from Volume III, Chapter 6 of Emma
By Jane Austen
It was so long since Emma had been at the Abbey, that as soon as she was satisfied of her
father’s comfort, she was glad to leave him, and look around her; eager to refresh and correct her
memory with more particular observation, more exact understanding of a house and grounds which
must ever be so interesting to her and all her family.
She felt all the honest pride and complacency which her alliance with the present and future
proprietor could fairly warrant, as she viewed the respectable size and style of the building, its
suitable, becoming, characteristic situation, low and sheltered-- its ample gardens stretching down to
meadows washed by a stream, of which the Abbey, with all the old neglect of prospect, had scarcely a
sight--and its abundance of timber in rows and avenues, which neither fashion nor extravagance had
rooted up.-- The house was larger than Hartfield, and totally unlike it, covering a good deal of ground,
rambling and irregular, with many comfortable, and one or two handsome rooms.-- It was just what it
ought to be, and it looked what it was-- and Emma felt an increasing respect for it, as the residence of
a family of such true gentility, untainted in blood and understanding.-- Some faults of temper John
Knightley had; but Isabella had connected herself unexceptionably. She had given them neither men,
nor names, nor places, that could raise a blush. These were pleasant feelings, and she walked about
and indulged them till it was necessary to do as the others did, and collect round the strawberrybeds.-- The whole party were assembled, excepting Frank Churchill, who was expected every
moment from Richmond; and Mrs. Elton, in all her apparatus of happiness, her large bonnet and her
basket, was very ready to lead the way in gathering, accepting, or talking-- strawberries, and only
strawberries, could now be thought or spoken of.-- “The best fruit in England-- every body’s favourite-always wholesome.-- These the finest beds and finest sorts.-- Delightful to gather for one’s self-- the
only way of really enjoying them.-- Morning decidedly the best time-- never tired-- every sort good-hautboy infinitely superior-- no comparison-- the others hardly eatable-- hautboys very scarce-- Chili
preferred-- white wood finest flavour of all-- price of strawberries in London-- abundance about
Bristol-- Maple Grove-- cultivation-- beds when to be renewed-- gardeners thinking exactly different-no general rule-- gardeners never to be put out of their way-- delicious fruit-- only too rich to be eaten
much of-- inferior to cherries-- currants more refreshing-- only objection to gathering strawberries the
stooping-- glaring sun-- tired to death-- could bear it no longer-- must go and sit in the shade.”
Such, for half an hour, was the conversation-- interrupted only once by Mrs. Weston, who
came out, in her solicitude after her son-in-law, to inquire if he were come-- and she was a little
uneasy.-- She had some fears of his horse.
Seats tolerably in the shade were found; and now Emma was obliged to overhear what Mrs.
Elton and Jane Fairfax were talking of.-- A situation, a most desirable situation, was in question. Mrs.
Elton had received notice of it that morning, and was in raptures. It was not with Mrs. Suckling, it was
not with Mrs. Bragge, but in felicity and splendour it fell short only of them: it was with a cousin of Mrs.
Bragge, an acquaintance of Mrs. Suckling, a lady known at Maple Grove. Delightful, charming,
superior, first circles, spheres, lines, ranks, every thing-- and Mrs. Elton was wild to have the offer
closed with immediately.-- On her side, all was warmth, energy, and triumph-- and she positively
refused to take her friend’s negative, though Miss Fairfax continued to assure her that she would not
at present engage in any thing, repeating the same motives which she had been heard to urge
before.-- Still Mrs. Elton insisted on being authorised to write an acquiescence by the morrow’s post.-How Jane could bear it at all, was astonishing to Emma.-- She did look vexed, she did speak
pointedly-- and at last, with a decision of action unusual to her, proposed a removal.-- “Should not

they walk? Would not Mr. Knightley shew them the gardens-- all the gardens?-- She wished to see the
whole extent.”-- The pertinacity of her friend seemed more than she could bear.
It was hot; and after walking some time over the gardens in a scattered, dispersed way,
scarcely any three together, they insensibly followed one another to the delicious shade of a broad
short avenue of limes, which stretching beyond the garden at an equal distance from the river,
seemed the finish of the pleasure grounds.-- It led to nothing; nothing but a view at the end over a low
stone wall with high pillars, which seemed intended, in their erection, to give the appearance of an
approach to the house, which never had been there. Disputable, however, as might be the taste of
such a termination, it was in itself a charming walk, and the view which closed it extremely pretty.-The considerable slope, at nearly the foot of which the Abbey stood, gradually acquired a steeper
form beyond its grounds; and at half a mile distant was a bank of considerable abruptness and
grandeur, well clothed with wood;-- and at the bottom of this bank, favourably placed and sheltered,
rose the Abbey Mill Farm, with meadows in front, and the river making a close and handsome curve
around it.
It was a sweet view-- sweet to the eye and the mind. English verdure, English culture, English
comfort, seen under a sun bright, without being oppressive.
In this walk Emma and Mr. Weston found all the others assembled; and towards this view she
immediately perceived Mr. Knightley and Harriet distinct from the rest, quietly leading the way. Mr.
Knightley and Harriet!-- It was an odd tete-a-tete; but she was glad to see it.-- There had been a time
when he would have scorned her as a companion, and turned from her with little ceremony. Now they
seemed in pleasant conversation. There had been a time also when Emma would have been sorry to
see Harriet in a spot so favourable for the Abbey Mill Farm; but now she feared it not. It might be
safely viewed with all its appendages of prosperity and beauty, its rich pastures, spreading flocks,
orchard in blossom, and light column of smoke ascending.-- She joined them at the wall, and found
them more engaged in talking than in looking around. He was giving Harriet information as to modes
of agriculture, etc. and Emma received a smile which seemed to say, “These are my own concerns. I
have a right to talk on such subjects, without being suspected of introducing Robert Martin.”-- She did
not suspect him. It was too old a story.-- Robert Martin had probably ceased to think of Harriet.-- They
took a few turns together along the walk.-- The shade was most refreshing, and Emma found it the
pleasantest part of the day.
The next remove was to the house; they must all go in and eat;-- and they were all seated and
busy, and still Frank Churchill did not come. Mrs. Weston looked, and looked in vain. His father would
not own himself uneasy, and laughed at her fears; but she could not be cured of wishing that he would
part with his black mare. He had expressed himself as to coming, with more than common certainty.
“His aunt was so much better, that he had not a doubt of getting over to them.”-- Mrs. Churchill’s state,
however, as many were ready to remind her, was liable to such sudden variation as might disappoint
her nephew in the most reasonable dependence-- and Mrs. Weston was at last persuaded to believe,
or to say, that it must be by some attack of Mrs. Churchill that he was prevented coming.-- Emma
looked at Harriet while the point was under consideration; she behaved very well, and betrayed no
emotion.
The cold repast was over, and the party were to go out once more to see what had not yet
been seen, the old Abbey fish-ponds; perhaps get as far as the clover, which was to be begun cutting
on the morrow, or, at any rate, have the pleasure of being hot, and growing cool again.

from Chapter 27 of Jane Eyre
By Charlotte Brontë
“Withdraw, then,-- I consent; but remember, you leave me here in anguish. Go up to your own
room; think over all I have said, and, Jane, cast a glance on my sufferings-- think of me.”
He turned away; he threw himself on his face on the sofa. “Oh, Jane! my hope-- my love-- my
life!” broke in anguish from his lips. Then came a deep, strong sob.
I had already gained the door; but, reader, I walked back-- walked back as determinedly as I
had retreated. I knelt down by him; I turned his face from the cushion to me; I kissed his cheek; I
smoothed his hair with my hand.
“God bless you, my dear master!” I said. “God keep you from harm and wrong-- direct you,
solace you-- reward you well for your past kindness to me.”
“Little Jane’s love would have been my best reward,” he answered; “without it, my heart is
broken. But Jane will give me her love: yes-- nobly, generously.”
Up the blood rushed to his face; forth flashed the fire from his eyes; erect he sprang; he held
his arms out; but I evaded the embrace, and at once quitted the room.
“Farewell!” was the cry of my heart as I left him. Despair added, “Farewell for ever!”

That night I never thought to sleep; but a slumber fell on me as soon as I lay down in bed. I
was transported in thought to the scenes of childhood: I dreamt I lay in the red-room at Gateshead;
that the night was dark, and my mind impressed with strange fears. The light that long ago had struck
me into syncope, recalled in this vision, seemed glidingly to mount the wall, and tremblingly to pause
in the centre of the obscured ceiling. I lifted up my head to look: the roof resolved to clouds, high and
dim; the gleam was such as the moon imparts to vapours she is about to sever. I watched her come-watched with the strangest anticipation; as though some word of doom were to be written on her disk.
She broke forth as never moon yet burst from cloud: a hand first penetrated the sable folds and
waved them away; then, not a moon, but a white human form shone in the azure, inclining a glorious
brow earthward. It gazed and gazed on me. It spoke to my spirit: immeasurably distant was the tone,
yet so near, it whispered in my heart-“My daughter, flee temptation.”
“Mother, I will.”
So I answered after I had waked from the trance-like dream. It was yet night, but July nights
are short: soon after midnight, dawn comes. “It cannot be too early to commence the task I have to
fulfil,” thought I. I rose: I was dressed; for I had taken off nothing but my shoes. I knew where to find
in my drawers some linen, a locket, a ring. In seeking these articles, I encountered the beads of a
pearl necklace Mr. Rochester had forced me to accept a few days ago. I left that; it was not mine: it
was the visionary bride’s who had melted in air. The other articles I made up in a parcel; my purse,
containing twenty shillings (it was all I had), I put in my pocket: I tied on my straw bonnet, pinned my
shawl, took the parcel and my slippers, which I would not put on yet, and stole from my room.
“Farewell, kind Mrs. Fairfax!” I whispered, as I glided past her door. “Farewell, my darling
Adèle!” I said, as I glanced towards the nursery. No thought could be admitted of entering to embrace
her. I had to deceive a fine ear: for aught I knew it might now be listening.
I would have got past Mr. Rochester’s chamber without a pause; but my heart momentarily
stopping its beat at that threshold, my foot was forced to stop also. No sleep was there: the inmate

was walking restlessly from wall to wall; and again and again he sighed while I listened. There was a
heaven-- a temporary heaven-- in this room for me, if I chose: I had but to go in and to say-“Mr. Rochester, I will love you and live with you through life till death,” and a fount of rapture
would spring to my lips. I thought of this.
That kind master, who could not sleep now, was waiting with impatience for day. He would
send for me in the morning; I should be gone. He would have me sought for: vainly. He would feel
himself forsaken; his love rejected: he would suffer; perhaps grow desperate. I thought of this too.
My hand moved towards the lock: I caught it back, and glided on.
Drearily I wound my way downstairs: I knew what I had to do, and I did it mechanically. I
sought the key of the side-door in the kitchen; I sought, too, a phial of oil and a feather; I oiled the key
and the lock. I got some water, I got some bread: for perhaps I should have to walk far; and my
strength, sorely shaken of late, must not break down. All this I did without one sound. I opened the
door, passed out, shut it softly. Dim dawn glimmered in the yard. The great gates were closed and
locked; but a wicket in one of them was only latched. Through that I departed: it, too, I shut; and now
I was out of Thornfield.
A mile off, beyond the fields, lay a road which stretched in the contrary direction to Millcote; a
road I had never travelled, but often noticed, and wondered where it led: thither I bent my steps. No
reflection was to be allowed now: not one glance was to be cast back; not even one forward. Not one
thought was to be given either to the past or the future. The first was a page so heavenly sweet-- so
deadly sad-- that to read one line of it would dissolve my courage and break down my energy. The
last was an awful blank: something like the world when the deluge was gone by.
I skirted fields, and hedges, and lanes till after sunrise. I believe it was a lovely summer
morning: I know my shoes, which I had put on when I left the house, were soon wet with dew. But I
looked neither to rising sun, nor smiling sky, nor wakening nature. He who is taken out to pass
through a fair scene to the scaffold, thinks not of the flowers that smile on his road, but of the block
and axe-edge; of the disseverment of bone and vein; of the grave gaping at the end: and I thought of
drear flight and homeless wandering-- and oh! with agony I thought of what I left. I could not help it. I
thought of him now-- in his room-- watching the sunrise; hoping I should soon come to say I would
stay with him and be his. I longed to be his; I panted to return: it was not too late; I could yet spare
him the bitter pang of bereavement. As yet my flight, I was sure, was undiscovered. I could go back
and be his comforter-- his pride; his redeemer from misery, perhaps from ruin. Oh, that fear of his
self-abandonment-- far worse than my abandonment-- how it goaded me! It was a barbed arrow-head
in my breast; it tore me when I tried to extract it; it sickened me when remembrance thrust it farther in.
Birds began singing in brake and copse: birds were faithful to their mates; birds were emblems of
love. What was I? In the midst of my pain of heart and frantic effort of principle, I abhorred myself. I
had no solace from self-approbation: none even from self-respect. I had injured-- wounded-- left my
master. I was hateful in my own eyes. Still I could not turn, nor retrace one step. God must have led
me on. As to my own will or conscience, impassioned grief had trampled one and stifled the other. I
was weeping wildly as I walked along my solitary way: fast, fast I went like one delirious. A weakness,
beginning inwardly, extending to the limbs, seized me, and I fell: I lay on the ground some minutes,
pressing my face to the wet turf. I had some fear-- or hope-- that here I should die: but I was soon up;
crawling forwards on my hands and knees, and then again raised to my feet-- as eager and as
determined as ever to reach the road.

from Chapter 43 of Great Expectations
By Charles Dickens
Why should I pause to ask how much of my shrinking from Provis might be traced to Estella?
Why should I loiter on my road, to compare the state of mind in which I had tried to rid myself of the
stain of the prison before meeting her at the coach-office, with the state of mind in which I now
reflected on the abyss between Estella in her pride and beauty, and the returned transport whom I
harbored? The road would be none the smoother for it, the end would be none the better for it, he
would not be helped, nor I extenuated.
A new fear had been engendered in my mind by his narrative; or rather, his narrative had
given form and purpose to the fear that was already there. If Compeyson were alive and should
discover his return, I could hardly doubt the consequence. That Compeyson stood in mortal fear of
him, neither of the two could know much better than I; and that any such man as that man had been
described to be would hesitate to release himself for good from a dreaded enemy by the safe means
of becoming an informer was scarcely to be imagined.
Never had I breathed, and never would I breathe-- or so I resolved-- a word of Estella to
Provis. But, I said to Herbert that, before I could go abroad, I must see both Estella and Miss
Havisham. This was when we were left alone on the night of the day when Provis told us his story. I
resolved to go out to Richmond next day, and I went.
On my presenting myself at Mrs. Brandley’s, Estella’s maid was called to tell that Estella had
gone into the country. Where? To Satis House, as usual. Not as usual, I said, for she had never yet
gone there without me; when was she coming back? There was an air of reservation in the answer
which increased my perplexity, and the answer was, that her maid believed she was only coming back
at all for a little while. I could make nothing of this, except that it was meant that I should make nothing
of it, and I went home again in complete discomfiture.
Another night consultation with Herbert after Provis was gone home (I always took him home,
and always looked well about me), led us to the conclusion that nothing should be said about going
abroad until I came back from Miss Havisham’s. In the mean time, Herbert and I were to consider
separately what it would be best to say; whether we should devise any pretence of being afraid that
he was under suspicious observation; or whether I, who had never yet been abroad, should propose
an expedition. We both knew that I had but to propose anything, and he would consent. We agreed
that his remaining many days in his present hazard was not to be thought of.
Next day I had the meanness to feign that I was under a binding promise to go down to Joe;
but I was capable of almost any meanness towards Joe or his name. Provis was to be strictly careful
while I was gone, and Herbert was to take the charge of him that I had taken. I was to be absent only
one night, and, on my return, the gratification of his impatience for my starting as a gentleman on a
greater scale was to be begun. It occurred to me then, and as I afterwards found to Herbert also, that
he might be best got away across the water, on that pretence,-- as, to make purchases, or the like.
Having thus cleared the way for my expedition to Miss Havisham’s, I set off by the early
morning coach before it was yet light, and was out on the open country road when the day came
creeping on, halting and whimpering and shivering, and wrapped in patches of cloud and rags of mist,
like a beggar. When we drove up to the Blue Boar after a drizzly ride, whom should I see come out
under the gateway, toothpick in hand, to look at the coach, but Bentley Drummle!
As he pretended not to see me, I pretended not to see him. It was a very lame pretence on
both sides; the lamer, because we both went into the coffee-room, where he had just finished his

breakfast, and where I ordered mine. It was poisonous to me to see him in the town, for I very well
knew why he had come there.
Pretending to read a smeary newspaper long out of date, which had nothing half so legible in
its local news, as the foreign matter of coffee, pickles, fish sauces, gravy, melted butter, and wine with
which it was sprinkled all over, as if it had taken the measles in a highly irregular form, I sat at my
table while he stood before the fire. By degrees it became an enormous injury to me that he stood
before the fire. And I got up, determined to have my share of it. I had to put my hand behind his legs
for the poker when I went up to the fireplace to stir the fire, but still pretended not to know him.
“Is this a cut?” said Mr. Drummle.
“Oh!” said I, poker in hand; “it’s you, is it? How do you do? I was wondering who it was, who
kept the fire off.”
With that, I poked tremendously, and having done so, planted myself side by side with Mr.
Drummle, my shoulders squared and my back to the fire.
“You have just come down?” said Mr. Drummle, edging me a little away with his shoulder.
“Yes,” said I, edging him a little away with my shoulder.
“Beastly place,” said Drummle. “Your part of the country, I think?”
“Yes,” I assented. “I am told it’s very like your Shropshire.”
“Not in the least like it,” said Drummle.
Here Mr. Drummle looked at his boots and I looked at mine, and then Mr. Drummle looked at
my boots, and I looked at his.
“Have you been here long?” I asked, determined not to yield an inch of the fire.
“Long enough to be tired of it,” returned Drummle, pretending to yawn, but equally determined.
“Do you stay here long?”
“Can’t say,” answered Mr. Drummle. “Do you?”
“Can’t say,” said I.
I felt here, through a tingling in my blood, that if Mr. Drummle’s shoulder had claimed another
hair’s breadth of room, I should have jerked him into the window; equally, that if my own shoulder had
urged a similar claim, Mr. Drummle would have jerked me into the nearest box. He whistled a little. So
did I.
“Large tract of marshes about here, I believe?” said Drummle.
“Yes. What of that?” said I.
Mr. Drummle looked at me, and then at my boots, and then said, “Oh!” and laughed.
“Are you amused, Mr. Drummle?”
“No,” said he, “not particularly. I am going out for a ride in the saddle. I mean to explore those
marshes for amusement. Out-of-the-way villages there, they tell me. Curious little public-houses-- and
smithies-- and that. Waiter!”
“Yes, sir.”
“Is that horse of mine ready?”
“Brought round to the door, sir.”
“I say. Look here, you sir. The lady won’t ride to-day; the weather won’t do.”
“Very good, sir.”
“And I don’t dine, because I’m going to dine at the lady’s.”
“Very good, sir.”
Then, Drummle glanced at me, with an insolent triumph on his great-jowled face that cut me to
the heart, dull as he was, and so exasperated me, that I felt inclined to take him in my arms (as the
robber in the story-book is said to have taken the old lady) and seat him on the fire.

from Chapter 44 of Tess of the d’Urbervilles
By Thomas Hardy
The square tower, beneath which she knew that at that moment the Vicar and his
congregation were gathered, had a severe look in her eyes. She wished that she had somehow
contrived to come on a week-day. Such a good man might be prejudiced against a woman who had
chosen Sunday, never realizing the necessities of her case. But it was incumbent upon her to go on
now. She took off the thick boots in which she had walked thus far, put on her pretty thin ones of
patent leather, and, stuffing the former into the hedge by the gatepost where she might readily find
them again, descended the hill; the freshness of colour she had derived from the keen air thinning
away in spite of her as she drew near the parsonage.
Tess hoped for some accident that might favour her, but nothing favoured her. The shrubs on
the Vicarage lawn rustled uncomfortably in the frosty breeze; she could not feel by any stretch of
imagination, dressed to her highest as she was, that the house was the residence of near relations;
and yet nothing essential, in nature or emotion, divided her from them: in pains, pleasures, thoughts,
birth, death, and after-death, they were the same.
She nerved herself by an effort, entered the swing-gate, and rang the door-bell. The thing was
done; there could be no retreat. No; the thing was not done. Nobody answered to her ringing. The
effort had to be risen to and made again. She rang a second time, and the agitation of the act,
coupled with her weariness after the fifteen miles’ walk, led her to support herself while she waited by
resting her hand on her hip and her elbow against the wall of the porch. The wind was so nipping that
the ivy-leaves had become wizened and gray, each tapping incessantly upon its neighbour with a
disquieting stir of her nerves. A piece of blood-stained paper, caught up from some meat-buyer’s dustheap, beat up and down the road without the gate; too flimsy to rest, too heavy to fly away; and a few
straws kept it company.
The second peal had been louder, and still nobody came. Then she walked out of the porch,
opened the gate, and passed through. And though she looked dubiously at the house-front as if
inclined to return, it was with a breath of relied that she closed the gate. A feeling haunted her that she
might have been recognized (though how she could not tell), and orders been given not to admit her.
Tess went as far as the corner. She had done all she could do; but determined not to escape
present trepidation at the expense of future distress, she walked back again quite past the house,
looking up at all the windows.
Ah-- the explanation was that they were all at church, every one. She remembered her
husband saying that his father always insisted upon the household, servants included, going to
morning-service, and, as a consequence, eating cold food when they came home. It was, therefore,
only necessary to wait till the service was over. She would not make herself conspicuous by waiting
on the spot, and she started to get past the church into the lane. But as she reached the churchyardgate the people began pouring out, and Tess found herself in the midst of them.
The Emminster congregation looked at her as only a congregation of small country-townsfolk
walking home at its leisure can look at a woman out of the common whom it perceives to be a
stranger. She quickened her pace, and ascended the road by which she had come, to find a retreat
between its hedges till the Vicar’s family should have lunched, and it might be convenient for them to
receive her. She soon distanced the churchgoers, except two youngish men, who, linked arm-in-arm,
were beating up behind her at a quick step.
As they drew nearer she could hear their voices engaged in earnest discourse, and, with the
natural quickness of a woman in her situation, did not fail to recognize in those noises the quality of

her husband’s tones. The pedestrians were his two brothers. Forgetting all her plans, Tess’s one
dread was lest they should overtake her now, in her disorganized condition, before she was prepared
to confront them; for though she felt that they could not identify her, she instinctively dreaded their
scrutiny. The more briskly they walked, the more briskly walked she. They were plainly bent upon
taking a short quick stroll before going indoors to lunch or dinner, to restore warmth to limbs chilled
with sitting through a long service.
Only one person had preceded Tess up the hill-- a ladylike young woman, somewhat
interesting, though, perhaps, a trifle guindée1 and prudish. Tess had nearly overtaken her when the
speed of her brothers-in-law brought them so nearly behind her back that she could hear every word
of their conversation. They said nothing, however, which particularly interested her till, observing the
young lady still further in front, one of them remarked, “There is Mercy Chant. Let us overtake her.”
Tess knew the name. It was the woman who had been destined for Angel’s life-companion by
his and her parents, and whom he probably would have married but for her intrusive self. She would
have known as much without previous information if she had waited a moment, for one of the brothers
proceeded to say: “Ah! poor Angel, poor Angel! I never see that nice girl without more and more
regretting his precipitancy in throwing himself away upon a dairymaid, or whatever she may be. It is a
queer business, apparently. Whether she has joined him yet or not I don’t know; but she had not done
so some months ago when I heard from him.”
“I can’t say. He never tells me anything nowadays. His ill-considered marriage seems to have
completed that estrangement from me which was begun by his extraordinary opinions.”
Tess beat up the long hill still faster; but she could not outwalk them without exciting notice. At
last they outsped her altogether, and passed her by. The young lady still further ahead heard their
footsteps and turned. Then there was a greeting and a shaking of hands, and the three went on
together.
They soon reached the summit of the hill, and, evidently intending this point to be the limit of
their promenade, slackened pace and turned all three aside to the gate whereat Tess had paused an
hour before that time to reconnoitre the town before descending into it. During their discourse one of
the clerical brothers probed the hedge carefully with his umbrella, and dragged something to light.
“Here’s a pair of old boots,” he said. “Thrown away, I suppose, by some tramp or other.”
“Some imposter who wished to come into the town barefoot, perhaps, and so excite our
sympathies,” said Miss Chant. “Yes, it must have been, for they are excellent walking-boots-- by no
means worn out. What a wicked thing to do! I’ll carry them home for some poor person.”
Cuthbert Clare, who had been the one to find them, picked them up for her with the crook of
his stick; and Tess’s boots were appropriated.
She, who had heard this, walked past under the screen of her woollen veil till, presently
looking back, she perceived that the church party had left the gate with her boots and retreated down
the hill.
Thereupon our heroine resumed her walk. Tears, blinding tears, were running down her face.
She knew that it was all sentiment, all baseless impressibility, which had caused her to read the scene
as her own condemnation; nevertheless she could not get over it; she could not contravene in her
own defenceless person all those untoward omens. It was impossible to think of returning to the
Vicarage. Angel’s wife felt almost as if she had been hounded up that hill like a scorned thing by
those-- to her-- superfine clerics.

1

French: stuffy, staid; stilted

