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    The Complete Works presents, in a single compass, the principal writings of George Eliot across the forms in which she spoke most authoritatively: the seven novels, the shorter fiction, the dramatic and narrative poems, a body of criticism and occasional prose, and a major translation from German philosophy. Gathered together, these texts show a continuous intellectual and artistic project rather than a sequence of isolated books. The arrangement by genre makes evident the interplay between narrative, verse, essay, and translation, allowing readers to follow recurring questions as they move from story to argument and from invention to interpretation, across a career of unusual range and depth.

Known to readers as George Eliot, the author was born Mary Ann Evans and wrote under a pen name. Her work moves from early reviewing and translation to fiction of increasing social scale, then returns to reflective essays late in life. Throughout, she treats imaginative literature and critical prose as complementary avenues to ethical understanding. The fiction tests ideas in the lives of characters; the essays and translation articulate the sources and implications of those ideas. Reading across forms, one sees method and conviction developing in concert, with each book illuminating the others’ premises and pressures.

Eliot’s fiction is a landmark of psychological realism. Her narrators probe motive, habit, and belief within carefully rendered communities, where private feeling meets custom and law. She is attentive to consequence and contingency, tracing how small acts ramify through families, parishes, and provincial towns. Stylistically, she blends reflective commentary with close interior observation, often moving fluidly between public events and inward experience. Her plots are architectonic yet flexible, built to test character under moral stress. The result is narrative that invites judgment without haste, seeking to widen sympathy by showing the limits of knowledge, the cost of error, and the possibility of repair.

The early novels establish her ground in provincial England. Adam Bede sets a skilled carpenter within a rural parish where work, faith, and desire contend, and where choices weigh on a whole community. The Mill on the Floss follows a brother and sister whose bonds, ambitions, and surroundings shape their divergent paths along the river that gives the book its setting. Silas Marner centers on a reclusive weaver whose world has narrowed, until an unforeseen arrival opens it again. Each premise is simple; each becomes a study in how character forms under pressure from memory, obligation, and the claims of others.

Eliot’s reach soon extends beyond the village green. Romola is set in Renaissance Florence, amid intellectual ferment and civic upheaval, and considers loyalty, marriage, and conscience in a city transformed by reforming zeal. Felix Holt, the Radical returns to the English Midlands at a moment of electoral change, portraying the entanglement of principle, property, and popular agitation. Historical consciousness in these books is not background alone; it is the medium in which ethical choices acquire meaning. Knowledge, self-command, and the uses of power are tested against institutions and movements larger than any single household.

Middlemarch and Daniel Deronda gather Eliot’s mature method at full scale. Middlemarch draws a whole town into view, interweaving marriages, vocations, and reforms to show how ideals meet the resistances of habit and circumstance. Daniel Deronda pairs a young woman’s struggle for direction with the title character’s search for origins and purpose, bringing questions of identity and cultural belonging into the heart of the English novel. In both, the narrative holds together disparate aims—love, work, reform—without reducing their conflict, asking what it means to act justly when understanding is partial and the future uncertain.

Her shorter fiction compresses these concerns into distinctive experiments. Scenes of Clerical Life, her earliest published fiction, offers three studies of parish life, attentive to duty, error, and reconciliation. The Lifted Veil adopts speculative premises to examine the burden of perceiving more than is bearable about others, thus sharpening questions about sympathy and knowledge. Brother Jacob, by contrast, is a brisk, satiric tale of self-deception and attempted reinvention. Across these shorter works Eliot tries voices and frames that would inform her longer novels, testing how far narration can enter a mind yet preserve critical distance.

Eliot’s poetry explores ethical and historical subjects in dramatic and narrative modes. The Spanish Gypsy is a large-scale poetic drama set in Spain, staging conflicts between personal attachments and inherited claims. The Legend of Jubal and Other Poems turns to myth and parable to meditate on creativity, fame, and communal memory. Other Poems extend her range in subject and tone. Though not primarily known as a poet, she uses verse to distill argument into image and cadence, developing themes familiar from the fiction—responsibility, belonging, sacrifice—through different rhythms of thought and feeling.

Her essays show the critic alongside the storyteller. Impressions of Theophrastus Such adopts a fictional essayist to sketch character types and contemporary manners with reflective irony, a hybrid of narrative portrait and moral analysis. Three Months in Weimar records an English visitor’s engagement with German literary culture, noting places, people, and intellectual atmospheres that informed her reading. Other Essays gather reviews and cultural commentary in which she weighs books, ideas, and social tendencies. Read with the novels, these pieces make visible the questions she kept asking about education, taste, belief, and the uses of literature in public life.

The translation of Ludwig Feuerbach’s The Essence of Christianity is central to understanding Eliot’s intellectual formation. By rendering this influential critique of theology into clear English, she brought a major strand of German thought into Victorian debate, while refining her own language for discussing belief and morality. The translation exemplifies her patience with abstract argument and her care for exact expression. Its emphasis on human capacities and needs speaks to the ethical temper of her fiction, where sympathy and responsibility arise not from doctrine alone but from the felt relations among persons living together.

The present collection also includes a biographical volume, The Life of George Eliot, compiled from contemporary materials after her death. It is not a work by Eliot, but it has long framed readers’ understanding of her career by drawing on letters and journals to trace her development. Placed alongside the writings themselves, it offers context about the circumstances in which the books were made and received. Such framing is provided here as a resource, to be consulted critically, so that the voice within the works remains primary and the life is approached through evidence rather than anecdote.

Taken together, these writings reveal a unified project: to enlarge the sphere of sympathy by bringing into view the webs of relation through which lives acquire meaning. Across genres, Eliot couples analytic intelligence with disciplined feeling, a style at once reflective and exact. Her pages are marked by moral seriousness, comic tact, and patient attention to ordinary experience. The novels’ breadth, the poems’ concentration, the essays’ poise, and the translation’s clarity form a whole whose influence on the English tradition has been profound. This edition invites readers to encounter that whole and to follow its arguments as living art.
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    George Eliot (born Mary Ann, later Marian, Evans; 1819–1880) was an English novelist, essayist, and translator, a central voice of Victorian realism. Writing under a male pen name to ensure serious critical attention, she united rigorous intellect with compassionate observation. Her fiction maps provincial society and moral choice with unusual psychological depth, from Adam Bede and The Mill on the Floss to Silas Marner, Romola, Felix Holt, Middlemarch, and Daniel Deronda. Earlier she introduced her gift in Scenes of Clerical Life, and she also produced poetry—including The Spanish Gypsy and The Legend of Jubal and Other Poems—essays such as Impressions of Theophrastus Such, and influential translations.

Evans grew up in Warwickshire, where close contact with rural communities and religious life supplied material she later treated with nuance. Her schooling was supplemented by intense self-education, especially in languages and philosophy; proficiency in German opened paths to continental thought and historical criticism. In early adulthood she encountered freethinking circles that pressed questions of conscience, faith, and social duty, shaping a secular yet ethically serious outlook. By the early 1850s she moved to London to pursue literary work, entering a vibrant periodical culture. Exposure to debates in theology, science, and reform helped define the intellectual framework that sustains her fiction and essays.

In London Evans worked at the Westminster Review, a leading journal of opinion, where she undertook substantial editorial tasks and contributed reviews and essays. The experience trained her analytic prose and broadened her command of contemporary ideas. Her travel sketch Three Months in Weimar reflects an immersion in German letters and admiration for Goethe. When she turned to fiction, she adopted the pseudonym George Eliot to avoid prejudgment and to separate her private life from professional reception. Scenes of Clerical Life, a sequence of stories about provincial clergy and laity, announced a distinctive realist method grounded in sympathy, ethical reflection, and social detail.

Adam Bede brought immediate success, praised for its truthful representation of ordinary work, community, and conscience. The Mill on the Floss deepened her examination of development, duty, and the costs of conflict between inner desire and external expectation. Silas Marner compressed those concerns into a concentrated narrative of isolation, craft, and the recovery of fellowship against a background of early industrial change. Together with Scenes of Clerical Life, these works established Eliot as a major novelist who combined narrative breadth with moral analysis. They also demonstrated her ability to make provincial settings bear weighty philosophical and emotional questions without sacrificing lifelike texture.

Ambition and range marked her mid-career. Romola, set in Renaissance Florence, tested the historical novel as a vehicle for exploring character under the pressure of ideas and history. Felix Holt, the Radical addressed reform-era politics, civic responsibility, and the challenges of principled action. She also wrote poetry, notably The Spanish Gypsy and The Legend of Jubal and Other Poems, and issued other poems that meditated on art, labor, and inheritance. Shorter fictions broadened her experiments: The Lifted Veil ventured into speculative psychology, while Brother Jacob offered satiric moral comedy. Across forms, she persisted in uniting ethical inquiry with careful social observation.

Eliot’s mature phase culminated in Middlemarch, a panoramic study of a provincial community whose interwoven lives test illusions, reforms, and aspirations. It is widely regarded as a landmark of the English novel for its structural ingenuity and patient moral intelligence. Daniel Deronda extended these concerns, juxtaposing portraits of English society with searching attention to Jewish life and national feeling, while sustaining her abiding interest in vocation and sympathy. In her final years she returned to the essay form in Impressions of Theophrastus Such, a series of character studies and reflections on culture and intellect that crystallize themes developed across her career.

Eliot’s personal and intellectual partnership with the critic and man of science George Henry Lewes supported her demanding methods and lifelong engagement with contemporary knowledge. After his death she married John Walter Cross, and she herself died in 1880. Alongside fiction and poetry, her translations—most notably Ludwig Feuerbach’s The Essence of Christianity—helped transmit continental ideas to English readers and informed her secular, humane ethics. Her influence has endured in the modern novel’s attention to interiority, consequence, and the moral significance of ordinary lives. Continually reassessed by critics and writers, her work remains central to debates about realism, sympathy, and the possibilities of narrative.
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    George Eliot, the pen name of Mary Ann (Marian) Evans, wrote between the late 1840s and the 1870s, a period spanning late Georgian memory and high Victorian modernity. Her lifetime (1819–1880) overlapped with Britain’s accelerating industrialization, urban growth, religious controversy, and repeated political reform. The works gathered as The Complete Works range widely in historical setting—from provincial England around 1800 to Renaissance Florence and sixteenth-century Spain—yet they consistently interrogate the moral and social consequences of change. Eliot’s adoption of a male pseudonym in 1857 situated her within a Victorian literary marketplace that often granted male authors greater critical authority and shielded her private life from publicity.

Eliot’s career was inseparable from mid-Victorian print culture. She edited and wrote for the Westminster Review in the early 1850s, when quarterlies and monthlies shaped national debate. Serialization and the circulating libraries (notably Mudie’s, founded 1842) influenced form, length, and subject. Scenes of Clerical Life (1857–1858) appeared in Blackwood’s Magazine, Romola (1862–1863) ran in the Cornhill, and Middlemarch (1871–1872) and Daniel Deronda (1876) were issued in parts. The repeal of the paper duties in 1861 lowered costs and expanded readership. Eliot’s essays, fiction, and poems exemplify the era’s dialogue between periodical criticism and ambitious, research-rich narrative art.

Religious and intellectual controversy formed Eliot’s earliest matrix. Her translations of German biblical criticism and philosophy—especially Ludwig Feuerbach’s The Essence of Christianity (published in English translation in 1854)—introduced English readers to arguments that religion expresses human needs and ideals. Earlier, in 1846, she had translated David Friedrich Strauss’s Life of Jesus, Critically Examined. These engagements, along with friendships with freethinking intellectuals, informed a fiction committed to moral seriousness without doctrinal certainty. Scenes of Clerical Life reflects Anglican and dissenting currents in small towns, portraying clergy amid the pressures of evangelical revival, parish reform, and the social responsibilities of pastoral care.

Eliot’s provincial novels map the social world of the English Midlands as agrarian life met market forces and new institutions. She depicts enclosure’s legacy, small proprietors, artisans, and traders negotiating credit and reputation, and the authority of the parish and squirearchy. Education, often limited by gender and class, becomes a recurring pressure point. In such settings, custom and kinship weigh heavily, yet ambitious individuals encounter opportunities and risks created by the expanding economy and legal reforms. The early nineteenth-century backdrop in works like Adam Bede, The Mill on the Floss, and Silas Marner allows Eliot to examine continuity and disruption without reducing history to progress alone.

Adam Bede (1859) looks back to the 1790s, a late Georgian rural world still shaped by craft, customary labor, and the moral surveillance of close-knit communities. Methodism’s spread among artisans and farmworkers forms part of the atmosphere, reflecting wider revivalist currents. Eliot draws on magistrates, parish relief, and the authority of landowners to show how justice and mercy were negotiated locally. The novel’s realism depends on careful social observation rather than melodrama, anticipating Victorian debates about the function of fiction: to render the ordinary with ethical exactness, and to show how work, religion, and reputation govern village life.

The Mill on the Floss (1860) is rooted in the commercial and riverine economy of a provincial town, where mills, warehouses, and credit tie families to broader markets. It reflects early nineteenth-century volatility—fluctuating grain prices, legal constraints on bankruptcy, and professional gatekeeping in education. The novel’s attention to girls’ and women’s learning speaks to the period’s restricted curricula, decades before formal access to higher education for women widened in the late 1860s and 1870s. Eliot situates emotional aspiration within social and economic structures, showing how personal development is conditioned by class expectations and the obligations of kinship and trade.

Silas Marner (1861) juxtaposes handloom weaving—already threatened by mechanized production—with the communal rituals of an English village. It registers the dislocation of skilled laborers as textile manufacture moved toward factory organization earlier in the century, while evoking parish life, customary charity, and suspicion of outsiders. The story’s movement between an urban sectarian milieu and a rural parish offers a micro-history of trust, money, and belonging. Eliot’s treatment of work, thrift, and neighborliness aligns with wider Victorian concerns about the moral economy, poor relief, and the cultural costs of rapid economic change.

Romola (1862–1863) turns to late fifteenth-century Florence, when the French invasion of 1494, Medici exile, and Girolamo Savonarola’s reformist theocracy convulsed the city. Eliot visited Italy in 1860 and undertook extensive archival and historical research, drawing on contemporary scholarship about Renaissance politics and humanism. By staging conflicts among republican ideals, religious zeal, and civic pragmatism, she interrogates how individuals navigate epochal upheaval. The novel’s historical reconstruction mirrors Victorian historicism and comparative method, using the Renaissance to reflect on moral authority, civic duty, and the costs of visionary leadership in any age.

Felix Holt, the Radical (1866) situates personal ethics within the turbulence surrounding the Reform Act of 1832. It depicts contested elections, bribery, political clubs, and unrest in the run-up to expanded male suffrage, while foregrounding the limits of immediate revolution without education and civic responsibility. Published on the eve of the Second Reform Act (1867), the novel speaks to mid-Victorian anxieties about mass politics, class representation, and the role of law in channeling change. It also captures the pre–secret ballot world, where open voting invited intimidation and corruption, underscoring the slow institutionalization of modern electoral practices.

Middlemarch (1871–1872), set around 1829–1832, surveys a provincial community confronting reform, medical professionalization, and early railway expansion. The Reform Bill debates shape local alliances; new scientific ideals challenge traditional authority in medicine and scholarship; and nascent infrastructure heralds reconfigured space and commerce. Eliot’s attention to parish governance, debt, philanthropy, and women’s constrained legal status anticipates later Victorian reforms, including married women’s property legislation in the 1870s and 1880s. By embedding aspiration in networks of kin, credit, and opinion, the novel provides a panoramic ethics of modernization, resisting simple narratives of progress or decay.

Daniel Deronda (1876) moves into the cosmopolitan late-Victorian sphere, engaging with Jewish emancipation and identity in Britain after the removal of parliamentary disabilities in 1858. The novel reflects contemporary debates about assimilation, cultural continuity, and visions of a Jewish national revival circulating in Europe, while also considering women’s autonomy and artistic vocation. Eliot’s portrayal of Anglo-Jewish life drew attention for its sympathy and research, and later readers have connected it to emergent Zionist thought in the late nineteenth century. The book’s international horizon situates English society within a wider, multilingual modernity of finance, travel, and ideas.

Scenes of Clerical Life (1857–1858) anchors Eliot’s method in the institutions of parish life: sermons, visitations, dissenting chapels, and the politics of tithes and charity. Two later short fictions mark contemporary preoccupations. The Lifted Veil (1859) explores mesmerism, clairvoyance, and physiological speculation that fascinated and unsettled mid-century audiences amid the rise of scientific naturalism. Brother Jacob (1864) reflects the moral economy of Victorian retail, consumer temptation, and reputational risk in a commercializing society. Together these shorter works track the era’s oscillation between faith, science, commerce, and conscience.

Eliot’s poetry extends her historical and ethical range. The Spanish Gypsy (1868), set in sixteenth-century Spain under the Inquisition, contemplates duty, ethnicity, and the claims of community within a confessional state. The Legend of Jubal and Other Poems (1874) adapts biblical and legendary materials to Victorian questions about the origins of art and culture, resonating with contemporary anthropology and post-Darwinian speculation about development. Across the poems, Eliot fuses narrative with reflective argument, extending her realist concern for motives and consequences into verse that stages moral choice within strongly historicized, often cross-cultural, frames.

Eliot’s essays articulate a theory of realism and cultural criticism that undergirds the fiction. Impressions of Theophrastus Such (1879) adopts a fictional essayist’s voice to reflect on English intellectual life, specialization, national character, and cosmopolitanism in a decade marked by European realignments after 1870. Earlier essays, including the widely cited “Silly Novels by Lady Novelists” (1856), critique shallow didacticism and argue for disciplined observation. “The Natural History of German Life” (1856) praises ethnographic attentiveness in social description. Together these essays place Eliot within Victorian debates on professionalism, the responsibilities of art, and the uses of comparative history.

Three Months in Weimar arises from Eliot’s 1854–1855 sojourn in Germany, when she and George Henry Lewes immersed themselves in Goethe scholarship and Weimar culture. The piece reflects Victorian admiration for German letters and philosophy, and the transnational exchange then reshaping British intellectual life. Lewes’s Life of Goethe (1855) and Eliot’s own translations made Germany a laboratory for new approaches to history, psychology, and aesthetics. The Weimar essays show how travel, archives, and biography could inform an English realist’s craft, strengthening Eliot’s commitment to patient research and to portraying character within institutional and cultural matrices.

The translation of Feuerbach’s The Essence of Christianity (1854) situates Eliot amid controversies over the foundations of belief. Feuerbach’s thesis—that theology projects human attributes—fed English secular and liberal Christian debates, intersecting with utilitarian ethics, Comtean positivism, and scientific naturalism. Eliot’s later fiction revisits religion as a human need for meaning, sympathy, and community rather than as dogma. The Life of George Eliot (1885), assembled by John Walter Cross from letters and journals after her death, shaped her Victorian reputation as a moral sage. That biography, often included with her works, influenced early reception and canon formation.
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    Early Novels
Adam Bede: Set in a tightly knit rural parish, Adam Bede traces how an artisan’s steadfast ethics collide with youthful desire and social expectation. The narrative follows a moral crisis that ripples through class and gender conventions while maintaining compassionate realism. Eliot’s grounded detail and psychological patience reveal how community judgment and sympathy shape individual fate.
The Mill on the Floss: Centered on a passionate sibling bond strained by family duty and provincial norms, The Mill on the Floss explores the cost of intelligence and feeling in a constraining milieu. Conflicting loyalties and ambitions push the protagonists toward choices that test forgiveness and self-knowledge. The tone blends ardor and analytic clarity, marking Eliot’s growing interest in the tension between inner desire and moral responsibility.
Silas Marner: A wronged, reclusive weaver finds his life redirected by an unexpected bond that reconnects him to society. The novel unfolds as a fable-like study of loss, restitution, and the slow work of affection. Eliot’s plain-style lyricism and emphasis on communal ties distill her ethical vision into a compact, humane narrative.
Historical and Political Fiction
Romola: In Renaissance Florence, a learned woman navigates intellectual aspirations, marriage, and civic obligation amid upheaval. The plot juxtaposes private conscience with public change, testing ideals against the allure of charisma and utility. Eliot’s historical depth serves a moral inquiry into loyalty, truth, and the price of renewal.
Felix Holt, the Radical: Amid debates over electoral reform in a provincial town, an idealistic artisan argues for ethical self-improvement over quick political gain. Personal entanglements mirror civic dilemmas, pressing characters to choose between expediency and principle. The novel’s earnest, argumentative energy highlights Eliot’s belief in patient reform and responsible citizenship.
Middlemarch
This panoramic portrait of a Midlands community interweaves marriages, vocations, and reforms to ask how private motives and public institutions reshape one another. Ambition and idealism meet the friction of daily life, revealing how sympathy and limited knowledge govern moral action. The tone is lucid, analytic, and generous, synthesizing Eliot’s mature realism into a study of growth within constraint.
Daniel Deronda
A dual narrative follows a young woman confronting the moral consequences of a self-protective choice and a young man seeking a meaningful identity and purpose. Questions of inheritance, cultural belonging, and ethical vocation converge as each path tests what it means to act responsibly toward others. The novel’s searching, contemplative tone extends Eliot’s realism toward visionary hope.
Early Short Fiction
Scenes of Clerical Life: Three interlinked tales portray ministers and their circles as they face poverty, illness, and compromised ideals in small-town settings. The stories balance satire with compassion, using close observation to illuminate ordinary heroism and failure. They inaugurate Eliot’s signature method: moral psychology grounded in social texture.
Darker Tales and Moral Fables
The Lifted Veil: A speculative, gothic-tinged narrative probes clairvoyant insight and the isolating burden of knowing too much about others. The plot experiments with science, destiny, and fear, offering a cautionary meditation on intimacy and control. Somber and uncanny, it showcases Eliot’s range beyond social realism.
Brother Jacob: A comic-moral tale tracks a would-be schemer whose self-deception and appetites entangle him in consequences he never intended. The story satirizes pretension and shallow cunning while quietly affirming steadier virtues. Its light, ironic touch sharpens Eliot’s ethical point.
Poetry: Dramatic and Meditative Verse
The Spanish Gypsy: A narrative poem of vows, identity, and sacrifice set against communal loyalties and historical tension. Characters struggle to reconcile love with duty, raising questions about belonging and the ethics of choice. The tone is tragic and ceremonial, extending Eliot’s moral imagination into verse drama.
The Legend of Jubal and Other Poems: These poems contemplate artistic origins, fame, and mortality through parable and mythic framing. They trace how individual inspiration becomes communal legacy, and how recognition may fail to comfort the maker. The voice is reflective and elegiac, attentive to time’s conversion of feeling into culture.
Other Poems: A varied selection of narrative and reflective pieces explores conscience, memory, and sympathy in compressed form. The poems balance clarity with meditative depth, often staging ethical insight through scene and persona. They echo the fiction’s concerns while testing them in lyrical measures.
Essays and Cultural Reflections
Impressions of Theophrastus Such: Presented as a series of character-sketch essays by a self-aware observer, this work anatomizes contemporary types, intellectual fashions, and the foibles of reputation. Its blend of satire and self-critique examines how motives are masked by rhetoric and pose. The tone is ironic yet humane, extending Eliot’s psychological realism into aphoristic reflection.
Three Months in Weimar: A travel-based sequence of observations records encounters with art, atmosphere, and conversation during a concentrated stay. It considers how place shapes perception and judgment, noting both the exhilarations and limits of cultural pilgrimage. The perspective is measured, curious, and self-scrutinizing.
Other Essays: This grouping ranges across literary, ethical, and social questions, favoring patient argument over polemic. Eliot probes how habits of attention and sympathy inform both criticism and conduct. The style is lucid, principled, and civically minded.
Translations
The Essence of Christianity by Ludwig Feuerbach: This translation presents Feuerbach’s argument that religious ideas reflect human capacities, needs, and ideals rather than external absolutes. The rendering favors clarity and conceptual rigor, opening a path for ethical reflection grounded in human experience. Its concerns dovetail with Eliot’s interest in sympathy, responsibility, and the sources of value.
The Life of George Eliot: A biographical account relates the author’s development, personal contexts, and working habits. As a translated narrative, it balances commemoration with an interest in character and choice, linking life events to artistic aims. The tone is reflective and orderly, inviting readers to consider how a writer’s commitments take shape over time.
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  With a single drop of ink for a mirror, the Egyptian sorcerer undertakes to reveal to any chance comer far-reaching visions of the past. This is what I undertake to do for you, reader. With this drop of ink at the end of my pen, I will show you the roomy workshop of Mr. Jonathan Burge, carpenter and builder, in the village of Hayslope, as it appeared on the eighteenth of June, in the year of our Lord 1799.



  The afternoon sun was warm on the five workmen there, busy upon doors and window-frames and wainscoting. A scent of pine-wood from a tentlike pile of planks outside the open door mingled itself with the scent of the elder-bushes which were spreading their summer snow close to the open window opposite; the slanting sunbeams shone through the transparent shavings that flew before the steady plane, and lit up the fine grain of the oak panelling which stood propped against the wall. On a heap of those soft shavings a rough, grey shepherd dog had made himself a pleasant bed, and was lying with his nose between his fore-paws, occasionally wrinkling his brows to cast a glance at the tallest of the five workmen, who was carving a shield in the centre of a wooden mantelpiece. It was to this workman that the strong barytone belonged which was heard above the sound of plane and hammer singing—



  
    Awake, my soul, and with the sun



    Thy daily stage of duty run;



    Shake off dull sloth…


  


  Here some measurement was to be taken which required more concentrated attention, and the sonorous voice subsided into a low whistle; but it presently broke out again with renewed vigour—



  
    Let all thy converse be sincere,



    Thy conscience as the noonday clear.


  


  Such a voice could only come from a broad chest, and the broad chest belonged to a large-boned, muscular man nearly six feet high, with a back so flat and a head so well poised that when he drew himself up to take a more distant survey of his work, he had the air of a soldier standing at ease. The sleeve rolled up above the elbow showed an arm that was likely to win the prize for feats of strength; yet the long supple hand, with its broad finger-tips, looked ready for works of skill. In his tall stalwartness Adam Bede was a Saxon, and justified his name; but the jet-black hair, made the more noticeable by its contrast with the light paper cap, and the keen glance of the dark eyes that shone from under strongly marked, prominent and mobile eyebrows, indicated a mixture of Celtic blood. The face was large and roughly hewn, and when in repose had no other beauty than such as belongs to an expression of good-humoured honest intelligence.



  It is clear at a glance that the next workman is Adam’s brother. He is nearly as tall; he has the same type of features, the same hue of hair and complexion; but the strength of the family likeness seems only to render more conspicuous the remarkable difference of expression both in form and face. Seth’s broad shoulders have a slight stoop; his eyes are grey; his eyebrows have less prominence and more repose than his brother’s; and his glance, instead of being keen, is confiding and benign. He has thrown off his paper cap, and you see that his hair is not thick and straight, like Adam’s, but thin and wavy, allowing you to discern the exact contour of a coronal arch that predominates very decidedly over the brow.



  The idle tramps always felt sure they could get a copper from Seth; they scarcely ever spoke to Adam.



  The concert of the tools and Adam’s voice was at last broken by Seth, who, lifting the door at which he had been working intently, placed it against the wall, and said, “There! I’ve finished my door to-day, anyhow.”



  The workmen all looked up; Jim Salt, a burly, red-haired man known as Sandy Jim, paused from his planing, and Adam said to Seth, with a sharp glance of surprise, “What! Dost think thee’st finished the door?”



  “Aye, sure,” said Seth, with answering surprise; “what’s awanting to’t?”



  A loud roar of laughter from the other three workmen made Seth look round confusedly. Adam did not join in the laughter, but there was a slight smile on his face as he said, in a gentler tone than before, “Why, thee’st forgot the panels.”



  The laughter burst out afresh as Seth clapped his hands to his head, and coloured over brow and crown.



  “Hoorray!” shouted a small lithe fellow called Wiry Ben, running forward and seizing the door. “We’ll hang up th’ door at fur end o’ th’ shop an’ write on’t ‘Seth Bede, the Methody, his work.’ Here, Jim, lend’s hould o’ th’ red pot.”



  “Nonsense!” said Adam. “Let it alone, Ben Cranage. You’ll mayhap be making such a slip yourself some day; you’ll laugh o’ th’ other side o’ your mouth then.”



  “Catch me at it, Adam. It’ll be a good while afore my head’s full o’ th’ Methodies,” said Ben.



  “Nay, but it’s often full o’ drink, and that’s worse.”



  Ben, however, had now got the “red pot” in his hand, and was about to begin writing his inscription, making, by way of preliminary, an imaginary S in the air.



  “Let it alone, will you?” Adam called out, laying down his tools, striding up to Ben, and seizing his right shoulder. “Let it alone, or I’ll shake the soul out o’ your body.”



  Ben shook in Adam’s iron grasp, but, like a plucky small man as he was, he didn’t mean to give in. With his left hand he snatched the brush from his powerless right, and made a movement as if he would perform the feat of writing with his left. In a moment Adam turned him round, seized his other shoulder, and, pushing him along, pinned him against the wall. But now Seth spoke.



  “Let be, Addy, let be. Ben will be joking. Why, he’s i’ the right to laugh at me—I canna help laughing at myself.”



  “I shan’t loose him till he promises to let the door alone,” said Adam.



  “Come, Ben, lad,” said Seth, in a persuasive tone, “don’t let’s have a quarrel about it. You know Adam will have his way. You may’s well try to turn a waggon in a narrow lane. Say you’ll leave the door alone, and make an end on’t.”



  “I binna frighted at Adam,” said Ben, “but I donna mind sayin’ as I’ll let ’t alone at your askin’, Seth.”



  “Come, that’s wise of you, Ben,” said Adam, laughing and relaxing his grasp.



  They all returned to their work now; but Wiry Ben, having had the worst in the bodily contest, was bent on retrieving that humiliation by a success in sarcasm.



  “Which was ye thinkin’ on, Seth,” he began—“the pretty parson’s face or her sarmunt, when ye forgot the panels?”



  “Come and hear her, Ben,” said Seth, good-humouredly; “she’s going to preach on the Green to-night; happen ye’d get something to think on yourself then, instead o’ those wicked songs you’re so fond on. Ye might get religion, and that ’ud be the best day’s earnings y’ ever made.”



  “All i’ good time for that, Seth; I’ll think about that when I’m a-goin’ to settle i’ life; bachelors doesn’t want such heavy earnin’s. Happen I shall do the coortin’ an’ the religion both together, as ye do, Seth; but ye wouldna ha’ me get converted an’ chop in atween ye an’ the pretty preacher, an’ carry her aff?”



  “No fear o’ that, Ben; she’s neither for you nor for me to win, I doubt. Only you come and hear her, and you won’t speak lightly on her again.”



  “Well, I’m half a mind t’ ha’ a look at her to-night, if there isn’t good company at th’ Holly Bush. What’ll she take for her text? Happen ye can tell me, Seth, if so be as I shouldna come up i’ time for’t. Will’t be—what come ye out for to see? A prophetess? Yea, I say unto you, and more than a prophetess—a uncommon pretty young woman.”



  “Come, Ben,” said Adam, rather sternly, “you let the words o’ the Bible alone; you’re going too far now.”



  “What! Are ye a-turnin’ roun’, Adam? I thought ye war dead again th’ women preachin’, a while agoo?”



  “Nay, I’m not turnin’ noway. I said nought about the women preachin’. I said, You let the Bible alone: you’ve got a jest-book, han’t you, as you’re rare and proud on? Keep your dirty fingers to that.”



  “Why, y’ are gettin’ as big a saint as Seth. Y’ are goin’ to th’ preachin’ to-night, I should think. Ye’ll do finely t’ lead the singin’. But I don’ know what Parson Irwine ’ull say at his gran’ favright Adam Bede a-turnin’ Methody.”



  “Never do you bother yourself about me, Ben. I’m not a-going to turn Methodist any more nor you are—though it’s like enough you’ll turn to something worse. Mester Irwine’s got more sense nor to meddle wi’ people’s doing as they like in religion. That’s between themselves and God, as he’s said to me many a time.”



  “Aye, aye; but he’s none so fond o’ your dissenters, for all that.”



  “Maybe; I’m none so fond o’ Josh Tod’s thick ale, but I don’t hinder you from making a fool o’ yourself wi’t.”



  There was a laugh at this thrust of Adam’s, but Seth said, very seriously. “Nay, nay, Addy, thee mustna say as anybody’s religion’s like thick ale. Thee dostna believe but what the dissenters and the Methodists have got the root o’ the matter as well as the church folks.”



  “Nay, Seth, lad; I’m not for laughing at no man’s religion. Let ’em follow their consciences, that’s all. Only I think it ’ud be better if their consciences ’ud let ’em stay quiet i’ the church—there’s a deal to be learnt there. And there’s such a thing as being oversperitial; we must have something beside Gospel i’ this world. Look at the canals, an’ th’ aqueduc’s, an’ th’ coal-pit engines, and Arkwright’s mills there at Cromford; a man must learn summat beside Gospel to make them things, I reckon. But t’ hear some o’ them preachers, you’d think as a man must be doing nothing all’s life but shutting’s eyes and looking what’s agoing on inside him. I know a man must have the love o’ God in his soul, and the Bible’s God’s word. But what does the Bible say? Why, it says as God put his sperrit into the workman as built the tabernacle, to make him do all the carved work and things as wanted a nice hand. And this is my way o’ looking at it: there’s the sperrit o’ God in all things and all times—weekday as well as Sunday—and i’ the great works and inventions, and i’ the figuring and the mechanics. And God helps us with our headpieces and our hands as well as with our souls; and if a man does bits o’ jobs out o’ working hours—builds a oven for ’s wife to save her from going to the bakehouse, or scrats at his bit o’ garden and makes two potatoes grow istead o’ one, he’s doin’ more good, and he’s just as near to God, as if he was running after some preacher and a-praying and a-groaning.”



  “Well done, Adam!” said Sandy Jim, who had paused from his planing to shift his planks while Adam was speaking; “that’s the best sarmunt I’ve heared this long while. By th’ same token, my wife’s been a-plaguin’ on me to build her a oven this twelvemont.”



  “There’s reason in what thee say’st, Adam,” observed Seth, gravely. “But thee know’st thyself as it’s hearing the preachers thee find’st so much fault with has turned many an idle fellow into an industrious un. It’s the preacher as empties th’ alehouse; and if a man gets religion, he’ll do his work none the worse for that.”



  “On’y he’ll lave the panels out o’ th’ doors sometimes, eh, Seth?” said Wiry Ben.



  “Ah, Ben, you’ve got a joke again’ me as ’ll last you your life. But it isna religion as was i’ fault there; it was Seth Bede, as was allays a wool-gathering chap, and religion hasna cured him, the more’s the pity.”



  “Ne’er heed me, Seth,” said Wiry Ben, “y’ are a down-right good-hearted chap, panels or no panels; an’ ye donna set up your bristles at every bit o’ fun, like some o’ your kin, as is mayhap cliverer.”



  “Seth, lad,” said Adam, taking no notice of the sarcasm against himself, “thee mustna take me unkind. I wasna driving at thee in what I said just now. Some ’s got one way o’ looking at things and some ’s got another.”



  “Nay, nay, Addy, thee mean’st me no unkindness,” said Seth, “I know that well enough. Thee’t like thy dog Gyp—thee bark’st at me sometimes, but thee allays lick’st my hand after.”



  All hands worked on in silence for some minutes, until the church clock began to strike six. Before the first stroke had died away, Sandy Jim had loosed his plane and was reaching his jacket; Wiry Ben had left a screw half driven in, and thrown his screwdriver into his tool-basket; Mum Taft, who, true to his name, had kept silence throughout the previous conversation, had flung down his hammer as he was in the act of lifting it; and Seth, too, had straightened his back, and was putting out his hand towards his paper cap. Adam alone had gone on with his work as if nothing had happened. But observing the cessation of the tools, he looked up, and said, in a tone of indignation, “Look there, now! I can’t abide to see men throw away their tools i’ that way, the minute the clock begins to strike, as if they took no pleasure i’ their work and was afraid o’ doing a stroke too much.”



  Seth looked a little conscious, and began to be slower in his preparations for going, but Mum Taft broke silence, and said, “Aye, aye, Adam lad, ye talk like a young un. When y’ are six-an’-forty like me, istid o’ six-an’-twenty, ye wonna be so flush o’ workin’ for nought.”



  “Nonsense,” said Adam, still wrathful; “what’s age got to do with it, I wonder? Ye arena getting stiff yet, I reckon. I hate to see a man’s arms drop down as if he was shot, before the clock’s fairly struck, just as if he’d never a bit o’ pride and delight in ’s work. The very grindstone ’ull go on turning a bit after you loose it.”



  “Bodderation, Adam!” exclaimed Wiry Ben; “lave a chap aloon, will ’ee? Ye war afinding faut wi’ preachers a while agoo—y’ are fond enough o’ preachin’ yoursen. Ye may like work better nor play, but I like play better nor work; that’ll ’commodate ye—it laves ye th’ more to do.”



  With this exit speech, which he considered effective, Wiry Ben shouldered his basket and left the workshop, quickly followed by Mum Taft and Sandy Jim. Seth lingered, and looked wistfully at Adam, as if he expected him to say something.



  “Shalt go home before thee go’st to the preaching?” Adam asked, looking up.



  “Nay; I’ve got my hat and things at Will Maskery’s. I shan’t be home before going for ten. I’ll happen see Dinah Morris safe home, if she’s willing. There’s nobody comes with her from Poyser’s, thee know’st.”



  “Then I’ll tell mother not to look for thee,” said Adam.



  “Thee artna going to Poyser’s thyself to-night?” said Seth rather timidly, as he turned to leave the workshop.



  “Nay, I’m going to th’ school.”



  Hitherto Gyp had kept his comfortable bed, only lifting up his head and watching Adam more closely as he noticed the other workmen departing. But no sooner did Adam put his ruler in his pocket, and begin to twist his apron round his waist, than Gyp ran forward and looked up in his master’s face with patient expectation. If Gyp had had a tail he would doubtless have wagged it, but being destitute of that vehicle for his emotions, he was like many other worthy personages, destined to appear more phlegmatic than nature had made him.



  “What! Art ready for the basket, eh, Gyp?” said Adam, with the same gentle modulation of voice as when he spoke to Seth.



  Gyp jumped and gave a short bark, as much as to say, “Of course.” Poor fellow, he had not a great range of expression.



  The basket was the one which on workdays held Adam’s and Seth’s dinner; and no official, walking in procession, could look more resolutely unconscious of all acquaintances than Gyp with his basket, trotting at his master’s heels.



  On leaving the workshop Adam locked the door, took the key out, and carried it to the house on the other side of the woodyard. It was a low house, with smooth grey thatch and buff walls, looking pleasant and mellow in the evening light. The leaded windows were bright and speckless, and the door-stone was as clean as a white boulder at ebb tide. On the door-stone stood a clean old woman, in a dark-striped linen gown, a red kerchief, and a linen cap, talking to some speckled fowls which appeared to have been drawn towards her by an illusory expectation of cold potatoes or barley. The old woman’s sight seemed to be dim, for she did not recognize Adam till he said, “Here’s the key, Dolly; lay it down for me in the house, will you?”



  “Aye, sure; but wunna ye come in, Adam? Miss Mary’s i’ th’ house, and Mester Burge ’ull be back anon; he’d be glad t’ ha’ ye to supper wi’m, I’ll be’s warrand.”



  “No, Dolly, thank you; I’m off home. Good evening.”



  Adam hastened with long strides, Gyp close to his heels, out of the workyard, and along the highroad leading away from the village and down to the valley. As he reached the foot of the slope, an elderly horseman, with his portmanteau strapped behind him, stopped his horse when Adam had passed him, and turned round to have another long look at the stalwart workman in paper cap, leather breeches, and dark-blue worsted stockings.



  Adam, unconscious of the admiration he was exciting, presently struck across the fields, and now broke out into the tune which had all day long been running in his head:



  
    Let all thy converse be sincere,



    Thy conscience as the noonday clear;



    For God’s all-seeing eye surveys



    Thy secret thoughts, thy works and ways.
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  About a quarter to seven there was an unusual appearance of excitement in the village of Hayslope, and through the whole length of its little street, from the Donnithorne Arms to the churchyard gate, the inhabitants had evidently been drawn out of their houses by something more than the pleasure of lounging in the evening sunshine. The Donnithorne Arms stood at the entrance of the village, and a small farmyard and stackyard which flanked it, indicating that there was a pretty take of land attached to the inn, gave the traveller a promise of good feed for himself and his horse, which might well console him for the ignorance in which the weather-beaten sign left him as to the heraldic bearings of that ancient family, the Donnithornes. Mr. Casson, the landlord, had been for some time standing at the door with his hands in his pockets, balancing himself on his heels and toes and looking towards a piece of unenclosed ground, with a maple in the middle of it, which he knew to be the destination of certain grave-looking men and women whom he had observed passing at intervals.



  Mr. Casson’s person was by no means of that common type which can be allowed to pass without description. On a front view it appeared to consist principally of two spheres, bearing about the same relation to each other as the earth and the moon: that is to say, the lower sphere might be said, at a rough guess, to be thirteen times larger than the upper which naturally performed the function of a mere satellite and tributary. But here the resemblance ceased, for Mr. Casson’s head was not at all a melancholy-looking satellite nor was it a “spotty globe,” as Milton has irreverently called the moon; on the contrary, no head and face could look more sleek and healthy, and its expression—which was chiefly confined to a pair of round and ruddy cheeks, the slight knot and interruptions forming the nose and eyes being scarcely worth mention—was one of jolly contentment, only tempered by that sense of personal dignity which usually made itself felt in his attitude and bearing. This sense of dignity could hardly be considered excessive in a man who had been butler to “the family” for fifteen years, and who, in his present high position, was necessarily very much in contact with his inferiors. How to reconcile his dignity with the satisfaction of his curiosity by walking towards the Green was the problem that Mr. Casson had been revolving in his mind for the last five minutes; but when he had partly solved it by taking his hands out of his pockets, and thrusting them into the armholes of his waistcoat, by throwing his head on one side, and providing himself with an air of contemptuous indifference to whatever might fall under his notice, his thoughts were diverted by the approach of the horseman whom we lately saw pausing to have another look at our friend Adam, and who now pulled up at the door of the Donnithorne Arms.



  “Take off the bridle and give him a drink, ostler,” said the traveller to the lad in a smock-frock, who had come out of the yard at the sound of the horse’s hoofs.



  “Why, what’s up in your pretty village, landlord?” he continued, getting down. “There seems to be quite a stir.”



  “It’s a Methodis’ preaching, sir; it’s been gev hout as a young woman’s a-going to preach on the Green,” answered Mr. Casson, in a treble and wheezy voice, with a slightly mincing accent. “Will you please to step in, sir, an’ tek somethink?”



  “No, I must be getting on to Rosseter. I only want a drink for my horse. And what does your parson say, I wonder, to a young woman preaching just under his nose?”



  “Parson Irwine, sir, doesn’t live here; he lives at Brox’on, over the hill there. The parsonage here’s a tumble-down place, sir, not fit for gentry to live in. He comes here to preach of a Sunday afternoon, sir, an’ puts up his hoss here. It’s a grey cob, sir, an’ he sets great store by’t. He’s allays put up his hoss here, sir, iver since before I hed the Donnithorne Arms. I’m not this countryman, you may tell by my tongue, sir. They’re cur’ous talkers i’ this country, sir; the gentry’s hard work to hunderstand ’em. I was brought hup among the gentry, sir, an’ got the turn o’ their tongue when I was a bye. Why, what do you think the folks here says for ‘hevn’t you?’—the gentry, you know, says, ‘hevn’t you’—well, the people about here says ‘hanna yey.’ It’s what they call the dileck as is spoke hereabout, sir. That’s what I’ve heared Squire Donnithorne say many a time; it’s the dileck, says he.”



  “Aye, aye,” said the stranger, smiling. “I know it very well. But you’ve not got many Methodists about here, surely—in this agricultural spot? I should have thought there would hardly be such a thing as a Methodist to be found about here. You’re all farmers, aren’t you? The Methodists can seldom lay much hold on them.”



  “Why, sir, there’s a pretty lot o’ workmen round about, sir. There’s Mester Burge as owns the timber-yard over there, he underteks a good bit o’ building an’ repairs. An’ there’s the stone-pits not far off. There’s plenty of emply i’ this countryside, sir. An’ there’s a fine batch o’ Methodisses at Treddles’on—that’s the market town about three mile off—you’ll maybe ha’ come through it, sir. There’s pretty nigh a score of ’em on the Green now, as come from there. That’s where our people gets it from, though there’s only two men of ’em in all Hayslope: that’s Will Maskery, the wheelwright, and Seth Bede, a young man as works at the carpenterin’.”



  “The preacher comes from Treddleston, then, does she?”



  “Nay, sir, she comes out o’ Stonyshire, pretty nigh thirty mile off. But she’s a-visitin’ hereabout at Mester Poyser’s at the Hall Farm—it’s them barns an’ big walnut-trees, right away to the left, sir. She’s own niece to Poyser’s wife, an’ they’ll be fine an’ vexed at her for making a fool of herself i’ that way. But I’ve heared as there’s no holding these Methodisses when the maggit’s once got i’ their head: many of ’em goes stark starin’ mad wi’ their religion. Though this young woman’s quiet enough to look at, by what I can make out; I’ve not seen her myself.”



  “Well, I wish I had time to wait and see her, but I must get on. I’ve been out of my way for the last twenty minutes to have a look at that place in the valley. It’s Squire Donnithorne’s, I suppose?”



  “Yes, sir, that’s Donnithorne Chase, that is. Fine hoaks there, isn’t there, sir? I should know what it is, sir, for I’ve lived butler there a-going i’ fifteen year. It’s Captain Donnithorne as is th’ heir, sir—Squire Donnithorne’s grandson. He’ll be comin’ of hage this ’ay-’arvest, sir, an’ we shall hev fine doin’s. He owns all the land about here, sir, Squire Donnithorne does.”



  “Well, it’s a pretty spot, whoever may own it,” said the traveller, mounting his horse; “and one meets some fine strapping fellows about too. I met as fine a young fellow as ever I saw in my life, about half an hour ago, before I came up the hill—a carpenter, a tall, broad-shouldered fellow with black hair and black eyes, marching along like a soldier. We want such fellows as he to lick the French.”



  “Aye, sir, that’s Adam Bede, that is, I’ll be bound—Thias Bede’s son everybody knows him hereabout. He’s an uncommon clever stiddy fellow, an’ wonderful strong. Lord bless you, sir—if you’ll hexcuse me for saying so—he can walk forty mile a-day, an’ lift a matter o’ sixty ston’. He’s an uncommon favourite wi’ the gentry, sir: Captain Donnithorne and Parson Irwine meks a fine fuss wi’ him. But he’s a little lifted up an’ peppery-like.”



  “Well, good evening to you, landlord; I must get on.”



  “Your servant, sir; good evenin’.”



  The traveller put his horse into a quick walk up the village, but when he approached the Green, the beauty of the view that lay on his right hand, the singular contrast presented by the groups of villagers with the knot of Methodists near the maple, and perhaps yet more, curiosity to see the young female preacher, proved too much for his anxiety to get to the end of his journey, and he paused.



  The Green lay at the extremity of the village, and from it the road branched off in two directions, one leading farther up the hill by the church, and the other winding gently down towards the valley. On the side of the Green that led towards the church, the broken line of thatched cottages was continued nearly to the churchyard gate; but on the opposite northwestern side, there was nothing to obstruct the view of gently swelling meadow, and wooded valley, and dark masses of distant hill. That rich undulating district of Loamshire to which Hayslope belonged lies close to a grim outskirt of Stonyshire, overlooked by its barren hills as a pretty blooming sister may sometimes be seen linked in the arm of a rugged, tall, swarthy brother; and in two or three hours’ ride the traveller might exchange a bleak treeless region, intersected by lines of cold grey stone, for one where his road wound under the shelter of woods, or up swelling hills, muffled with hedgerows and long meadow-grass and thick corn; and where at every turn he came upon some fine old country-seat nestled in the valley or crowning the slope, some homestead with its long length of barn and its cluster of golden ricks, some grey steeple looking out from a pretty confusion of trees and thatch and dark-red tiles. It was just such a picture as this last that Hayslope Church had made to the traveller as he began to mount the gentle slope leading to its pleasant uplands, and now from his station near the Green he had before him in one view nearly all the other typical features of this pleasant land. High up against the horizon were the huge conical masses of hill, like giant mounds intended to fortify this region of corn and grass against the keen and hungry winds of the north; not distant enough to be clothed in purple mystery, but with sombre greenish sides visibly specked with sheep, whose motion was only revealed by memory, not detected by sight; wooed from day to day by the changing hours, but responding with no change in themselves—left for ever grim and sullen after the flush of morning, the winged gleams of the April noonday, the parting crimson glory of the ripening summer sun. And directly below them the eye rested on a more advanced line of hanging woods, divided by bright patches of pasture or furrowed crops, and not yet deepened into the uniform leafy curtains of high summer, but still showing the warm tints of the young oak and the tender green of the ash and lime. Then came the valley, where the woods grew thicker, as if they had rolled down and hurried together from the patches left smooth on the slope, that they might take the better care of the tall mansion which lifted its parapets and sent its faint blue summer smoke among them. Doubtless there was a large sweep of park and a broad glassy pool in front of that mansion, but the swelling slope of meadow would not let our traveller see them from the village green. He saw instead a foreground which was just as lovely—the level sunlight lying like transparent gold among the gently curving stems of the feathered grass and the tall red sorrel, and the white ambels of the hemlocks lining the bushy hedgerows. It was that moment in summer when the sound of the scythe being whetted makes us cast more lingering looks at the flower-sprinkled tresses of the meadows.



  He might have seen other beauties in the landscape if he had turned a little in his saddle and looked eastward, beyond Jonathan Burge’s pasture and woodyard towards the green corn-fields and walnut-trees of the Hall Farm; but apparently there was more interest for him in the living groups close at hand. Every generation in the village was there, from old “Feyther Taft” in his brown worsted night-cap, who was bent nearly double, but seemed tough enough to keep on his legs a long while, leaning on his short stick, down to the babies with their little round heads lolling forward in quilted linen caps. Now and then there was a new arrival; perhaps a slouching labourer, who, having eaten his supper, came out to look at the unusual scene with a slow bovine gaze, willing to hear what any one had to say in explanation of it, but by no means excited enough to ask a question. But all took care not to join the Methodists on the Green, and identify themselves in that way with the expectant audience, for there was not one of them that would not have disclaimed the imputation of having come out to hear the “preacher woman”—they had only come out to see “what war a-goin’ on, like.” The men were chiefly gathered in the neighbourhood of the blacksmith’s shop. But do not imagine them gathered in a knot. Villagers never swarm: a whisper is unknown among them, and they seem almost as incapable of an undertone as a cow or a stag. Your true rustic turns his back on his interlocutor, throwing a question over his shoulder as if he meant to run away from the answer, and walking a step or two farther off when the interest of the dialogue culminates. So the group in the vicinity of the blacksmith’s door was by no means a close one, and formed no screen in front of Chad Cranage, the blacksmith himself, who stood with his black brawny arms folded, leaning against the door-post, and occasionally sending forth a bellowing laugh at his own jokes, giving them a marked preference over the sarcasms of Wiry Ben, who had renounced the pleasures of the Holly Bush for the sake of seeing life under a new form. But both styles of wit were treated with equal contempt by Mr. Joshua Rann. Mr. Rann’s leathern apron and subdued griminess can leave no one in any doubt that he is the village shoemaker; the thrusting out of his chin and stomach and the twirling of his thumbs are more subtle indications, intended to prepare unwary strangers for the discovery that they are in the presence of the parish clerk. “Old Joshway,” as he is irreverently called by his neighbours, is in a state of simmering indignation; but he has not yet opened his lips except to say, in a resounding bass undertone, like the tuning of a violoncello, “Sehon, King of the Amorites; for His mercy endureth for ever; and Og the King of Basan: for His mercy endureth for ever”—a quotation which may seem to have slight bearing on the present occasion, but, as with every other anomaly, adequate knowledge will show it to be a natural sequence. Mr. Rann was inwardly maintaining the dignity of the Church in the face of this scandalous irruption of Methodism, and as that dignity was bound up with his own sonorous utterance of the responses, his argument naturally suggested a quotation from the psalm he had read the last Sunday afternoon.



  The stronger curiosity of the women had drawn them quite to the edge of the Green, where they could examine more closely the Quakerlike costume and odd deportment of the female Methodists. Underneath the maple there was a small cart, which had been brought from the wheelwright’s to serve as a pulpit, and round this a couple of benches and a few chairs had been placed. Some of the Methodists were resting on these, with their eyes closed, as if wrapt in prayer or meditation. Others chose to continue standing, and had turned their faces towards the villagers with a look of melancholy compassion, which was highly amusing to Bessy Cranage, the blacksmith’s buxom daughter, known to her neighbours as Chad’s Bess, who wondered “why the folks war amakin’ faces a that’ns.” Chad’s Bess was the object of peculiar compassion, because her hair, being turned back under a cap which was set at the top of her head, exposed to view an ornament of which she was much prouder than of her red cheeks—namely, a pair of large round ear-rings with false garnets in them, ornaments condemned not only by the Methodists, but by her own cousin and namesake Timothy’s Bess, who, with much cousinly feeling, often wished “them ear-rings” might come to good.



  Timothy’s Bess, though retaining her maiden appellation among her familiars, had long been the wife of Sandy Jim, and possessed a handsome set of matronly jewels, of which it is enough to mention the heavy baby she was rocking in her arms, and the sturdy fellow of five in knee-breeches, and red legs, who had a rusty milk-can round his neck by way of drum, and was very carefully avoided by Chad’s small terrier. This young olive-branch, notorious under the name of Timothy’s Bess’s Ben, being of an inquiring disposition, unchecked by any false modesty, had advanced beyond the group of women and children, and was walking round the Methodists, looking up in their faces with his mouth wide open, and beating his stick against the milk-can by way of musical accompaniment. But one of the elderly women bending down to take him by the shoulder, with an air of grave remonstrance, Timothy’s Bess’s Ben first kicked out vigorously, then took to his heels and sought refuge behind his father’s legs.



  “Ye gallows young dog,” said Sandy Jim, with some paternal pride, “if ye donna keep that stick quiet, I’ll tek it from ye. What dy’e mane by kickin’ foulks?”



  “Here! Gie him here to me, Jim,” said Chad Cranage; “I’ll tie hirs up an’ shoe him as I do th’ hosses. Well, Mester Casson,” he continued, as that personage sauntered up towards the group of men, “how are ye t’ naight? Are ye coom t’ help groon? They say folks allays groon when they’re hearkenin’ to th’ Methodys, as if they war bad i’ th’ inside. I mane to groon as loud as your cow did th’ other naight, an’ then the praicher ’ull think I’m i’ th’ raight way.”



  “I’d advise you not to be up to no nonsense, Chad,” said Mr. Casson, with some dignity; “Poyser wouldn’t like to hear as his wife’s niece was treated any ways disrespectful, for all he mayn’t be fond of her taking on herself to preach.”



  “Aye, an’ she’s a pleasant-looked un too,” said Wiry Ben. “I’ll stick up for the pretty women preachin’; I know they’d persuade me over a deal sooner nor th’ ugly men. I shouldna wonder if I turn Methody afore the night’s out, an’ begin to coort the preacher, like Seth Bede.”



  “Why, Seth’s looking rether too high, I should think,” said Mr. Casson. “This woman’s kin wouldn’t like her to demean herself to a common carpenter.”



  “Tchu!” said Ben, with a long treble intonation, “what’s folks’s kin got to do wi’t? Not a chip. Poyser’s wife may turn her nose up an’ forget bygones, but this Dinah Morris, they tell me, ’s as poor as iver she was—works at a mill, an’s much ado to keep hersen. A strappin’ young carpenter as is a ready-made Methody, like Seth, wouldna be a bad match for her. Why, Poysers make as big a fuss wi’ Adam Bede as if he war a nevvy o’ their own.”



  “Idle talk! idle talk!” said Mr. Joshua Rann. “Adam an’ Seth’s two men; you wunna fit them two wi’ the same last.”



  “Maybe,” said Wiry Ben, contemptuously, “but Seth’s the lad for me, though he war a Methody twice o’er. I’m fair beat wi’ Seth, for I’ve been teasin’ him iver sin’ we’ve been workin’ together, an’ he bears me no more malice nor a lamb. An’ he’s a stout-hearted feller too, for when we saw the old tree all afire a-comin’ across the fields one night, an’ we thought as it war a boguy, Seth made no more ado, but he up to’t as bold as a constable. Why, there he comes out o’ Will Maskery’s; an’ there’s Will hisself, lookin’ as meek as if he couldna knock a nail o’ the head for fear o’ hurtin’t. An’ there’s the pretty preacher woman! My eye, she’s got her bonnet off. I mun go a bit nearer.”



  Several of the men followed Ben’s lead, and the traveller pushed his horse on to the Green, as Dinah walked rather quickly and in advance of her companions towards the cart under the maple-tree. While she was near Seth’s tall figure, she looked short, but when she had mounted the cart, and was away from all comparison, she seemed above the middle height of woman, though in reality she did not exceed it—an effect which was due to the slimness of her figure and the simple line of her black stuff dress. The stranger was struck with surprise as he saw her approach and mount the cart—surprise, not so much at the feminine delicacy of her appearance, as at the total absence of self-consciousness in her demeanour. He had made up his mind to see her advance with a measured step and a demure solemnity of countenance; he had felt sure that her face would be mantled with the smile of conscious saintship, or else charged with denunciatory bitterness. He knew but two types of Methodist—the ecstatic and the bilious. But Dinah walked as simply as if she were going to market, and seemed as unconscious of her outward appearance as a little boy: there was no blush, no tremulousness, which said, “I know you think me a pretty woman, too young to preach”; no casting up or down of the eyelids, no compression of the lips, no attitude of the arms that said, “But you must think of me as a saint.” She held no book in her ungloved hands, but let them hang down lightly crossed before her, as she stood and turned her grey eyes on the people. There was no keenness in the eyes; they seemed rather to be shedding love than making observations; they had the liquid look which tells that the mind is full of what it has to give out, rather than impressed by external objects. She stood with her left hand towards the descending sun, and leafy boughs screened her from its rays; but in this sober light the delicate colouring of her face seemed to gather a calm vividness, like flowers at evening. It was a small oval face, of a uniform
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