from Volume II, Chapter 7-8 of Emma
By Jane Austen
This was the occurrence:—The Coles had been settled some years in Highbury, and were
very good sort of people—friendly, liberal, and unpretending; but, on the other hand, they were of low
origin, in trade, and only moderately genteel. On their first coming into the country, they had lived in
proportion to their income, quietly, keeping little company, and that little unexpensively; but the last
year or two had brought them a considerable increase of means—the house in town had yielded
greater profits, and fortune in general had smiled on them. With their wealth, their views increased;
their want of a larger house, their inclination for more company. They added to their house, to their
number of servants, to their expenses of every sort; and by this time were, in fortune and style of
living, second only to the family at Hartfield. Their love of society, and their new dining-room, prepared
every body for their keeping dinner-company; and a few parties, chiefly among the single men, had
already taken place. The regular and best families Emma could hardly suppose they would presume
to invite—neither Donwell, nor Hartfield, nor Randalls. Nothing should tempt her to go, if they did; and
she regretted that her father's known habits would be giving her refusal less meaning than she could
wish. The Coles were very respectable in their way, but they ought to be taught that it was not for
them to arrange the terms on which the superior families would visit them. This lesson, she very much
feared, they would receive only from herself; she had little hope of Mr. Knightley, none of Mr. Weston.
But she had made up her mind how to meet this presumption so many weeks before it
appeared, that when the insult came at last, it found her very differently affected. Donwell and
Randalls had received their invitation, and none had come for her father and herself; and Mrs.
Weston's accounting for it with “I suppose they will not take the liberty with you; they know you do not
dine out,” was not quite sufficient. She felt that she should like to have had the power of refusal; and
afterwards, as the idea of the party to be assembled there, consisting precisely of those whose
society was dearest to her, occurred again and again, she did not know that she might not have been
tempted to accept. Harriet was to be there in the evening, and the Bateses. They had been speaking
of it as they walked about Highbury the day before, and Frank Churchill had most earnestly lamented
her absence. Might not the evening end in a dance? had been a question of his. The bare possibility
of it acted as a farther irritation on her spirits; and her being left in solitary grandeur, even supposing
the omission to be intended as a compliment, was but poor comfort.
It was the arrival of this very invitation while the Westons were at Hartfield, which made their
presence so acceptable; for though her first remark, on reading it, was that “of course it must be
declined,” she so very soon proceeded to ask them what they advised her to do, that their advice for
her going was most prompt and successful.
She owned that, considering every thing, she was not absolutely without inclination for the
party. The Coles expressed themselves so properly—there was so much real attention in the manner
of it—so much consideration for her father. “They would have solicited the honour earlier, but had
been waiting the arrival of a folding-screen from London, which they hoped might keep Mr.
Woodhouse from any draught of air, and therefore induce him the more readily to give them the
honour of his company.” [...]
She followed another carriage to Mr. Cole's door; and was pleased to see that it was Mr.
Knightley's; for Mr. Knightley keeping no horses, having little spare money and a great deal of health,
activity, and independence, was too apt, in Emma's opinion, to get about as he could, and not use his
carriage so often as became the owner of Donwell Abbey. She had an opportunity now of speaking
her approbation while warm from her heart, for he stopped to hand her out.

“This is coming as you should do,” said she; “like a gentleman.—I am quite glad to see you.”
He thanked her, observing, “How lucky that we should arrive at the same moment! for, if we
had met first in the drawing-room, I doubt whether you would have discerned me to be more of a
gentleman than usual.—You might not have distinguished how I came, by my look or manner.”
“Yes I should, I am sure I should. There is always a look of consciousness or bustle when
people come in a way which they know to be beneath them. You think you carry it off very well, I dare
say, but with you it is a sort of bravado, an air of affected unconcern; I always observe it whenever I
meet you under those circumstances. Now you have nothing to try for. You are not afraid of being
supposed ashamed. You are not striving to look taller than any body else. Now I shall really be very
happy to walk into the same room with you.”
“Nonsensical girl!” was his reply, but not at all in anger.
Emma had as much reason to be satisfied with the rest of the party as with Mr. Knightley. She
was received with a cordial respect which could not but please, and given all the consequence she
could wish for. When the Westons arrived, the kindest looks of love, the strongest of admiration were
for her, from both husband and wife; the son approached her with a cheerful eagerness which marked
her as his peculiar object, and at dinner she found him seated by her—and, as she firmly believed, not
without some dexterity on his side.
The party was rather large, as it included one other family, a proper unobjectionable country
family, whom the Coles had the advantage of naming among their acquaintance, and the male part of
Mr. Cox's family, the lawyer of Highbury. The less worthy females were to come in the evening, with
Miss Bates, Miss Fairfax, and Miss Smith; but already, at dinner, they were too numerous for any
subject of conversation to be general; and, while politics and Mr. Elton were talked over, Emma could
fairly surrender all her attention to the pleasantness of her neighbour. The first remote sound to which
she felt herself obliged to attend, was the name of Jane Fairfax. Mrs. Cole seemed to be relating
something of her that was expected to be very interesting. She listened, and found it well worth
listening to. That very dear part of Emma, her fancy, received an amusing supply. Mrs. Cole was
telling that she had been calling on Miss Bates, and as soon as she entered the room had been struck
by the sight of a pianoforte—a very elegant looking instrument—not a grand, but a large-sized square
pianoforte; and the substance of the story, the end of all the dialogue which ensued of surprize, and
inquiry, and congratulations on her side, and explanations on Miss Bates's, was, that this pianoforte
had arrived from Broadwood's the day before, to the great astonishment of both aunt and niece—
entirely unexpected; that at first, by Miss Bates's account, Jane herself was quite at a loss, quite
bewildered to think who could possibly have ordered it—but now, they were both perfectly satisfied
that it could be from only one quarter;—of course it must be from Colonel Campbell.
“One can suppose nothing else,” added Mrs. Cole, “and I was only surprized that there could
ever have been a doubt. But Jane, it seems, had a letter from them very lately, and not a word was
said about it. She knows their ways best; but I should not consider their silence as any reason for their
not meaning to make the present. They might chuse to surprize her.”
Mrs. Cole had many to agree with her; every body who spoke on the subject was equally
convinced that it must come from Colonel Campbell, and equally rejoiced that such a present had
been made; and there were enough ready to speak to allow Emma to think her own way, and still
listen to Mrs. Cole.

from Chapter 16 of Jane Eyre
By Charlotte Brontë
“Are there ladies at the Leas?”
“There are Mrs. Eshton and her three daughters—very elegant young ladies indeed; and there
are the Honourable Blanche and Mary Ingram, most beautiful women, I suppose: indeed I have seen
Blanche, six or seven years since, when she was a girl of eighteen. She came here to a Christmas
ball and party Mr. Rochester gave. You should have seen the dining-room that day—how richly it was
decorated, how brilliantly lit up! I should think there were fifty ladies and gentlemen present—all of the
first county families; and Miss Ingram was considered the belle of the evening.”
“You saw her, you say, Mrs. Fairfax: what was she like?”
“Yes, I saw her. The dining-room doors were thrown open; and, as it was Christmas-time, the
servants were allowed to assemble in the hall, to hear some of the ladies sing and play. Mr.
Rochester would have me to come in, and I sat down in a quiet corner and watched them. I never
saw a more splendid scene: the ladies were magnificently dressed; most of them—at least most of the
younger ones—looked handsome; but Miss Ingram was certainly the queen.”
“And what was she like?”
“Tall, fine bust, sloping shoulders; long, graceful neck: olive complexion, dark and clear; noble
features; eyes rather like Mr. Rochester’s: large and black, and as brilliant as her jewels. And then
she had such a fine head of hair; raven-black and so becomingly arranged: a crown of thick plaits
behind, and in front the longest, the glossiest curls I ever saw. She was dressed in pure white; an
amber-coloured scarf was passed over her shoulder and across her breast, tied at the side, and
descending in long, fringed ends below her knee. She wore an amber-coloured flower, too, in her
hair: it contrasted well with the jetty mass of her curls.”
“She was greatly admired, of course?”
“Yes, indeed: and not only for her beauty, but for her accomplishments. She was one of the
ladies who sang: a gentleman accompanied her on the piano. She and Mr. Rochester sang a duet.”
“Mr. Rochester? I was not aware he could sing.”
“Oh! he has a fine bass voice, and an excellent taste for music.”
“And Miss Ingram: what sort of a voice had she?”
“A very rich and powerful one: she sang delightfully; it was a treat to listen to her;—and she
played afterwards. I am no judge of music, but Mr. Rochester is; and I heard him say her execution
was remarkably good.”
“And this beautiful and accomplished lady, she is not yet married?”
“It appears not: I fancy neither she nor her sister have very large fortunes. Old Lord Ingram’s
estates were chiefly entailed, and the eldest son came in for everything almost.”
“But I wonder no wealthy nobleman or gentleman has taken a fancy to her: Mr. Rochester, for
instance. He is rich, is he not?”
“Oh! yes. But you see there is a considerable difference in age: Mr. Rochester is nearly forty;
she is but twenty-five.”
“What of that? More unequal matches are made every day.”
“True: yet I should scarcely fancy Mr. Rochester would entertain an idea of the sort. But you
eat nothing: you have scarcely tasted since you began tea.”
“No: I am too thirsty to eat. Will you let me have another cup?”
I was about again to revert to the probability of a union between Mr. Rochester and the
beautiful Blanche; but Adèle came in, and the conversation was turned into another channel.

When once more alone, I reviewed the information I had got; looked into my heart, examined
its thoughts and feelings, and endeavoured to bring back with a strict hand such as had been straying
through imagination’s boundless and trackless waste, into the safe fold of common sense.
Arraigned at my own bar, Memory having given her evidence of the hopes, wishes, sentiments
I had been cherishing since last night—of the general state of mind in which I had indulged for nearly
a fortnight past; Reason having come forward and told, in her own quiet way a plain, unvarnished tale,
showing how I had rejected the real, and rabidly devoured the ideal;—I pronounced judgment to this
effect:—
That a greater fool than Jane Eyre had never breathed the breath of life; that a more fantastic
idiot had never surfeited herself on sweet lies, and swallowed poison as if it were nectar.
“You,” I said, “a favourite with Mr. Rochester? You gifted with the power of pleasing him? You
of importance to him in any way? Go! your folly sickens me. And you have derived pleasure from
occasional tokens of preference—equivocal tokens shown by a gentleman of family and a man of the
world to a dependent and a novice. How dared you? Poor stupid dupe!—Could not even self-interest
make you wiser? You repeated to yourself this morning the brief scene of last night?—Cover your
face and be ashamed! He said something in praise of your eyes, did he? Blind puppy! Open their
bleared lids and look on your own accursed senselessness! It does good to no woman to be flattered
by her superior, who cannot possibly intend to marry her; and it is madness in all women to let a
secret love kindle within them, which, if unreturned and unknown, must devour the life that feeds it;
and, if discovered and responded to, must lead, ignis-fatuus-like, into miry wilds whence there is no
extrication.
“Listen, then, Jane Eyre, to your sentence: to-morrow, place the glass before you, and draw in
chalk your own picture, faithfully, without softening one defect; omit no harsh line, smooth away no
displeasing irregularity; write under it, ‘Portrait of a Governess, disconnected, poor, and plain.’
“Afterwards, take a piece of smooth ivory—you have one prepared in your drawing-box: take
your palette, mix your freshest, finest, clearest tints; choose your most delicate camel-hair pencils;
delineate carefully the loveliest face you can imagine; paint it in your softest shades and sweetest
lines, according to the description given by Mrs. Fairfax of Blanche Ingram; remember the raven
ringlets, the oriental eye;—What! you revert to Mr. Rochester as a model! Order! No snivel!—no
sentiment!—no regret! I will endure only sense and resolution. Recall the august yet harmonious
lineaments, the Grecian neck and bust; let the round and dazzling arm be visible, and the delicate
hand; omit neither diamond ring nor gold bracelet; portray faithfully the attire, aërial lace and glistening
satin, graceful scarf and golden rose; call it ‘Blanche, an accomplished lady of rank.’
“Whenever, in future, you should chance to fancy Mr. Rochester thinks well of you, take out
these two pictures and compare them: say, ‘Mr. Rochester might probably win that noble lady’s love, if
he chose to strive for it; is it likely he would waste a serious thought on this indigent and insignificant
plebeian?’”
“I’ll do it,” I resolved: and having framed this determination, I grew calm, and fell asleep.
I kept my word. An hour or two sufficed to sketch my own portrait in crayons; and in less than
a fortnight I had completed an ivory miniature of an imaginary Blanche Ingram. It looked a lovely face
enough, and when compared with the real head in chalk, the contrast was as great as self-control
could desire. I derived benefit from the task: it had kept my head and hands employed, and had given
force and fixedness to the new impressions I wished to stamp indelibly on my heart.
Ere long, I had reason to congratulate myself on the course of wholesome discipline to which I
had thus forced my feelings to submit.

from Chapter 27 of Great Expectations
By Charles Dickens
“Joe, how are you, Joe?”
“Pip, how AIR you, Pip?”
With his good honest face all glowing and shining, and his hat put down on the floor between
us, he caught both my hands and worked them straight up and down, as if I had been the lastpatented Pump.
“I am glad to see you, Joe. Give me your hat.”
But Joe, taking it up carefully with both hands, like a bird's-nest with eggs in it, wouldn't hear of
parting with that piece of property, and persisted in standing talking over it in a most uncomfortable
way.
“Which you have that growed,” said Joe, “and that swelled, and that gentle-folked;” Joe
considered a little before he discovered this word; “as to be sure you are a honor to your king and
country.”
“And you, Joe, look wonderfully well.”
“Thank God,” said Joe, “I'm ekerval to most. And your sister, she's no worse than she were.
And Biddy, she's ever right and ready. And all friends is no backerder, if not no forarder. 'Ceptin
Wopsle; he's had a drop.”
All this time (still with both hands taking great care of the bird's-nest), Joe was rolling his eyes
round and round the room, and round and round the flowered pattern of my dressing-gown.
“Had a drop, Joe?”
“Why yes,” said Joe, lowering his voice, “he's left the Church and went into the playacting.
Which the playacting have likeways brought him to London along with me. And his wish were,” said
Joe, getting the bird's-nest under his left arm for the moment, and groping in it for an egg with his
right; “if no offence, as I would 'and you that.”
I took what Joe gave me, and found it to be the crumpled play-bill of a small metropolitan
theatre, announcing the first appearance, in that very week, of “the celebrated Provincial Amateur of
Roscian renown, whose unique performance in the highest tragic walk of our National Bard has lately
occasioned so great a sensation in local dramatic circles.”
“Were you at his performance, Joe?” I inquired.
“I were,” said Joe, with emphasis and solemnity.
“Was there a great sensation?”
“Why,” said Joe, “yes, there certainly were a peck of orange-peel. Partickler when he see the
ghost. Though I put it to yourself, sir, whether it were calc'lated to keep a man up to his work with a
good hart, to be continiwally cutting in betwixt him and the Ghost with “Amen!” A man may have had a
misfortun' and been in the Church,” said Joe, lowering his voice to an argumentative and feeling tone,
“but that is no reason why you should put him out at such a time. Which I meantersay, if the ghost of a
man's own father cannot be allowed to claim his attention, what can, Sir? Still more, when his
mourning 'at is unfortunately made so small as that the weight of the black feathers brings it off, try to
keep it on how you may.”
A ghost-seeing effect in Joe's own countenance informed me that Herbert had entered the
room. So, I presented Joe to Herbert, who held out his hand; but Joe backed from it, and held on by
the bird's-nest.
“Your servant, Sir,” said Joe, “which I hope as you and Pip”—here his eye fell on the Avenger,
who was putting some toast on table, and so plainly denoted an intention to make that young

gentleman one of the family, that I frowned it down and confused him more—“I meantersay, you two
gentlemen,—which I hope as you get your elths in this close spot? For the present may be a werry
good inn, according to London opinions,” said Joe, confidentially, “and I believe its character do stand
it; but I wouldn't keep a pig in it myself,—not in the case that I wished him to fatten wholesome and to
eat with a meller flavor on him.”
Having borne this flattering testimony to the merits of our dwelling-place, and having
incidentally shown this tendency to call me “sir,” Joe, being invited to sit down to table, looked all
round the room for a suitable spot on which to deposit his hat,—as if it were only on some very few
rare substances in nature that it could find a resting place,—and ultimately stood it on an extreme
corner of the chimney-piece, from which it ever afterwards fell off at intervals.
“Do you take tea, or coffee, Mr. Gargery?” asked Herbert, who always presided of a morning.
“Thankee, Sir,” said Joe, stiff from head to foot, “I'll take whichever is most agreeable to
yourself.”
“What do you say to coffee?”
“Thankee, Sir,” returned Joe, evidently dispirited by the proposal, “since you are so kind as
make chice of coffee, I will not run contrairy to your own opinions. But don't you never find it a little
'eating?”
“Say tea then,” said Herbert, pouring it out.
Here Joe's hat tumbled off the mantel-piece, and he started out of his chair and picked it up,
and fitted it to the same exact spot. As if it were an absolute point of good breeding that it should
tumble off again soon.
“When did you come to town, Mr. Gargery?”
“Were it yesterday afternoon?” said Joe, after coughing behind his hand, as if he had had time
to catch the whooping-cough since he came. “No it were not. Yes it were. Yes. It were yesterday
afternoon” (with an appearance of mingled wisdom, relief, and strict impartiality).
“Have you seen anything of London yet?”
“Why, yes, Sir,” said Joe, “me and Wopsle went off straight to look at the Blacking Ware'us.
But we didn't find that it come up to its likeness in the red bills at the shop doors; which I meantersay,”
added Joe, in an explanatory manner, “as it is there drawd too architectooralooral.”
I really believe Joe would have prolonged this word (mightily expressive to my mind of some
architecture that I know) into a perfect Chorus, but for his attention being providentially attracted by
his hat, which was toppling. Indeed, it demanded from him a constant attention, and a quickness of
eye and hand, very like that exacted by wicket-keeping. He made extraordinary play with it, and
showed the greatest skill; now, rushing at it and catching it neatly as it dropped; now, merely stopping
it midway, beating it up, and humoring it in various parts of the room and against a good deal of the
pattern of the paper on the wall, before he felt it safe to close with it; finally splashing it into the slopbasin, where I took the liberty of laying hands upon it.
As to his shirt-collar, and his coat-collar, they were perplexing to reflect upon,—insoluble
mysteries both. Why should a man scrape himself to that extent, before he could consider himself full
dressed? Why should he suppose it necessary to be purified by suffering for his holiday clothes?
Then he fell into such unaccountable fits of meditation, with his fork midway between his plate and his
mouth; had his eyes attracted in such strange directions; was afflicted with such remarkable coughs;
sat so far from the table, and dropped so much more than he ate, and pretended that he hadn't
dropped it; that I was heartily glad when Herbert left us for the City.

from Chapter 14 of Tess of the d’Urbervilles
By Thomas Hardy
It was a hazy sunrise in August. The denser nocturnal vapours, attacked by the warm beams,
were dividing and shrinking into isolated fleeces within hollows and coverts, where they waited till they
should be dried away to nothing.
The sun, on account of the mist, had a curious sentient, personal look, demanding the
masculine pronoun for its adequate expression. His present aspect, coupled with the lack of all human
forms in the scene, explained the old-time heliolatries in a moment. One could feel that a saner
religion had never prevailed under the sky. The luminary was a golden-haired, beaming, mild-eyed,
God-like creature, gazing down in the vigour and intentness of youth upon an earth that was brimming
with interest for him.
His light, a little later, broke though chinks of cottage shutters, throwing stripes like red-hot
pokers upon cupboards, chests of drawers, and other furniture within; and awakening harvesters who
were not already astir.
But of all ruddy things that morning the brightest were two broad arms of painted wood, which
rose from the margin of yellow cornfield hard by Marlott village. They, with two others below, formed
the revolving Maltese cross of the reaping-machine, which had been brought to the field on the
previous evening to be ready for operations this day. The paint with which they were smeared,
intensified in hue by the sunlight, imparted to them a look of having been dipped in liquid fire.
The field had already been “opened”; that is to say, a lane a few feet wide had been hand-cut
through the wheat along the whole circumference of the field for the first passage of the horses and
machine.
Two groups, one of men and lads, the other of women, had come down the lane just at the
hour when the shadows of the eastern hedge-top struck the west hedge midway, so that the heads of
the groups were enjoying sunrise while their feet were still in the dawn. They disappeared from the
lane between the two stone posts which flanked the nearest field-gate.
Presently there arose from within a ticking like the love-making of the grasshopper. The
machine had begun, and a moving concatenation of three horses and the aforesaid long rickety
machine was visible over the gate, a driver sitting upon one of the hauling horses, and an attendant
on the seat of the implement. Along one side of the field the whole wain went, the arms of the
mechanical reaper revolving slowly, till it passed down the hill quite out of sight. In a minute it came up
on the other side of the field at the same equable pace; the glistening brass star in the forehead of the
fore horse first catching the eye as it rose into view over the stubble, then the bright arms, and then
the whole machine.
The narrow lane of stubble encompassing the field grew wider with each circuit, and the
standing corn was reduced to smaller area as the morning wore on. Rabbits, hares, snakes, rats,
mice, retreated inwards as into a fastness, unaware of the ephemeral nature of their refuge, and of
the doom that awaited them later in the day when, their covert shrinking to a more and more horrible
narrowness, they were huddled together, friends and foes, till the last few yards of upright wheat fell
also under the teeth of the unerring reaper, and they were every one put to death by the sticks and
stones of the harvesters.
The reaping-machine left the fallen corn behind it in little heaps, each heap being of the
quantity for a sheaf; and upon these the active binders in the rear laid their hands-- mainly women,
but some of them men in print shirts, and trousers supported round their waists by leather straps,

rendering useless the two buttons behind, which twinkled and bristled with sunbeams at every
movement of each wearer, as if they were a pair of eyes in the small of his back.
But those of the other sex were the most interesting of this company of binders, by reason of
the charm which is acquired by woman when she becomes part and parcel of outdoor nature, and is
not merely an object set down therein as at ordinary times. A field-man is a personality afield; a fieldwoman is a portion of the field; she had somehow lost her own margin, imbibed the essence of her
surrounding, and assimilated herself with it.
The women-- or rather girls, for they were mostly young-- wore drawn cotton bonnets with
great flapping curtains to keep off the sun, and gloves to prevent their hands being wounded by the
stubble. There was one wearing a pale pink jacket, another in a cream-coloured tight-sleeved gown,
another in a petticoat as red as the arms of the reaping-machine; and others, older, in the brownrough “wropper” or over-all-- the old-established and most appropriate dress of the field-woman,
which the young ones were abandoning. This morning the eye returns involuntarily to the girl in the
pink cotton jacket, she being the most flexuous and finely-drawn figure of them all. But her bonnet is
pulled so far over her brow that none of her face is disclosed while she binds, though her complexion
may be guessed from a stray twine or two of dark brown hair which extends below the curtain of her
bonnet. Perhaps one reason why she seduces casual attention is that she never courts it, though the
other women often gaze around them.
Her binding proceeds with clock-like monotony. From the sheaf last finished she draws a
handful of ears, patting their tips with her left palm to bring them even. Then stooping low she moves
forward, gathering the corn with both hands against her knees, and pushing her left gloved hand
under the bundle to meet the right on the other side, holding the corn in an embrace like that of a
lover. She brings the ends of the bond together, and kneels on the sheaf while she ties it, beating
back her skirts now and then when lifted by the breeze. A bit of her naked arm is visible between the
buff leather of the gauntlet and the sleeve of her gown; and as the day wears on its feminine
smoothness becomes scarified by the stubble, and bleeds.
At intervals she stands up to rest, and to retie her disarranged apron, or to pull her bonnet
straight. Then one can see the oval face of a handsome young woman with deep dark eyes and long
heavy clinging tresses, which seem to clasp in a beseeching way anything they fall against. The
cheeks are paler, the teeth more regular, the red lips thinner than is usual in a country-bred girl.
It is Tess Durbeyfield, otherwise d’Urberville, somewhat changed-- the same, but not the
same; at the present stage of her existence living as a stranger and an alien here, though it was no
strange land that she was in. After a long seclusion she had come to a resolve to undertake outdoor
work in her native village, the busiest season of the year in the agricultural world having arrived, and
nothing that she could do within the house being so remunerative for the time as harvesting in the
fields.
The movements of the other women were more or less similar to Tess’s, the whole bevy of
them drawing together like dancers in a quadrille at the completion of a sheaf by each, every one
placing her sheaf on end against those of the rest, till a shock, or “stitch” as it was here called, of ten
or a dozen was formed.
They went to breakfast, and came again, and the work proceeded as before. As the hour of
eleven drew near a person watching her might have noticed that every now and then Tess’s glance
flitted wistfully to the brow of the hill, though she did not pause in her sheafing. On the verge of the
hour the heads of a group of children, of ages ranging from six to fourteen, rose over the stubbly
convexity of the hill.
The face of Tess flushed slightly, but still she did not pause.

