
'The mother of whom he spoke to us?' said Margaret.
'Mrs. Thornton; the only mother he has, I believe,' said Mr. Hale

quietly.
'I shall like to seeher. Shemust be an uncommon person, her mother

added.
'Perhapsshemay have a relation who might suit us, and be glad of our

place. Shesounded to be such a careful economical person, that I should
like any one out of the same family.'

'My dear,' said Mr. Hale alarmed. 'Pray don't go off on that idea. I
fancy Mrs. Thornton is as haughty and proud in her way, as our little
Margaret here is in hers, and that she completely ignores that old time of
trial, and poverty, and economy, of which he speaks so openly. I am
sure, at any rate, she would not like strangers to know anything about It.'

'Take notice that is not my kind of haughtiness, papa, if I have any at
all; which I don't agree to, though you're always accusing me of it.'

'I don't know positively that it is hers either; but from little things I
have gathered from him, I fancy so.'

They cared too little to ask in what manner her son had spoken about
her. Margaret only wanted to know if she must stay in to receive this
call, as it would prevent her going to seehow Bessywas, until late in the
day, since the early morning was always occupied in household affairs;
and then she recollected that her mother must not be left to have the
whole weight of entertaining her visitor.
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Chapter12
Morning Calls

'WellÑI suppose we must.'
FRIENDS IN COUNCIL.

Mr. Thornton had had some difficulty in working up his mother to the
desired point of civility. Shedid not often make calls; and when she did,
it was in heavy state that shewent through her duties. Her son had given
her a carriage; but she refused to let him keep horses for it; they were
hired for the solemn occasions,when shepaid morning or evening visits.
Shehad had horses for three days, not a fortnight before, and had com-
fortably 'killed off' all her acquaintances,who might now put themselves
to trouble and expensein their turn. Yet Crampton was too far off for her
to walk; and she had repeatedly questioned her son as to whether his
wish that she should call on the Hales was strong enough to bear the ex-
penseof cab-hire. Shewould have been thankful if it had not; for, as she
said, 'she saw no use in making up friendships and intimacies with all
the teachersand masters in Milton; why, he would be wanting her to call
on Fanny's dancing-master's wife, the next thing!'

'And so I would, mother, if Mr. Mason and his wife were friend less in
a strange place, like the Hales.'

'Oh! you need not speak so hastily. I am going to-morrow. I only
wanted you exactly to understand about it.'

'If you are going to-morrow, I shall order horses.'
'Nonsense, John. One would think you were made of money.'
'Not quite, yet. But about the horses I'm determined. The last time you

were out in a cab, you came home with a headache from the jolting.'
'I never complained of it, I'm sure.'
'No. My mother is not given to complaints,' said he, a little proudly.

'But so much the more I have to watch over you. Now asfor Fanny there,
a little hardship would do her good.'
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'She is not made of the samestuff as you are, John. Shecould not bear
it.' Mrs. Thornton was silent after this; for her last words bore relation to
a subject which mortified her. She had an unconscious contempt for a
weak character; and Fanny was weak in the very points in which her
mother and brother were strong. Mrs. Thornton was not a woman much
given to reasoning; her quick judgment and firm resolution served her in
good stead of any long arguments and discussions with herself; she felt
instinctively that nothing could strengthen Fanny to endure hardships
patiently, or face difficulties bravely; and though she winced as she
made this acknowledgment to herself about her daughter, it only gave
her a kind of pitying tenderness of manner towards her; much of the
same description of demeanour with which mothers are wont to treat
their weak and sickly children. A stranger, a careless observer might
have considered that Mrs. Thornton's manner to her children betokened
far more love to Fanny than to John. But such a one would have been
deeply mistaken. The very daringness with which mother and son spoke
out unpalatable truths, the one to the other, showed a reliance on the
firm centre of each other's souls, which the uneasy tenderness of Mrs.
Thornton's manner to her daughter, the shame with which she thought
to hide the poverty of her child in all the grand qualities which she her-
self possessedunconsciously, and which she set so high a value upon in
othersÑthis shame, I say, betrayed the want of a secureresting-place for
her affection. Shenever called her son by any name but John; 'love,' and
'dear,' and such like terms, were reserved for Fanny. But her heart gave
thanks for him day and night; and she walked proudly among women
for his sake.

'Fanny dear I shall have horses to the carriage to-day, to go and call on
these Hales. Should not you go and seenurse? It's in the samedirection,
and she'salways so glad to seeyou. You could go on there while I am at
Mrs. Hale's.'

'Oh! mamma, it's such a long way, and I am so tired.'
'With what?' asked Mrs. Thornton, her brow slightly contracting.
'I don't knowÑthe weather, I think. It is so relaxing. Couldn't you

bring nurse here, mamma? The carriage could fetch her, and she could
spend the rest of the day here, which I know she would like.'

Mrs. Thornton did not speak; but she laid her work on the table, and
seemed to think.

'It will be a long way for her to walk back at night!' she remarked, at
last.
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'Oh, but I will send her home in a cab. I never thought of her walking.'
At this point, Mr. Thornton came in, just before going to the mill.

'Mother! I need hardly say, that if there is any little thing that could
serve Mrs. Hale as an invalid, you will offer it, I'm sure.'

'If I can find it out, I will. But I have never been ill myself, so I am not
much up to invalids' fancies.'

'Well! here is Fanny then, who is seldom without an ailment. Shewill
be able to suggest something, perhapsÑwon't you, Fan?'

'I have not always an ailment,' said Fanny, pettishly; 'and I am not go-
ing with mamma. I have a headache to-day, and I shan't go out.'

Mr. Thornton looked annoyed. His mother's eyes were bent on her
work, at which she was now stitching away busily.

'Fanny! I wish you to go,' said he, authoritatively. 'It will do you good,
instead of harm. You will oblige me by going, without my saying any-
thing more about it.'

He went abruptly out of the room after saying this.
If he had staid a minute longer, Fanny would have cried at his tone of

command, even when he used the words, 'You will oblige me.' As it was,
she grumbled.

'John always speaks as if I fancied I was ill, and I am sure I never do
fancy any such thing. Who are these Hales that he makes such a fuss
about?'

'Fanny, don't speak so of your brother. He has good reasons of some
kind or other, or he would not wish us to go. Make haste and put your
things on.'

But the little altercation between her son and her daughter did not in-
cline Mrs. Thornton more favourably towards 'these Hales.' Her jealous
heart repeated her daughter's question, 'Who are they, that he is so
anxious we should pay them all this attention?' It came up like a burden
to a song, long after Fanny had forgotten all about it in the pleasant ex-
citement of seeing the effect of a new bonnet in the looking-glass.

Mrs. Thornton was shy. It was only of late years that she had had leis-
ure enough in her life to go into society; and as society she did not enjoy
it. As dinner-giving, and as criticising other people's dinners, she took
satisfaction in it. But this going to make acquaintancewith strangers was
a very different thing. Shewas ill at ease,and looked more than usually
stern and forbidding as she entered the Hales' little drawing-room.

Margaret was busy embroidering a small piece of cambric for some
little article of dress for Edith's expected babyÑ'Flimsy, uselesswork,' as
Mrs. Thornton observed to herself. Sheliked Mrs. Hale's double knitting
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far better; that was sensible of its kind. The room altogether was full of
knick-knacks, which must take a long time to dust; and time to people of
limited income was money. She made all these reflections as she was
talking in her stately way to Mrs. Hale, and uttering all the stereotyped
commonplaces that most people can find to say with their sensesblind-
folded. Mrs. Hale was making rather more exertion in her answers, cap-
tivated by some real old lace which Mrs. Thornton wore; 'lace,' as she af-
terwards observed to Dixon, 'of that old English point which has not
been made for this seventy years, and which cannot be bought. It must
have beenan heir-loom, and shows that she had ancestors.'Sothe owner
of the ancestral lace becameworthy of something more than the languid
exertion to be agreeableto a visitor, by which Mrs. Hale's efforts at con-
versation would have been otherwise bounded. And presently, Mar-
garet, racking her brain to talk to Fanny, heard her mother and Mrs.
Thornton plunge into the interminable subject of servants.

'I suppose you are not musical,' said Fanny, 'as I see no piano.'
'I am fond of hearing good music; I cannot play well myself; and papa

and mamma don't caremuch about it; so we sold our old piano when we
came here.'

'I wonder how you can exist without one. It almost seemsto me a ne-
cessary of life.'

'Fifteen shillings a week, and three saved out of them!' thought Mar-
garet to herself 'But she must have been very young. She probably has
forgotten her own personal experience. But she must know of those
days.' Margaret's manner had an extra tinge of coldness in it when she
next spoke.

'You have good concerts here, I believe.'
'Oh, yes! Delicious! Too crowded, that is the worst. The directors ad-

mit so indiscriminately. But one is sure to hear the newest music there. I
always have a large order to give to Johnson's, the day after a concert.'

'Do you like new music simply for its newness, then?'
'Oh; one knows it is the fashion in London, or else the singers would

not bring it down here. You have been in London, of course.'
'Yes,' said Margaret, 'I have lived there for several years.'
'Oh! London and the Alhambra are the two places I long to see!'
'London and the Alhambra!'
'Yes! ever since I read the Tales of the Alhambra. Don't you know

them?'
'I don't think I do. But surely, it is a very easy journey to London.'
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'Yes;but somehow,' said Fanny, lowering her voice, 'mamma has nev-
er been to London herself, and can't understand my longing. Sheis very
proud of Milton; dirty, smoky place, as I feel it to be. I believe she ad-
mires it the more for those very qualities.'

'If it has been Mrs. Thornton's home for some years, I can well under-
stand her loving it,' said Margaret, in her clear bell-like voice.

'What are you saying about me, Miss Hale? May I inquire?'
Margaret had not the words ready for an answer to this question,

which took her a little by surprise, so Miss Thornton replied:
'Oh, mamma! we are only trying to account for your being so fond of

Milton.'
'Thank you,' said Mrs. Thornton. 'I do not feel that my very natural lik-

ing for the place where I was born and brought up,Ñand which has
since been my residence for some years, requires any accounting for.'

Margaret was vexed. As Fanny had put it, it did seem as if they had
been impertinently discussing Mrs. Thornton's feelings; but she also rose
up against that lady's manner of showing that she was offended.

Mrs. Thornton went on after a moment's pause:
'Do you know anything of Milton, Miss Hale? Have you seen any of

our factories? our magnificent warehouses?'
'No!' said Margaret. 'I have not seen anything of that description as

yet. Then she felt that, by concealing her utter indifference to all such
places, she was hardly speaking with truth; so she went on:

'I dare say, papa would have taken me before now if I had cared. But I
really do not find much pleasure in going over manufactories.'

'They are very curious places,' said Mrs. Hale, 'but there is so much
noise and dirt always. I remember once going in a lilac silk to seecandles
made, and my gown was utterly ruined.'

'Very probably,' said Mrs. Thornton, in a short displeased manner. 'I
merely thought, that as strangers newly come to reside in a town which
has risen to eminence in the country, from the character and progress of
its peculiar business, you might have cared to visit some of the places
where it is carried on; places unique in the kingdom, I am informed. If
Miss Hale changes her mind and condescends to be curious as to the
manufactures of Milton, I can only say I shall be glad to procure her ad-
mission to print-works, or reed-making, or the more simple operations of
spinning carried on in my son's mill. Every improvement of machinery
is, I believe, to be seen there, in its highest perfection.'
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'I am so glad you don't like mills and manufactories, and all those kind
of things,' said Fanny, in a half-whisper, as she rose to accompany her
mother, who was taking leave of Mrs. Hale with rustling dignity.

'I think I should like to know all about them, if I were you,' replied
Margaret quietly.

'Fanny!' said her mother, as they drove away, 'we will be civil to these
Hales: but don't form one of your hasty friendships with the daughter.
She will do you no good, I see.The mother looks very ill, and seemsa
nice, quiet kind of person.'

'I don't want to form any friendship with Miss Hale, mamma,' said
Fanny, pouting. 'I thought I was doing my duty by talking to her, and
trying to amuse her.'

'Well! at any rate John must be satisfied now.'
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Chapter13
A Soft Breeze in a Sultry Place

'That doubt and trouble, fear and pain,
And anguish, all, are shadows vain,
That death itself shall not remain;

That weary deserts we may tread,
A dreary labyrinth may thread,
Thro' dark ways underground be led;

Yet, if we will one Guide obey,
The dreariest path, the darkest way
Shall issue out in heavenly day;

And we, on divers shores now cast,
Shall meet, our perilous voyage past,
All in our Father's house at last!'

R. C. TRENCH.

Margaret flew up stairs as soon as their visitors were gone, and put on
her bonnet and shawl, to run and inquire how BessyHiggins was, and
sit with her as long as she could before dinner. As she went along the
crowded narrow streets, she felt how much of interest they had gained
by the simple fact of her having learnt to care for a dweller in them.

Mary Higgins, the slatternly younger sister, had endeavoured as well
as she could to tidy up the house for the expected visit. There had been
rough-stoning done in the middle of the floor, while the flags under the
chairs and table and round the walls retained their dark unwashed ap-
pearance.Although the day was hot, there burnt a large fire in the grate,
making the whole place feel like an oven. Margaret did not understand
that the lavishness of coals was a sign of hospitable welcome to her on
Mary's part, and thought that perhaps the oppressive heat was necessary
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for Bessy.Bessy herself lay on a squab, or short sofa, placed under the
window. Shewas very much more feeble than on the previous day, and
tired with raising herself at every step to look out and seeif it was Mar-
garet coming. And now that Margaret was there, and had taken a chair
by her, Bessylay back silent, and content to look at Margaret's face, and
touch her articles of dress, with a childish admiration of their fineness of
texture.

'I never knew why folk in the Bible cared for soft raiment afore. But it
must be nice to go dressedasyo' do. It's different fro' common. Most fine
folk tire my eyes out wi' their colours; but some how yours rest me.
Where did ye get this frock?'

'In London,' said Margaret, much amused.
'London! Have yo' been in London?'
'Yes! I lived there for some years. But my home was in a forest; in the

country.
'Tell me about it,' said Bessy. 'I like to hear speak of the country and

trees, and such like things.' Sheleant back, and shut her eye and crossed
her hands over her breast, lying at perfect rest, as if t receive all the ideas
Margaret could suggest.

Margaret had never spoken of Helstone since she left it, except just
naming the place incidentally. Shesaw it in dreams more vivid than life,
and asshe fell away to slumber at nights her memory wandered in all its
pleasant places.But her heart was opened to this girl; 'Oh, Bessy,I loved
the home we have left so dearly! I wish you could seeit. I cannot tell you
half its beauty. There are great trees standing all about it, with their
branchesstretching long and level, and making a deep shadeof rest even
at noonday. And yet, though every leaf may seemstill, there is a continu-
al rushing sound of movement all aroundÑnot close at hand. Then
sometimes the turf is assoft and fine asvelvet; and sometimes quite lush
with the perpetual moisture of a little, hidden, tinkling brook near at
hand. And then in other parts there are billowy fernsÑwhole stretchesof
fern; some in the green shadow; some with long streaks of golden sun-
light lying on themÑjust like the sea.'

'I have never seen the sea,' murmured Bessy. 'But go on.'
'Then, here and there, there are wide commons, high up as if above the

very tops of the treesÑ'
'I'm glad of that. I felt smothered like down below. When I have gone

for an out, I've always wanted to get high up and seefar away, and take
a deep breath o' fulness in that air. I get smothered enough in Milton,
and I think the sound yo' speak of among the trees,going on for ever and
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ever, would send me dazed; it's that made my head ache so in the mill.
Now on these commons I reckon there is but little noise?'

'No,' said Margaret; 'nothing but here and there a lark high in the air.
Sometimes I used to hear a farmer speaking sharp and loud to his ser-
vants; but it was so far away that it only reminded me pleasantly that
other people were hard at work in some distant place, while I just sat on
the heather and did nothing.'

'I used to think once that if I could have a day of doing nothing, to rest
meÑa day in some quiet place like that yo' speak onÑit would maybe
set me up. But now I've had many days o' idleness, and I'm just asweary
o' them as I was o' my work. Sometimes I'm so tired out I think I cannot
enjoy heaven without a piece of rest first. I'm rather afeard o' going
straight there without getting a good sleep in the grave to set me up.'

'Don't be afraid, Bessy,' said Margaret, laying her hand on the girl's;
'God can give you more perfect rest than even idleness on earth, or the
dead sleep of the grave can do.'

Bessy moved uneasily; then she said:
'I wish father would not speak as he does. He means well, as I telled

yo' yesterday, and tell yo' again and again. But yo' see,though I don't be-
lieve him a bit by day, yet by nightÑwhen I'm in a fever, half-asleep and
half-awakeÑit comes back upon meÑoh! so bad! And I think, if this
should be th' end of all, and if all I've been born for is just to work my
heart and my life away, and to sicken i' this dree place, wi' them mill-
noises in my ears for ever, until I could screamout for them to stop, and
let me have a little piece o' quietÑand wi' the fluff filling my lungs, until
I thirst to death for one long deep breath o' the clear air yo' speak
onÑand my mother gone, and I never able to tell her again how I loved
her, and o' all my troublesÑI think if this life is th' end, and that there's
no God to wipe away all tears from all eyesÑyo' wench, yo'!' said she,
sitting up, and clutching violently, almost fiercely, at Margaret's hand, 'I
could go mad, and kill yo', I could.' She fell back completely worn out
with her passion. Margaret knelt down by her.

'BessyÑwe have a Father in Heaven.'
'I know it! I know it,' moaned she, turning her head uneasily from side

to side.
'I'm very wicked. I've spoken very wickedly. Oh! don't be frightened

by me and never come again. I would not harm a hair of your head.
And,' opening her eyes, and looking earnestly at Margaret, 'I believe,
perhaps, more than yo' do o' what's to come. I read the book o'
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Revelations until I know it off by heart, and I never doubt when I'm wak-
ing, and in my senses, of all the glory I'm to come to.'

'Don't let us talk of what fancies come into your head when you are fe-
verish. I would rather hear something about what you used to do when
you were well.'

'I think I was well when mother died, but I have never been rightly
strong sin' somewhere about that time. I began to work in a carding-
room soon after, and the fluff got into my lungs and poisoned me.'

'Fluff?' said Margaret, inquiringly.
'Fluff,' repeated Bessy. 'Little bits, as fly off fro' the cotton, when

they're carding it, and fill the air till it looks all fine white dust. They say
it winds round the lungs, and tightens them up. Anyhow, there's many a
one as works in a carding-room, that falls into a waste, coughing and
spitting blood, because they're just poisoned by the fluff.'

'But can't it be helped?' asked Margaret.
'I dunno. Some folk have a great wheel at one end o' their carding-

rooms to make a draught, and carry off th' dust; but that wheel costs a
deal o' moneyÑfive or six hundred pound, maybe, and brings in no
profit; so it's but a few of th' masters as will put 'em up; and I've heard
tell o' men who didn't like working places where there was a wheel, be-
causethey said ashow it mad 'em hungry, at after they'd been long used
to swallowing fluff, tone go without it, and that their wage ought to be
raised if they were to work in such places.So between masters and men
th' wheels fall through. I know I wish there'd been a wheel in our place,
though.'

'Did not your father know about it?' asked Margaret.
'Yes! And he were sorry. But our factory were a good one on the

whole; and a steady likely set o' people; and father was afeard of letting
me go to a strange place, for though yo' would na think it now, many a
one then used to call me a gradely lass enough. And I did na like to be
reckoned nesh and soft, and Mary's schooling were to be kept up, moth-
er said, and father he were always liking to buy books, and go to lectures
o' one kind or anotherÑall which took moneyÑso I just worked on till I
shall ne'er get the whirr out o' my ears,or the fluff out o' my throat i' this
world. That's all.'

'How old are you?' asked Margaret.
'Nineteen, come July.'
'And I too am nineteen.' She thought, more sorrowfully than Bessy

did, of the contrast between them. Shecould not speak for a moment or
two for the emotion she was trying to keep down.
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'About Mary,' said Bessy. 'I wanted to ask yo' to be a friend to her.
She'sseventeen,but she'sth' last on us. And I don't want her to go to th'
mill, and yet I dunno what she's fit for.'

'She could not do'ÑMargaret glanced unconsciously at the uncleaned
corners of the roomÑ'She could hardly undertake a servant's place,
could she?We have an old faithful servant, almost a friend, who wants
help, but who is very particular; and it would not be right to plague her
with giving her any assistancethat would really be an annoyance and an
irritation.'

'No, I see.I reckon yo're right. Our Mary's a good wench; but who has
shehad to teach her what to do about a house?No mother, and me at the
mill till I were good for nothing but scolding her for doing badly what I
didn't know how to do a bit. But I wish she could ha' lived wi' yo', for all
that.'

'But even though she may not be exactly fitted to come and live with
us as a servantÑand I don't know about thatÑI will always try and be a
friend to her for your sake,Bessy.And now I must go. I will come again
as soon as I can; but if it should not be to-morrow, or the next day, or
even a week or a fortnight hence,don't think I've forgotten you. I may be
busy.'

'I'll know yo' won't forget me again. I'll not mistrust yo' no more. But
remember, in a week or a fortnight I may be dead and buried!'

'I'll come as soon as I can, Bessy,' said Margaret, squeezing her hand
tight.

'But you'll let me know if you are worse.
'Ay, that will I,' said Bessy, returning the pressure.
From that day forwards Mrs. Hale becamemore and more of a suffer-

ing invalid. It was now drawing near to the anniversary of Edith's mar-
riage, and looking back upon the year's accumulated heap of troubles,
Margaret wondered how they had been borne. If she could have anticip-
ated them, how she would have shrunk away and hid herself from the
coming time! And yet day by day had, of itself, and by itself, been very
endurableÑsmall, keen, bright little spots of positive enjoyment having
come sparkling into the very middle of sorrows. A year ago, or when she
first went to Helstone, and first became silently conscious of the quer-
ulousness in her mother's temper, she would have groaned bitterly over
the idea of a long illness to be borne in a strange, desolate, noisy, busy
place, with diminished comforts on every side of the home life. But with
the increase of serious and just ground of complaint, a new kind of pa-
tience had sprung up in her mother's mind. Shewas gentle and quiet in
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intense bodily suffering, almost in proportion as she had been restless
and depressedwhen there had beenno real causefor grief. Mr. Hale was
in exactly that stage of apprehension which, in men of his stamp, takes
the shape of wilful blindness. He was more irritated than Margaret had
ever known him at his daughter's expressed anxiety.

'Indeed, Margaret, you are growing fanciful! God knows I should be
the first to take the alarm if your mother were really ill; we always saw
when she had her headachesat Helstone, even without her telling us.
Shelooks quite pale and white when she is ill; and now she has a bright
healthy colour in her cheeks, just as she used to have when I first knew
her.'

'But, papa,' said Margaret, with hesitation, 'do you know, I think that
is the flush of pain.'

'Nonsense, Margaret. I tell you, you are too fanciful. You are the per-
son not well, I think. Send for the doctor to-morrow for yourself; and
then, if it will make your mind easier, he can see your mother.'

'Thank you, dear papa. It will make me happier, indeed.' And she
went up to him to kiss him. But he pushed her awayÑgently enough,
but still as if she had suggested unpleasant ideas, which he should be
glad to get rid of as readily as he could of her presence.He walked un-
easily up and down the room.

'Poor Maria!' said he, half soliloquising, 'I wish one could do right
without sacrificing others. I shall hate this town, and myself too, if
sheÑÑPray, Margaret, does your mother often talk to you of the old
places of Helstone, I mean?'

'No, papa,' said Margaret, sadly.
'Then, you see,shecan't be fretting after them, eh?It has always beena

comfort to me to think that your mother was so simple and open that I
knew every little grievance she had. She never would conceal anything
seriously affecting her health from me: would she, eh, Margaret? I am
quite sure she would not. So don't let me hear of these foolish morbid
ideas. Come, give me a kiss, and run off to bed.'

But she heard him pacing about (racooning, as she and Edith used to
call it) long after her slow and languid undressing was finishedÑlong
after she began to listen as she lay in bed.
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Chapter14
The Mutiny

'I was used
To sleep at nights as sweetly as a child,Ñ
Now if the wind blew rough, it made me start,
And think of my poor boy tossing about
Upon the roaring seas. And then I seemed
To feel that it was hard to take him from me
For such a little fault.'

SOUTHEY.

It was a comfort to Margaret about this time, to find that her mother
drew more tenderly and intimately towards her than she had ever done
since the days of her childhood. Shetook her to her heart as a confiden-
tial friendÑthe post Margaret had always longed to fill, and had envied
Dixon for being preferred to. Margaret took pains to respond to every
call made upon her for sympathyÑand they were manyÑeven when
they bore relation to trifles, which shewould no more have noticed or re-
garded herself than the elephant would perceive the little pin at his feet,
which yet he lifts carefully up at the bidding of his keeper. All uncon-
sciously Margaret drew near to a reward.

One evening, Mr. Hale being absent, her mother began to talk to her
about her brother Frederick, the very subject on which Margaret had
longed to ask questions, and almost the only one on which her timidity
overcame her natural openness.The more she wanted to hear about him,
the less likely she was to speak.

'Oh, Margaret, it was so windy last night! It came howling down the
chimney in our room! I could not sleep. I never can when there is such a
terrible wind. I got into a wakeful habit when poor Frederick was at sea;
and now, even if I don't waken all at once, I dream of him in some
stormy sea, with great, clear, glass-green walls of waves on either side
his ship, but far higher than her very masts, curling over her with that
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cruel, terrible white foam, like some gigantic crested serpent. It is an old
dream, but it always comes back on windy nights, till I am thankful to
waken, sitting straight and stiff up in bed with my terror. Poor Frederick!
He is on land now, so wind can do him no harm. Though I did think it
might shake down some of those tall chimneys.'

'Where is Frederick now, mamma? Our letters are directed to the care
of Messrs. Barbour, at Cadiz, I know; but where is he himself?'

'I can't remember the name of the place, but he is not called Hale; you
must remember that, Margaret. Notice the F. D. in every corner of the let-
ters. He has taken the name of Dickenson. I wanted him to have been
called Beresford, to which he had a kind of right, but your father thought
he had better not. He might be recognised, you know, if he were called
by my name.'

'Mamma,' said Margaret, 'I was at Aunt Shaw's when it all happened;
and I suppose I was not old enough to be told plainly about it. But I
should like to know now, if I mayÑif it does not give you too much pain
to speak about it.'

'Pain! No,' replied Mrs. Hale, her cheek flushing. 'Yet it is pain to think
that perhaps I may never seemy darling boy again. Or elsehe did right,
Margaret. They may say what they like, but I have his own letters to
show, and I'll believe him, though he is my son, sooner than any court-
martial on earth. Go to my little japan cabinet, dear, and in the second
left-hand drawer you will find a packet of letters.'

Margaret went. There were the yellow, sea-stainedletters, with the pe-
culiar fragrance which ocean letters have: Margaret carried them back to
her mother, who untied the silken string with trembling fingers, and, ex-
amining their dates, she gave them to Margaret to read, making her hur-
ried, anxious remarks on their contents, almost before her daughter
could have understood what they were.

'You see,Margaret, how from the very first he disliked Captain Reid.
He was second lieutenant in the shipÑthe OrionÑin which Frederick
sailed the very first time. Poor little fellow, how well he looked in his
midshipman's dress,with his dirk in his hand, cutting open all the news-
papers with it as if it were a paper-knife! But this Mr. Reid, as he was
then, seemedto take a dislike to Frederick from the very beginning. And
thenÑstay! these are the letters he wrote on board the Russell. When he
was appointed to her, and found his old enemy Captain Reid in com-
mand, he did mean to bear all his tyranny patiently. Look! this is the let-
ter. Just read it, Margaret. Where is it he saysÑStopÑ'my father may
rely upon me, that I will bear with all proper patience everything that
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one officer and gentleman can take from another. But from my former
knowledge of my present captain, I confess I look forward with appre-
hension to a long course of tyranny on board the Russell.' You see,he
promises to bear patiently, and I am sure he did, for he was the sweetest-
tempered boy, when he was not vexed, that could possibly be. Is that the
letter in which he speaksof Captain Reid's impatience with the men, for
not going through the ship's manoeuvres asquickly as the Avenger? You
see,he says that they had many new hands on board the Russell, while
the Avenger had been nearly three years on the station, with nothing to
do but to keep slavers off, and work her men, till they ran up and down
the rigging like rats or monkeys.'

Margaret slowly read the letter, half illegible through the fading of the
ink. It might beÑit probably wasÑa statement of Captain Reid's imperi-
ousnessin trifles, very much exaggeratedby the narrator, who had writ-
ten it while fresh and warm from the sceneof altercation. Some sailors
being aloft in the main-topsail rigging, the captain had ordered them to
race down, threatening the hindmost with the cat-of-nine-tails. He who
was the farthest on the spar, feeling the impossibility of passing his com-
panions, and yet passionately dreading the disgrace of the flogging,
threw himself desperately down to catch a rope considerably lower,
failed, and fell senselesson deck. He only survived for a few hours after-
wards, and the indignation of the ship's crew was at boiling point when
young Hale wrote.

'But we did not receive this letter till long, long after we heard of the
mutiny. Poor Fred! I dare say it was a comfort to him to write it even
though he could not have known how to send it, poor fellow! And then
we saw a report in the papersÑthat's to say, long before Fred's letter
reachedusÑof an atrocious mutiny having broken out on board the Rus-
sell, and that the mutineers had remained in possession of the ship,
which had gone off, it was supposed, to be a pirate; and that Captain
Reid was sent adrift in a boat with some menÑofficers or
somethingÑwhose names were all given, for they were picked up by a
West-Indian steamer. Oh, Margaret! how your father and I turned sick
over that list, when there was no name of Frederick Hale. We thought it
must be some mistake; for poor Fred was such a fine fellow, only per-
haps rather too passionate; and we hoped that the name of Carr, which
was in the list, was a misprint for that of HaleÑnewspapers are so care-
less. And towards post-time the next day, papa set off to walk to
Southampton to get the papers; and I could not stop at home, so I went
to meet him. He was very lateÑmuch later than I thought he would have
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been; and I sat down under the hedge to wait for him. He came at last,
his arms hanging loose down, his head sunk, and walking heavily along,
as if every step was a labour and a trouble. Margaret, I see him now.'

'Don't go on, mamma. I can understand it all,' said Margaret, leaning
up caressingly against her mother's side, and kissing her hand.

'No, you can't, Margaret. No one can who did not seehim then. I could
hardly lift myself up to go and meet himÑeverything seemedso to reel
around me all at once.And when I got to him, he did not speak, or seem
surprised to seeme there, more than three miles from home, beside the
Oldham beech-tree; but he put my arm in his, and kept stroking my
hand, as if he wanted to soothe me to be very quiet under some great
heavy blow; and when I trembled so all over that I could not speak, he
took me in his arms, and stooped down his head on mine, and began to
shake and to cry in a strange muffled, groaning voice, till I, for very
fright, stood quite still, and only begged him to tell me what he had
heard. And then, with his hand jerking, as if some one else moved it
against his will, he gave me a wicked newspaper to read, calling our Fre-
derick a "traitor of the blackest dye," "a base,ungrateful disgrace to his
profession." Oh! I cannot tell what bad words they did not use. I took the
paper in my hands as soon as I had read itÑI tore it up to little bitsÑI
tore itÑoh! I believe Margaret, I tore it with my teeth. I did not cry. I
could not. My cheekswere as hot as fire, and my very eyesburnt in my
head. I saw your father looking grave at me. I said it was a lie, and so it
was. Months after, this letter came, and you seewhat provocation Fred-
erick had. It was not for himself, or his own injuries, he rebelled; but he
would speak his mind to Captain Reid, and so it went on from bad to
worse; and you see, most of the sailors stuck by Frederick.

'I think, Margaret,' she continued, after a pause, in a weak, trembling,
exhausted voice, 'I am glad of itÑI am prouder of Frederick standing up
against injustice, than if he had been simply a good officer.'

'I am sure I am,' said Margaret, in a firm, decided tone. 'Loyalty and
obedience to wisdom and justice are fine; but it is still finer to defy arbit-
rary power, unjustly and cruelly used-not on behalf of ourselves, but on
behalf of others more helpless.'

'For all that, I wish I could seeFrederick once moreÑjust once.He was
my first baby, Margaret.' Mrs. Hale spoke wistfully, and almost as if apo-
logising for the yearning, craving wish, as though it were a depreciation
of her remaining child. But such an idea never crossedMargaret's mind.
She was thinking how her mother's desire could be fulfilled.
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'It is six or sevenyears agoÑwould they still prosecute him, mother? If
he came and stood his trial, what would be the punishment? Surely, he
might bring evidence of his great provocation.'

'It would do no good,' replied Mrs. Hale. 'Some of the sailors who ac-
companied Frederick were taken, and there was a court-martial held on
them on board the Amicia; I believed all they said in their defence,poor
fellows, becauseit just agreed with Frederick's storyÑbut it was of no
use,Ñ' and for the first time during the conversation Mrs. Hale began to
cry; yet something possessed Margaret to force the information she
foresaw, yet dreaded, from her mother.

'What happened to them, mamma?' asked she.
'They were hung at the yard-arm,' said Mrs. Hale, solemnly. 'And the

worst was that the court, in condemning them to death, said they had
suffered themselves to be led astray from their duty by their superior
officers.'

They were silent for a long time.
'And Frederick was in South America for several years, was he not?'
'Yes. And now he is in Spain. At Cadiz, or somewhere near it. If he

comesto England he will be hung. I shall never seehis face againÑfor if
he comes to England he will be hung.'

There was no comfort to be given. Mrs. Hale turned her face to the
wall, and lay perfectly still in her mother's despair. Nothing could be
said to console her. Shetook her hand out of Margaret's with a little im-
patient movement, as if she would fain be left alone with the recollection
of her son. When Mr. Hale came in, Margaret went out, oppressed with
gloom, and seeing no promise of brightness on any side of the horizon.
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Chapter15
Masters and Men

'Thought fights with thought; out springs a spark of truth
From the collision of the sword and shield.'

W. S. LANDOR.

'Margaret,' said her father, the next day, 'we must return Mrs.
Thornton's call. Your mother is not very well, and thinks she cannot
walk so far; but you and I will go this afternoon.'

As they went, Mr. Hale began about his wife's health, with a kind of
veiled anxiety, which Margaret was glad to see awakened at last.

'Did you consult the doctor, Margaret? Did you send for him?'
'No, papa, you spoke of his corning to seeme. Now I was well. But if I

only knew of some good doctor, I would go this afternoon, and ask him
to come, for I am sure mamma is seriously indisposed.'

She put the truth thus plainly and strongly becauseher father had so
completely shut his mind against the idea, when she had last named her
fears. But now the case was changed. He answered in a despondent tone:

'Do you think she has any hidden complaint? Do you think she is
really very ill? Has Dixon said anything? Oh, Margaret! I am haunted by
the fear that our coming to Milton has killed her. My poor Maria!'

'Oh, papa! don't imagine such things,' said Margaret, shocked. 'She is
not well, that is all. Many a one is not well for a time; and with good ad-
vice gets better and stronger than ever.'

'But has Dixon said anything about her?'
'No! You know Dixon enjoys making a mystery out of trifles; and she

has been a little mysterious about mamma's health, which has alarmed
me rather, that is all. Without any reason, I dare say. You know, papa,
you said the other day I was getting fanciful.'

'I hope and trust you are. But don't think of what I said then. I like you
to be fanciful about your mother's health. Don't be afraid of telling me
your fancies. I like to hear them, though, I dare say, I spoke as if I was
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annoyed. But we will ask Mrs. Thornton if she can tell us of a good doc-
tor. We won't throw away our money on any but some one first-rate.
Stay, we turn up this street.' The street did not look as if it could contain
any house large enough for Mrs. Thornton's habitation. Her son's pres-
encenever gave any impression as to the kind of house he lived in; but,
unconsciously, Margaret had imagined that tall, massive, handsomely
dressed Mrs. Thornton must live in a house of the samecharacter as her-
self. Now Marlborough Street consisted of long rows of small houses,
with a blank wall here and there; at least that was all they could seefrom
the point at which they entered it.

'He told me he lived in Marlborough Street, I'm sure,' said Mr. Hale,
with a much perplexed air.

'Perhaps it is one of the economies he still practises, to live in a very
small house. But here are plenty of people about; let me ask.'

She accordingly inquired of a passer-by, and was informed that Mr.
Thornton lived close to the mill, and had the factory lodge-door pointed
out to her, at the end of the long dead wall they had noticed.

The lodge-door was like a common garden-door; on one side of it were
great closed gates for the ingress and egressof lurries and wagons. The
lodge-keeper admitted them into a great oblong yard, on one side of
which were offices for the transaction of business; on the opposite, an
immense many-windowed mill, whence proceeded the continual clank
of machinery and the long groaning roar of the steam-engine,enough to
deafen those who lived within the enclosure. Opposite to the wall, along
which the street ran, on one of the narrow sides of the oblong, was a
handsome stone-coped house,Ñblackened, to be sure, by the smoke, but
with paint, windows, and stepskept scrupulously clean. It was evidently
a house which had been built some fifty or sixty years. The stone fa-
cingsÑthe long, narrow windows, and the number of themÑthe flights
of stepsup to the front door, ascending from either side, and guarded by
railingÑall witnessed to its age. Margaret only wondered why people
who could afford to live in so good a house, and keep it in such perfect
order, did not prefer a much smaller dwelling in the country, or even
some suburb; not in the continual whirl and din of the factory. Her unac-
customed ears could hardly catch her father's voice, as they stood on the
steps awaiting the opening of the door. The yard, too, with the great
doors in the dead wall as a boundary, was but a dismal look-out for the
sitting-rooms of the houseÑas Margaret found when they had mounted
the old-fashioned stairs, and been ushered into the drawing-room, the
three windows of which went over the front door and the room on the
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right-hand side of the entrance. There was no one in the drawing-room.
It seemed as though no one had been in it since the day when the fur-
niture was bagged up with as much care as if the house was to be over-
whelmed with lava, and discovered a thousand years hence. The walls
were pink and gold; the pattern on the carpet represented bunches of
flowers on a light ground, but it was carefully covered up in the centre
by a linen drugget, glazed and colourless. The window-curtains were
lace; each chair and sofa had its own particular veil of netting, or knit-
ting. Great alabaster groups occupied every flat surface, safe from dust
under their glass shades. In the middle of the room, right under the
bagged-up chandelier, was a large circular table, with smartly-bound
books arranged at regular intervals round the circumference of its pol-
ished surface, like gaily-coloured spokesof a wheel. Everything reflected
light, nothing absorbed it. The whole room had a painfully spotted,
spangled, speckled look about it, which impressed Margaret so unpleas-
antly that she was hardly conscious of the peculiar cleanliness required
to keep everything so white and pure in such an atmosphere, or of the
trouble that must be willingly expended to secure that effect of icy,
snowy discomfort. Wherever she looked there was evidence of care and
labour, but not care and labour to procure ease,to help on habits of tran-
quil home employment; solely to ornament, and then to preserve orna-
ment from dirt or destruction.

They had leisure to observe, and to speak to each other in low voices,
before Mrs. Thornton appeared. They were talking of what all the world
might hear; but it is a common effect of such a room as this to make
people speak low, as if unwilling to awaken the unused echoes.

At last Mrs. Thornton came in, rustling in handsome black silk, as was
her wont; her muslins and laces rivalling, not excelling, the pure white-
nessof the muslins and netting of the room. Margaret explained how it
was that her mother could not accompany them to return Mrs.
Thornton's call; but in her anxiety not to bring back her father's fears too
vividly, shegave but a bungling account, and left the impression on Mrs.
Thornton's mind that Mrs. Hale's was some temporary or fanciful fine-
ladyish indisposition, which might have been put aside had there been a
strong enough motive; or that if it was too severe to allow her to come
out that day, the call might have been deferred. Remembering, too, the
horses to her carriage, hired for her own visit to the Hales, and how
Fanny had beenordered to go by Mr. Thornton, in order to pay every re-
spect to them, Mrs. Thornton drew up slightly offended, and gave
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Margaret no sympathyÑindeed, hardly any credit for the statement of
her mother's indisposition.

'How is Mr. Thornton?' asked Mr. Hale. 'I was afraid he was not well,
from his hurried note yesterday.'

'My son is rarely ill; and when he is, he never speaksabout it, or makes
it an excusefor not doing anything. He told me he could not get leisure
to read with you last night, sir. He regretted it, I am sure; he values the
hours spent with you.'

'I am sure they are equally agreeable to me,' said Mr. Hale. 'It makes
me feel young again to seehis enjoyment and appreciation of all that is
fine in classical literature.'

'I have no doubt the classicsare very desirable for people who have
leisure. But, I confess,it was against my judgment that my son renewed
his study of them. The time and place in which he lives, seem to me to
require all his energy and attention. Classicsmay do very well for men
who loiter away their lives in the country or in colleges;but Milton men
ought to have their thoughts and powers absorbed in the work of to-day.
At least, that is my opinion.' This last clauseshe gave out with 'the pride
that apes humility.'

'But, surely, if the mind is too long directed to one object only, it will
get stiff and rigid, and unable to take in many interests,' said Margaret.

'I do not quite understand what you mean by a mind getting stiff and
rigid. Nor do I admire those whirligig characters that are full of this
thing to-day, to be utterly forgetful of it in their new interest to-morrow.
Having many interests does not suit the life of a Milton manufacturer. It
is, or ought to be, enough for him to have one great desire, and to bring
all the purposes of his life to bear on the fulfilment of that.'

'And that isÑ?' asked Mr. Hale.
Her sallow cheek flushed, and her eye lightened, as she answered:
'To hold and maintain a high, honourable place among the merchants

of his countryÑthe men of his town. Such a place my son has earned for
himself. Go where you willÑI don't say in England only, but in
EuropeÑthe name of John Thornton of Milton is known and respected
amongst all men of business.Of course, it is unknown in the fashionable
circles,' she continued, scornfully.

'Idle gentlemen and ladies are not likely to know much of a Milton
manufacturer, unless he gets into parliament, or marries a lord's daugh-
ter.' Both Mr. Hale and Margaret had an uneasy, ludicrous consciousness
that they had never heard of this great name, until Mr. Bell had written
them word that Mr. Thornton would be a good friend to have in Milton.
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The proud mother's world was not their world of Harley Street gentilit-
ies on the one hand, or country clergymen and Hampshire squires on the
other. Margaret's face, in spite of all her endeavours to keep it simply
listening in its expression told the sensitive Mrs. Thornton this feeling of
hers.

'You think you never heard of this wonderful son of mine, Miss Hale.
You think I'm an old woman whose ideas are bounded by Milton, and
whose own crow is the whitest ever seen.'

'No,' said Margaret, with some spirit. 'It may be true, that I was think-
ing I had hardly heard Mr. Thornton's name before I cameto Milton. But
since I have come here, I have heard enough to make me respect and ad-
mire him, and to feel how much justice and truth there is in what you
have said of him.'

'Who spoke to you of him?' asked Mrs. Thornton, a little mollified, yet
jealous lest any one else'swords should not have done him full justice.
Margaret hesitated before she replied. Shedid not like this authoritative
questioning. Mr. Hale came in, as he thought, to the rescue.

'It was what Mr. Thornton said himself, that made us know the kind of
man he was. Was it not, Margaret?'

Mrs. Thornton drew herself up, and saidÑ
'My son is not the one to tell of his own doings. May I again ask you,

Miss Hale, from whose account you formed your favourable opinion of
him? A mother is curious and greedy of commendation of her children,
you know.'

Margaret replied, 'It was asmuch from what Mr. Thornton withheld of
that which we had been told of his previous life by Mr. Bell,Ñit was
more that than what he said, that made us all feel what reason you have
to be proud of him.'

'Mr. Bell! What can he know of John?He, living a lazy life in a drowsy
college. But I'm obliged to you, Miss Hale. Many a missy young lady
would have shrunk from giving an old woman the pleasure of hearing
that her son was well spoken of.'

'Why?' asked Margaret, looking straight at Mrs. Thornton, in
bewilderment.

'Why! becauseI suppose they might have consciencesthat told them
how surely they were making the old mother into an advocate for them,
in case they had any plans on the son's heart.'

Shesmiled a grim smile, for shehad beenpleased by Margaret's frank-
ness;and perhaps she felt that she had been asking questions too much
as if she had a right to catechise.Margaret laughed outright at the notion
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presented to her; laughed so merrily that it grated on Mrs. Thornton's
ear, as if the words that called forth that laugh, must have been utterly
and entirely ludicrous. Margaret stopped her merriment as soon as she
saw Mrs. Thornton's annoyed look.

'I beg your pardon, madam. But I really am very much obliged to you
for exonerating me from making any plans on Mr. Thornton's heart.'

'Young ladies have, before now,' said Mrs. Thornton, stiffly.
'I hope Miss Thornton is well,' put in Mr. Hale, desirous of changing

the current of the conversation.
'She is as well as she ever is. Sheis not strong,' replied Mrs. Thornton,

shortly.
'And Mr. Thornton? I suppose I may hope to see him on Thursday?'
'I cannot answer for my son's engagements.There is some uncomfort-

able work going on in the town; a threatening of a strike. If so, his experi-
ence and judgment will make him much consulted by his friends. But I
should think he could come on Thursday. At any rate, I am sure he will
let you know if he cannot.'

'A strike!' asked Margaret. 'What for? What are they going to strike
for?'

'For the mastership and ownership of other people's property,' said
Mrs. Thornton, with a fierce snort. 'That is what they always strike for. If
my son's work-people strike, I will only say they are a pack of ungrateful
hounds. But I have no doubt they will.'

'They are wanting higher wages, I suppose?' asked Mr. Hale.
'That is the face of the thing. But the truth is, they want to be masters,

and make the masters into slaves on their own ground. They are always
trying at it; they always have it in their minds and every five or six years,
there comes a struggle between masters and men. They'll find them-
selvesmistaken this time, I fancy,Ña little out of their reckoning. If they
turn out, they mayn't find it so easy to go in again. I believe, the masters
have a thing or two in their heads which will teach the men not to strike
again in a hurry, if they try it this time.'

'Does it not make the town very rough?' asked Margaret.
'Of course it does. But surely you are not a coward, are you? Milton is

not the place for cowards. I have known the time when I have had to
thread my way through a crowd of white, angry men, all swearing they
would have Makinson's blood as soon as he ventured to show his nose
out of his factory; and he, knowing nothing of it, some one had to go and
tell him, or he was a dead man, and it needed to be a woman,Ñso I
went. And when I had got in, I could not get out. It was as much as my
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life was worth. So I went up to the roof, where there were stones piled
ready to drop on the heads of the crowd, if they tried to force the factory
doors. And I would have lifted those heavy stones, and dropped them
with as good an aim as the best man there, but that I fainted with the
heat I had gone through. If you live in Milton, you must learn to have a
brave heart, Miss Hale.'

'I would do my best,' said Margaret rather pale. 'I do not know wheth-
er I am brave or not till I am tried; but I am afraid I should be a coward.'

'South country people are often frightened by what our Darkshire men
and women only call living and struggling. But when you've been ten
years among a people who are always owing their betters a grudge, and
only waiting for an opportunity to pay it off, you'll know whether you
are a coward or not, take my word for it.'

Mr. Thornton came that evening to Mr. Hale's. He was shown up into
the drawing-room, where Mr. Hale was reading aloud to his wife and
daughter.

'I am come partly to bring you a note from my mother, and partly to
apologise for not keeping to my time yesterday. The note contains the
address you asked for; Dr. Donaldson.'

'Thank you!' said Margaret, hastily, holding out her hand to take the
note, for she did not wish her mother to hear that they had been making
any inquiry about a doctor. She was pleased that Mr. Thornton seemed
immediately to understand her feeling; he gave her the note without an-
other word of explanation. Mr. Hale began to talk about the strike. Mr.
Thornton's face assumed a likeness to his mother's worst expression,
which immediately repelled the watching Margaret.

'Yes; the fools will have a strike. Let them. It suits us well enough. But
we gave them a chance. They think trade is flourishing as it was last
year. We seethe storm on the horizon and draw in our sails. But because
we don't explain our reasons,they won't believe we're acting reasonably.
We must give them line and letter for the way we choose to spend or
save our money. Henderson tried a dodge with his men, out at Ashley,
and failed. He rather wanted a strike; it would have suited his book well
enough. So when the men came to ask for the five per cent. they are
claiming, he told 'em he'd think about it, and give them his answer on
the pay day; knowing all the while what his answer would be, of course,
but thinking he'd strengthen their conceit of their own way. However,
they were too deep for him, and heard something about the bad pro-
spectsof trade. Soin they cameon the Friday, and drew back their claim,
and now he's obliged to go on working. But we Milton masters have to-
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day sent in our decision. We won't advance a penny. We tell them we
may have to lower wages; but can't afford to raise. So here we stand,
waiting for their next attack.'

'And what will that be?' asked Mr. Hale.
'I conjecture, a simultaneous strike. You will seeMilton without smoke

in a few days, I imagine, Miss Hale.'
'But why,' asked she, 'could you not explain what good reason you

have for expecting a bad trade? I don't know whether I use the right
words, but you will understand what I mean.'

'Do you give your servants reasonsfor your expenditure, or your eco-
nomy in the use of your own money? We, the owners of capital, have a
right to choose what we will do with it.'

'A human right,' said Margaret, very low.
'I beg your pardon, I did not hear what you said.'
'I would rather not repeat it,' said she; 'it related to a feeling which I do

not think you would share.'
'Won't you try me?' pleaded he; his thoughts suddenly bent upon

learning what she had said. Shewas displeased with his pertinacity, but
did not choose to affix too much importance to her words.

'I said you had a human right. I meant that there seemedno reasonbut
religious ones, why you should not do what you like with your own.

'I know we differ in our religious opinions; but don't you give me
credit for having some, though not the same as yours?'

He was speaking in a subdued voice, as if to her alone. She did not
wish to be so exclusively addressed. She replied out in her usual tone:

'I do not think that I have any occasion to consider your special reli-
gious opinions in the affair. All I meant to say is, that there is no human
law to prevent the employers from utterly wasting or throwing away all
their money, if they choose; but that there are passages in the Bible
which would rather implyÑto me at leastÑthat they neglected their
duty as stewards if they did so. However I know so little about strikes,
and rate of wages, and capital, and labour, that I had better not talk to a
political economist like you.'

'Nay, the more reason,' said he, eagerly. 'I shall only be too glad to ex-
plain to you all that may seemanomalous or mysterious to a stranger; es-
pecially at a time like this, when our doings are sure to be canvassedby
every scribbler who can hold a pen.'

'Thank you,' she answered, coldly. 'Of course, I shall apply to my fath-
er in the first instance for any information he can give me, if I get
puzzled with living here amongst this strange society.'
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'You think it strange. Why?'
'I don't knowÑI suppose because,on the very face of it, I see two

classesdependent on each other in every possible way, yet each evid-
ently regarding the interests of the other asopposed to their own; I never
lived in a place before where there were two sets of people always run-
ning each other down.'

'Who have you heard running the masters down? I don't ask who you
have heard abusing the men; for I seeyou persist in misunderstanding
what I said the other day. But who have you heard abusing the masters?'

Margaret reddened; then smiled as she said,
'I am not fond of being catechised. I refuse to answer your question.

Besides,it has nothing to do with the fact. You must take my word for it,
that I have heard some people, or, it may be, only someoneof the work-
people, speak as though it were the interest of the employers to keep
them from acquiring moneyÑthat it would make them too independent
if they had a sum in the savings' bank.'

'I dare say it was that man Higgins who told you all this,' said Mrs
Hale. Mr. Thornton did not appear to hear what Margaret evidently did
not wish him to know. But he caught it, nevertheless.

'I heard, moreover, that it was considered to the advantage of the mas-
ters to have ignorant workmenÑnot hedge-lawyers, as Captain Lennox
used to call those men in his company who questioned and would know
the reason for every order.' This latter part of her sentenceshe addressed
rather to her father than to Mr. Thornton. Who is Captain Lennox? asked
Mr. Thornton of himself, with a strange kind of displeasure, that preven-
ted him for the moment from replying to her! Her father took up the
conversation.

'You never were fond of schools, Margaret, or you would have seen
and known before this, how much is being done for education in Milton.'

'No!' said she, with sudden meekness. 'I know I do not care enough
about schools. But the knowledge and the ignorance of which I was
speaking, did not relate to reading and writing,Ñthe teaching or inform-
ation one can give to a child. I am sure, that what was meant was ignor-
ance of the wisdom that shall guide men and women. I hardly know
what that is. But heÑthat is, my informantÑspoke as if the masters
would like their hands to be merely tall, large childrenÑliving in the
present momentÑwith a blind unreasoning kind of obedience.'

'In short, Miss Hale, it is very evident that your informant found a
pretty ready listener to all the slander he choseto utter against the mas-
ters,' said Mr. Thornton, in an offended tone.
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