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INTRODYCTION

The Victorian era (1837-1901) markeq a significant period in English literature,
characterized by great social, political, ang cultural change. Victorian fiction, as a
literary genre, emerged as both a reflection, of these transformations and a powerful
medium for critiquing them. Writers o this period engaged with issues like
industrialization, class inequality, gender yoles, colonialism, and moral dilemmas.
Victorian fiction often intertwined the concemns of realism with the exploration of
social consciousness, providing a complex lypdscape where individual desires, societal
expectations, and ethical questions were bypught to the fore.

One of the most significant contributoys to Victorian fiction was Thomas Hardy,
whose works stand out for their vivid depic;jons of rural life, the challenges faced by
ordinary people, and his philosophical explyration of fate, love, and human suffering.
Hardy’s novels are often categorized as part of the literary movement known as
naturalism, though they also share qualities with Victorian realism and Romanticism.
In this extended analysis, we will examine tpe key characteristics of Victorian fiction
with special reference to Hardy’s works, hjghlighting the distinctive features of his
writing and his place within the literary coytext of the era.

Key Features of Victorian Fiction

One of the defining features of Victorjan fiction was its focus on realism—the
accurate depiction of everyday life, particyjarly the struggles of ordinary people. As
industrialization rapidly transformed the laydscape of England, writers were keen to
reflect the harsh realities faced by working-qyass individuals. Charles Dickens, George
Eliot, and Elizabeth Gaskell, among others, gxplored urban poverty, class distinctions,
and the effects of industrialization. :

Thomas Hardy’s contribution to this r¢alism is unique in that he focuses on the
rural poor and their interactions with both e natural world and the forces of social
change. His works, particularly those set iy the fictional region of Wessex, portray
the lives of characters living in a landscap, that is simultaneously picturesque and
harsh. Hardy’s depiction of rural life often cynveys a sense of nostalgia for an agrarian

past, yet it also critiques the rigidity and oppyessive social structures that define these
rural communities.

Victorian fiction was frequently congerned with moral dilemmas and ethical
questions, especially regarding the confligt between individual desires and social
expectations. Writers of the period were keey, to explore the tensions between personal
liberty, societal norms, and religious mora)jty. In this context, Hardy’s works often
present protagonists who are caught in a wyb of fate and social constraints, making
their decisions and actions complex and mgrally ambiguous.
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_ Writer

" MAJOR VICTORIAN WRITERS

Major Works

Notable Contributions

1809

Tales from Shakespeare

Known for his essays, which

Charles Lamb . offered a blend of personal
(1807), Essays of Elia (1823) reflection and literary analysis.
: . Famous for her novels exploring
1812 || Charlotte Bronté -(filgjggyr e (1847), Shirley female independence, love, and
' social criticism.
Pioneered Gothic and science
1818 || Mary Shelley Frankenstein (1818) fiction with themes of creation
. and responsibility.
Known for his psychological
The Tell-Tale Heart (1843), p ;
1819 (| Edgar Allan Poe The Raven (1845) ;i-ep.th and mastery of Gothic
iction.
sy His Romantic poetry influenced
1820 || John Keats Ode to a Nightingale (1819), the emotional intensity of later
Endymion (1818) Victori
ictorian poets.
Elizabeth Barrett || Sonnets from the Portuguese Ope ofthe foremost poets of th?
1821 . . Victorian period, exploring social
Browning (1850), Aurora Leigh (1856) || . .
issues, love, and feminism.
) Oliver Twist (1837-1839), A master of social critique, known
1822 || Charles Dickens || David Copperfield (1849- for his vivid characters and
1850) exploration of social reform.
George Eliot . Pioneering realist novelist who
1828 || (Mary Ann g{;ddﬁe/[march (1188 g ll'] 872), explored complex psychological
Evans) ilas Marner ( ) and social issues.
Tess of the d'Urbervilles Explored themes of fate, rural life,
1830 | Thomas Hardy (1891), Far from the and the complexity of human
Madding Crowd (1874) relationships.
The Charge of the Light The Poet Laureate of England,
1832 ?E’:dsﬁl‘:rd Brigade (1854), In known for his lyrical and
nay Memoriam (1850) reflective poetry.
_ A poet and cultural critic,
Dover Beach (1867), Culture || focusing on the tensions between
1837 || Matthew Arnold and Anarchy (1869) faith, culture, and
industrialization.
The Wreck of the Innovator of poetic form, his work
1839 g(e)rz;‘l;(lilsManley Deutschland (1876), Spring || explored religious themes and
P and Fall (1880) natural beauty.
One of the pioneers of the
1841 || Wilkie Collins The Woman in White (1859), || detective novel, focusing on

The Moonstone (1868)

mystery and psychological
suspense.
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The Pied Piper of Hamelin Known for his dramatic
1843 || Robert Browning || (1842), My Last Duchess monologues and exploration of
(1842) psychology and morality.

: Focused on social class, the
New Grub Street (1891), The || struggles of the lower middle
‘|| Odd Women (1893) class, and the impact of
industrialization.

1847 || George Gissing

His works are noted for their

The Turn of the Screw ; :

1848 (| Henry James (1898), Portrait of a Lady re:g!;ljgtillznm:)rfacsogicdl(:huzness,
(1881) American expatriate experience.
The Tale of Peter Rabbit Renowned for her children's

1852 || Beatrix Potter (1902), The Tale of Jemima || stories and illustrations, focusing
Puddle-Duck (1908) on nature and animals. :

. A historian and philosopher,

The French Revolution focusing on the roles of

1865 || Thomas Carlyle || (1837), Sartor Resartus individuals in history and social
(1833)

progress.

Hardy’s philosophical stance—especially his fatalism and belief in
determinism—sets him apart from other Victorian novelists. His characters frequently
face situations where they are at the mercy of larger, uncontrollable forces, whether
that be social class, nature, or fate. In novels such as Tess of the d’Urbervilles and
Jude the Obscure, Hardy examines how societal expectations and rigid moral codes
lead to personal suffering and tragedy.

In contrast to some Victorian authors who were more optimistic about human
agency and progress, Hardy’s view of life was far more pessimistic. He saw humans
as insignificant in the face of nature’s indifferent forces and was deeply critical of
social institutions, especially religion and the class system. In works like The Return
of the Native, Hardy delves into the themes of passion, social constraints, and fate,
where characters’ desires often lead to their downfall.

The Victorian era was a time when gender roles were sharply defined. Women
were expected to adhere to the ideals-of domesticity and passivity, while men were
often seen as the primary actors in both public and private spheres. Victorian fiction
reflects these gender dynamics, often portraying women in traditional roles such as
the angel in the house or the fallen woman.

Hardy’s treatment of women in his novels is notable for its complexity and
often subversion of traditional gender roles. In Tess of the d’Urbervilles, Tess is both
a victim of societal double standards and a symbol of female strength, yet her fate is
sealed by forces outside her control. Similarly, Bathsheba Everdene in Far from the
Madding Crowd challenges the conventional image of the passive woman by being
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independent and self-sufficient, yet she is also conflicted by the demands of love and
marriage.

Hardy’s critique of Victorian morality is evident in his portrayal of women, who
are often placed in situations where they are punished for violating social expectations.
The treatment of women in Hardy’s works, with all their flaws, strengths, and
complexities, reflects his skepticism toward the moral judgments imposed by society.

Unlike many of his contemporaries, who focused on urban centers like London,
Hardy's works are heavily rooted in the rural countryside. His fictional region of
Wessex—a symbolic representation of rural England—is more lhan‘Just a I‘Jackdrop
for his stories. It is a character in its own right, influencing the h:«es of Hardy’s
protagonists. The rural landscape in Hardy’s novels is often depicted as harsh,

unyielding, and indifferent to human suffering. Nature is both beautiful and cruel,
offering moments of solace but also subjecting characters to its uncontrollable forces.

In The Woodlanders, for example, Hardy explores the tension between human
desires and nature’s unpredictability. The characters’ fates are shaped by the landSCape
around them, with their desires and dreams often crushed by the harshr'aess of nature’s
indifferent laws. This environmental determinism, in which human actlon.s are shaped

‘by.external forces, is a hallmark of Hardy’s naturalistic approach to fiction.
* Hardy’s unique position in the Victorian literary traditi(?n -lie.s in his apility to
combine the social realism of his contemporaries with a pessimistic worldview that

wer of fate and nature. His works transcend the optimistic narratiyeg
acterize Victorian literature. Rather thy,

dual agency. Hardy’s novels delye s
ing a world where charae fere

emphasizes the po
of progress and social reform that often char
focusing on societal improvement or indivi t
: . ; 5
the inescapable forces of nature, society, and destiny, cre
are often powerless in the face of these forces. .
en Victorian realism a mo o
challenge traditional narrative structyreg and
t writers who would later qQuestion

nd modernism. Hig |

Hardy also bridges the gap betwe
novels, especially Jude the Obscure, !
moral values, making Hardy a precursor to modcrn‘lls g ;
the validity of social norms and the possibility of individual salvation.

In his \ater life, Hardy turned to poetry, and this transition highlights the shift in
his literary voice from the detailed prose of the novel to the more introspective and
symbolic language of verse. This transition reflects Hardy’s evolving vi_ew of human
experience—a view deeply influenced by his disillusionment with social, religious,
and philosophical institutions.

Victorian fiction, with its focus on social realism, moral dilemmas, and
exploration of gender roles, provides a vivid portrayal of an era in flux. Writers like
Charles Dickens, George Eliot, and the Bronté€ sisters helped to shape the literary
landscape, reflecting and critiquing the profound changes of the time. Thomas Hardy,
however, stands apart for his philosophical depth, his emphasis on fate and
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determinism, and his unflinching portrayal of rural life and its complexities. Hardy’s
novels and short stories offer a rich and tragic view of human existence, one that
challenges conventional ideas of morality and human agency while placing his work
at the forefront of Victorian fiction.

Through his unflattering yet empathetic portrayal of individuals caught between
societal constraints and personal desires, Hardy solidified his place as one of the
most distinctive and influential novelists of the 19th century. His legacy continues to
resonate, especially as modern readers confront similar moral and existential questions

in their own lives.




THE VICTORIAN AGE

Ahe term “Victorian Age’ refers to the period of British history during the reign

of Queen Victoria, who ruled from 1837 to 1901. This era was marked by significant

cultural, political, and social changes in the United Kingdom:Thc age is named after

Queen Victoria because she was the figurehead of‘the British Empir'e during this
time, and her reign greatly shaped the character and identity of the period,
1. Queen Victoria’s Reign: .

Queen Victoria’s long reign (64 years) madc:: her one of the most m_ﬂuentla]

monarchs in British history. As the longest-reigning British monarch unti] Queen

Elizabeth II, her reign became synonymous with the era i.tse[f. The social, political,
and ilcc:ral a’trrzosphg; of the time was often associated with her leadership.

iti cial Change: - |

2 PO]ItI(.Ial afld Soa saw significant developments in Bl:[tlS%l society, including the

The Victorian er h Empire, industrialization, urbanization, and the rise of the

es were all influenced by Queen Victoria’y reign, making
s advancements and struggles. _

expansion of the Britis
middle class. These chz%ng1
her symbolic of the period

d Morality: .
3. Cultural Norms an d with strict social codes and morg] <

= a[ues SO 5
The era is often associate r—

s is includes a strong emphasis o P
j ality”. This 1 str cmph e some
e = it mor‘ (?fi duty. The term “Victorian™ g still used f aIueS,
' o aitdes sidered prudish or . Oday tq
sexual propriety, ; that are con el o s b
describe behaviors or attitudes o
es
standards. e
i jon: ‘ ‘ -
4. Industrial Revolution: Lized by the rapid growth of s |
gl i rban centers, railwaysg, and te > Which
formed 00 4 i th the economy and the daily 1i\,c Ological
transformed soCleish-ed, affecting bonn-asts between wealth ang po\,:ri R sica
advancements flour d by stark €O Joitation of the working G v e e
The era was also marked t Snd e - - s
e rked b3
emergence of industrial citi 3
i . n ' o1
5. Literary Contribution=: |
a Tio) . ) ! s GF e most -“"p"'lrtill'll hlUI'al-:’, Works in Fn l.Sh
7)7 "}L .\.Qd\,xcc;d ‘:1”‘)“;]\'53”1‘)‘, (lt‘(”gc EhU[, .I‘holnas [_{ar g

y i
Tiys Wictorian Age X

‘harles |
4 as Charles
e A e . WIILeIS suCh a3

' . emblematic of the age, prod uging works
Bronté, and Oscar Wilde Tzrnd economic changes of the period, Thege
the complex SOCigl, mo[rZr;ging society through l\I?ci'r novels, explorin
C?tiql'led thiigp;:é{lsi:ialization, and human suffering,
class inequality,

dy, Charlotte
[hal l'eﬂeCted
authors often
g themes like



The Victorian Age

Thus it can be understood that the Victorian Age is so named because it reflects
the period of Queen Victoria’s rule, during which significant political, social, and
cultural changes occurred. It was a time of contrasts—between the opulence of the
British Empire and the suffering of its poorest citizens, between progress and
morality—making the period unique in shaping modern British society.



POWER BEHIND THE PEN

Thomas Hardy was an English novelist of the late Victorian age and a poet of
the modern age as he published his novels in the Victorian age and his poems in the
modem age. He was a Victorian realist in the tradition of George Eliot and was
influenced by the previous age of Romanticism. He saw himself as a poet but wrote
novels to earn his livelihood. Trying his hand at being a novelist, short story writer,
and poet, he acquired name and fame as a novelist and as a poet.

Born on June 2, 1840, at Upper Bockhampton, near Stinsford, in Dorset, England,
he was the eldest of the four children of Thomas Hardy. His father was a stonemason
but taught Hardy to play the violin. From his mother Jemima Hardy he received his
early education. At the age of eight he joined a school in Dorchester .He learnt a bit of
Latin as well. However his formal education ended soon but his mother always
encouraged him to read. In 1857 at the age of 16 he was articled to Mr. John Hicks of
Dorchester, an ecclesiastical architect, and as a part of his daily work he had to visit
remote country churches. From those visits he must have accumulated the characters
and scenes of his novels and short stories. He also was a studious reader from boyhood
of all that is best in English literature. In fact he became a student of modern languages
at King’s College, and at the same time pursued the study of modern Gothic
architecture. In 1862, at the age of 22 he went to London, Wher-e he worked for the
architect Arthur Bloomfield, and experienced th_e busy Lom.ion llfe: He was awarded
by the Royal Institute of British Architects. During this period of his life he changed
his mind about making a career in holy orders. He returned home in 1867 ¢, continue

e tural work in Dorchester. Hisfirst publication wasan unsigned erfi g 70
Built Myself a House, published on March 18, 1863, 10 Chamibers Magazine Whe

4 novel, The Poor Man and the Lady and My, G n

* eOl‘ge

: blished i
he sent his first (unpubli ) ough it, he advised Hardy 1o o publigh ;
1Sh 1t.

s : ’ t thr

Meredith as a publisher’s reader WP Z - 0 G,y but he fel

In a friendly meeting he appremated Hardy’s capacity elt the generg] tone of
Y to

: iter. He encouraged 1y
controversial for a new WTI g ard j
the novel c_ould be il lot meticulously. Then Hardy published g, — Write
another fiction and develop 121 Under The Greenwoo d Tree (1872). Hargy % Ymousyy
Desperate Remedies (187 i{)', aﬂaS an architect. Their courtship inspireq p, e Emimg
it IE TS lﬂ(g] g73) which he publishegi under 1}}], Dot V'S thirg
ir of Blue Eyes _ : yqeh (11 i
nove‘] A,Pw f [ ( | Wneli HE {J[(U”(“@H “m{el ‘llb name. After the
(:)'\AZ'{K:&?.\C\\‘\ of Far ‘,"r(;n'r the 5\4(::{(!47)!.5; Crowd (1874), Wl]ic]‘l bhecame d g['cal success
and he Jeft the profession of an architect and became a full time novelist. He married
Emma Gifford after four years in 1874 At first they were very happy. But the magic

did not last. They had no children. Hardy was not faithful and had a wandering eye.
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She became a victim of delusions too. After twenty years of marriage he published
Jude The Obscure (1895) and it became his last novel due to the criticism he received
for the controversial issues he dealt with in the novel. Unexpectedly Emma died in
1912. Hardy with a feeling of remorse and grief wrote some of the most moving love-
poems of any period, recapturing the happy moments of their early years together. In
1914, Hardy married Florence Emily Dugdale his long-time secretary who was younger
to him by 39 years. Their marriage was peaceful and disciplined. But the First World
War spoilt his new found tranquillity. He was affected by the state of the wounded
German and the English soldiers in the two hospitals at Dorchester. Gosse, Blunden
and Lytton were his admirers. Philip Larkin also became his most ardent admirer.
The key to Hardy’s attitude as a literary artist may be found in an essay published by
~him in 1888:”The conduct of the upper classes is screened by conventions, and thus
the real character is not easily seen; if it is seen it must be portrayed subjectively;
whereas in the lower walks, conduct is a direct expression of the inner life; and thus
character can be directly portrayed through the act. In one case the author s word
has to be taken as to the nerves and muscles of his figures; in the other they can be
seen.”

Works: Thomas Hardy has written both prose and poetry. A chronological list of his
publications is as follows:

1. Pastoral Tragedies: The Return of the Native (1878), The Mayor of Casterbridge
(1886), Tess of the D 'Urbervilles (1891), The Simpletons and Hearte Insurgent,
published serially in 1894 and 1895, revised and issued as Jude the Obscure
(1896).

2. Pastoral Comedies: The Hand of Ethelberta (1875), A Laodicean (1881), Two
on a Tower (1832).

3. Pastoral Romances: Under the Greenwood Tree (1872), Far from the Madding
Crowd (1874), A Pair of Blue Eyes (1875), The Trumpet Major (1880), The
Woodlanders (1887).

4. Pastoral Extravaganza: The Well Beloved (1897), published serially as The
Pursuit of the Well- Beloved in 1892,

5. The volumes of short stories uniting the above classifications: Hardy
published over 40 stories, most of which were collected in Wessex Tales (1883),
A Group of Noble Dames (1891), Life’s Little Ironies (1894), and A Changed
Man (1913); the last volume includes The Romantic Adventures of a Milkmaid,
which first appeared in the Graphic in 1883. The stories vary in content, form
and style and were written skilfully. But it was as a novelist and poet that Thomas
Hardy excelled. ‘ '
Between 1894 and 1913 he published his Poems: Wessex Poems (1898), Poems

of the Past and Present (1902), Time's Laughing Stocks (1909), Satires of
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Circumstances (1914), Moments of Vision (1917),Late Lyrics and Earlier
(1922),Human Shows, (1925), Winter Words (1 928) and The Collected Poems (1930)
published posthumously.

Dynasts an epic-drama, representing the course of the Napoleonic Wars from
(1805-1815) in three parts (1903, 1906, 1908).




HARDY AS AN AUTHOR: AN OVERVIEW

_ Aspect . _ Details .
Hardy is renowned for his contributions to Victorian realism
Genre and and naturalism, exploring. themes.~such as hgman s.uffering,
Themes fate, and the struggle 2_1gamst societal constraints. HlS. novels
often portray the tension between traditional rural life and
modern industrial progress.
Hardy’s works are deeply influenced by his belief in
Philosophical dgtgnninism and fatalism, often pog'traying characters as
Stance victims of fate, chance, or societal pressures. This

philosophical outlook sets him apart from many of his
contemporaries who focused more on individual agency.

Rural Focus

Hardy’s detailed depiction of rural life in his fictional region of
Wessex distinguishes him. His settings, characters, and dialects
offer a rich portrayal of rural England, preserving its cultural
and social nuances during a time of industrial change.

Literary Style

Hardy’s writing combines poetic description, psychological

‘depth, and social commentary. He often uses irony and

symbolism to critique Victorian norms, especially regarding
class, gender, and religion.

Comparison
with ‘
Contemporaries

While contemporaries like Charles Dickens focused on urban
life and social reform, Hardy delved into the struggles of rural
communities. Unlike George Eliot, who explored moral
complexities through optimism, Hardy’s works are often
darker and more tragic.

Major
Contributions

Hardy’s novels such as Tess of the. d’Urbervilles, Far from the
Madding Crowd, and Jude the Obscure have become classics
of English literature. His ability to blend realistic detail with
philosophical depth solidified his place as one of the foremost
novelists of his time.

Legacy and
Influence

Hardy’s exploration of human struggles and his use of
naturalistic themes influenced later writers, including D.H.
Lawrence and modernist authors. His portrayal of societal
constraints and individual suffering continues to resonate with
contemporary audiences.
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Hardy transitioned to poetry later in his career, becoming one of
Dual Role as , . . . . . .
Poet and England’s leading poets. This duality enriched his novels with
- lyrical prose and deep emotional resonance, further cementing
Novelist .. ee . e 1 1s
his unique position in English literature.
Hardy’s works were often criticized in his time for their
Criticism bleakness and challenges to social norms. However, these same
qualities have made his works enduring and critically acclaimed
in modern literary studies.




=

THE HISTORICAL BACK&f{/OUND

The short story is a genre in its own right and it has earned its place now in the
21st century. But when Thomas Hardy was experimenting with the short story then
things were different. Fiction was the dominant form of the 19th century and the
short stories were mostly written as short pieces for periodicals and journals.
Sometimes even novels including Thomas Hardy’s novels were also serialized in
these journals and periodicals .During this period there was censorship in the sense
that Victorian traditions and Victorian morality only allowed writers to write the kind
of work that readers would appreciate. Thomas Hardy could not use this popular
medium to write all that he wanted to expose, the hypocrisy of the middle class life or
the hypocrisy of this Victorian high moral standards .But these social institutions
which were considered very important in 19th century when he questioned them his
Publishers and editors said that he would not be appreciated by the public. Hardy had
expressed his frustration in his letters and even in his biography. Publishers would
tell him to change the story or to change the fiction or the ending in some cases.
When he wanted to present a tragic narrative the publishers compelled him to make
alternate endings. The short story form itself was evolving and it was used
experimentally by writers. The literary text ceased to be entirely elitist as it entered
the lives of middle class men and women and the newly educated people and so the
subject of these stories as in the novels is mostly about middle class owing to a large
readership .The short story could be a chapter in a novel so readers would wait for the
next issue for instance and wait for what is going to be unfolded so certainly there
had to be some sense of curiosity that had to be kept going like a mystery story.
Marriage for Victorian morality and for Victorian society was a kind of sanction of
social life as it was considered a sacred union. 19th century was sensitive of the class
hierarchies and if something went wrong Victorian society was hell-bent on creating
a sort of an optimistic picture of life. It would not have these tragic ends.

In a short story characters are stuck in their positions and there is not much
scope in the story to project within around forty pages. Even if they wish to change
things around them they are daunted by the reality outside. Hardy is basically known
as a tragic genius. His sense of tragedy comes from the loss of the peasantry. In the
novel there is much intensity to carry forward the tragic theme. There is no scope
really to get under the skin of the character in a short story. So much so that in the
story tragedy becomes ironic, bleak, humorous or absurd. He uses peasant folklore,
superstitions or old traditional narratives almost like ballads, or peasant narratives.
Folklore, therefore, is an important part of Thomas Hardy’s stories leading to an ideal
ending- supposedly having some sort of a moral or some sort of an ideal principle.
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Hardy is a genius when it comes to fiction but in terms of his short story it is not
so. His stories stretch over a period of decades which brings an element of
improbability, and there is no uniformity and unity and leaps over decades. The growth
of the character in a short story in 30 to 40 pages is really not something that can be
achieved. He is not able to carry in his stories that sort of depth. So he introduces a
witch somewhere and immediately there is drama. A novel gives ample space to build
the drama unlike short stories make use these alternate ways of fantasy of imagination,
magic, unnatural things and suddenly shocks the reader. Hardy wrote short stories
and novels. He kept writing the short story which meant that he found it an apt medium
to say certain things and he continued to write 47 short stories. So over two decades
he is constantly wrote and published his short stories.

"Hardy actually depicted in his short stories the absurd and the uncanny and a
dark humor. In some of the stories he showed his fascination with the bizarre and the
supernatural and builds up on the folklore and the legends of the time. The superstitious
tales constitute and project the cultural milieu of England. In his diary in 1893 Hardy
presents his conception of what makes a story worth: “A4 story must be exceptional
enough to justify its telling. We taletellers are all Ancient Mariners, and none of us is
warranted in stopping Wedding Guests (in other words, the hurryving public) uniess
he has something more than the ordinary experience of every average man and woman.
The whole secret of fiction and the drama—lies in the adjustment of things unusual to
things eternal and universal. The writer who knows exactly how exceptional and how
non-exceptional his events should be made possesses the key to the art.”(Hardy, Emily
Florence, 252). For Hardy the story must be exceptional enough to justify its telling
so there has to be something more than just the ordinary and the adjustment of things
unusual to things eternal and universal are a part of Hardy’s imagination.

In The Withered Arm, which is from the first collection the Wessex Tules published
in 1888, he uses a very exceptional and bizarre element which is at the center of the
story and Hardy actually blends the realistic with the supernatural. The real life stories
of people are affected by what goes on in the mind of characters. A character for
instance in The Withered Arm dreams that she has harmed another one and in reality
she finds that person is actually harmed. Hardy extends the scope of realism to include
dreams. For dreams become important indicators of the characters mental states. But
dreams we otherwise take to be unrealistic or just imaginary and we forget about
them in Hardy in this particular story dreams are not as inconsequential they become
real.

Another story, The Three Strangers is the story of a celebration party on the
occasion of a birth and a christening ceremony in a shepherd’s hut which is intruded
by three strangers and what happens to them and the people gathered there. Hardy
was deeply influenced by the natural world around him. Reading this we realise at
once how it is that he moves with such ease and sureness over the canvas as when he
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is dealing with simple, primal natures; how it is that a certain awkwardness and
theatricality show themselves whenever he has to deal with the more complex character
of the highly civilised man and woman. Hardy’s strength, as well as his inclination,
lay in tracing the elemental things of life, and this is why he has annexed Wessex as
his province
Thomas Hardy’s novels and poems were more popular than his short stories. -

However he wrote equally simple as well as interesting short stories with the fictional
background of the Wessex countryside. The Three Strangers, The Fiddler of the Reels,
The Distracted Preacher are some of his most popular short stories.

@ JnstaCrom

The Distracted Preacher turns a propositional truth of Jesus — “Render to Caesar
the things that are Caesar s, and to God the things that are God’ ” (Mt. 22:15-
22) — into an entertaining and educational story. Mr. Stockdale’s landlady, Lizzy.
Newberry, participates in her town’s smuggling operation of liquor. By hiding and
selling the contraband, she fails to render to the King the things that are the King’s.




TEXT:
THE DISTRACTED PREACHER

CHAPTER I—HOW HIS COLD WAS CURED

Something delayed the arrival of the Wesleyan minister, and a young man came
temporarily in his stead. It was on the thirteenth of January 183- that Mr. Stockdale,
the young man in question, made his humble entry into the village, unknown, and
almost unseen. But when those of the inhabitants who styled themselves of his
connection became acquainted with him, they were rather pleased with the substitute
than otherwise, though he had scarcely as yet acquired ballast of character sufficient
to steady the consciences of the hundred-and-forty Methodists of pure blood who, at
this time, lived in Nether-Moynton, and to give in addition supplementary support to
the mixed race which went to church in the morning and chapel in the evening, or
when there was a tea—as many as a hundred-and-ten people more, all told, and
including the parish-clerk in the winter-time, when it was too dark for the vicar to
observe who passed up the street at seven o’clock—which, to be just to him, he was
never anxious to do.

It was owing to this overlapping of creeds that the celebrated population-puzzle
arose among the denser gentry of the district around Nether-MOYnton: how could it
be that a parish containing fifteen score of strong full-grown Episcopalians, and nearly
thirteen score of well-matured Dissenters, numbered barely two“and-tWenty score
adults in all? _

The young man being personally interesting, those Wth whom. he came in contact
were content to waive for a while the graver question of his sufficiency. It is gaiq that
at this time of his life his eyes were affectionate, t}lough without a ray of levity; that
his hair was curly, and his figure tall; that he was, In short, a very lovable youth, whg
won upon his female hearers as soon as they saw and heard him, and cayse( them to

say, ‘Why didn’t we know of this before he came, that we might have gied him g

warmer welcome!’ -

The fact was that, knowing him to be only V(Om‘sxc\{\z\\\j %E-\t?m‘ed, and EXpecting
nothing remarkable in his person or doctrine, they and th?fr;sf c;ﬂ:;iﬂoc}‘ In Nether-
Moynton had felt almost as indifferent about his advent E}S “tHieyha eer? the soundest
Chhrch-going parishioners in the country, and he their true and ppointed parson.

Thus when Stockdale set foot in the place nobody had secured a lodging for him, and
though his journey had given him a bad cold in the head, he was forced to attend to
that business himself. On inquiry he learnt that the oply possible accommodation in
the village would be found at the house of one Mrs. L12zy Newberry, at the upper end

of the street.
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It was a youth who gave this information, and Stockdale asked him who Mrs.
Newberry might be.

The boy said that she was a widow-woman, who had got no husband, because
he was dead. Mr. Newberry, he added, had been a well-to-do man enough, as the
saying was, and a farmer; but he had gone offin a decline. As regarded Mrs. Newberry’s

serious side, Stockdale gathered that she was one of the trimmers who went to church
and chapel both.

‘T’ll go there,’ said Stockdale, feeling that, in the absence of purely sectarian
lodgings, he could do no better. :

‘She’s a little particular, and won’t hae gover’ment folks, or curates, or the
pa’son’s friends, or such like,’ said the lad dubiously.

‘Ah, that may be a promising sign: I"ll call. Or no; just you go up and ask first if

she can find room for me.  have to see one or two persons on another matter. You will
find me down at the carrier’s.’

In a quarter of an hour the lad came back, and said that Mrs. Newberry would
have no objection to accommodate him, whereupon Stockdale called at the house.

It stood within a garden-hedge, and seemed to be roomy and comfortable. He
saw an elderly woman, with whom he made arrangements to come the same night,
since there was no inn in the place, and he wished to house himself as soon as possible;
the village being a local centre from which he was to radiate at once to the different
small chapels in the neighbourhood. He forthwith sent his luggage to Mrs. Newberry’s

from the carrier’s, where he had taken shelter, and in the evening walked up to his
temporary home.

As he now lived there, Stockdale felt it unnecessary to knock at the door; and
entering quietly he had the pleasure of hearing footsteps scudding away like mice
into the back quarters. He advanced to the parlour, as the front room was called,
though its stone floor was scarcely disguised by the carpet, which only over-laid the
trodden areas, leaving sandy deserts under the bulging mouldings of the table-legs,
playing with brass furniture. But the room looked snug and cheerful. The firelight
shone out brightly, trembling on the knobs and handles, and lurking in great strength
on the under surface of the chimney-piece. A deep arm-chair, covered with horsehair,
and studded with a countless throng of brass nails, was pulled up on one side of the
fireplace. The tea-things were on the table, the teapot cover was open, and a little
hand-bell had been laid at that precise point towards which a person seated in the
great chair might be expected instinctively to stretch his hand.

Stockdale sat down, not objecting to his experience of the room thus far, and
began his residence by tinkling the bell. A little girl crept in at the summons, and
made tea for him. Her name, she said, was Marther Sarer, and she lived out there,
nodding towards the road and village generally. Before Stockdale had got far with his
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meal, a tap sounded on thf: door behind him, and on his telling the inquirer to come
in, a rustle of garments caused him to turn his head. He saw before him a fine and
extremely well-made young woman, with dark hair, a wide, sensible, beautiful
forehead, eyes that warmed him before he knew it, and a mouth that was in itself a
picture to all appreciative souls.
‘Can| get you anything else for tea?’ she said, coming forward a step or two, an
expression of liveliness on her features, and her hand waving the door by its edge.
‘Nothing, thank you,” said Stockdale, thinking less of what he replied than of
what might be her relation to the household.
“You are quite sure?’ said the young woman, apparently aware that he had not
considered his answer. )
He conscientiously examined the tea-things, and found them all there. ‘Quite
sure, Miss Newberry,” he said.
‘It is Mrs. Newberry,” she said. ‘Lizzy Newberry, [ used to be Lizzy Simpking,’
‘O, I beg your pardon, Mrs. Newberry.” And before he had occasion to say more
she left the room.
Stockdale remained in some doubt till Martha Sarah came to clear the table,
“Whose house is this, my little woman,” said he.

‘Mrs. Lizzy Newberry’s, sir.’ .

“Then Mrs. Newberry is not the old lady I saw this afternoon?

‘No. That’s Mrs. Newberry’s mother. It was Mrs. Newberry whg comed in 1o
you just by now, because she wanted to see if you was goo'd—looking-’ '

Later in the evening, when Stockdale was abouf to begin su.pp.er, she cam
‘I have come myself, Mr. Stockdale,’ s.he 'sa1d‘ The mmllster Stood up in
acknowledgment of the honour. ‘I am afraid little Marther might o ). you
understand. What will you have for supper?—there’s cold rabbi, and there's o g
uncut.’

€again,

Stockdale said he could get on nicely with those viands, and supper wags Iaid. He
had no more than cut a slice when tap-tap came to the door again. The minister had
already learnt that this particular thythm in taps dm‘]oicd the fingers of his enkindling
landlady, and the doomed young fellow buried his first mouthful under 4 look of
receptive blandness.

“We have a chicken in the house, Mr. Stockdale—I quite forgot to mention it
just now. Perhaps you would like Marther Sarer to bring it up?

Stockdale had advanced far enough in the art of being a young man to say that
he did not want the chicken, unless she brought it up herself: but when it was uttered
he blushed at the daring gallantry of the speech, perhaps a shade too strong for a
serious man and a minister. In three minutes the chicken appeared, but, to his great
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surprise, only in the hands of Martha Sarah. Stockdale was disappointed, which perhaps
it was intended that he should be.

He had finished supper, and was not in the least anticipating Mrs. Newberry
again that night, when she tapped and entered as before. Stockdale’s gratified look
told that she had lost nothing by not appearing when expected. It happened that the
cold in the head from which the young man suffered had increased with the approach
of night, and before she had spoken he was seized with a violent fit of sneezing which
he could not anyhow repress.

Mrs. Newberry looked full of pity. ‘Your cold is very bad to-night, Mr. Stockdale.’
Stockdale replied that it was rather troublesome.

‘And I’ve a good mind’—she added archly, looking at the cheerless glass of
water on the table, which the abstemious minister was going to drink.

‘Yes, Mrs. Newberry?’

‘I’ve a good mind that you should have something more likely to cure it than
that cold stuff.’ |

“Well,” said Stockdale, looking down at the glass, ‘as there is no inn here, and
nothing better to be got in the village, of course it will do.”

To this she replied, ‘There is something better, not far off, though not in the
house. I really think you must try it, or you may be ill. Yes, Mr. Stockdale, you shall..’
She held up her finger, seeing that he was about to speak. ‘Don’t ask what it is; walit,
and you shall see.’

Lizzy went away, and Stockdale waited in a pleasant mood. Presently she return?d
with her bonnet and cloak on, saying, ‘I am so sorry, but you must help me to get 1t.
Mother has gone to bed. Will you wrap yourself up, and come this way, and please
bring that cup with you?’ '

Stockdale, a lonely young fellow, who had for weeks felt a great craving for
somebody on whom to throw away superfluous interest, and even tenderness, was
not sorry to join her; and followed his guide through the back door, across the garden.,
to the bottom, where the boundary was a wall. This wall was low, and be)"ond it
Stockdale discerned in the night shades several grey headstones, and the outlines of
the church roof and tower. '

‘It is easy to get up this way,” she said, stepping upon a bank which abutted.on
the wall; then putting her foot on the top of the stonework, and descending a spring
inside, where the ground was much higher, as is the manner of graveyards to be.
Stockdale did the same, and followed her in the dusk across the irregular ground till
they came to the tower door, which, when they had entered, she softly closed behind
them. ‘

“You can keep a secret?’ she said, in a musical voice.
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‘Like an iron chest!” said he fervently.

Then from under her cloak she produced a small lighted lantern, which the
minister had not noticed that she carried at all. The light showed them to be close to
the singing-gallery stairs, under which lay a heap of lumber of all sorts, but consisting
mostly of decayed framework, pews, panels, and pieces of flooring, that from time to
time had been removed from their original fixings in the body of the edifice and
replaced by new.

‘Perhaps you will drag some of those boards aside?” she said, holding the lantern
over her head to light him better. ‘Or will you take the lantern while I move them?’

‘I can manage it,” said the young man, and acting as she ordered, he uncovered,
to his surprise, a row of little barrels bound with wood hoops, each barrel being about

as large as the nave of a heavy waggon-wheel. -
When they were laid open Lizzy fixed her eyes on him, as if she wondered what

he would say. '
“You know what they are?”’ she asked, finding that he did not speak.
“Yes, barrels,’ said Stockdale simply. He was an inland man, the son of highly
respectable parents, and brought up with a single eye to the ministry; and the sight

suggested nothing beyond the fact that such articl_es \.)vere there. |
“You are quite right, they are barrels,” she said, in an emphatic tone of candouyr

that was not without a touch of irony. ol 1hrc g
Stockdale looked at her with an eye of sudden misgiving. ‘Not Smugglers’ liquor?’

he said. _
“Yes,” said she. ‘They are tubs of spirit that have accidentally come ovey in the

dark from France.’ ‘

In Nether-Moynton and its vicinity at this daée]fmpll:ti‘l"l:ays smiled at the sort
of sin called in the outside world illicit trading; anc : e;z 1th et S(.:gs of gin and brandy
were as well known to the inhabitants as turnips. at Stockdale’g innoceny

1 when he guessed the sinister mystery, seemed ¢
(e}

ionorance, and his look of alarn :
1gn y awkward for the goog impression e

: er
strike Lizzy first as ludicrous, and then as ¥
i ; upon him. f
she wished to produce up & of the people,’ she e

it ; som
‘Smuggling is carried on here bf-/actice for generations, and they ?l a gentle,
apologetic voice. ‘It has been their P ubs?’ Mk it g

harm. Now, will you roll out one of the tt
: . ) & 1 ‘j-S eI,
“What to do with it?’ said th_? m‘m Wi
are your cold,” she answered. ‘It i g0 ‘yation strong

VIS B 4 Hibke Brom is 10 e
0 draw 2 hittle from it to cure your & g, £ 5
that i1t drives away that sort of thing mn ajiffy. O, 1t1s all right aboyt our taking it. |

may have what I like; the owner of the tubs S?YS.SOE: i’ight to I.Hlvc had some in the
house, and then I shouldn’t ha’ been put to this trouble; but I drink nope myself, and

so [ often forget to keep it indoors.’
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“You are allowed to help yourself, I suppose, that you may not inform where
their hiding-place is?’

“Well; no; not that particularly; but I may take any if I want it. So help yourself.’

‘I will, to oblige you, since you have a right to it,” murmured the minister; and
though he was not quite satisfied with his part in the performance, he rolled one of
the ‘tubs’ out from the corner into the middle of the tower floor. ‘How do you wish
me to get it out—with a gimlet, I suppose?’

‘No, I'll show you,’ said his interesting companion; and she held up with her
other hand a shoemaker’s awl and a hammer. ¢ You must never do these things with a
gimlet, because the wood-dust gets in; and when the buyers pour out the brandy that
would tell them that the tub had been broached. An awl makes no dust, and the hole
nearly closes up again. Now tap one of the hoops forward.’

Stockdale took the hammer and did so.

‘Now make the hole in the part that was covered by the hoop.”
He made the hole as directed ‘It won’t run out,” he said.

‘O yes it will,” said She “Take the tub between your knees, and squeeze the
heads; and I'll hold the cup.’

Stockdale obeyed; and the pressure taking effect upon the tub, which seemed, to
be thm, the spirit spirted out in a stream. When the cup was full he ceased pressmg,
and the flow immediately stopped. ‘Now we must fill up the keg with water,” said
Lizzy, ‘or it will cluck like forty hens when it is handled, and show that *tis not full.”

‘But they tell you you may take it?’

“Yes, the smugglers: but the buyers must not know that the smugglers have been
kind to me at their expense.’

‘I see,” said Stockdale doubtfully. ‘I much question the honesty of this
proceeding.’

By her direction he held the tub with the hole upwards, and while he went through
the process of alternately pressing and ceasing to press, she produced a bottle of
water, from which she took mouthfuls, conveying each to the keg by putting her
pretty lips to the hole, where it was sucked in at each recovery of the cask from
pressure. When it was again full he plugged the hole, knocked the hoop down to 1ts
place, and buried the tub in the lumber as before.

¢ Aren’t the smugglers afraid that you will tell?” he asked, as they recrossed the
churchyard.

‘O no; they are not afraid of that. I couldn’t do such a thing.’

“They have put you into a very awkward corner,’ said Stockdale emphatically.
“You must, of course, as an honest person, sometimes feel that it is your duty to
inform—really you must.’
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‘Well, I have never particularly felt it as a duty; and, besides, my first husband—
> She stopped, and there was some confusion in her voice. Stockdale was so honest
and unsophisticated that he did not at once discern why she paused: but at last he did
perceive that the words were a slip, and that no woman would have uttered “first
husband’ by accident unless she had thought pretty frequently of a second. He felt for
her confusion, and allowed her time to recover and proceed. ‘My husband,’ she said,
in a self-corrected tone, ‘used to know of their doings, and so did my father, and kept

- the secret. I cannot inform, in fact, against anybody.’

‘I see the hardness of'it,” he continued, like a man who looked far into the moral
of things. ‘And it is very cruel that you should be tossed and tantalized between your
memories and your conscience. I do hope, Mrs. Newberry, that you will soon see
your way out of this unpleasant position.’

‘Well, I don’t just now,” she murmured.

By this time they had passed over the wall and entered the house, where she
brought him a glass and hot water, and left him to his own reflections. He looked after
her vanishing form, asking himself whether he, as a respectable man, and a minister,
and a shining light, even though as yet only of the halfpenny-candle sort, were quite
justified in doing this thing. A sneeze settled the question; and he found that when the
fiery liquor was lowered by the addition of twice or thrice the quantity of water, it
was one of the prettiest cures for a cold in the head that he had ever known, particularly
at this chilly time of the year.

Stockdale sat in the deep chair about twenty minutes sipping and meditating, til]
he at length took warmer views of things, and longed for the morrow, when he would
see Mrs. Newberry again. He then felt that, though chronologically at a short distance,
it would in an emotional sense be very long before to-morrow came, and walked
restlessly round the room. His eye was attracted by a framed and glazed sampler in
which a running ornament of fir-trees and peacocks surrounded the following pretty
bit of sentiment:- '

‘Rose-leaves smell when roses thrive,
Here’s my work while I’'m alive;
Rose-leaves smell when shrunk and shed,
Here’s my work when I am dead.
‘Lizzy Simpkins. Fear God. Honour the King.
‘Aged 11 years.
“’Tis hers,” he said to himself. ‘Heavens, how I like that name!’

Before he had done thinking that no other name from Abigail to Zenobia would
have suited his young landlady so well, tap-tap came again upon the door; and the
minister started as her face appeared yet another time, looking so disinterested that
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* the most ingenious would have refrained from asserting that she had come to affect
his feelings by her seductive eyes.

‘Would ydu like a fire in your room, Mr. Stockdale, on account of your cold?’

The minister, being still a little pricked in the conscience for countenancing her
in watering the spirits, saw here a way to self-chastisement. ‘No, I thank you,’ he said
firmly; ‘it is not necessary. I have never been used to one in my life, and it would be
giving way to luxury too far.’

“Then I won’t insist,” she said, and disconcerted him by vanishing instantly. -

Wondering if she was vexed by his refusal, he wished that he had chosen to have
a fire, even though it should have scorched him out of bed and endangered his self-
discipline for a dozen days. However, he consoled himself with what was in truth a
rare consolation for a budding lover, that he was under.the same roof with Lizzy; her

guest, in fact, to take a poetical view of the term lodger; and that he would certainly
see her on the morrow.

The morrow came, and Stockdale rose early, his cold quite gone. He had never
in his life so longed for the breakfast hour as he did that day, and punctually at eight
o’clock, after a short walk, to reconnoitre the premises, he re-entered the door of his
dwelling. Breakfast passed, and Martha Sarah attended, but nobody came voluntarily
as on the night before to inquire if there were other wants which he had not mentioned,
and which she would attempt to gratify. He was disappointed, and went out, hoping
to see her at dinner. Dinner time came; he sat down to the meal, finished it, lingered
on for a whole hour, although two new teachers were at that moment waiting at the
chapel-door to speak to him by appointment. It was useless to wait longer, and he
slowly went his way down the lane, cheered by the thought that, after all, he would
see her in the evening, and perhaps engage again in the delightful tub-broaching in
the neighbouring church tower, which proceeding he resolved to render more moral
by steadfastly insisting that no water should be introduced to fill up, though the tub
should cluck like all the hens in Christendom. But nothing could disguise the fact that
it was a queer business; and his countenance fell when he thought how much more
his mind was interested in that matter than in his serious duties.

However, compunction vanished with the decline of day. Night came, and his
tea and supper; but no Lizzy Newberry, and no sweet temptations. At last the minister
could bear it no longer, and said to his quaint little attendant, ‘Where is Mrs. Newberry
to-day?’ judiciously handing a penny as he spoke.

‘She’s busy,” said Martha.

* Anything serious happened?” he asked, handing another penny, and revealing
yet additional pennies in the background.

‘O no—nothing at all!’ said she, with breathless confidence. ‘Nothing ever
happens to her. She’s only biding upstairs in bed because ’tis her way sometimes.’
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Being a young man of some honour, he would not question further, and assuming
that Lizzy must have a bad headache, or other slight ailment, in spite of what the girl

 had said, he went to bed dissatisfied, not even setting eyes on old Mrs. Simpkins. ‘I

said last night that I should see her to-morrow,” he reflected; ‘but that was not to be!®

Next day he had better fortune, or worse, meeting her at the foot of the stairs in
the morning; and being favoured by a visit or two from her during the day—once for
the purpose of making kindly inquiries about his comfort, as on the first evening, and
at another time to place a bunch of winter-violets on his table, with a promise to
renew them when they drooped. On these occasions there was something in her smile
which showed how conscious she was of the effect she produced, though it must be-
said that it was rather a humorous than a designing consciousness, and savoured
more of pride than of vanity.

As for Stockdale, he cl€arly perceived that he possessed unlimited capacity for.

_ backsliding, and wished that tutelary saints were not denied to Dissenters. He set a .

watch upon his tongue and eyes for the space of one hour and a half; after which he
found it was useless to struggle further, and gave himself up to the situation. ‘The
other minister will be here in a month,” he said to himself when sitting over the fire.
“Then I shall be off, and she will distract my mind no more! . . . And then, shall I go
on living by myself for ever? No; when my two years of probation are finished, I'shall
have a furnished house to live in, with a varnished door and a brass knocker; and I'll
march straight back to her, and ask her flat, as soon as the last plate is on the dresser!

Thus a titillating fortnight was passed by young Stockdale, during which time
things proceeded much as such matters have done ever since the beginning of history.
He saw the object of attachment several times one day, did not see her at all the next,
met her when he least expected to do so, missed her when hints and signs as to where
she should be at a given hour almost amounted to an appointment. This mild coquetry
was perhaps fair enough under the circumstances of their being so closely lodged,
and Stockdale put up with it as philosophically as he was able. Being in her own
house, she could, after vexing him or disappointing him of her presence, easily win
him back by suddenly surrounding him with those little attentions which her position
as his landlady put it in her power to bestow. When he had waited indoors half the
day to see her, and on finding that she would not be seen, had gone off in a huff'to the
dreariest and dampest walk he could discover, she would restore equilibrium in the
evening with ‘Mr. Stockdale, I have fancied you must feel draught o’ nights from
your bedroom window, and so I have been putting up thicker curtains this afternoon
while you were out;’ or, ‘I noticed that you sneezed twice again this morning, Mr.
Stockdale. Depend upon it that cold is hanging about you yet; I am sure it is—I have
thought of it continually; and you must let me make a posset for you.’

Sometimes in coming home he found his sitting-room rearranged, chairs placed
where the table had stood, and the table ornamented with the few fresh flowers and
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leaves that could be obtained at this season, so as to add a novelty to the room. At
times she would be standing on a chair outside the house, trying to nail up a branch of
the monthly rose which the winter wind had blown down; and of course he stepped
forward to assist her, when their hands got mixed in passing the shreds and nails.
Thus they became friends again after a disagreement. She would utter on these
occasions some pretty and deprecatory remark on the necessity of her troubling him
anew; and he would straightway say that he would do a hundred times as much for .
her if she should so require.
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- CHAPTER II—HOW HE SAW TWO OTHER MEN

" Matters being in this advancing state, Stockdale was rather surprised one cloudy

-evening, while sitting in his room, at hearing her speak in low tones of expostulation

to some one at the door. It was nearly dark, but the shutters were not yet closed, nor

the candles lighted; and Stockdale was tempted to stretch his head towards the window.

He saw outside the door a young man in clothes of a whitish colour, and upon reflection
judged their wearer to be the well-built and rather handsome miller who lived below.

The miller’s voice was alternately low and firm, and sometimes it reached the level
y

of positive entreaty; but what the words were Stockdale could in no way hear.
Before the colloquy had ended, the minister’s attention was attracted by a second

incident. Opposite Lizzy’s home grew a clump of laurels, forming a thick and

permanent shade. One of the laurel boughs now quivered against the light background
of sky, and in a moment the head of 2 man peered out, and remained still. He seemed
to be also much interested in the conversation at the door, and was plainly lingering
there to watch and listen. Had Stockdale stood in any other relation to Lizzy than that
of a lover, he might have gone out and investigated the meaning of this: but being as
yet but an unprivileged ally, he did nothing more than stand up and show himself
against the firelight, whereupon the listener disappeared, and Lizzy and the miller
spoke in lower tones. _

Stockdale was made so uneasy by the circumstance, that as soon as the miller
was gone, he said, ‘Mrs. Newberry, are you aware that you were watched just now,
and your conversation heard?’ '

‘When?’ she said.

‘ ‘When you were talking to that miller. A man was looking from the laurel-tree
as jealously as if he could have eaten you.’ -

She showed more concern than the trifling event seemed to demand, and he
added, ‘Perhaps you were talking of things you did not wish to be overheard?’

‘I was talking only on business,’ she said. _

‘Lizzy, be frank!’ said the young man. ‘If it was only on business, why should
anybody wish to listen to you?’ '

She looked curiously at him. ‘What else do you think it could be, then?’

‘Well—the only talk between a young woman and man that is likely to amuse an
eavesdropper.’ .

‘Ahyes,’ she said, smiling in spite of her preoccupation. ‘Well, my cousin Owlett
has spoken to me about matrimony, every now and then, that’s true; but he was not

speaking of it then. I wish he had been speaking of it, with all my heart. It would have
been much less serious for me.’ '

‘O Mrs. Newberry!’
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‘It would. Not that [ should ha’ chimed in with him, of course. I wish it for other
reasons. | am glad, Mr. Stockdale, that you have told me of that listener. It is a timely
warning, and I must see my cousin again ’

" “But don’t go away till [ have spoken,’ said the minister. ‘I’ll out with it at once,
and make no more ado. Let it be Yes or No between us, Lizzy; please do!’ And he held
out his hand, in which she freely allowed her own to rest, but without speaking.

‘You mean Yes by that?’ he asked, after waiting a while.
. “You may be my sweetheart, if you will.’
‘Why not say at once you w111 wait for me until I have a house and can come
back to marry you.’

‘Because I am thinking—thinking of something else,” she said with
embarrassment. ‘It all comes upon me at once, and I must settle one thing at a time.’

‘At any rate, dear Lizzy, you can assure me that the miller shall not be allowed
to speak to you except on business? You have never directly encouraged him?’

She parried the question by saying, ‘You see, he and his party have been in the
habit of leaving things on my premises sometimes, and as [ have not demed him, it
makes him rather forward.’

“Things—what things?’

“Tubs—they are called Things here.’

‘But why don’t you deny him, my dear Lizzy?’
‘I cannot well.’

“You are too timid. It is unfair of him to impose so upon you, and get your good
name into danger by his smuggling tricks. Promise me that the next time he wants to
leave his tubs here you will let me roll them into the street?’

She shook her head. ‘I would not venture to offend the neighbours so much as
that,” said she, ‘or do anythmg that would be so likely to put poor Owlett into the
hands of the excisemen.’ :

Stockdale sighed, and said that he thought hers a mistaken generosity when it
extended to assisting those who cheated the king of his dues. ‘At any rate, you will let
me make him keep his distance as your lover, and tell him flatly that you are not for
him?’ .

‘Please not, at present,” she said. ‘I don’t wish to offend my old neighbours. It is
not only Owlett who is concerned.’

“This is too bad,’ said Stockdale impatiently.

‘On my honour, [ won’t encourage him as my lover,” Lizzy answered earnestly.
‘A reasonable man will be satisfied with that.’

“Well, so I am,’ said Stockdale, his countenance clearing.
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CHAPTER III—THE MYSTERIOUS GREATCOAT

Stockdale now began to notice more particularly a feature in the life of his fair
landlady, which he had casually observed but scarcely ever thought of before. It was
that she was markedly irregular in her hours of rising. For a week or two she would be

tolerably punctual, reaching the ground-floor within a few minutes of half-past seven.

Then suddenly she would not be visible till twelve at noon, perhaps for three or four
days in succession; and twice he had certain proof that she did not leave her room till
half-past three in the afternoon. The second time that this extreme lateness came
under his notice was on a day when he had particularly wished to consult with her
about his future movements; and he concluded, as he always had done, that she had a

cold, headache, or other ailment, unless she had kept herself invisible to avoid meeting -

and talking to him, which he could hardly believe. The former supposition was
disproved, however, by her innocently saying, some days later, when they were
speaking on a question of health, that she had never had a moment’s heaviness,
headache, or illness of any kind since the previous January twelvemonth.

‘T am glad to hear it,” said he. ‘I thought quite otherwise.’

“What, do I look sickly?’ she asked, turning up her face to show the 1mp0531b111ty
of his gazing on it and holding such a belief for a moment.

‘Not at all; I merely thought so from your being sometimes obliged to keep your
room through the best part of the day.’

0, as for that—it means nothing,” she murmured, with a look which some might
have called cold, and which was the worst look that he liked to see upon her. ‘It is
pure sleepiness, Mr. Stockdale.’

‘Never!’

‘It is, I tell you. When I stay in my room till half-past three in the afternoon, you
may always be sure that I slept soundly till three, or I shouldn’t have stayed there.’

‘It is dreadful,” said Stockdale, thinking of the disastrous effects of such
indulgence upon the household of a minister, should it become a habit of everyday
occurrence. _ ‘

‘But then,’ she said, divining his good and prescient thoughts, ‘it only happens
when I stay awake all night. I don’t go to sleep till five or six in the morning sometimes,’

¢ Ah, that’s another matter,’ said Stockdale ‘Sleeplessness to such an alarming
extent is real illness. Have you spoken to a doctor?’

‘O no—there is no need for doing that—it is all natural to me.’ And she went
away without further remark.

Stockdale might have waited a long time to know the real cause of her
sleeplessness, had it not happened that one dark night he was sitting in his bedroom
jotting down notes for a sermon, which occupied him perfunctorily for a considerable
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time after the other members of the household had retired. He did not get to bed till
one o’clock. Before he had fallen asleep he heard a knocking at the front door, first
rather timidly performed, and then louder. Nobody answered it, and the person knocked
again. As the house still remained undisturbed, Stockdale got out of bed, went to his
window, which overlooked the door, and opening it, asked who was there.

A young woman’s voice replied that Susan Wallis was there, and that she had
come to ask if Mrs. Newberry could give her some mustard to make a plaster with, as
her father was taken very ill on the chest. '

The minister, having neither bell nor servant, was compelled to act in person. ‘I
will call Mrs. Newberry,” he said. Partly dressing himself; he went along the passage
and tapped at Lizzy’s door. She did not answer, and, thinking of her erratic habits in
the matter of sleep, he thumped the door persistently, when he discovered, by its
moving ajar under his knocking, that it had only been gently pushed to. As there was

now a sufficient entry for the voice, he knocked no longer, but said in firm tones,
‘Mrs. Newberry, you are wanted.’

The room was quite silent; not a breathing, not a rustle, came from any part of it.
Stockdale now sent a positive shout through the open space of the door: ‘Mrs.
Newberry!’—still no answer, or movement of any kind within. Then he heard sounds
from the opposite room, that of Lizzy’s mother, as if she had been aroused by his
uproar though Lizzy had not, and was dressing herself hastily. Stockdale softly closed
the younger woman’s door and went on to the other, which was opened by Mrs.
Simpkins before he could reach it. She was in her ordinary clothes, and had a light in
~ her hand. '

‘What’s the person calling about?’ she said in alarm.
Stockdale told the girl’s errand, adding seriously, ‘I cannot wake Mrs. Newberry.’

‘It is no matter,’ said her mother. ‘I can let the girl have what she wants as well
as my daughter.” And she came out of the room and went downstairs.

Stockdale retired towards his own apartment, saying, however, to Mrs. Simpkins
from the landing, as if on second thoughts, ‘I suppose there is nothing the matter with
Mrs. Newberry, that I could not wake her?’

‘O no,’ said the old lady hastily. ‘Nothing at all.’

~ Still the minister was not satisfied. ‘Will you go in and see?” he said. ‘I should
be much more at ease.’

Mrs. Simpkins returned up the staircase, went to her daughter’s room, and came
out again almost instantly. ‘There is nothing at all the matter with Lizzy,’ she said;
and descended again to attend to the applicant, who, having seen the light, had remained
quiet during this interval.

Stockdale went into his room and lay down as before. He heard Lizzy’s mother




" at the door he could not possibly convince himself; notwithstanding that he had heard]

“awake till day. He saw nothing of Mrs. Newberry in the morning, before he went out
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open the front door, admit the girl, and then the murmured discourse of both as theyj
went to the store-cupboard for the medicament required. The girl departed, the door
was fastened, Mrs. Simpkins came upstairs, and the house was again in silence. Stil|
the minister did not fall asleep. He could not get rid of a singular suspicion, which
was all the more harassing in being, if true, the most unaccountable thing within his|
experience. That Lizzy Newberry was in her bedroom when he made such a clamo

her come upstairs at the usual time, go into her chamber, and shut herself up in the
usual way. Yet all reason was so much against her being elsewhere, that he was
constrained to go back again to the unlikely theory of a heavy sleep, though he had
heard neither breath nor movement during a shouting and knocking loud enough tgf
rouse the Seven Sleepers.

Before coming to any positive conclusion he fell asleep himself, and did not

to meet the rising sun, as he liked to do when the weather was fine; but as this was by
no means unusual, he took no notice of it. At breakfast-time he knew that she was not
far off by hearing her in the kitchen, and though he saw nothing of her person, that
back apartment being rigorously closed against his eyes, she seemed to be talking,
ordering, and bustling about among the pots and skimmers in so ordinary a manner,
that there was no reason for his wasting more time in fruitless surmise.

The minister suffered from these distractions, and his extemporized sermong
were not improved thereby. Already he often said Romans for Corinthians in the
pulpit, and gave out hymns in strange cramped metres, that hitherto had always beep,
skipped, because the congregation could not raise a tune to fit them. He fully resolveq
that as soon as his few weeks of stay approached their end he would cut the matter
short, and commit himself by proposing a definite engagement, repenting at leisure jf
necessary. ’

With this end in view, he suggested to her on the evening after her mysterioyg
sleep that they should take a walk together just before dark, the latter part of the
proposition being introduced that they might return home unseen. She consented ¢
go; and away they went over a stile, to a shrouded footpath suited for the occasiop,
But, in spite of attémpts on both sides, they were unable to infuse much spirit into the
ramble. She looked rather paler than usual, and sometimes turned her head away,

‘Lizzy,’ said Stockdale reproachfylly, when they had walked in silence a long 4
distance. |
' !
|

‘Yes,’ said she.

“You yawned—much my company is to you!” He put it in that way, but he Wwag }
really wondering whether her yawn could possibly have more to do with physica]
weariness from the night before than mental weariness of that present moment. LizZy

!

- l
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apologized, and owned that she was rather tired, which gave him an opening for a
direct question on the point; but his modesty would not allow him to put it to her; and
he uncomfortably resolved to wait.

The month of February passed with alternations of mud and frost, rain and sleet,
east winds and north-westerly gales. The hollow places in the ploughed fields showed
themselves as pools of water, which had settled there from the higher levels, and had
not yet found time to soak away. The birds began to get lively, and a single thrush
came just before sunset each evening, and sang hopefully on the large elm-tree which
stood nearest to Mrs, Newberry’s house. Cold blasts and brittle earth had given place
to an oozing dampness more unpleasant in itself than frost; but it suggested coming
spring, and its unpleasantness was of a bearable kind. -

Stockdale had been going to bring about a practical understanding with Lizzy at
least half-a-dozen times; but, what with the mystery of her apparent absence on the
night of the neighbour’s call, and her curious way of lying in bed at unaccountable
times, he felt a check within him whenever he wanted to speak out. Thus they still
lived on as indefinitely affianced lovers, each of whom hardly acknowledged the
other’s claim to the name of chosen one. Stockdale persuaded himself that his hesitation
was owing to the postponement of the ordained minister’s arrival, and the ‘consequent
delay in his own departure, which did away with all necessity for haste in his courtship;
but perhaps it was only that his discretion was reasserting itself, and telling him that
he had better get clearer ideas of Lizzy before arranging for the grand contract of his
life with her. She, on her part, always seemed ready to be urged further on that question
than he had hitherto attempted to go; but she was none the less independent, and to a
degree which would have kept from flagging the passion of a far more mutable man.

On the evening of the first of March he went casually into his bedroom about
dusk, and noticed lying on a chair a greatcoat, hat, and breeches. Having no recollection
of leaving any clothes of his own in that spot, he went and examined them as well as
he could in the twilight, and found that they did not belong to him. He paused for a
moment to consider how they might have got there. He was the only man living in the
house; and yet these were not his garments, unless he had made a mistake. No, they
were not his. He called up Martha Sarah.

‘How did these things come in my room?’ he said, flinging the objectionable
articles to the floor.

Martha said that Mrs. Newberry had given them to her to brush, and that she had
brought them up there thinking they must be Mr. Stockdale s, as there was no other
gentleman a-lodging there.

“Of course you did,’ said Stockdale. ‘Now take them down to your mis’ess, and
say they are some clothes I have found here and know nothing about.’

As the door was left open he heard the conversation downstairs. ‘How stupid!’
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said Mrs. Newberry, in-a tone of confusion. ‘Why, Marther Sarer, I did not tell you to
take ’em to Mr. Stockdale’s room?’

‘I thought they must be his as they was so muddy,” said Martha humbly.

“You should have left ’em on the clothes-horse,’ said the young mistress severely;
and she came upstairs with the garments on her arm, quickly passed Stockdale’s
room, and threw them forcibly into a closet at the end of a passage. With this the
incident ended, and the house was silent again.

There would have been nothing remarkable in finding such clothes in a widow’s
house had they been clean; or moth-eaten, or creased, or mouldy from long lying by;
but that they should be splashed with recent mud bothered Stockdale a good deal..
When a young pastor is in the aspen stage of attachment, and open to agitation at the
merest trifles, a really substantial incongruity of this complexion is a disturbing thing.
However, nothing further occurred at that time; but he became watchful, and given to
conjecture, and was unable to forget the circumstance.

One morning, on looking from his window, he saw Mrs. Newberry herself
brushing the tails of a long drab greatcoat, which, if he mistook not, was the very
same garment as the one that had adorned the chair of his room. It was densely splashed
up to the hollow of the back with neighbouring Nether-Moynton mud, to judge by its
colour, the spots being distinctly visible to him in the sunlight. The previous day or
two having been wet, the inference was irresistible that the wearer had quite recently
been walking some considerable distance about the lanes and fields. Stockdale opened
the window and looked out, and Mrs. Newberry turned her head. Her face became
slowly red; she never had looked prettier, or more incomprehensible, he waved his
hand affectionately, and said good-morning; she answered with embarrassment, having
ceased her occupation on the instant that she saw him, and rolled up the coat half-
cleaned.

Stockdale shut the window. Some simple explanation of her proceeding was
doubtless within the bounds of possibility; but he himself could not think of one; and
he wished that she had placed the matter beyond conjecture by voluntarily saying
something about it there and then.

But, though Lizzy had not offered an explanation at the moment, the subject
was brought forward by her at the next time of their meeting. She was chatting to him
concerning some other event, and remarked that it happened about the time when she
was dusting some old clothes that had belonged to her poor husband.

“You keep them clean out of respect to his memory?’ said Stockdale tentatively,

‘I air and dust them sometimes,’ she said, with the most charming innocence in
the world.

‘Do dead men come out of their graves and walk in mud?” murmured the minister,
in a cold sweat at the deception that she was practising.
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“What did you say?’ asked Lizzy.

‘Nothing, nothing,’ said he mournfully. ‘Mere words—a phrase that will do for
my sermon next Sunday.” It was too plain that Lizzy was unaware that he had seen
actual pedestrian splashes upon the skirts of the tell-tale overcoat, and that she imagined
him to believe it had come direct from some chest or drawer.

The aspect of the case was now considerably darker. Stockdale was so much
depressed by it that he did not challenge her explanation, or threaten to go off as a
missionary to benighted islanders, or reproach her in any way whatever. He simply
parted from her when she had done talking, and lived on in perplexity, till by degrees
his natural manner became sad and constrained.
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CHAPTER IV—AT THE TIME OF THE NEW MOON

The following Thursday was changeable, damp, and gloomy; and the night
threatened to be windy and unpleasant. Stockdale had gone away to Knollsea in the
morning, to be present at some commemoration service there, and on his return he
was met by the attractive Lizzy in the passage. Whether influenced by the tide of
cheerfulness which had attended him that day, or by the drive through the open air, or
whether from a natutal disposition to let bygones alone, he allowed himself to be
fascinated into forgetfulness of the greatcoat incident, and upon the whole passed a
pleasant evening; not so much in her society as within sound of her voice, as she sat
talking in the back parlour to her mother, till the latter went to bed. Shortly after this
Mrs. Newberry retired, and then Stockdale prepared to go upstairs himself. But before
he left the room he remained standing by the dying embers awhile, thinking long of
one thing and another; and was only aroused by the flickering of his candle in the
socket as it suddenly declined and went out. Knowing that there were a tinder-box,
matches, and another candle in his bedroom, he felt his way upstairs without a light.
On reaching his chamber he laid his hand on every possible ledge and corner for the
tinderbox, but for a long time in vain. Discovering it at length, Stockdale produced a
spark, and was kindling the brimstone, when he fancied that he heard a movement in
the passage. He blew harder at the lint, the match flared up, and looking by aid of the
blue light through the door, which had been standing open all this time, he was surprised
to see a male figure vanishing round the top of the staircase with the evident intention
of escaping unobserved. The personage wore the clothes which Lizzy had been
brushing, and something in the outline and gait suggested to the minister that the
wearer was Lizzy herself.

But he was not sure of this; and, greatly excited, Stockdale determined to
investigate the mystery, and to adopt his own way for doing it. He blew out the match
without lighting the candle, went into the passage, and proceeded on tiptoe towards
Lizzy’s room. A faint grey square of light in the direction of the chamber-window as
he approached told him that the door was open, and at once suggested that the occupant
was gone. He turned and brought down his fist upon the handrail of the staircase: ‘It
was she; in her late husband’s coat and hat!’

Somewhat relieved to find that there was no intruder in the case, yet none the
less surprised, the minister crept down the stairs, softly put on his boots, overcoat,
and hat, and tried the front door. It was fastened as usual: he went to the back door,
found this unlocked, and emerged into the garden. The night was mild and moonless,
and rain had lately been falling, though for the present it had ceased. There was a
sudden dropping from the trees and bushes every now and then, as each passing wind
shook their boughs. Among these sounds Stockdale heard the faint fall of feet upon
the road outside, and he guessed from the step that it was Lizzy’s. He followed the
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sound, and, helped by the circumstance of the wind blowing from the direction in
which the pedestrian moved, he got nearly close to her, and kept there, without risk of
being overheard. While he thus followed her up the street or lane, as it might
indifferently be called, there being more hedge than houses on either side, a figure
came forward to her from one of the cottage doors. Lizzy stopped; the minister stepped
upon the grass and stopped also.

*Is that Mrs. Newberry?” said the man who had come out, whose voice Stockdale
recognized as that of one of the most devout members of his congregation.

‘It is,” said Lizzy.

‘] be quite ready—I’ve been here this quarter-hour.’

¢ Ah, John,’ said she, ‘I have bad news; there is danger to-night for our venture.’

‘And d’ye tell o’t! I dreamed there might be.’

| “Yes,’ she said hurriedly; ‘and you must go at once round to where the chaps are
waiting, and tell them they will not be wanted till to-morrow night at the same time.
I go to burn the lugger off.’ :

‘I will,” he said; and instantly went off through a gate, Lizzy continuing her way.

On she tripped at a quickening pace till the lane turned into the turnpike-road,
which she crossed, and got into the track for Ringsworth. Here she ascended the hill
without the least hesitation, passed the lonely hamlet of Holworth, and went down
the vale on the other side. Stockdale had never taken any extensive walks in this
direction, but he was aware that if she persisted in her course much longer she would
draw near to the coast, which was here between two and three miles distant from
Nether-Moynton; and as it had been about a quarter-past eleven o’clock when they

' set out, her intention seemed to be to reach the shore about midnight.

Lizzy soon ascended a small mound, which Stockdale at the same time adroitly
- skirted on the left; and a dull monotonous roar burst upon his ear. The hillock was
about fifty yards from the top of the cliffs, and by day it apparently commanded a full
view of the bay. There was light enough in the sky to show her disguised figure
against it when she reached the top, where she paused, and afterwards sat down.
Stockdale, not wishing on any account to alarm her at this moment, yet desirous of -
being near her, sank upon his hands and knees, crept a little higher up, and there
stayed still. : :

The wind was chilly, the ground damp, and his position one in which he did not
care to remain long. However, before he had decided to leave it, the young man heard
voices behind him. What they signified he did not know; but, fearing that Lizzy was
in danger, he was about to run forward and warn her that she might be seen, when she
crept to the shelter of a little bush which maintained a precarious existence in that
exposed spot; and her form was absorbed in its dark and stunted outline as if she had
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become part of it. She had evidently heard the men as well as he. They passed near
him, talking in loud and careless tones, which could be heard above the uninterrupted
washings of the sea, and which suggested that they were not engaged in any business
at their own risk. This proved to be the fact: some of their words floated across to
him, and caused him to forget at once the coldness of his situation. :

‘What’s the vessel?’

‘A lugger, about fifty tons.’

‘From Cherbourg, I suppose?’

‘Yes, ’a b’lieve.’

‘But it don’t all belong to Owlett?’

‘O no. He’s only got a share. There’s another or two in it—a farmer and such
- like, but the names I don’t know.’ '

The voices died away, and the heads and shoulders of the men diminished towards
the cliff, and dropped out of sight.

‘My darling has been tempted to buy a share by that unbeliever Owlett,” groaneq
the minister, his honest affection for Lizzy having quickened to its intensest point
during these moments of risk to her person and name. “That’s why she’s here,’ he said
to himself. ‘O, it will be the ruin of her!’

His perturbation was interrupted by the sudden bursting out of a bright ang -
increasing light from the spot where Lizzy was in hiding. A few seconds later, and
before it had reached the height of a blaze, he heard her rush past him down the
hollow like a stone from a sling, in the direction of home. The light now flared high
and wide, and showed its position clearly. She had kindled a bough of furze and stuck
it into the bush under which she had been crouching; the wind fanned the flame,
which crackled fiercely, and threatened to consume the bush as well as the bough,
Stockdale paused just long enough to notice thus much, and then followed rapidly the -
route taken by the young woman. His intention was to overtake her, and reveal himself
as a friend; but run as he would he could see nothing of her. Thus he flew across the
open country about Holworth, twisting his legs and ankles in unexpected fissures and
descents, till, on coming to the gate between the downs and the road, he was forced to
pause to get breath. There was no audible movement either in front or behind him ,

- and he now concluded that she had not outrun him, but that, hearing him at her heels:
and believing him one of the excise party, she had hidden herself somewhere on the
way, and let him pass by.

He went on at a more leisurely pace towards the village. On reaching the house |
he found his surmise to be correct, for the gate was on the latch, and the door
unfastened, just as he had left them. Stockdale closed the door behind him, and waiteq
silently in the passage. In about ten minutes he heard the same light footstep that he
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had heard in going out; it paused at the gate, which opened and shut softly, and then
the door-latch was lifted, and Lizzy came in.

Stockdale went forward and said at once, ‘Lizzy, don’t be frightened. I have
been waiting up for you.’

She started, though she had recognized the voice. ‘It is Mr. Stockdale, isn’t it?’
she said.

“Yes,” he answered, becoming angry now that she was safe indoors, and not
alarmed. ‘And a nice game I’ve found you out in to-night. You are in man’s clothes,
and I am ashamed of you!” :

Lizzy could hardly find a voice to answer this unexpected reproach.

‘I am only partly in man’s clothes,’ she faltered, shrinking back to the wall. ‘It is
only his greatcoat and hat and breeches that I’ve got on, which is no harm, as he was
my own husband; and I do it only because a cloak blows about so, and you can’t use
your arms. I have got my own dress under just the same—it is only tucked in! Will
you go away upstairs and let me pass? I didn’t want you to see me at such a time as
this!’

‘But I have a right to see you! How do you think there can be anything between
us now?’ Lizzy was silent. “You are a smuggler,’ he continued sadly.

‘I have only a share in the run,’ she said.

‘That makes no difference. Whatever did you engage in such a trade as that for,
and keep it such a secret from me all this time?’

‘I don’t do it always. I only do it in winter-time when ’tis new moon.’

“Well, I suppose that’s because it can’t be done anywhen else . . . You have
regularly upset me, Lizzy.’

‘] am sorry for that,” Lizzy meekly replied.

“‘Well now,’” said he more tenderly, ‘no harm is done as yet. Won’t you for the
sake of me give up this blamable and dangerous practice altogether?’

‘I must do my best to save this run,’ said she, getting rather husky in the throat.
‘] don’t want to give you up—you know that; but I don’t want to lose my venture. I
don’t know what to do now! Why I have kept it so secret from you is that I was afraid
you would be angry if you knew.’

‘I should think so! I suppose if I had married you without finding this out you’d
have gone on with it just the same?’

; ‘I don’t know. I did not think so far ahead. I only went to-night to burn the folks
off, because we found that the excisemen knew where the tubs were to be landed.’

‘It is a pretty mess to be in altogether, is this,’ said the distracted young minister.
“Well, what will you do now?’
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" Lizzy slowly murmured the particulars of their plan, the chief of which were -

 that they meant to try their luck at some other point of the shore the next night; that

three landing-places were always agreed upon before the run was attempted, with the |
understanding that, if the vessel was ‘burnt off’ from the first point, which was
Ringsworth, as it had been by her to-night, the crew should attempt to make the
second, which was Lulstead Cove, on the second night; and if there, too, danger
threatened, they should on the third night try the third place, which was behind a
headland further west.

‘Suppose the officers hinder them landing there too?’ he said, his attention to
this interesting programme displacing for a moment his concern at her share in it.

‘Then we shan’t try anywhere else all this dark—that’s what we call the time
between moon and moon—and perhaps they’1l string the tubs to a stray-line, and sink
’em a little-ways from shore, and take the bearings; and then when they have a chance
they’ll go to creep for ’em.’

‘What’s that?’

‘0, they’ll go out in a boat and drag a creeper——that s a grapnel—along the R
bottom till it catch hold of the stray-line.’

The minister stood thinking; and there was no sound within doors but the tick of
the clock on the stairs, and the quick breathing of Lizzy, partly from her walk and
partly from agitation, as she stood close to the wall, not in such complete darkness
but that he could discern against its whitewashed surface the greatcoat and broad hat
which covered her.

‘Lizzy, all this is very wrong,” he said. ‘Don’t you remember the lesson of the
tribute-money? “Render unto Caesar the things that are Caesar’s.” Surely you have
heard that read times enough in your growing up?’

‘He’s dead,’ she pouted.

‘But the spirit of the text is in force just the same.’

‘My father did it, and so did my grandfather, and almost everybody in Nether-
Moynton lives by it, and life would be so dull if it wasn’t for that, that I should not
care to live at all.’

‘I am nothing to live for, of course,” he replled bitterly. “You would not think it
worth while to give up this wild business and live for me alone?’

“I have never looked at it like that.’

‘And you won’t promise and wait till I am ready?’

‘I cannot give you my word to-night.” And, looking thoughtfully down, she
gradually moved and moved away, going into the adjoining room, and closing the
door between them. She remained there in the dark till he was tired of waiting, and
had gone up to his own chamber.
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Poor Stockdale was dreadfully depressed all the next day by the discoveries of
he night before. Lizzy was unmistakably a fascinating young woman, but as a
rinister’s wife she was hardly to be contemplated. ‘If I had only stuck to father’s
ttle grocery business, instead of going in for the ministry, she would have suited me
eautifully!” he said sadly, until he remembered that in that case he would never have
ome from his distant home to Nether-Moynton, and never have known her.

The estrangement between them was not complete, but it was sufficient to keep
hem out of each other’s company. Once during the day he met her in the garden-path,
nd said, turning a reproachful eye upon her, ‘Do you promise, Lizzy?’ But she did
ot reply. The evening drew on, and he knew well enough that Lizzy would repeat her
xcursion at night—her half-offended manner had shown that she had not the slightest
ntention of altering her plans at present. He.did not wish to repeat his own share of
he adventure; but, act as he would, his uneasiness on her account increased with the
ecline of day. Supposing that an accident should befall her, he would never forgive
imself for not being there to help, much as he disliked the idea of seeming to
ountenance such unlawful escapades. ;
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CHAPTER V——HOW THEY WENT TO LULSTEAD COVE

As he had expected, she left the house at the same hour at night, this time pﬁssiﬁ
his door without stealth, as if she knew very well that he would be watching, ar

- were resolved to brave his displeasure. He ' was quite ready, opened the door quickl
- and reached the back door almost as soon as she. ‘

“Then you will go, Lizzy? he said as he stood on the step beside her, who noy
again appeared as a little man with a face altogether unsuited to his clothes.

‘I must,’ she said, repressed by his stern manner.
“Then I shall go too,’ said he.

‘And I am sure you will enjoy it!” she exclaimed in more buoyant tone,
‘Everybody does who tries it.’

‘God forbid that I should!” he said. ‘But I must look after you.’

They opened the wicket and went up the road abreast of each other, but at SOm
distance apart, scarcely a word passing between them. The evening was rather leg
favourable to smuggling enterprise than the last had been, the wind being lower, an,
the sky somewhat clear towards the north.

‘It is rather lighter,” said Stockdale.

“’Tis, unfortunately,” said she. ‘But it is only from those few stars over there
The moon was new to-day at four o’clock, and I expected clouds. I hope we shall b,
able to do it this dark, for when we have to sink *em for long it makes the stuff tast,
bleachy, and folks don’t like it so well.’

Her course was different from that of the preceding night, branching off to the
left over Lord’s Barrow as soon as they had got out of the lane and crossed the hi ghway,
By the time they reached Chaldon Down, Stockdale, who had been in perplexe
thought as to what he should say to her, decided that he would not attempt expostulatioy
now, while she was excited by the adventure, but wait till it was over, and end_eavoui
to keep her from such practices in future. It occurred to him once or twice, as the
rambled on, that should they be surprised by the excisemen, his situation would be
more awkward than hers, for it would be difficult to prove his true motive in comin
to the spot; but the risk was a slight consideration beside his wish to be with her.

They now arrived at a ravine which lay on the outskirts of Chaldon, a village
two miles on their way towards the point of the shote they sought. Lizzy broke the
silence this time: ‘I have to wait here to meet the carriers. I don’t know if they have
come yet. As I told you, we go to Lulstead Cove to-night, and it is two miles further
than Ringsworth.’

It turned out that the men had already come; for while she spoke two or threg

dozen heads broke the line of the slope, and a company of them at once descendeq
from the bushes where they had been lying in wait. These carriers were men whom
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.izzy and other proprietors regularly employed to bring the tubs from the boat to a
riding-place inland. They were all young fellows of Nether-Moynton, Chaldon, and
he neighbourhood, quiet and inoffensive persons, who simply engaged to carry the
:argo for Lizzy and her cousin Owlett, as they would have engaged in any other
abour for which they were fairly well paid.

| At a word from her they closed in together.  You had better take it now,’ she said
o them; and handed to each a packet. It contained six shillings, their remuneration
‘:‘or the night’s undertaking, which was paid beforehand without reference to success
or failure; but, besides this, they had the privilege of selling as agents when the run
was successfully made. As soon as it was done, she said to them, ‘The place is the old
»ne near Lulstead Cove;’ the men till that moment not having been told whither they
were bound, for obvious reasons. ‘Owlett will meet you there,” added Lizzy. ‘I shall
follow behind, to see that we are not watched.’

The carriers went on, and Stockdale and Mrs. Newberry followed at a distance
of a stone’s throw. ‘What do these men do by day?’ he said.

| “Twelve or fourteen of them are labouring men. Some are brickmakers, some
baxpenters, some shoe-makers, some thatchers. They are all known to me very well.
Nine of *em are of your own congregation.’

‘T can’t help that,’ said Stockdale.

‘0, I know you can’t. I only told you. The others are more church-inclined,
because they supply the pa’son with all the spirits he requires, and they don’t wish to
show unfriendliness to a customer.’

‘How do you choose ’em?’ said Stockdale.

“We choose *em for their closeness, and because they are strong and surefooted,
and able to carry a heavy load a long way without being tired.’

Stockdale sighed as she enumerated each particular, for it proved how far involved
in the business a woman must be who was so well acquainted with its conditions and
needs. And yet he felt more tenderly towards her at this moment than he had felt all
the foregoing day. Perhaps it was that her experienced manner and hold indifference
stirred his admiration in spite of himself.

“Take my arm, Lizzy,” he murmured.

‘I don’t want it,” she said. ‘Besides, we may never be to each other again what
we once have been.’

‘That depends upon you,’ said he, and they went on again as before.

The hired carriers paced along over Chaldon Down with as little hesitation as if
it had been day, avoiding the cart-way, and leaving the village of East Chaldon on the

left, so as to reach the crest of the hill at a lonely trackless place not far from the
ancient earthwork called Round Pound. An hour’s brisk walking brought them within
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sound of the sea, not many hundred yards from Lulstead Cove. Here they paused, ar
Lizzy and Stockdale came up with them, when they went on together to the verge
the cliff. One of the men now produced an iron bar, which he drove firmly into t
soil a yard from the edge, and attached to it a rope that he had uncoiled from his bog¢
They all began to descend, partly stepping, partly sliding down the incline, as t
rope slipped through their hands.

“You will not go to the bottom, Lizzy?’ said Stockdale anxiously.
‘No. I stay here to watch,’ she said. ‘Owlett is down there.’

The men remained quite silent when they reached the shore; and the next thj,
audible to the two at the top was the dip of heavy oars, and the dashing of way,
against a boat’s bow. In a moment the keel gently touched the shingle, and Stockdg
heard the footsteps of the thirty-six carriers running forwards over the pebbles towar.
the point of landing. ’

~ There was a sousing in the water as of a brood of ducks plunging in, showiy
that the men had not been particular about keeping their legs, or even their waists, d
from the brine: but it was impossible to see what they were doing, and in a fg
minutes the shingle was trampled again. The iron bar sustaining the rope, on whi,
Stockdale’s hand rested, began to swerve a little, and the carriers one by one appear,
. climbing up the sloping cliff; drippingaudibly as they came, and sustaining themsely,,
by the guide-rope. Each man on reaching the top was seen to be carrying a pair '
tubs, one on his back and one on his chest, the two being slung together by cor,
passing round the chine hoops, and resting on the carrier’s shoulders. Some of t
stronger men carried three by putting an extra one on the top behind, but the customg,
load was a pair, these being quite weighty enough to give their bearer the sensation
having chest and backbone in contact after a walk of four or five miles.

“Where is Owlett?’ said Lizzy to one of them.

‘He will not come up this way,’ said the carrier. ‘He’s to bide on shore till we L
safe off.” Then, without waiting for the rest, the foremost men plunged across
down; and, when the last had ascended, Lizzy pulled up the rope, wound it round },
arm, wriggled the bar from the sod, and turned to follow the carriers. ‘

“You are very anxious about Owlett’s safety,’ said the minister.

“Was there ever such a man!’ said Lizzy. ‘Why, isn’t he my cousin?’

“Yes. Well, it is a bad night’s work,’ said Stockdale heavily. ‘But I’]] carry
bar and rope for you.’

“Thank God, the tubs have got so far all right,” said she.

Stockdale shook his head, and, taking the bar, walked by her side towards th
downs; and the moan of the sea was heard no more. '
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‘Is this what you meant the other day when you spoke of having business with
Owlett?’ the young man asked.

“This is it,” she replied. ‘I never see him on any other matter.’
‘A partnership of that kind with a young man is very odd.’
‘It was begun by my father and his, who were brother-laws.’

Her companion could not blind himself to the fact that where tastes and pursuits
were so akin as Lizzy’s and Owlett’s, and where risks were shared, as with them, in
every undertaking, there would be a peculiar appropriateness in her answering Owlett’s
standing question on matrimony in the affirmative. This did not soothe Stockdale, its
tendency being rather to stimulate in him an effort to make the pair as inappropriate
as possible, and win her away from this nocturnal crew to correctness of conduct and
a minister’s parlour in some far-removed inland county.

They had been walking near enough to the file of carriers for Stockdale to perceive
that, when they got into the road to the village, they split up into two companies of
unequal size, each of which made off in a direction of its own. One company, the
smaller of the two, went towards the church, and by the time that Lizzy and Stockdale
reached their own house these men had scaled the churchyard wall and were
proceeding noiselessly over the grass within.

‘I see that Owlett has arranged for one batch to be put in the church again,’
observed Lizzy. ‘Do you remember my taking you there the first night you came?’

“Yes, of course,’ said Stockdale. ‘No wonder you had permission to broach the
tubs—they were his, I suppose?’

“No, they were not—they were mine; I had permission from myself. The day
after that they went several miles inland in a waggon-load of manure, and sold very
well.’ :

- At this moment the group of men who had made off to the left some time before
began leaping one by one from the hedge opposite Lizzy’s house, and the first man,
who had no tubs upon his shoulders, came forward.

‘Mrs. Newberry, isn’t it?” he said hastily.

“Yes, Jim,’ said she. ‘What’s the matter?’

I find that we can’t put any in Badger’s Clump to-night, Lizzy,” said Owlett.
“The place is watched. We must sling the apple-tree in the orchet if there’s time. We
can’t put.any more under the church lumber than I have sent on there, and my mixen
hev already more in en than is safe.’

“Very well,’ she said. ‘Be quick about it—that’s all. What can I do?’

“‘Nothing at all, please. Ah, it is the minister!—you two that can’t do anything
had better get indoors and not be zeed.” -
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While Owlett thus conversed, in a tone so full of contraband anxiety and so free:
from lover’s jealousy, the men who followed him had been descending one by ohe
from the hedge; and it unfortunately happened that when the hindmost took his leap, .
the cord slipped which sustained his tubs: the result was that both the kegs fell into
the road, one of them being stove in by the blow. :

¢’0d drown it all!” said Owlett, rushing back.

‘It is worth a good deal, I suppose?”’ said Stockdale.

‘O no—about two guineas and half to us now,’ said Lizzy excitedly. ‘It isn’t
that—it is the smell! It is so blazing strong before it has been lowered by water, that
it smells dreadfully when spilt in the road like that! I do hope Latimer won’t pass by
till it is gone off.’ _ ‘ '

Owlett and one or two others picked up the burst tub and began to scrape and
trample over the spot, to disperse the liquor as much as possible; and then they all
entered the gate of Owlett’s orchard, which adjoined Lizzy’s garden on the right.
Stockdale did not care to follow them, for several on recognizing him had looked
wonderingly at his presence, though they said nothing. Lizzy left his side and went to
the bottom of the garden, looking over the hedge into the orchard, where the men
could be dimly seen bustling about, and apparently hiding the tubs. All was done
noiselessly, and without a light; and when it was over they dispersed in different
directions, those who had taken their cargoes to the church having already gone offto
their homes. :

Lizzy returned to the garden-gate, over which Stockdale was still abstractedly
leaning. ‘It is all finished: I am going indoors now,’ she said gently. ‘I will leave the
door ajar for you.’

‘O no—you needn’t,’ said Stockdale; ‘I am coming too.’

But before either of them had moved, the faint clatter of horses’ hoofs broke
upon the ear, and it seemed to come from the point where the track across the down
joined the hard road.

‘They are just too late!’ cried Lizzy exultingly.

‘Who?’ said Stockdale.

‘Latimer, the riding-officer, and some assistant of his. We had better go indoors.*

They entered the house, and Lizzy bolted the door. ‘Please don’t get a light, Mr,
Stockdale,’ she said. ‘

‘Of course I will not,’ said he. ,

‘I thought you might be on the side of the king,’ said Lizzy, with faintest sarcasm.

‘Iam,’ said Stockdale. ‘But, Lizzy Newberry, I love you, and you know it perfectly
well; and you ought to know, if you do not, what I have suffered in my conscience on .
your account these last few days!’
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‘I guess very well,’” she said hurriedly. ‘Yet I don’t see why. Ah, you are better
than I’

The trotting of the horses seemed to have again died away, and the pair of listeners
touched each other’s fingers in the cold ‘Good-night’ of those whom something
seriously divided. They were on the landing, but before they had taken three steps
apart, the tramp of the horsemen suddenly revived, almost close to the house. Lizzy
turned to the staircase window, opened the casement about an inch, and put her face
close to the aperture. ‘Yes, one of "em is Latimer,” she whispered. ‘He always rides a
white horse. One would think it was the last colour for a man in that line.’

Stockdale looked, and saw the white shape of the animal as it passed by; but
before the riders had gone another ten yards, Latimer reined in his horse, and said
something to his companion which neither Stockdale nor Lizzy could hear. Its drift
was, however, soon made evident, for the other man stopped also; and sharply turning
'the horses’ heads they cautiously retraced their steps. When they were again opposite
Mrs. Newberry’s garden, Latimer dismounted, and the man on the dark horse did the
same. :

Lizzy and Stockdale, intently listening and observing the proceedings, naturall
put their heads as close as possible to the slit formed by the slightly opened casement;
and thus it occurred that at last their cheeks came positively into contact. They went
on listening, as if they did not know of the singular incident which had happened to
their faces, and the pressure of each to each rather increased than lessened with the
lapse of time.

|
|
|

They could hear the excisemen sniffing the air like hounds as they paced slowly
along. When they reached the spot where the tub had burst, both stopped on the '
‘instant. ' :

‘Ay, ay, ’tis quite strong here,’ said the second officer. ‘Shall we knock at the
door?’ '

“Well, no,’ said Latimer. ‘Maybe this is only a trick to put us off the scent. They

wouldn’t kick up this stink anywhere near their hiding-place. I have known such
things before.’

| ¢ Anyhow, the things, or some of em, must have been brought this way,’ said the
" other. ‘

“Yes,” said Latimer musingly. ‘Unless ’tis all done to tole us the wrong way. I
have a mind that we go home for to-night without saying a word, and come the first
thing in the morning with more hands. I know they have storages about here, but we
can do nothing by this owl’s light. We will look round the parish and see if everybody
is in bed, John; and if all is quiet, we will do as I say.’

They went on, and the two inside the window could hear them passing leisurely
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through the whole village, the street of which curved round at the bottom and entered
the turnpike road at another junction. This way the excisemen followed, and the]
amble of their horses died quite away.

‘What will you do?’ said Stockdale, withdrawing from his position.

She knew that he alluded to the coming search by the officers, to divert her
attention from their own tender incident by the casement, which he wished to be
passed over as a thing rather dreamt of than done. ‘O, nothing,” she replied, with as|

often have such storms as this. You would not be frightened if you knew what fools
they are. Fancy riding o’ horseback through the place: of course they will hear an ]
see nobody while they make that noise; but they are always afraid to get off, in case
some of our fellows should burst out upon ’em, and tie them up to the gate-post, asﬂ
they have done before now. Good-night, Mr. Stockdale.’

She closed the window and went to her room, where a tear fell from her eyes;;
and that not because of the alertness of the riding-officers.
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CHAPTER VI—THE .GREAT SEARCH AT NETHER-MOYNTON

Stockdale was so excited by the events of the evening, and the dilemma that he
was placed in between conscience and love, that he did not sleep, or even doze, but
remained as broadly awake as at noonday. As soon as the grey light began to touch
ever so faintly the whiter objects in his bedroom he arose, dressed himself, and went
downstairs into the road.

The village was already astir. Several of the carriers had heard the well-known
tramp of Latimer’s horse while they were undressing in the dark that night, and had.
already communicated with each other and Owlett on the subject. The only doubt
seemed to be about the safety of those tubs which had been left under the church
gallery-stairs, and after a short discussion at the corner of the mill, it was agreed that
these should be removed before it got lighter, and hidden in the middle of a double
hedge bordering the adjoining field. However, before anything could be carried into
effect, the footsteps of many men were heard coming down the lane from the highway.

‘Damn it, here they be,” said Owlett, who, having already drawn the hatch and
started his mill for the day, stood stolidly at the mill-door covered with flour, as if the
interest of his whole soul was bound up in the shaking walls around him.

The two or three with whom he had been talking dispersed to their usual work,
and when the excise officers, and the formidable body of men they had hired, reached
the village cross, between the mill and Mrs. Newberry’s house, the village wore the
natural aspect of a place beginning its morning labours.

“Now,’ said Latimer to his associates, who numbered thirteen men in all, “what
[ know is that the things are somewhere in this here place. We have got the day before
us, and ’tis hard if we can’t light upon ’em and get *em to Budmouth Custom-house
before night. First we will try the fuel-houses, and then we’ll work our way into the
chimmers, and then to the ricks and stables, and so creep round. You have nothing but
your noses to guide ye, mind, so use *em to-day if you never did in your lives before.’

Then the search began. Owlett, during the early part, watched from his mill- .
window, Lizzy from the door of her house, with the greatest self-possession. A farmer
down below, who also had a share in the run, rode about with one eye on his fields
and the other on Latimer and his myrmidons, prepared to put them off the scent if he
should be asked a question. Stockdale, who was no smuggler at all, felt more anxiety
than the worst of them, and went about his studies with a heavy heart, coming frequently
to the door to ask Lizzy some question or other on the consequences to her of the tubs
being found.

“The consequences,” she said quietly, ‘are simply that I shall lose em. As T have
none in the house or garden, they can’t touch me personally.’

‘But you have some in the orchard?’
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‘Owlett rents that of me, and he lends it to others. So it will be hard to say who
put any tubs there if they should be found.’

There was never such a tremendous sniffing known as that which took place in

‘Nether-Moynton parish and its vicinity this day. All was done methodically, and mostly

on hands and knees. At different hours of the day they had different plans. From
daybreak to breakfast-time the officers used their sense of smell in a direct and
straightforward manner only, pausing nowhere but at such places as the tubs might be
supposed to be secreted in at that very moment, pending their removal on the following
night. Among the places tested and examined were

Hollow trees Cupboards _ Culverts -
Potato-graves Clock-cases Hedgerows
Fuel-houses Chimney-flues Faggot-ricks
Bedrooms Rainwater-butts Haystacks
Apple-lofts Pigsties Coppers and ovens.

After breakfast they recommenced with renéwed vigour, taking a new line; that
is to say, directing their attention to clothes that might be supposed to have come in
contact with the tubs in their removal from the shore, such garments being usually

~ tainted with the spirit, owing to its oozing between the staves. They now sniffed at—

Smock-frocks Smiths’ and shoemakers’ aprons
Old shirts and waistcoats Knee-naps and hedging-gloveg
Coats and hats Tarpaulins

Breeches and leggings Market-cloaks

Women’s shawls and gowns Scarecrows

And as soon as the mid-day meal was over, they pushed their search into placeg
where the spirits might have been thrown away in alarm:-

Horse-ponds Mixens Sinks in yards
Stable-drains Wet ditches Road-scrapings, and
Cinder-heaps Cesspools Back-door gutters,

But still these indefatigable excisemen discovered nothing more than the origina}
tell-tale smell in the road opposite Lizzy’s house, which even yet had not passed off

‘1l tell ye what it is, men,’ said Latimer, about three o’clock in the afternoon
‘we must begin over again. Find them tubs I will.” >

The men, who had been hired for the day, looked at their hands and knees
muddy with creeping on all fours so frequently, and rubbed their noses, as if they haci
almost had enough of it; for the quantity of bad air which had passed into each one’s
nostril had rendered it nearly as insensible as a flue. However, after a moment’s
hesitation, they prepared to start anew, except three, whose power of smell had quite
succumbed under the excessive wear and tear of the day.
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By this time not a male villager was to be seen in the parish. Owleit was not at
his mill, the farmers were not in their fields, the parson was not in his garden, the
smith had left his forge, and the wheelwright’s shop was silent.

“Where the divil are the folk gone?’ said Latimer, waking up to the fact of their
absence, and looking round. ‘Il have *em up for this! Why don’t they come and help
us? There’s not a man about the place but the Methodist parson, and he’s an old
woman. I demand assistance in the king’s name!’

“We must find the jineral public afore we can demand that,’ said his lieutenant.

“Well, well, we shall do better without ’em,’ said Latimer, who changed his
moods at a moment’s notice. ‘But there’s great cause of suspicion in this silence and

this keeping out of sight, and I’ll bear it in mind: Now we will go across to Owlett’s
orchard, and see what we can find there.’ :

Stockdale, who heard this discussion from the garden-gate, over which he had
been leaning, was rather alarmed, and thought it a mistake of the villagers to keep so
completely out of the way. He himself, like the excisemen, had been wondering for
the last half-hour what could have become of them. Some labourers were of necessity
engaged in distant fields, but the master-workmen should have been at home; though
one and all, after just showing themselves at their shops, had apparently gone off for
the day. He went in to Lizzy, who sat at a back window sewing, and said, ‘Lizzy,
where are the men?’

Lizzy laughed. ‘Where they mostly are when they’re run so hard as this.” She
cast her eyes to heaven. ‘Up there,’ she said.

Stockdale looked up. ‘What—on the top of the church tower?” he asked, seeing
the direction of her glance. '

‘Yes.’

“Well, I expect they will soon have to come down,’ said he gravely. ‘I have been
listening to the officers, and they are going to search the orchard over again, and then
every nook in the church.’ :

Lizzy looked alarmed for the first time. ‘Will you go and tell our folk?’ she said.
“They ought to be let know.’ Seeing his conscience struggling within him like a boiling
pot, she added, ‘No, never mind, I’ll go myself.’

She went out, descended the garden, and climbed over the churchyard wall at
the same time that the preventive-men were ascending the road to the orchard.
Stockdale could do no less than follow her. By the time that she reached the tower
entrance he was at her side, and they entered together.

Nether-Moynton church-tower was, as in many villages, without a turret, and

the only way to the top was by going up to the singers’ gallery, and thence ascending
by a ladder to a square trap-door in the floor of the bell-loft, above which a permanent
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- ladder was fixed, passing through the bells to a hole in the roof. When Lizzy and

Stockdale reached the gallery and looked up, nothing but the trap-door and the five
holes for the bell-ropes appeared. The ladder was gone.

‘There’s no getting up,” said Stockdale. .

‘O yes, there is,’ said she. ‘There’s an eye looking at us at this moment through
a knot-hole in that trap-door.’

And as she spoke the trap opened, and the dark line of the ladder was seen
descending against the white-washed wall. When it touched the bottom Lizzy draggeq
it to its place, and said, ‘If you’ll go up, I’ll follow.” :

The young man ascended, and presently found himself among consecrated bellg
for the first time in his life, nonconformity having been in the Stockdale blood for
some generations. He eyed them uneasily, and looked round for Lizzy. Owlett stooq
here, holding the top of the ladder. '

‘What, be you really one of us?” said the miller.

‘It seems so,’ said Stockdale sadly.

‘He’s not,’ said Lizzy, who overheard. ‘He’s neither for nor against us. He’|] do
us no harm.’ .

She stepped up beside them, and then they went on to the next stage, whic
when they had clambered over the dusty bell-carriages, was of easy ascent, leadiné
towards the hole through which the pale sky appeared, and into the open ajr. Owlety
remained behind for a moment, to pull up the lower ladder. :

‘Keep down your heads,” said a voice, as soon as they set foot on the flat.

Stockdale here beheld all the missing parishioners, lying on their stomachs on
the tower roof, except a few who, elevated on their hands and knees, were peepin
through the embrasures of the parapet. Stockdale did the same, and saw the village
lying like a map below him, over which moved the figures of the excisemen, each
foreshortened to a crablike object, the crown of his hat forming a circular disc in the
centre of him. Some of the men had turned their heads when the young preacher®
figure arose among them.

‘What, Mr. Stockdale?’ said Matt Grey, in a tone of surprise.

‘I’d as lief that it hadn’t been,” said Jim Clarke. ‘If the pa’son should see hijm a
trespassing here in his tower, *twould be none the better for we, seeing how ’a do hat o
chapel-members. He’d never buy a tub of us again, and he’s as good a customer as we |
have got this side o’ Warm’ll.’ g

‘Where is the pa’son?’ said Lizzy. _ |

‘In his house, to be sure, that he mid see nothing of what’s going on—where all
good folks ought to be, and this young man likewise.’ ‘

3



Text 51

‘Well, he has brought some news,’ said Lizzy. ‘They are going to search the
orchet and church; can we do anything if they should find?’

“Yes,’ said her cousin Owlett. ‘That’s what we’ve been talking o’, and we have
settled our line. Well, be dazed!’ -

The exclamation was caused by his perceiving that some of the searchers, having
got into the orchard, and begun stooping and creeping hither and thither, were pausing
in the middle, where a tree smaller than the rest was growing. They drew closer, and
bent lower than ever upon the ground.

*0, my tubs!’ said Lizzy faintly, as she peered through the parapet at them.
“They have got ’em, a b’lieve,’ said Owlett.

The interest in the movements of the officers was so keen that not a single eye
was looking in any other direction; but at that moment a shout from the church beneath
them attracted the attention of the smugglers, as it did also of the party in the orchard,
who sprang to their feet and went towards the churchyard wall. At the same time
those of the Government men who had entered the church unperceived by the
smugglers cried aloud, ‘Here be some of *em at last.’

The smugglers remained in a blank silence, uncertain whether ‘some of “em’
meant tubs or men; but again peeping cautiously over the edge of the tower they
learnt that tubs were the things descried; and soon these fated articles were brought
one by one into the middie of the churchyard from their hiding-place under the gallery-
stairs.

“They are going to put ’em on Hinton’s vault till they find the rest!’ said Lizzy
hopelessly. The excisemen had, in fact, begun to pile up the tubs on a large stone slab
which was fixed there; and when all were brought out ﬁ-om the tower, two or three of
the men were left standing by them, the rest of the party again proceeding to the
orchard.

The interest of the smugglers in the next manoeuvres of their enemies became
painfully intense. Only about thirty tubs had been secreted in the lumber of the tower,
but seventy were hidden in the orchard, making up all that they had brought ashore as
yet, the remainder of the cargo having been tied to a sinker and dropped overboard
for another night’s operations. The excisemen, having re-entered the orchard, acted
as if they were positive that here lay hidden the rest of the tubs, which they were
determined to find before nightfall. They spread themselves out round the field, and
advancing on all fours as before, went anew round every apple-tree in the enclosure.
The young tree in the middle again led them to pause, and at length the whole company
gathered there in a way which signified that a second chain of reasoning had led to
the same results as the first.

When they had examined the sod hereabouts for some minutes, one of the men

rose, ran to a disused porch of the church where tools were kept, and returned with
the sexton’s pickaxe and shovel, with which they set to work. ’
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‘Are they really buried there?’ said the minister, for the grass was so green anc
uninjured that it was difficult to believe it had been disturbed. The smugglers were
too interested to reply, and presently they saw, to their chagrin, the officers stanc
several on each side of the tree; and, stooping and applying their hands to the soil
they bodily lifted the tree and the turf around it. The apple-tree now showed itself tc
be growing in a shallow box, with handles for lifting at each of the four sides. Unde;
the site of the tree a square hole was revealed, and an exciseman went and lookec

~ down.

‘It is all up now,” said Owlett quietly. ‘And now all of ye get down before they
notice we are here; and be ready for our next move. I had better bide here til] dark, o1

. they may take me on suspicion, as ’tis on my ground. I’ll be with ye as soon as
. daylight begins to pink in.’ ’

‘And 1?7’ said Lizzy.

“You please look to the linch-pins and screws; then go indoors and know nothing
at all. The chaps will do the rest.’

The ladder was replaced, and all but Owlett descended, the men passing off One
by one at the back of the church, and vanishing on their respective errands,

Lizzy walked boldly along the street, followed closely by the minister.

“You are going indoors, Mrs. Newberry?’ he said.

She knew from the words ‘Mrs. Newberry’ that the division between them haq
widened yet another degree.

‘] am not going home,’ she said. ‘I have a little thing to do before I go in.vMartha
Sarah will get your tea.” - :

‘0, I don’t mean on that account,’ said Stockdale. ‘What can you have to do
further in this unhallowed affair?’

‘Only a little,” she said.

‘What is that? I’ll go with you.”

“No, I shall go by myself. Will you please go indoors? I shall be there in lesg
than an hour.’

“You are not going to run any danger, Lizzy?’ said the young man, his tendernesg
reasserting itself. :

“None whatever—worth mentioning,” answered she, and went down towardg
the Cross. | '

Stockdale entered the garden gate, and stood behind it looking on, The excisemen
were still busy in the orchard; and at last he was tempted to enter, and watch their
proceedings. When he came closer he found that the secret cellar, of whose existence

he had been totally unaware, was formed by timbers placed across from side to side
about a foot under the ground, and grassed over.
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The excisemen looked up at Stockdale’s fair and downy countenance, and

' evidently thinking him above suspicion, went on with their work again. As soon as all

the tubs were taken out, they began tearing up the turf; pulling out the timbers, and
breaking in the sides, till the cellar was wholly dismantled and shapeless, the apple-
tree lying with its roots high to the air. But the hole which had in its time held so

" much contraband merchandize was never completely filled up, either then or
" afterwards, a depression in the greensward marking the spot to this day.
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CHAPTER VII—THE WALK TO - WARM’ELL CROSS
AND AFTERWARDS

As the goods had all to be carried to Budmouth that night, the excisemen’s next
object was to find horses and carts for the journey, and they went about the village for
that purpose. Latimer strode hither and thither with a lump of chalk in his hand,
marking broad-arrows so vigorously on every vehicle and set of harness that he came
across, that it seemed as if he would chalk broad-arrows on the very hedges anq
roads. The owner of every conveyance so marked was bound to give it up for
Government purposes. Stockdale, who had had enough of the scene, turned indoors
thoughtful and depressed. Lizzy was already there, having come in at the back, though
she had not yet taken off her bonnet. She looked tired, and her mood was not much,

- brighter than his own. They had but little to say to each other; and the minister went

away and attempted to read; but at this he could not succeed, and he shook the little
bell for tea.

Lizzy herself brought in the tray, the girl having run off into the village during
the afternoon, too full of excitement at the proceedings to remember her state of life,
However, almost before the sad lovers had said anything to each other, Martha came
in in a steaming state. . :

‘0, there’s such a stoor, Mrs. Newberry and Mr. Stockdale! The king’s excisemen
can’t get the carts ready nohow at all! They pulled Thomas Ballam’s, and William
Rogers’s, and Stephen Sprake’s carts into the road, and <'>ﬂ’ came the wheels, anq
down fell the carts; and they found there was no linch-pins in the arms; and thep they
tried Samuel Shane’s waggon, and found that the screws were gone from he, and at
last.they looked at the dairyman’s cart, and he’s got none neither! They have gbne
now to the blacksmith’s to get some made, but he’s nowhere to be found!”

Stockdale looked at Lizzy, who blushed very slightly, and went out of the room,
followed by Martha Sarah. But before they hgd got th.rough the passage there was a’
rap at the front door, and Stockdale recognized Latimer’s voice addressing Mrs,
Newberry, who had turned back.

‘For God’s sake, Mrs. Newberry, have you seen Hardman the blacksmith up thig
way? If we could get hold of him, we’d e’en a’most drag him by the hair of his heaq
to his anvil, where he ought to be.’

‘He’s an idle man, Mr. Latimer,” said Lizzy archly. ‘What do you want him for?>

“Why, there isn’t a horse in the place that has got more than three shoes on, and
some have only two. The waggon-wheels be without strakes, and there’s ng linch-
pins to the carts. What with that, and the bother about every set of harnesg being out
of order, we shan’t be off before nightfall—upon my soul we shan’t. *Tis a rough lot,
Mrs. Newberry, that you’ve got about you here; but they’ll play at this game once tog
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ften, mark my words they will! There’s not a man in the parish that don’t deserve to
e whipped.’

It happened that Hardman was at that moment a little further up the lane, smoking
is pipe behind a holly-bush. When Latimer had done speaking he went on in this
irection, and Hardman, hearing the exciseman’s steps, found curiosity too strong for

prudence. He peeped out from the bush at the very moment that Latimer’s glance was
n it. There was nothing left for him to do but to come forward with unconcern.

‘I’ve been looking for you for the last hour!” said Latimer with a glare in his eye.

‘Sorry to hear that,” said Hardman. ‘I’ve been out for a stroll, to look for more
id tubs, to deliver ’em up to Gover’ment.’ ‘

‘O yes, Hardman, we know it,” said Latimer, with withering sarcasm. ‘We know

hat you’ll deliver *em up to Gover’ment. We know that all the parish is helping us,

and have been all day! Now you please walk along with me down to your shop, and
indly let me hire ye in the king’s name.’ :

They went down the lane together; and presently there resounded from the smithy
the ring of a hammer not very briskly swung. However, the carts and horses were got
into some sort of travelling condition, but it was not until after the clock had struck
six, when the muddy roads were glistening under the horizontal light of the fading
day. The smuggled tubs were soon packed into the vehicles, and Latimer, with three
of his assistants, drove slowly out of the village in the direction of the port of Budmouth,
some considerable number of miles distant, the other éxcisemen being left to watch
for the remainder of the cargo, which they knew to have been sunk somewhere between
Ringsworth and Lulstead Cove, and to unearth Owlett, the only person clearly
implicated by the discovery of the cave.

Women and children stood at the doors as the carts, each chalked with the

Government pitchfork, passed in the increasing twilight; and as they stood they looked
! at the confiscated property with a melancholy expression that told only too plainly
' the relation which they bore to the trade.

| “Well, Lizzy,” said Stockdale, when the crackle of the wheels had nearly died
away. ‘This is a fit finish to your adventure. I am truly thankful that you have got off
| without suspicion, and the loss only of the liquor. Will you sit down and let me talk to

you?’ ,
| ‘By and by,’ she said. ‘But I must go out now.’
“Not to that horrid shore again?’ he said blankly.
“No, not there. I am only going to see the end of this day’s business.’

He did not answer to this, and she moved towards the door slowly, as if waiting
for him to say something more.
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“You don’t offer to come with me,’ she added at last. ‘I suppose that’s becaus
you hate me after all this?’

‘Can you say it, Lizzy, when you know I only want to save you from suc
practices? Come with you of course I will, if it is only to take care of you. But wh
will you go out again?’ '

‘Because I cannot rest indoors. Something is happening, and [ must know wha
Now, come!” And they went into the dusk together.

When they reached the turnpike-road she turned to the right, and he soq
perceived that they were following the direction of the excisemen and their load. iy
had given her his arm, and every now and then she suddenly pulled it back, to signif
that he was to halt a moment and listen. They had walked rather quickly along t}

~ first quarter of a mile, and on the second or third time of standing still she said, ‘Theg

them ahead—don’t you?’ ‘

“Yes,’ he said; ‘I hear the wheels. But what of that?’

‘I only want to know if they get clear away from the neighbourhood.’

‘Ah,’ said he, a light breaking upon him. ‘Something desperate is to b
attempted!—and now I remember there was not a man about the village when w
left.’

“Hark!’ she murmured. The noise of the cartwheels had stopped, and given plag
to another sort of sound. ‘

“*Tis a scuffle!’ said Stockdale. ‘There’ll be murder! Lizz.y, let go my arm; | 4y
going on. On my conscience, | must not stay here and do nothing!’ J

“There’ll be no murder, and not even a broken head,” she said. <Oy, men agp
thirty to four of them: no harm will be done at all.’ *

“Then there is an attack!” exclaimed Stockdale; ‘and you knew it was to b
Why should you side with men who break the laws like this?’ <

“‘Why should you side with men who take from. country traders what they hay,,
honestly bought wi’ their own money in France?’ said she firmly.

“They are not honestly bought,’ said he.

“They are,’ she contradicted. ‘I and Owlett and the others paid thirty shillin
for every one of the tubs before they were put on board at Cherbourg, and if a kip, )
who is nothing to us sends his people to steal our property, we have a right to stea] i
back again.’

Stockdale did not stop to argue the matter, but went quickly in the direction g4
the noise, Lizzy keeping at his side. ‘Don’t you interfere, will you, dear Richard?’ shg
said anxiously, as they drew near. ‘Don’t let us go any closer: ’tis at Warm’ell Crogg
where they are seizing *em. You can do no good, and you may meet with a harg
blow!’
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‘Let us see first what is going on,’ he said. But before'they had got much further
the noise of the cartwheels began again; and Stockdale soon found that they were
coming towards him. In another minute the three carts came up, and Stockdale and
[.izzy stood in the ditch to let them pass. : ‘

Instead of being conducted by four men, as had happened when they went out of

he village, the horses and carts were now accompanied by a body of from twenty to
thirty, all of whom, as Stockdale perceived to his astonishment, had blackened faces.

mong them walked six or eight huge female figures, whom, from their wide strides, -
Stockdale guessed to be men in disguise. As soon as the party discerned Lizzy and
er companion four or five fell back, and when the carts had passed, came close to
the pair. . :
“There is no walking up this way for the present,’ said one of the gaunt women,
\who wore curls a foot long, dangling down the sides of her face, in the fashion of the
ime. Stockdale recognized this lady’s voice as Owlett’s.

‘Why not?’ said Stockdale. ‘This is the public highway.’

“Now look here, youngster,” said Owlett. ‘O, ’tis the Methodist parson!—what,
and Mrs. Newberry! Well, you’d better not go up that way, Lizzy. They’ve all run off,
and folks have got their own again.’

The miller then hastened on and joined his comrades. Stockdale and Lizzy also
turned back. ‘I wish all this hadn’t been forced upon us,’ she said regretfully. ‘But if
those excisemen had got off with the tubs, half the people in the parish would have
been in want for the next month or two.’

Stockdale was not paying much attention to her words, and he said, ‘I don’t
think I can go back like this. Those four poor excisemen may be murdered for all I
’know.’

| ‘Murdered!’ said Lizzy impatiently. ‘We don’t do murder here.’

i + “Well, I shall go as faras Warm’ell Cross to see,’ said Stockdale decisively; and,
without wishing her safe home or anything else, the minister turned back. Lizzy stood
\ looking at him till his form was absorbed in the shades; and then, with sadness, she
went in the direction of Nether-Moynton. ]

The road was lonely, and after nightfall at this time of the year there was often
not a passer for hours. Stockdale pursued his way without hearing a sound beyond
that of his own footsteps; and in due time he passed beneath the trees of the plantation
which surrounded the Warm’ell Cross-road. Before he had reached the point of
intersection he heard voices from the thicket.

“Hoi-hoi-hoi! Help, help!’
The voices were not at all feeble or despairing, but they were unmistakably
anxious. Stockdale had no weapon, and before plunging into the pitchy darkness of
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the plantation he pulled a stake from the hedge, to use in case of need. When he got
among the trees he shouted—*What’s the matter—where are you?’ =

‘Here,” answered the voices; and, pushing through the brambles in that direction,
he came near the objects of his search.

‘Why don’t you come forward?’ said Stockdale.

~ ‘We be tied to the trees!’

‘Who are you?’

‘Poor Will Latimer the exciseman!’ said one plaintively. ‘Just come and cut
these cords, there’s a good man. We were afraid nobody would pass by to-night.’

Stockdale sooh loosened them, upon which they stretched their limbs and stood
at their ease.

‘The rascals!’ said Latimer, getting now into arage, though he had seemed quite
meek when Stockdale first came up. *’Tis the same set of fellows. I know they were
Moynton chaps to a man.’

‘But we can’t swear to *em,’ said another. ‘Not one of 'em spoke.’

‘What are you going to do?’ said Stockdale.

‘I’d fain go back to Moynton, and have at em again!’ said Latimer.,

‘So would we!” said his comrades.

‘Fight till we die!” said Latimer.

‘We will, we will!’ said his men.

‘But,’ said Latimer, more frigidly, as they came out of the plantation, ‘wé
don’t know that these chaps with black faces were Moynton men? And proofis a hard
thing.’ ‘

‘So it is,” said the rest.

" <And therefore we won’t do nothing at all,’ said Latimer, with complete
dispassionateness. ‘For my part, Id sooner be them t}}an we. The clitches of my armg
are burning like fire from the cords those two strapping women tied round ’em. My
opinion is, now I have had time to think o’t, that you may serve your Gover’ment at
too high a price. For these two nights and days I have not had an hour’s rest; and
please God, here’s for home-along.’ >

The other officers agreed heartily to this course; and, thanking Stockdale for his
timely assistance, they parted from him at the Cross, taking themselves the western
road, and Stockdale going back to Nether-Moynton.

X Dming that walk the minister was lost in reverie of the most painful kind. As
soon as he got into the house, and before entering his own rooms, he advanced to the

door of the little back parlour in which Lizzy usually sat with her mother., He found
her there alone. Stockdale went forward, and, like 2 man in a dream, looked down
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upon thg table that stood between him and the young woman, .who had her bonnet and
cloak still on. As he did not speak, she looked up from her chair at him, with misgiving
in her eye.

‘Where are they gone?” he then said listlessly.
~ ‘Who?—I don’t know. I have seen nothing of them since. I came sﬁaight in
here.’ '

‘If your men can manage to get off with those tubs, it will be a great profit to
you, I suppose?’ :

A share will be mine, a share my cousin Owlett’s, a share to each of the two
farmers, and a share divided amongst the men who helped us.’

¢And you still think,” he went on slowly, ‘that you will not give this business
up?’ : ‘ '
_ . Lizzy rose, and put her hand upon his shoulder. ‘Don’t ask that,” she whispered.

«yYou don’t know what you are asking. I must tell you, though I meant not to do it.
What I make by that trade is all I have to keep my mother and myself with.’

He was astonished. ‘I did not dream of such a thing,’ he said. ‘I would rather
have swept the streets, had I been you. What is money compared with a clear
conscience?’

‘My con.science is clea.r. I know my mother, but the king I have never seen. His
dues are nothing to me. But it is a great deal to me that my mother and I should live.’

‘Marry me, and promise to give it up. I will keep your mother.’

‘It is good of you,’ she said, trembling a little. ‘Let me think of it by myself. I
would rather not answer now.’

She reserved her answer till the next day, and came into his room with a solemn
face. ‘I cannot do what you wished!” she said passionately. ‘It is too much to ask. My
whole life ha’ been passed in this way.” Her words and manner showed that before
entering she had been struggling with herself in private, and that the contention had

been strong.

Stockdale turned pale, but he spoke quietly. ‘Then, Lizzy, we must part. I cannot
go against my principles in this matter, and I cannot make my profession a mockery.
You know how I love you, and what I would do for you; but this one thing I cannot
do.’

‘But why should you belong to that profession?” she burst out. ‘I have got this
large house; why can’t you marry me, and live here with us, and not be a Methodist
praCher any more? I assure you, Richard, it is no harm, and I wish you could only see
it as I do! We only carry it on in winter: in summer it is never done at all. It stirs up
one’s dull life at this time o’ the year, and gives excitement, which I have got s0 used
to now that I should hardly know how to do ‘ithout it. At nights, when the wind
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blows, instead of being dull and stupid, and not noticing whether it do blow or not,
yoﬁr mind is afield, even if you are not afield yourself; and you are wondering how
the chaps are getting on; and you walk up and down the room, and look out o’ window,
and then you go out yourself, and know your way about as well by night as by day,
and have hairbreadth escapes from old Latimer and his fellows, who are too stupid
ever to really frighten us, and only make us a bit nimble.’

‘He frightened you a little last night, anyhow: and I would advise you to dr op it
before it is worse.’

She shook her head. ‘No, I must go on as I have begun. [ was born to it. It is in
my blood, and I can’t be cured. O, Richard, you cannot think what a hard thing yoy
have asked, and how sharp you try me when you put me between this and my love for
‘eel’ : .

Stockdale was leaning with his elbow on the mantelpiece, his hands over hig
eyes. “We ought never to have met, Lizzy,” he said. ‘It was an ill day for us! I litt]le
thought there was anything so hopeless and impossible in our engagement as thig_

Well, it is too late now to regret consequences in this way. I have had the happiness o ¢
seeing you and knowing you at least.’

“You dissent from Church, and I dissent from State,” she said. ‘And I don’t seq
why we are not well matched.’ -

He smiled sadly, while Lizzy remained looking down, her eyes beginning tq
overflow.

That was an unhappy evening for both of them, and the days that followed werg
unhappy days. Both she and he went mechanically about their employments, and hig
depression was marked in the village by more than one of his denomination With
whom he came in contact. But Lizzy, who passed her days indoors, was unsuspecteq
of being the cause: for it was generally understood that a quiet engagement to maryy,
existed between her and her cousin Owlett, and had existed for some time.

Thus uncertainly the week passed on; till one morning Stockdale said to her: «
have had a letter, Lizzy. I must call you that till I am gone.’

‘Gone?’ said she blankly.

“Yes,’ he said. ‘I am going from this place. I felt it would be better for us bo
that I should not stay after what has happened. In fact, I couldn’t stay here, and log
on you from day to day, without becoming weak and faltering in my course. I hay,

just heard of an arrangement by which the other rinister can arrive here in about a
week; and let me go elsewhere.’

I

That he had all this time continued so firmly fixed in his resolution came UPor,
her as a grievous surprise. “You never loved me!” she said bitterly.
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‘I might say the same,’ he returnedi ‘but I will not. Grant me one favour. Come
and hear my last sermon on the day before I go.’

Lizzy, who was a church-goer on Sunday mornings, frequently attended
Stockdale’s chapel in the evening with the rest of the double-minded; and she promised.

It became known that Stockdale was going to leave, and a good many people
outside his own sect were sorry to hear it. The intervening days flew rapidly away,
and on the evening of the Sunday which preceded the morning of his departure Lizzy
sat in the chapel to hear him for the last time. The little building was full to overflowing,
and he took up the subject which all had expected, that of the contraband trade so
extensively practised among them. His hearers, in laying his words to their own hearts,
did not perceive that they were most particularly directed against Lizzy, till the sermon
waxed warm, and Stockdale nearly broke down with emotion. In truth his own
carnestness, and her sad eyes looking up at him, were too much for the young man’s
equanimity. He hardly knew how he ended. He saw Lizzy, as through a mist, turn and
go away with the rest of the congregation; and shortly afterwards followed her home.

She invited him to supper, and they sat down alone, her mother having, as was
usual with her on Sunday nights, gone to bed early.

“We will part friends, won’t we?” said Lizzy, with forced gaiety, and never alluding
¢o the sermon: a reticence which rather disappointed him.

‘We will,” he said, with a forced smile on his part; and they sat down.
It was the first meal that they had ever shared together in their lives, and probably
_¢he last that they would so share. When it was over, and the indifferent conversation
could no longer be continued, he arose and took her hand. ‘Lizzy,” he said, ‘do you
say We must part—do you?’
“You do,’ she said solemnly. ‘I can say no more.’
‘Nor I’ said he. ‘If that is your answer, good-bye!’

Stockdale bent over her and kissed her, and she involuntarily returned his kiss.
«[ shall go early,” he said hurriedly. ‘I shall not see you again.’

And he did leave early. He fancied, when stepping forth into the grey morning
jight, to mount the van which was to carry him away, that he saw a face between the
arted curtains of Lizzy’s window, but the light was faint, and the panes glistened
with wet; so he could not be sure. Stockdale mounted the vehicle, and was gone; and
on the following Sunday the new minister preached in the chapel of the Moynton
Wesleyans.

One day, two years after the parting, Stockdale, now settled in a midland town,
came into Nether-Moynton by carrier in the original way. Jogging along in the van
¢hat afternoon he had put questions to the driver, and the answers that he received
;nterested the minister deeply. The result of them was that he went without the least
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hesitation to the door of his former lodging. It was about six o’clock in the evening, -
and the same time of year as when he had left; now, too, the ground was damp and
glistening, the west was bright, and Lizzy’s snowdrops were raising their heads in the

. border under the wall.

Lizzy must have caught sight of him from the window, for by the time that he
reached the door she was there holding it open: and then, as if she had not sufficiently
considered her act of coming out, she drew herself back, saying with some constraint,
‘Mr. Stockdale!’

“You knew it was,’ said Stockdale, taking her hand. ‘I wrote to say I should call.’
" “Yes, but you did not say when,’ she answered.

‘I did not. I was not quite sure when my business would lead me to these parts.’

“You only came because business brought you near?’

“Well, that is the fact; but I have often thought I should like to come on purpose
to see you . . . But what’s all this that has happened? I told you how it would be, Lizzy,
‘and you would not listen to me.’ . :

‘I would not,’ she said sadly. ‘But I had been brought up to that life; and it wag
second nature to me. However, it is all over now. The officers have blood-money for
taking a man dead or alive, and the trade is going to nothing. We were hunted down
like rats.’

‘Owlett is quite gone, I hear.’

“Yes. He is in America. We had a dreadful struggle that last time, when théy
tried to take him. It is a perfect miracle that he lived through it; and it is a wonder that
I was not killed. I was shot in the hand. It was not by aim; the shot was really meant
for my cousin; but I was behind, looking on as usu'al, and the bullet came to me, It
bled terribly, but I got home without fainting; and it healed after a time. You know
how he suffered?’

“No,’ said Stockdale. ‘I only heard that he just escaped with his life.’

“‘He was shot in the back; but arib turned the ball. He wags badly hurt. We woulq
not let him be took. The men carried him all night across the meads to Kingsbere, anq
hid him in a barn, dressing his wound as well as they could, till he was so far recov,ered
as to be able to get about. He had gied up his mill for some time; and at last he got to
Bristol, and took a passage to America, and he’s settled in Wisconsin.’

‘What do you think of smuggling now?’ said the minister gravely.

‘I own that we were wrong,” said she. ‘But [ have suffered for it. I am very poor
now, and my mother has been dead these twelve months . . . But won’t you come in,
Mr. Stockdale?’

Stockdale went in; and it is to be supposed that they came to an understanding;
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for a fortnight later there was a sale of Lizzy’s furniture, and after that a wedding at a
chapel in a neighbouring town. »

He took her away from her old haunts to the home that he had made for himself
in his native county, where she studied her duties as a minister’s wife with praiseworthy
assiduity. It is said that in after years she wrote an excellent tract called Render unto
Caesar; or, The Repentant Villagers, in which her own experience was anonymously
used as the introductory story. Stockdale got it printed, after making some corrections
and putting in a few powerful sentences of his own; and many hundreds of copie;
were distributed by the couple in the course of their married life.
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kL The Distracted Preacher is the story of Mr. Robert Stockdale, a Preacher in a
town full of parishioners who are in the habit of visiting both the Anglican Church
and the Methodist in the village. Stockdale falls in love with the young and attractive
widow, Lizzy Newberry who happened to be his landlady. Initially he was perplexed
by her uneven appearances and disappearances from the house, but on learning about
her involvement in an illegal trade he tries to change her mind. Lizzy Newsberry
along with the village folks are involved in a smuggling business of French wine.
Stockdale looked at her with an eye of sudden misgiving. ‘Not smugglers’ liquor?’
he said. ‘Yes,’ said she. ‘They are tubs of spirit that have accidentally come over in
the dark from France.’ In Nether-Moynton and its vicinity at this date people always
smiled at the sort of sin called in the outside world illicit trading; and these little kegs
of gin and brandy were as well known to the inhabitants as turnips.

He could not convince her to give up her illegal activities. Moreover Stockdale
was on probation and he leaves the village. But he returns to the village after two
years when the illegal trade was closed down by the Government. Lizzy poor anq
lonely realises her mistake and accepts Stockdale’s proposal and begin a ney [ fe as
a minister’s wife in Stockdale’s native county.

CHAPTERS
CHAPTER I—HOW HIS COLD WAS CURED

The post of a Preacher was vacant in Nether-Moynton town which haq Anglican
as well as Methodist chapel churchgoers. So Mr Stockdale a young man came to
serve as the ad interim Preacher. Stockdale being a fresh entrant was unknown to the
inhabitants of the town. Quietly and unceremoniously he reached Nether-Moynton.
Suffering from a bad cold he sought ff)r a proper place to stay. There lived in, the same
town a wealthy widow named Mrs. Lizzy Newbeny .She happily accommodated him
in her spacious and comfortable house which stood within a garden-hedge. Stockdale
wasted no time and as he entered Mrs. Newberry’s parlour, he noticed a deep arm-
chair, covered with horsehair, studded with a countless throng of brass nails pulled
up on one side of the fireplace. On the table were the tea-things, a teapot with the

DL cover open, and a little hand-bell placed exactly where a person seated in the great

iy ., {‘ chair can stretch his hand. Stockdale sat down, and rang the bell. A little girl named
“1‘1,‘“@;!4:, Martha Sarah comes to him. As Stockdale was having his meal, someone tapped on
o *u..:“"‘ the door behind him, and when he called out come in, he sees his attractive land lady, ’
!
K w';

I
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She wanted to know if he needed anything with such a lively expression that instantly
he was drawn to her. Later on learning that he was suffering from a bad cold, she
takes him to a secret place in the singing-gallery of the church, where barrels of
smuggled alcohol was kept. She tells him to trust his cold with this, and next morning

Stockdale finds his cold gone. Martha Sarah plays the hostess serving him his breakfast.

He settles down in his new accommodation and goes to meet the two new teachers at

the chapel .Everyday he would interact with Martha Sarah and see old Mrs. Simpkins

in the house. After a couple of days his landlady would show up and make inquiries

about his comfort, and at another time she would place a bunch of winter violets on

his table. Seeing her he realised how much he had missed her. He pondered that the

other minister will be here ina month and she will distract him no more. But he felt

after two years of probation he would have a furnished house to live in, with a varnished

door and a brass knocker and then he could ask her to be his and in this way a fortnight

passed. He saw her several times one day and then she disappeared for a few days. He -
would wait expectantly for her and she never came. Then suddenly she would make

her presence felt in the house. Sometimes he waited indoors half the day for her and

then he tired himself by walking in the cold. In the evening she would try to please

him by putting up thicker curtains in his room for the cold. Sometimes she reorganised

her sitting-room or put fresh flowers of season, in the sitting room. Sometimes she

would tie the branch of the monthly rose blown down by the wind. He would always

assist her when their hands came in contact and they became friends again.

CHAPTER II—HOW HE SAW TWO OTHER MEN"

When he missed her too much Stockdale would take long walks even in the
severe cold. One evening Stockdale from his room overheard her whisper to someone
at the door whom he identified to be the handsome miller who lived below. Then he
saw the head of a man hiding between thick clump of laurels to catch the conversation
between Lizzy and the Miller. Afterwards Stockdale confronted Mrs. Newberry as to
whether she was aware of the fact that she was being watched. She was taken aback
when he related what he saw. She replied her conversation was purely business but
Stockdale pointed out someone was spying on them. She added though cousin Owlett
had spoken to her about matrimony, at that time he was not speaking of it. Stockdale
then proposed to her. When she became embarrassed he entreated her to keep her
interactions with cousin Owlett to business only. She hesitatingly spoke about how she
allowed him to keep the stuff in her compound .He told her to be firm and not allow him
to impose upon her. She did not want to offend the neighbours. Stockdale thought she
was extending her generosity to protect those who cheated the king of his dues.

CHAPTER III—THE MYSTERIOUS GREATCOAT

Stockdale observed that Lizzy would come down a few minutes to half-past
seven. Then for the next three to four days she would show up by noon. Twice he saw
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that she did not leave her room till half-past three in the afternoon. The second time-
he observed this was when he really wished to consult her about his future plans. He
felt she was probably unwell. However she denied later to him. That a sound sleep for
her was sleeping till three in the afternoon. But that happened only if she had not
slept at night. Stockdale contemplates a Preacher’s life with a wife having such a,
sleeping habit. One night he was preparing his sermon for the following day .Everyone
in the house had fallen asleep. It was around one o’clock. There was a knocking at the
front door. As Stockdale’s window overlooked the door, and no one was awake he
asked who was there. A young woman’s voice replied that Susan Wallis was there,_
and that she had come to ask if Mrs. Newberry could give her some mustard to make
a plaster with, as her father was taken very ill on the chest. Stockdale goes and taps
at Lizzy’s door. She was not there in her room. Mrs. Simpkins from the opposite
room woke up to take up the matter. Another morning he saw Mrs. Newberry herself
brushing the tails of the long drab greatcoat which had mud stains, which was one
day placed on the chair of his room. Last two days having been wet, the wearer must
have covered a considerable distance through the lanes and fields. Stockdale opened
his window Mrs. Newberry turned her head but not before he saw her face turp red
with embarrassment as she responded to his greetings quickly rolling up the half.
cleaned coat. Mrs. Newberry later was chatting to him concerning some other event
and remarked that it happened about the time when she was dusting some old clothe;
that had belonged to her poor husband. ‘You keep them clea;? out of respect to hig
memory?’ said Stockdale tentatively. ‘I air and dust them sometimes,’ she said, with
the most charming innocence in the world. It was too plain that Lizzy wag
that he had seen actual pedestrian splashes on the overcoat, and that she i
him to believe it had come direct from some chest or drawer but he did not ¢
her explanation. Neither did he show how hurt he was from her lie.

CHAPTER IV—AT THE TIME OF THE NEW MOQON

unaware
magineg
hallenge

Thursday morning Stockdale visited Knollsea for some commemoration service
.He met Lizzy on his return in the passage. Tl;ne day passed pleasantly with the sound
of her voice, in the background as she sat talking in the back parlour to her mother till
the latter went to bed. Shortly after this Mrs. Newberry retired, ang then Stock:iale
prepared to go upstairs. He remained standing by the dying embers awhile, Op reaching
his chamber he searched for the tinderbox and was kindling the brimstone, when he
thought that he heard a movement in the passage. He was surprised to see a person
donning the clothes which Lizzy had been brushing. In fact the wearer if he was not
mistaken was Lizzy herself. Stockdale was determined to investigate. The person
tried to escape unobserved. When caught red handed Lizzy blurted out that she only
had a small share in the smuggling business. She was afraid Stockdale would be
angry. He enquired what would be the consequences if he had married her as he was -
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serious about her. Slowly she explained how the excise men knew where the tubs
were to be landed. Lizzy slowly murmured the particulars of their plan, the chief of
which were that they meant to try their luck at some other point of the shore the next
night. They agreed upon three landing-places Ringsworth, Lulstead Cove, and the
third place, which was behind a headland further west. In spite of cajoling her she
was not ready to give her word at that moment. He was depressed by the discoveries
of the night before. Lizzy was unmistakably a fascinating young woman, but as a
minister’s wife she would be odd. The new lovers avoided each other. Once during
the day he met her in the garden-path. He knew well enough that Lizzy would repeat
her excursion at night as she had not the slightest intention of altering her plans at
present. He did not wish to repeat his own share of the adventure. Yet he would never
forgive himself for not being there to help, much as he disliked the idea of being a
party to such unlawful escapades.

CHAPTER V—HOW THEY WENT TO LULSTEAD COVE

As he had expected, she left the house at the same hour at night and when he
said he would go with her. They opened the wicket and went up the road scarcely a
word passing between them. If the excise men caught him it would be 2 shame but he
was overpowered by his desire to be with her. They reached a ravine on the outskirts
of Chaldon, a village two miles from the point of the shore. Lizzy, looked for the
carriers, the quiet and inoffensive young fellows of Nether-Moynton, Chaldon, and
the neighbourhood, who simply carried the cargo for Lizzy and her cousin Owlett.
They were brick makers, carpenters, shoe-makers, thatchers or engaged in any other
Jabour for which they were fairly well paid. They were employed by Lizzy and other
proprietors to bring the tubs from the boat to a hiding-place inland ona regular basis.
At a word from her they closed in togéther and take their remuneration in advance.
“The place is the old one near Lulstead Cove;’ Lizzy added, ‘Owlett will meet you
there’ .She would follow behind, to see that we are not watched. The hired carriers
paced along over Chaldon Down with as little hesitation as if it had been day and
after an hour’s brisk walk was a hundred yards from Lulstead Cove. Lizzy and
Stockdale came up with them together to the verge of the cliff. One of the men now
produced an iron bar, which he drove firmly into the soil a yard from the edge, and
attached to it a rope that he had uncoiled from his body. They all began to descend,
partly stepping, partly sliding down the incline, as the rope slipped through their
hands. Lizzy assured Stockdale that she would stay up there to watch. Owlett would
be down there. When the thirty-six carriers ran over the pebbles towards the point of
landing there was a sousing in the water as of a brood of ducks plunging in. The iron
bar sustaining the rope, on which Stockdale’s hand rested begah to swerve a little,
and the carriers one by one appeared climbing up the sloping cliff sustaining themselves
by the guide rope. Each man on reaching the top was seen to be carrying a pair of
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tubs, one on his back and one on his chest, the two being slung together by cords
passing round the chine hoops, and resting on the carrier’s shoulders. Some of the
stronger men carried three by putting an extra one on the top behind, but the customary
load was a pair, Owlett would come after all were safely off. Then, without waiting
for the rest, the foremost men plunged across the down; and, when the last had
ascended, Lizzy pulled up the rope, wound it round her arm, wriggled the bar from
the sod, and turned to follow the carriers. Stockdale came forward to carry the bar
and rope and walked with Lizzy. This was the business she had with Owlett. They
never met on any other matter. Stockdale realised that their similar tastes and pursuits,
the risks they shared, made thém suitable for matrimony and this new knowledge
disturbed him. He wished to win her away from this nocturnal crew to a minister’s
parlour in some far-removed inland county.

Meanwhile, they reached the road to the village and split into two companies of
unequal size, each of which made off in a direction of its own. One company, the
smaller of the two, went towards the church, and when Lizzy and Stockdale reached
their own house these men had scaled the churchyard wall, and were Proceeding
noiselessly over the grass within. Owlett arranged for one batch to be put in the
church.

CHAPTER VI—THE GREAT SEARCH AT NETHER-MOYNT()N

Stockdale was so excited by the events of the evening that he coulq not sleep
.The carriers heard the well-known tramp of Latimer’s horse while they were
undressing in the dark that night, and had already communicated with €ach other anq
Owlett on the subject. The only doubt seemed to be about the safety of those tubg
which had been left under the church gallery-stairs, and after a short discussion at the
corner of the mill, it was agreed that these should be removed before dawn and hidden
in the middle of a double hedge bordering the adjoining field, Latimer the excise
officer his hired men reach the village and searc.h the fue]-houses, the chimmers, the
ricks and stable guided by their noses. Owlett, Lizzy, the farmer who alsg had a share
in the run watched their movements. Stockdale grew anxious but Lizzy explaineq
simply that she would lose her bottles but it .could not. be proved who put the tubs -
there. It was the first time that such a methodical combing operation was conducted
around Nether-Moynton. From daybreak to breakfast-time the officers used their
sense of smell in a direct and straightforward manner only, pausing at such places
where the tubs might be hidden. Among the places tested and examined were Hollow
trees Cupboards Culverts PotatO-gI'aV‘.es Clock-cases Hedgerows Fuel-houses
Chimney-flues Faggot-ricks Bedrooms Rainwater-butts Haystacks Apple-lofis Pigsties
Coppers and ovens. After breakfast they were to look for clothes that have come in
contact with the tubs in their removal from the shore and tainted with the spirit. After
mid-day meal they searched places where the spirits might have been thrown away in
alarm still no success. They again started afresh. By this time not a male villager was
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to be seen in the parish includipg Owlett, the farmers, the parson, the smith and the
labours from the wheelwright shop.

Latimer, ‘Butf there’s great cause of suspicion in this silence and this keeping
out of sight, and I'll bear it in mind. Now we will go across to Owlett’s orchard, and
see what we can find there.” Stockdale, who heard this, had been wondering for the
Jast half-hour what could have become of them. He went in to Lizzy, who sat at back
window sewing, and told him they were on the top of the church tower. She and
Stockdale reach the tower together. Nether-Moynton church-tower was, as in many
villages, without a turret, and the only way to the top was by going up to the singers’
 gallery, ascending by a ladder to a square trap-door in the floor of the bell loft, above
" which a permanent ladder was fixed, passing through the bells to a hole in the roof.
When Lizzy and Stockdale reached the gallery and looked up, nothing but the trap-
door and the five holes for the bell-ropes appeared. As she spoke the trap opened, and
the dark line of the ladder was seen descending against the white-washed wall. When
:t touched the bottom Lizzy dragged it and along with Stockdale ascended. Owlett
stood here, holding the top of the ladder. Lizzy assured all that Stockdale  will not '
harm, who now saw all the missing parishioners, lying on their stomachs on the
tower roof, except a few who, elevated on their hands and knees, were peeping through
the embrasures of the parapet. Stockdale did the same, and saw the village lying like
a map below him. They were going to search the orchard and church. The interest in
the movements of the officers was so keen that not a single eye was looking in any
other direction .They would put the tubs they find on Hinton’s vault. The excise men
pegan to pile up the tubs on a large stone slab which was fixed there; and when all
were brought out from the tower, two or three of the men were left standing by them,
the re-entered the orchard, and spread themselves out round the field, and advancing
on all fours as before, went anew round every apple-tree in the encldsure. The young
tree in the middle again led them to pause, and at length the whole company gathered
there in a way which signified that a second chain of reasoning had led to the same
results as the first. When they had examined the sod hereabouts for some minutes,
one of the men rose, ran to a disused porch of the church where tools were kept, and
returned with the sexton’s pickaxe and shovel, with which they set t work. The
officers stood several on each side of the tree; and, stooping and applying their hands
to the soil, they bodily lifted the tree and the turf around it as the apple-tree now
showed itself to be growing in a shallow box, with handles for lifting at each of the
four sides. Under the site of the tree a square hole was revealed, and an excise man
went and looked down. Owlett asked everyone to get down before they are noticed
and plan their next move. He told Lizzy. ‘You please look to the linch-pins and screws;
then go indoors and know nothing at all. The chaps will do the rest. * The ladder was
replaced, and all but Owlett descended, the men passing off one by one at the back of
the church on their assigned duties. When Stockdale who got used to calling her by
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her first name, suddenly addressing her as Mrs. Newberry enquired where she would .
be going she felt that his feelings for her were drying out. As she had work to do
Martha Sarah would be there to serve him tea. But he replied he asked fearing that
she did not run into any further danger. Stockdale entered the garden gate, and stood
behind it looking on. The excise men were still busy in the orchard, and as soon as all
the tubs were taken out, they began tearing up the turf; pulling out the timbers, and
breaking in the sides, till the cellar was wholly dismantled and shapeless, the apple-
tree lying with its roots high to the air. But the hole which had in its time held so -
much contraband merchandize was never completely filled up, either then or
afterwards, a depression in the greensward marking the spot to this day.

CHAPTER VII—THE WALK TO WARM’ELL CROSS AND
AFTERWARDS

To carry the goods to Budmouth that night, the excise men needed horses and
carts so Latimer with a chalk marked every vehicle and set of harness that he came
across to be used in the name of the government. Stockdale turned indoors ang Lizzy
though tired brought in the tea tray. Excited over the developments the gjr] runs off

_ into the village during the afternoon. Before Stockdale and Lizzy could speak she

returns with more news. The king’s excise men unable to get the carts pulled those of
the folks but none worked. Hardman the l?lacksmith could not be found. Latimer
tapped at Mrs. Newberry door to ask about his whereab.outs. Latlme.r caught Hardman,
who repaired the carts and the horses but by then the light was fading. The smuggleq
tubs were soon packed into the vehicles and taken to the port of BUfimouth. Some
excise men stayed to watch the remainder of the cargo. Women and C.hlldren Wwatcheq
sadly as the carts passed. Stockdale was thankful that Lizzy got off without suspicion
But soon he sensed something was wrong and he could not stay without finding out.
He had an argument with Lizzy. He felt tt.le absent men were planning ap attack:
Lizzy entreated him, ‘Don t-you interfere, will ycfl.l, dear Rlcifard? ’she said anxiously,
as they drew near. ‘Don't let us go any closer: tis at Wa'rm ell Cross where they arc_:
seizing ‘em. You can do no good, and you may meet with a hard blow!” ‘L gy ,, e
first what is going on,” he said. But before they had got much further the nojse of the
cartwheels began again; and Stockdale soon found that they were coming towards
him. Instead of being conducted by four men, as had happened when they went out of
the village, the horses and carts were now accompanied by. a group of twenty to
thirty, all of whom had blackened fgces. Among them walked six or eight huge female
figures, whom, from their wide strides, Stockdale guessed to be men in disguise. He
told Lizzy that he would go as far as Warm’ell Cross to see. The road was lonely, and
after nightfall at that time of the year there was not a passer for hours. In due time, he
reaches the thick plantation surrounding the Warm’ell Cross-road. Before he had
reached the point of intersection he heard voices from the thicket. When he calls out -
he hears Latimer’s voice and sees how he and his men are tied up to the trees and he -
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immediately frees them. They report to him that chaps with blackened faces tied
them up and so they could not identify them. Latimer added without proof they could
do nothing. So he leaves with the other officers, thanking Stockdale for his timely
assistance. Stockdale reaches home and further questions Lizzy. He asks her about
her business. Their business was only in winter which makes their otherwise dull life
exciting. She felt that she has to look after her mother. ‘My conscience is clear. I
know my mother, but the king I have never seen. His dues are nothing to me. But it is
a great deal to me that my mother and I should live.” He offered to look after her
mother if she left the business and married him. But she flatly refuses and asks him to
give up his profession and live with her. She was born to it and it is in her blood.
Stockdale could not leave his profession either. One morning Stockdale announces
to her his decision to be leave as the other minister would be joining duty soon. So he
invited her to be present on his last Sunday sermon. Stockdale made a name for
himself during his brief stay and was loved by all. In fact many people outside his
own sect were sorry to hear it. The little building was full to overflowing, and he took
up the subject which all had expected, that of the contraband trade so extensively

ractised among them. Lizzy invited him to supper, the first meal that they had ever
shared together in their lives, and probably the last that they would so share. Stockdale
pent over her and kissed her, and she involuntarily returned his kiss. They parted as
friends and on the following Sunday the new minister preached in the chapel of the

Moynton Wesleyans.

Stockdale settled in a midland town. After two years he returns to Nether-Moynton
to his former lodging. Lizzy tells him how they were hunted down like rats. She was
shot in the hand when the aim was for her cousin. Oswett just escaped with his life.
Finally he reaches Bristol, and goes to America, and settles in Wisconsin. Lizzy sells
off her furniture and begin a new life as a minister’s wife in Stockdale’s native county.
Later with the help of Stockdale she writes an excellent tract called Render unto
Caesar; or, The Repentant Villagers, based on her own experience. Stockdale prints
hundred copies and distributes in the course of their married life. '

@ JnstaCram

‘e Anovella is shorter than a novel but longer than a short story.




CHARACTER ANALYSIS

Mr. Richard Stockdale is appointed to fill up a temporary position of a Preacher
left vacant by a Wesleyan minister in an unknown village nearby Nether-Moynton
district. His job was to give sermons to the Methodist followers in the church in
the village. The tall and good looking preacher soon becomes popular because

of his good nature and good conduct. Mrs. Lizzy Newberry rents one of her »

rooms to him. Stockdale falls in love with the young and attractive widow. Initially
he was perplexed by her uneven appearances and disappearances from the house,
On learning about her involvement in an illegal trade he tries to change her

-mind. He was a clergyman. Lizzy Newberry would have suited him beautifully

as a smuggler of French wine had he joined the grocery business of his father.
But as a clergyman’s wife she would be unsuitable. So the tension in his love
story was to convince her and bring her to his fold. At the end when he is able to
procure the permanent post of Preacher she accepts his proposal to be his wife.
But only when the excise men demolish the entire gang he could make her
realise her mistake. '

Mrs. Lizzy Newberry: was an attractive young woman, with dark hair, a wide

sensible, beautiful forehead, warm eyes and a mouth that was in itself 5 picturé

to all appreciative souls.In fact , she was eager to rent her house to Stockdale &

her servant, Martha Sarah, told him. She is the one who makes the first move iy,
creating their love story. Everything seems sx.nooth.for Stockdale during the first
days of his staying in the house. Lizzy provided h'xm well, paid attentiop tq his
needs, and even helped him when he was suffering from a severe cold. She
frequently attended Stockdale’s chapel in the village on Sunday momings’
Stockdale learns about her involvement in the smuggling business. When Lj )
explained the situation to him he felt relieved and  proposed to her, ‘My
conscience is clear. I know my mother, but the king I have never seen. py;s dues
are nothing to me. But it is a great deal to me that my mother and I shoy; live.>
He offered to look after her mother if she left the business and married him. But
she flatly refuses and asks him to give up his profession and live witp her. She

was born to it and it is in her blood. Stockdale could not leave his profession .

either. She was a strong woman and did not give in to the easy life offered to her
by Stockdale. She was adventurous by nature and loved the excitement in her
business. She took care of her mother like a dutiful daughter .She was helpful

and kind by nature. She readily accommodated Stockdale in her house. She

maintained a cordial and friendly relationship with her neighbours.
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Martha Sarah: was employed by Mrs. Lizzy Newberry. She served Stockdale
his meals .She was a typical talkative maid who gave all the information and

remained alert about the developments in the village.

Owlett: Lizzy Newberry’s cousin Owlett was a well-built and handsome young
man. He was her neighbour and together they smuggled liquor from France.
Otherwise he was a miller who lived below. Owlett had spoken to Lizzy about
matrimony, every now and then. Everyone in the village thought there was such
an understanding between the two. Stockdale at first was jealous of him. When
Lizzy explained the situation to him he felt relieved and proposed to her. He
offered to look after her mother if she left the business and married him. But she
flatly refuses and asks him to give up his profession and live with her. Finally
Stockdale settles in a midland town permanently. After two years he returns to
Nether-Moynton to his former lodging. Lizzy tells him how they were hunted
down like rats. Her cousin Oswett just escaped with his life. Finally he reaches
Bristol, and goes to America, and settles in Wisconsin.

Officer Latimer and Customs-men: Officer Latimer led the excise men to
nail the smugglers of illicit trading in Nether-Moynton. The little kegs of gin
and brandy were as well known to the inhabitants as turnips:-.Almost everyone
was involved in the business to earn a few bucks being very poor. They together
misled him and he would be easily cheated by the village folks. Irritated he
became moody. Once they fooled him and his men and tied them up to tree
branches where no one could hear their cries. The Preacher saved him. Latimer
wanted to punish all those who cheated the king .At the end he and his men
demolish the entire gang smugglers. Owlett somehow managed to save himself.
He goes to America, and settles in Wisconsin.
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MAJOR THEMES

°  Humorous Elements in The Distracted Preacher: Comedies tend to depend
on disorder, ambiguity, the unfamiliar and reversal. There is disorder when the
officers come and try to stop Lizzy’s operations. Almost everyone in the village
was involved in the business. They together fooled and misled Latimer and hig
‘men. They were easily fooled by the village folks. Irritated he became moody,
Once they fooled him and his men and tied them up to tree branches where ng

“one could hear their cries. There is ambiguity when Stockdale cannot figure out
what Lizzy does at first. Initially he was perplexed by her uneven appearanceg
and disappearances from the house. Finally there is unfamiliarity and reversa]
because Stockdale and romance are not on familiar terms. Lizzy Newberry woulq
have suited him beautifully as a smuggleér of French wine had he joined the
grocery business of his father. But as a clergyman’s wife she would be unsuitable_
So the tension in his love story was to convince her and bring her to his fold.

*  Depiction of Women in a Progressive Light: Despite being published in the
1800s during the Victorian period it is possible.to argue that the story presentg
women in progressive light. Lizzy is a strong-willed, self-sufficient person. She
maintains multiple careers, One of which is illegal trade. S.he. had no plans tq
change for her husband. She rather asks Stockdale to leave his Job_ and live with
her. She rents her spacious house to people who want accommodation in Nether. -
Moynton .She refuses Stockdale when he tries to stop her from pursuing he,
career. She asserts herself and her independence to do What she wantg <y . °
conscience is clear. I know my mother, but the king I have never seey, His dyeg
are nothing to me. But it is a great deal to me that my mother and | should live>
She was born to it and it is in her blood. Stockdale.: could not leave hig profession
either. She was a strong woman and did not give in to the easy life offereq ¢, her
by Stockdale. She was adventurous by nature and loved the excitemep; inhey ~
business. She took care of her mother like a dutiful daughter .The ending may
seem that patriarchy ultimately triumphs. But only when _the excise men demolish
the entire gang Stockdale could make her realise her mistake. It also megnt she
was loyal to her trade and her partners till the end.

SALIENT FEATURES OF HARDY’S NOVELS:
* Sympathy for the peasants in an age of decline and decay of Peasantry,
* Nostalgia for the pastoral and patriarchal mode of life.
* Life s controlled by hostile, cruel, mysterious fate. ;
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e A pessimistic vein runs throughout his novels.
e Nature is personified and symbolised like a character in the development of

the plot.
e Agood knowledge of folkways (superstition) and peasant’s feelings is revealed.




 Spatlight .

Fact

Details

Initially Published in
Serialized Form

The Distracted Preacher first appeared in 1879 as part
of Wessex Tales. It was serialized in The English

Hllustrated Magazine, influencing its episodic structure
and suspenseful tone.

Inspired by Real

Hardy was inspired by actual smuggling activities in
Dorset, a county in his fictional Wessex. The smuggling

Victorian Values

Smuggling History details lend authenticity to the story.
The story challenged Victorian norms by presenting
Moral Ambiguity and | smuggling—an illegal act—as morally complex and

sympathetic, reflecting Hardy’s critique of rigid social
conventions.

Personal Life

Connection to Hardy’s

Hardy’s deep familiarity with rural Dorset and its people
informed the realistic depiction of village life and
smuggling, reflecting his personal observations growing
up in the region.

Subtle Feminist

Lizzy Newberry’s independence and pragmatic
decision-making subtly critique the limited roles of

Undertones women in Victorian society, showcasing Hardy’s
progressive views on gender dynamics.
!//7. Hardy’s incorporation of regional dialects and local
ct for -
Use OfD.‘a_le speech patterns enhances the authenticity of the
Authe"“clty characters and setting, a hallmark of his work.

verlooked as a
1(2)0 mailﬁc Comedy

Though often analyzed for its moral and social themes,
the story contains humorous elements and romantic
tension, making it one of Hardy’s lighter works
compared to his darker novels.

Con/trove;al for Its

Time

The story’s depiction of smuggling as a necessary
livelihood and its romanticisation of Lizzy’s defiance of

authority were seen as subversive during its publication.




10.

11.

CONCEPT CLARIFICATION

What is the occupation of Mr. Stockdale?

a. Farmer b. Schoolteacher

c.. Methodist preacher d. Magistrate

Where is the story set?

a. London . b. Nether-Moynton

c. Casterbridge d. Egdon Heath

Who is Lizzy Newberry?

a. Stockdale’s mother b. A widow and Stockdale’s landlord
c. Thevillage schoolmlstress d. A customs officer

What illegal activity is Lizzy Newberry involved in?

a. Poaching b. Forgery

c. Smuggling d. Counterfeiting

what does Stockdale struggle with throughout the story?

a. His faith b. His attraction to Lizzy

c. Hisdutiesasa magistrate d. His views on marriage
What is Lizzy’s justification for smuggling?

a.  Greed for wealth. b. Loyalty to her late husband
c. Enjoyment of the thrill d. Hatred of the law

How does Stockdale feel about the villagers’ involvement in smuggling?
a. Indifferent b. Sympathetic

c. Shocked and conflicted d. Enthusiastic

What is the main setting of the story?

a. A bustling city b. A rural village

c. A seasidetown d. A monastery

How does Lizzy manage to evade the customs officers?

a. By bribing them b. By using a secret passage

c. By outsmarting them d. By running away

What is Stockdale’s attitude towards Lizzy at the beginning of the story?
a. Indifferent b. Disdainful

c. Fascinated-and conflicted d. Paternalistic

How does Lizzy feel about Stockdale?

a. She dislikes him b. She sees him as a father figure

c. She is attracted to him d. She is indifferent to him
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12.

13.

14.

15.

- 16.

17.

18.

19.

The Distracted Preache;,

What causes Stockdale’s moral conflict?

a. His relationship with Lizzy

b. The villagers’ treatment of him

c. The customs officers’ interference

d. Hisreligious duties

What is the primary theme of The Distracted Preacher?

a, Redemption and forgiveness b. Conflict between duty and desire
¢. The importance of wealth d. The role of the church in society

What event leads Stockdale to question his principles?
a. Lizzy’s confession of smuggling '

b. A sermon he hears in church

¢. A visit from his superior

d. A conversation with a fellow preacher

How does the story end?

a. Stockdale returns to his old village

b. Lizzy leaves the smuggling trade

c. Stockdale becomes a customs officer

d. The villagers are arrested

What is Hardy’s view on traditional morality as shown in the story?
a. Itis absolute and unquestionable

b. It can be ignored for personal gain

c. Itis often complex and requires understanding

d. Itisirrelevant in rural life

How does the setting of Nether-Moynton contribute to the story?
a. It creates a sense of urban chaos

b. It highlights the isolation of the characters

c. It symbolizes the chaos of modern life

d. Itreflects the purity of the church

What is the main conflict in the story?

a. Stockdale’s struggle to gain the villagers’ trust

b. Stockdale’s conflict between love and duty

c. Stockdale’s desire for wealth

d. Lizzy’s attempt to control the village

What is Lizzy’s role in the village?

a. Apreacher

b. A smuggler and leader of the operation
¢. Avillage historian

d. A customs officer

¢
i

o
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20. How does Hardy use irony in the story?
a. By having Stockdale become a criminal
b. By showing the preacher as more morally conflicted than the smugglers
¢. By portraying Lizzy as a victim
d. By having the customs officers reveal Stockdale’s secrets

Answer the following:
1. Do you think The Distracted Preacher is permeated with the atmosphere of the
rustic life of Thomas Hardy’s Wessex? Discuss with illustrations from the Xt

Who is The Distracted Preacher? Why is he so called?
Can The Distracted Preacher be regarded as a novella?
How many parts are there in the story The Distracted Preach or?
What are the humorous elements in The Distracted Preacher?
“How do you choose ‘em?’ ‘We choose ‘em for their closeness, and because
they are strong and surefooted, and able to carry a heavy load along way without
being tired.”Who and for what task are they chosen?
7. Among the places tested and examined were Hollow trees Cupboards Culverts
potato-graves Clock-cases Hedgerows Fuel-houses Chimney-flues Faggot-ricks
Bedrooms Rainwater-butts Haystacks Apple-lofts Pigsties Coppers and ovens.
g ‘He’sanidle man, Mr. Latimer,’said Lizzy archly. ‘What do you want him for?”
‘Why, there isn t a horse in the place that has got more than three shoes on, and
some have only two. The waggon-wheels be without strakes, and there s no linch-
pins to the cars. What with that, and the bother about every set of harness being
out of order, we shan t be off before nightfall—upon my soul we shant.’ Who is
an idle man? Who is Latimer? Why did he call on Lizzy?
9. ‘Thenthereisan attack!’ exclaimed Stockdale; ‘and you knew it was to be. Why
should you side with men who break the laws like this?’
. Give a description of the attack mentioned by Stockdale.
10. ‘I and Owlett and the others paid thirty shillings for every one of the tubs
before they were put on board at Cherbourg, and if a king who is nothing to us
sends his people to steal our property, we have a right to steal it back again’
Why did Lizzy Newberty, Owlett her cousin and the others pay thirty shillings?
11, ‘Youpleaselooktothe! inch-pins and screws; then go indoors and know nothing
at all. The chaps will do the rest.” ‘
Who assigned whom the task to look to the linch-pins and screws?
12.  ‘My opinion is, HOW I have had time to think o't, that you may serve your
Gover 'ment at too high a price. For these two nights and days 1 have not had an
hokur’s rest: and, please God, here’s for home-along.’

gy v kW o
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LINES FOR ANALYSIS

The Distracted Preach

Poetry is emotion put into measure.The emotion must come by nature, but th{‘
measure must be acquired by art. ......... Thomas Hardy |
Happiness is but a mere episode in the general drama of pain......Thomas Hard}‘j
There was a rustle of garments and he turned his heac'i and saw an attractiy,
young woman, with dark hair, a wide, sensible, beazlf{ﬁl{ Jor eheafz', eyes t h7
warmed him before he knew it, and a mouth that was in itself a picture 10 qf
appreciative souls. » ' ‘
I noticed that you sneezed twice again this morning M” Stockdale. Depeng
upon it that cold is hanging about you yet; [ am sure 1t z:s'—l have thought of IJ
continually; and you must let me make a posset for you. |
Well, my cousin Owlett has spoken to me about matrimony, every now and fhen;
that's true; but he was not speaking of it then.
At any rate, dear Lizzy, you can assure me that the miller shall not be alloweq t
speak to you except on business? ) . o
‘You see, he and his party have been in the habit of leaving things on '"%’ P"@.mlse\«
sometimes, and as I have not denied him, it makes him rather forward,’ ‘T, hings_
what things?’ ‘Tubs—they are called Things here': ’ ‘Bu.t why 6{0'? 7)’?" de’j’)’ ’11'»11
my dear Lizzy?” ‘I cannot well.’ ‘You are too timid. I.t is unfaur of h{m fo impog
s0 upon you, and get your good name into danger by his smugg{ ing tricks. Promig
me that the next time he wants to leave his tubs here you will let ye roj] they,
into the street?’ ' /
‘You are too timid. It is unfair of him to impose 0 ?pon you, and get vy 200,
name into danger by his smuggling tricks. Promise me that the next fime p,
wants to leave his tubs here you will let me roll them info the street?’ J
‘At any rate, you will let me make him keep his distance as your lover, and 1,
him flatly that you are not for him?’ ‘On my honour, I won t encourage him, o
my lover,’ j
Tt is, I tell you. When I stay in my room till half-past three in the afiernoon, y,q,
may always be sure that I slept soundly till three, or [ shouldnt have stayed theye
‘Sleeplessness to such an alarming extent is real l.llf?eSS- Have yoy spoken to ¢
doctor?”’ ‘O no—there is no need for doing that—it is all natural to e’ 'I
"Do dead men come out of their graves and walk in m ”d? ’mEIMured the minister,
in a cold sweat at the deception that she was practls‘mg. What dig you sqyp!
asked Lizzy. ‘Nothing, nothing, 'said he mournfully. ‘Mere words— g phrqag,
that will do Jfor my sermon next Sunday.’
1t is only his greqipoat and hat and breeches that I've got on, which js no harp,
as he was my own husband; and I do it only because a cloak blows apout so, ay, J
You can t use your arms. I have got my own dress under just the same—it is Onlj
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tucked in! Will you go away upstairs and let me pass? 1 didn't want you to see
me at such a time as this!’

“You are a smuggler,” he continued sadly. ‘[ have only a s
said. ‘That makes no difference. Whatever did you engage in such a trade as
that for, and keep it such a secret from me all this time?” ‘I don'tdo it always. |
only do it in winter-time when tis new moon .

‘Lizzy, all this is very Wrong, "he said. ‘Don't you remember the lesson of the

tribute-money? Render unto Caesar the things that are Ca,esm‘ i,
gup?’ ‘He’s dead, 'she pouted

ad times enough in your growin :
ext is in force just the same. My father did it, and so diq

my grandfather. and almost everybody in Nether-Mo) ;mc.m [wgs by i, a’,?d life
would be so dull if it wasn t for that, that should not care to live at all.

‘] have to wait here to meet the carriers. [ don’t know1
i told you, we go t0 Lulstead Cove to-night, and it is

Ringsworth.’
«you had better t
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‘4 partnership . :
'ai‘ﬁw' and /u';,) who Were b?'Oi'/Ier—law,g: TR e
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