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beside him, wrapped in a thick flat fur—the victorine

of the period—her complexion somewhat richer than

formerly, and an incipient matronly dignity, which the

serene Minerva-eyes of one 'whose gestures beamed

with mind' made liecoming, settling on her face. Hav-

ing herself arrived at a promising haven from at least

the grosser troubles of her life, her object was to place

Henchard in some similar (juietude before he should

sink into that lower stage of existence which was only

too possible to him now.

After driving along the highway for a few miles they

made further inquiries, and learnt of a road-mender,

who had been working thereabouts for weeks, that he

had observed such a man at the time mentioned ; he

had left the Melchester coach-road at Weatherbury by

a forking highway which skirted the north of Egdon

Heath. Into this road they directed the horse's head,

and soon were bowling across that ancient country

whose surface never had been stirred to a finger's depth,

save by the scratchings of rabbits, since brushed by

the feet of the earliest tribes. The tumuli these had

left behind, dun and shagged with heather, jutted

roundly into the sky from the uplands, as though they

were the full breasts of Diana Multimammia supinely

extended there.

They searched Egdon, but found no Henchard.

Farfrae drove onward, and by the afternoon reached the

neighbourhood of some extension of the heath to the

north of Anglebury, a prominent feature of which, in

the form of a blasted clump of firs on the summit of a

hill, they soon passed under. That the road they were

following had, up to this point, been Henchard's track

on foot they were pretty certain ; but the ramifications

which now began to reveal themselves in the route

made further progress in the right direction a matter of

pure guess-work, and Donald strongly advised his wife

to give up the search in person, and trust to other
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