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Silas Marner 
By George Eliot 

Chapter 3 

   THE greatest man in Raveloe was Squire Cass, who lived in the 
large red house with the handsome flight of stone steps in front 
and the high stables behind it, nearly opposite the church. He 
was only one among several landed parishioners, but he alone 
was honored with the title of Squire; for though Mr. Osgood's 
family was also understood to be of timeless origin -- the Raveloe 
imagination having never ventured back to that fearful blank 
when there were no Osgoods -- still he merely owned the farm 
he occupied; whereas Squire Cass had a tenant or two, who 
complained of the game to him quite as if he had been a lord. 

…the Squire's wife had died long ago, and the Red House was 
without that presence of the wife and mother which is the 
fountain of wholesome love and fear in parlor and kitchen; and 
this helped to account not only for there being more profusion 
than finished excellence in the holiday provisions, but also for the 
frequency with which the proud Squire condescended to preside 
in the parlor of the Rainbow rather than under the shadow of his 
own dark wainscot; perhaps, also, for the fact that his sons had 
turned out rather ill. Raveloe was not a place where moral 
censure was severe, but it was thought a weakness in the Squire 
that he had kept all his sons at home in idleness; and though 
some license was to be allowed to young men whose fathers 
could afford it, people shook their heads at the courses of the 
second son, Dunstan, commonly called Dunsey Cass, whose taste 
for swopping and betting might turn out to be a sowing of 
something worse than wild oats. To be sure the neighbors said, it 
was no matter what became of Dunsey -- a spiteful, jeering 
fellow, who seemed to enjoy his drink the more when other 
people went dry -- always provided that his doings did not bring 
trouble on a family like Squire Cass's with a monument in the 
church, and tankards older than King George. But it would be a 
thousand pities if Mr. Godfrey, the eldest, a fine open-faced 
good-natured young man who was to come into the land some 
day, should take to going along the same road with his brother, 
as he had seemed to do of late. If he went on in that way, he 
would lose Miss Nancy Lammeter; for it was well known that she 
had looked very shyly on him ever since last Whitsuntide 
twelvemonth, when there was so much talk about his being away 
from home days and days together. There was something wrong, 
more than common -- that was quite clear; for Mr. Godfrey 
didn't look half so fresh-colored and open as he used to do. At 
one time everybody was saying, What a handsome couple he and 
Miss Nancy Lammeter would make! and if she could come to be 
mistress at the Red House, there would be a fine change, for the 
Lammeters had been brought up in that way, that they never 
suffered a pinch of salt to be wasted, and yet everybody in their 
household had of the best, according to his place. Such a 
daughter-in-law would be a saving to the old Squire, if she never 

brought a penny to her fortune; for it was to be feared that, 
notwithstanding his incomings, there were more holes in his 
pocket than the one where he put his own hand in. But if Mr. 
Godfrey didn't turn over a new leaf, he might say "Good-bye" to 
Miss Nancy Lammeter. 

   It was the once hopeful Godfrey who was standing, with his 
hands in his side-pockets and his back to the fire, in the dark 
wainscoted parlor, one late November afternoon in that fifteenth 
year of Silas Marner's life at Raveloe. The fading gray light fell 
dimly on the walls decorated with guns, whips, and foxes' 
brushes, on coats and hats flung on the chairs, on tankards 
sending forth a scent of flat ale, and on a half-choked fire, with 
pipes propped up in the chimney-corners: signs of a domestic life 
destitute of any hallowing charm, with which the look of gloomy 
vexation on Godfrey's blonde face was in sad accordance. He 
seemed to be waiting and listening for some one's approach, and 
presently the sound of a heavy step, with an accompanying 
whistle, was heard across the large empty entrance-hall. 

   The door opened, and a thick-set, heavy-looking young man 
entered, with the flushed face and the gratuitously elated 
bearing which mark the first stage of intoxication. It was Dunsey, 
and at the sight of him Godfrey's face parted with some of its 
gloom to take on the more active expression of hatred. The 
handsome brown spaniel that lay on the hearth retreated under 
the chair in the chimney-corner. 

   "Well, Master Godfrey, what do you want with me?" said 
Dunsey, in a mocking tone. "You're my elders and betters, you 
know; I was obliged to come when you sent for me." 

   "Why, this is what I want -- and just shake yourself sober and 
listen, will you?" said Godfrey, savagely. He had himself been 
drinking more than was good for him, trying to turn his gloom 
into uncalculating anger. "I want to tell you, I must hand over 
that rent of Fowler's to the Squire, or else tell him that I gave it to 
you; for he's threatening to distrain for it, and it'll all be out soon, 
whether I tell him or not. He said, just now, before he went out, 
he should send word to Cox to distrain, if Fowler didn't come and 
pay up his arrears this week. The Squire's short o' cash, and in no 
humor to stand any nonsense; and you know what he 
threatened, if ever he found you making away with his money 
again. So, see and get the money, and pretty quickly, will you?" 

   "Oh?" said Dunsey, sneeringly, coming nearer to his brother 
and looking in his face. "Suppose, now, you get the money 
yourself, and save me the trouble, eh? Since you was so kind as 
to hand it over to me, you'll not refuse me the kindness to pay it 
back for me: it was your brotherly love made you do it, you 
know." 

   Godfrey bit his lips and clenched his fist. "Don't come near me 
with that look, else I'll knock you down." 

   "Oh no, you won't," said Dunsey, turning away on his heel, 
however. "Because I'm such a good-natured brother, you know. I 
might get you turned out of house and home, and cut off with a 
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shilling any day. I might tell the Squire how his handsome son 
was married to that nice young woman, Molly Farren, and was 
very unhappy because he couldn't live with his drunken wife, and 
I should slip into your place as comfortable as could be. But you 
see, I don't do it -- I'm so easy and good-natured. You'll take any 
trouble for me. You'll get the hundred pounds for me -- I know 
you will." 

   "How can I get the money?" said Godfrey, quivering. "I haven't 
a shilling to bless myself with. And it's a lie that you'd slip into my 
place: you'd get yourself turned out, too, that's all. For if you 
begin telling tales, I'll follow. Bob's my father's favorite -- you 
know that very well. He'd only think himself well rid of you." 

   "Never mind," said Dunsey, nodding his head sideways, as he 
looked out of the window. "It 'ud be very pleasant to me to go in 
your company -- you're such a handsome brother, and we've 
always been so fond of quarreling with one another, I shouldn't 
know what to do without you. But you'd like better for us both to 
stay at home together; I know you would. So you'll manage to 
get that little sum o' money, and I'll bid you good-bye, though I'm 
sorry to part." 

   Dunstan was moving off, but Godfrey rushed after him, and 
seized him by the arm, saying with an oath -- 

   "I tell you, I have no money: I can get no money." 

   "Borrow of old Kimble." 

   "I tell you, he won't lend me any more, and I shan't ask him." 

   "Well, then, sell Wildfire." 

   "Yes, that's easy talking. I must have the money directly."  

   "Well, you've only got to ride him to the hunt to-morrow. 
There'll be Bryce and Keating there, for sure. You'll get more bids 
than one." 

   "I dare say, and get back home at eight o'clock, splashed up to 
the chin. I'm going to Mrs. Osgood's birthday dance." 

   "Oho!" said Dunsey, turning his head on one side, and trying to 
speak in a small mincing treble. "And there's sweet Miss Nancy 
coming; and we shall dance with her, and promise never to be 
naughty again, and be taken into favor, and -- " 

   "Hold your tongue about Miss Nancy, you fool," said Godfrey, 
turning red, "else I'll throttle you." 

   "What for?" said Dunsey, still in an artificial tone, but taking a 
whip from the table and beating the butt-end of it on his palm. 
"You've a very good chance. I'd advise you to creep up her sleeve 
again: it 'ud be saving time, if Molly should happen to take a drop 
too much laudanum some day, and make a widower of you. Miss 
Nancy wouldn't mind being a second, if she didn't know it. And 

you've got a good-natured brother, who'll keep your secret well, 
because you'll be so very obliging to him." 

   "I'll tell you what it is," said Godfrey, quivering and pale again, 
"my patience is pretty near at an end. If you'd a little more 
sharpness in you, you might know that you may urge a man a bit 
too far, and make one leap as easy as another. I don't know but 
what it is so now: I may as well tell the Squire everything myself -
- I should get you off my back, if I got nothing else. And, after all, 
he'll know some time. She's been threatening to come herself 
and tell him. So, don't flatter yourself that your secrecy's worth 
any price you choose to ask. You drain me of money till I have got 
nothing to pacify her with, and she'll do as she threatens some 
day. It's all one. I'll tell my father everything myself, and you may 
go to the devil." 

   Dunsey perceived that he had overshot his mark, and that 
there was a point at which even the hesitating Godfrey might be 
driven into decision. But he said, with an air of unconcern -- 

   "As you please; but I'll have a draught of ale first." And ringing 
the bell, he threw himself across two chairs, and began to rap the 
window-seat with the handle of his whip.  

   Godfrey stood, still with his back to the fire, uneasily moving his 
fingers among the contents of his side-pockets, and looking at 
the floor. … 

   "It's just like you," Godfrey burst out, in a bitter tone, "to talk 
about my selling Wildfire in that cool way -- the last thing I've got 
to call my own, and the best bit of horse-flesh I ever had in my 
life. And if you'd got a spark of pride in you, you'd be ashamed to 
see the stables emptied, and everybody sneering about it. But it's 
my belief you'd sell yourself, if it was only for the pleasure of 
making somebody feel he'd got a bad bargain." 

   "Ay, ay," said Dunstan, very placably, "you do me justice, I see. 
You know I'm a jewel for 'ticing people into bargains. For which 
reason I advise you to let me sell Wildfire. I'd ride him to the hunt 
to-morrow for you, with pleasure. I shouldn't look so handsome 
as you in the saddle, but it's the horse they'll bid for, and not the 
rider." 

   "Yes, I dare say -- trust my horse to you!" 

   "As you please," said Dunstan, rapping the window-seat again 
with an air of great unconcern. "It's you have got to pay Fowler's 
money; it's none of my business. You received the money from 
him when you went to Bramcote, and you told the Squire it 
wasn't paid. I'd nothing to do with that; you chose to be so 
obliging as to give it me, that was all. If you don't want to pay the 
money, let it alone; it's all one to me. But I was willing to 
accommodate you by undertaking to sell the horse, seeing it's 
not convenient to you to go so far to-morrow." 

   Godfrey was silent for some moments. He would have liked to 
spring on Dunstan, wrench the whip from his hand, and flog him 
to within an inch of his life; and no bodily fear could have 
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deterred him; but he was mastered by another sort of fear, 
which was fed by feelings stronger even than his resentment. 
When he spoke again it was in a half-conciliatory tone. 

   "Well, you mean no nonsense about the horse, eh? You'll sell 
him all fair, and hand over the money? If you don't, you know, 
everything 'ull go to smash, for I've got nothing else to trust to. 
And you'll have less pleasure in pulling the house over my head, 
when your own skull's to be broken too." 

   "Ay, ay," said Dunstan, rising; "all right. I thought you'd come 
round. I'm the fellow to bring old Bryce up to the scratch. I'll get 
you a hundred and twenty for him, if I get you a penny." 

   "But it'll perhaps rain cats and dogs to-morrow, as it did 
yesterday, and then you can't go," said Godfrey, hardly knowing 
whether he wished for that obstacle or not. 

   "Not it," said Dunstan. "I'm always lucky in my weather. It 
might rain if you wanted to go yourself. You never hold trumps, 
you know -- I always do. You've got the beauty, you see, and I've 
got the luck, so you must keep me by you for your crooked 
sixpence; you'll ne-ver get along without me." 

   "Confound you, hold your tongue!" said Godfrey, impetuously. 
"And take care to keep sober to-morrow, else you'll get pitched 
on your head coming home, and Wildfire might be the worse for 
it." 

   "Make your tender heart easy," said Dunstan, opening the 
door. "You never knew me see double when I'd got a bargain to 
make; it 'ud spoil the fun. Besides, whenever I fall, I'm warranted 
to fall on my legs." 

   With that, Dunstan slammed the door behind him, and left 
Godfrey to that bitter rumination on his personal circumstances… 

   …That, at least, was the condition of Godfrey Cass in this six-
and-twentieth year of his life. A movement of compunction, 
helped by those small indefinable influences which every 
personal relation exerts on a pliant nature, had urged him into a 
secret marriage, which was a blight on his life. It was an ugly 
story of low passion, delusion, and waking from delusion, which 
needs not to be dragged from the privacy of Godfrey's bitter 
memory. He had long known that the delusion was partly due to 
a trap laid for him by Dunstan, who saw in his brother's 
degrading marriage the means of gratifying at once his jealous 
hate and his cupidity. And if Godfrey could have felt himself 
simply a victim, the iron bit that destiny had put into his mouth 
would have chaffed him less intolerably.  

…But he had something else to curse -- his own vicious folly, 
which now seemed as mad and unaccountable to him as almost 
all our follies and vices do when their promptings have long 
passed away. For four years he had thought of Nancy Lammeter, 
and wooed her with tacit patient worship, as the woman who 
made him think of the future with joy: she would be his wife, and 
would make home lovely to him, as his father's home had never 

been; and it would be easy, when she was always near, to shake 
off those foolish habits that were no pleasures, but only a 
feverish way of annulling vacancy. Godfrey's was an essentially 
domestic nature, bred up in a home where the hearth had no 
smiles, and where the daily habits were not chastised by the 
presence of household order. His easy disposition made him fall 
in unresistingly with the family courses, but the need of some 
tender permanent affection, the longing for some influence that 
would make the good he preferred easy to pursue, caused the 
neatness, purity, and liberal orderliness of the Lammeter 
household, sunned by the smile of Nancy, to seem like those 
fresh bright hours of the morning when temptations go to sleep 
and leave the ear open to the voice of the good angel, inviting to 
industry, sobriety, and peace. And yet the hope of this paradise 
had not been enough to save him from a course which shut him 
out of it forever. Instead of keeping fast hold of the strong silken 
rope by which Nancy would have drawn him safe to the green 
banks where it was easy to step firmly, he had let himself be 
dragged back into mud and slime, in which it was useless to 
struggle. He had made ties for himself which robbed him of all 
wholesome motive and were a constant exasperation. 

   Still, there was one position worse than the present: it was the 
position he would be in when the ugly secret was disclosed; and 
the desire that continually triumphed over every other was that 
of warding off the evil day, when he would have to bear the 
consequences of his father's violent resentment for the wound 
inflicted on his family pride -- would have, perhaps, to turn his 
back on that hereditary ease and dignity which, after all, was a 
sort of reason for living, and would carry with him the certainty 
that he was banished forever from the sight and esteem of Nancy 
Lammeter. The longer the interval, the more chance there was of 
deliverance from some, at least, of the hateful consequences to 
which he had sold himself; the more opportunities remained for 
him to snatch the strange gratification of seeing Nancy, and 
gathering some faint indications of her lingering regard… 

…The yoke a man creates for himself by wrong-doing will breed 
hate in the kindliest nature; and the good-humored, 
affectionate-hearted Godfrey Cass was fast becoming a bitter 
man, visited by cruel wishes, that seemed to enter and depart, 
and enter again, like demons who had found in him a ready-
garnished home…. 

 

Chapter 4 

   DUNSTAN CASS, setting off in the raw morning, at the 

judiciously quiet pace of a man who is obliged to ride to cover on 
his hunter, had to take his way along the lane which, at its 
farther extremity, passed by the piece of unenclosed ground 
called the Stone-pit, where stood the cottage, once a 
stonecutter's shed, now for fifteen years inhabited by Silas 
Marner. The spot looked very dreary at this season, with the 
moist trodden clay about it, and the red, muddy water high up in 
the deserted quarry. That was Dunstan's first thought as he 
approached it; the second was that the old fool of a weaver, 
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whose loom he heard rattling already, had a great deal of money 
hidden somewhere. How was it that he, Dunstan Cass, who had 
often heard talk of Marner's miserliness, had never thought of 
suggesting to Godfrey that he should frighten or persuade the 
old fellow into lending the money on the excellent security of the 
young Squire's prospects? The resource occurred to him now as 
so easy and agreeable, especially as Marner's hoard was likely to 
be large enough to leave Godfrey a handsome surplus beyond his 
immediate needs, and enable him to accommodate his faithful 
brother, that he had almost turned the horse's head toward 
home again. Godfrey would be ready enough to accept the 
suggestion: he would snatch eagerly at a plan that might save 
him from parting with Wildfire. But when Dunstan's meditation 
reached this point, the inclination to go on grew strong and 
prevailed. He didn't want to give Godfrey that pleasure: he 
preferred that Master Godfrey should be vexed. Moreover, 
Dunstan enjoyed the self-important consciousness of having a 
horse to sell, and the opportunity of driving a bargain, 
swaggering, and possibly taking somebody in. He might have all 
the satisfaction attendant on selling his brother's horse, and not 
the less have the further satisfaction of setting Godfrey to 
borrow Marner's money. So he rode on to cover. 

   Bryce and Keating were there, as Dunstan was quite sure they 
would be -- he was such a lucky fellow. 

   "Heyday!" said Bryce, who had long had his eye on Wildfire, 
"you're on your brother's horse to-day: how's that?" 

   "Oh, I've swopped with him," said Dunstan, whose delight in 
lying, grandly independent of utility, was not to be diminished by 
the likelihood that his hearer would not believe him -- "Wildfire's 
mine now." 

   "What! has he swopped with you for that big-boned hack of 
yours?" said Bryce, quite aware that he should get another lie in 
answer. 

   "Oh, there was a little account between us," said Dunsey, 
carelessly, "and Wildfire made it even. I accommodated him by 
taking the horse, though it was against my will, for I'd got an itch 
for a mare o' Jortin's -- as rare a bit o' blood as ever you threw 
your leg across. But I shall keep Wildfire, now I've got him, 
though I'd a bid of a hundred and fifty for him the other day, 
from a man over at Flitton -- he's buying for Lord Cromleck -- a 
fellow with a cast in his eye, and a green waistcoat. But I mean to 
stick to Wildfire: I shan't get a better at a fence in a hurry. The 
mare's got more blood, but she's a bit too weak in the hind-
quarters." 

   Bryce of course divined that Dunstan wanted to sell the horse, 
and Dunstan knew that he divined it (horse-dealing is only one of 
many human transactions carried on in this ingenious manner); 
and they both considered that the bargain was in its first stage, 
when Bryce replied ironically - 

   "I wonder at that now; I wonder you mean to keep him; for I 
never heard of a man who didn't want to sell his horse getting a 

bid of half as much again as the horse was worth. You'll be lucky 
if you get a hundred." 

   Keating rode up now, and the transaction became more 
complicated. It ended in the purchase of the horse by Bryce for a 
hundred and twenty, to be paid on the delivery of Wildfire, safe 
and sound, at the Batherley stables.  

   It did occur to Dunsey that it might be wise for him to give up 
the day's hunting, proceed at once to Batherley, and having 
waited for Bryce's return, hire a horse to carry him home with 
the money in his pocket. But the inclination for a run, 
encouraged by confidence in his luck, and by a draught of brandy 
from his pocket-pistol at the conclusion of the bargain was not 
easy to overcome, especially with a horse under him that would 
take the fences to the admiration of the field. Dunstan, however, 
took one fence too many, and got his horse pierced with a 
hedge-stake. His own ill-favored person, which was quite 
unmarketable, escaped without injury; but poor Wildfire, 
unconscious of his price, turned on his flank and painfully panted 
his last.  

…Dunstan, whose nature it was to care more for immediate 
annoyances than for remote consequences, no sooner recovered 
his legs and saw that it was all over with Wildfire, than he felt a 
satisfaction at the absence of witnesses to a position which no 
swaggering could make enviable. Reinforcing himself, after his 
shake, with a little brandy and much swearing, he walked as fast 
as he could to a coppice on his right hand, through which it 
occurred to him that he could make his way to Batherley without 
danger of encountering any member of the hunt. His first 
intention was to hire a horse there and ride home forthwith, for 
to walk many miles without a gun in his hand and along an 
ordinary road, was as much out of the question to him as to 
other spirited young men of his kind. He did not much mind 
about taking the bad news to Godfrey, for he had to offer him at 
the same time the resource of Marner's money; and if Godfrey 
kicked, as he always did, at the notion of making a fresh debt 
from which he himself got the smallest share of advantage, why, 
he wouldn't kick long: Dunstan felt sure he could worry Godfrey 
into anything. The idea of Marner's money kept growing in 
vividness, now the want of it had become immediate… 

…When a young gentleman like Dunsey is reduced to so 
exceptional mode of locomotion as walking, a whip in his hand is 
a desirable corrective to a too bewildering dreamy sense of 
unwontedness in his position; and Dunstan, as he went along 
through the gathering mist, was always rapping his whip 
somewhere. It was Godfrey's whip, which he had chosen to take 
without leave because it had a gold handle; of course no one 
could see, when Dunstan held it, that the name Godfrey Cass was 
cut in deep letters on that gold handle -- they could only see that 
it was a very handsome whip. Dunsey was not without fear that 
he might meet some acquaintance in whose eyes he would cut a 
pitiable figure, for mist is no screen when people get close to 
each other; but when he at last found himself in the well-known 
Raveloe lanes without having met a soul, he silently remarked 
that that was part of his usual good luck. But now the mist, 
helped by the evening darkness, was more of a screen than he 
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desired, for it hid the ruts into which his feet were liable to slip -- 
hid everything, so that he had to guide his steps by dragging his 
whip along the low bushes in advance of the hedgerow. He must 
soon, he thought, be getting near the opening at the Stone-pits: 
he should find it out by the break in the hedgerow. He found it 
out, however, by another circumstance which he had not 
expected -- namely, by certain gleams of light, which he presently 
guessed to proceed from Silas Marner's cottage. That cottage 
and the money hidden within it had been in his mind continually 
during his walk, and he had been imagining ways of cajoling and 
tempting the weaver to part with the immediate possession of 
his money…  

…and by the time he saw the light gleaming through the chinks of 
Marner's shutters, the idea of a dialogue with the weaver had 
become so familiar to him, that it occurred to him as quite a 
natural thing to make the acquaintance forthwith. There might 
be several conveniences attending this course: the weaver had 
possibly got a lantern, and Dunstan was tired of feeling his way. 
He was still nearly three-quarters of a mile from home, and the 
lane was becoming unpleasantly slippery, for the mist was 
passing into rain. He turned up the bank, not without some fear 
lest he might miss the right way, since he was not certain 
whether the light were in front or on the side of the cottage. But 
he felt the ground before him cautiously with his whip-handle, 
and at last arrived safely at the door. He knocked loudly, rather 
enjoying the idea that the old fellow would be frightened at the 
sudden noise. He heard no movement in reply: all was silence in 
the cottage. Was the weaver gone to bed, then? If so, why had 
he left a light? …Dunstan knocked still more loudly, and, without 
pausing for a reply, pushed his fingers through the latch-hole, 
intending to shake the door and pull the latch-string up and 
down, not doubting that the door was fastened. But, to his 
surprise, at this double motion the door opened, and he found 
himself in front of a bright fire which lit up every corner of the 
cottage -- the bed, the loom, the three chairs, and the table -- 
and showed him that Marner was not there. 

   …But where could he be at this time, and on such an evening, 
leaving his supper in this stage of preparation, and his door 
unfastened? Dunstan's own recent difficulty in making his way 
suggested to him that the weaver had perhaps gone outside his 
cottage to fetch in fuel, or for some such brief purpose, and had 
slipped into the Stone-pit. That was an interesting idea to 
Dunstan, carrying consequences of entire novelty. If the weaver 
was dead, who had a right to his money? Who would know 
where his money was hidden? Who would know that anybody 
had come to take it away? He went no farther into the subtleties 
of evidence: the pressing question, "Where is the money?" now 
took such entire possession of him… 

…There were only three hiding-places where he had ever heard 
of cottagers' hoards being found: the thatch, the bed, and a hole 
in the floor. Marner's cottage had no thatch; and Dunstan's first 
act, after a train of thought made rapid by the stimulus of 
cupidity, was to go up to the bed; but while he did so, his eyes 
traveled eagerly over the floor, where the bricks, distinct in the 
fire-light, were discernible under the sprinkling of sand. But not 
everywhere; for there was one spot, and one only, which was 

quite covered with sand, and sand showing the marks of fingers, 
which had apparently been careful to spread it over a given 
space. It was near the treadles of the loom. In an instant Dunstan 
darted to that spot, swept away the sand with his whip, and, 
inserting the thin end of the hook between the bricks, found that 
they were loose. In haste he lifted up two bricks, and saw what 
he had no doubt was the object of his search; for what could 
there be but money in those two leathern bags? And, from their 
weight, they must be filled with guineas. Dunstan felt round the 
hole, to be certain that it held no more; then hastily replaced the 
bricks, and spread the sand over them. Hardly more than five 
minutes had passed since he entered the cottage, but it seemed 
to Dunstan like a long while… 

...He felt an undefinable dread laying hold on him, as he rose to 
his feet with the bags in his hand. He would hasten out into the 
darkness, and then consider what he should do with the bags. 
…The rain and darkness had got thicker, and he was glad of it…So 
he stepped forward into the darkness. 

Silas Marner discovers the robbery of his money and reports it 
to the local magistrate.  The robbery becomes tht talk of the 
village, but the crime is not solved and the money is not found. 

 

Chapter 10 

   …Dunstan Cass's absence has hardly a subject of remark: he 

had once before had a quarrel with his father, and had gone off, 
nobody knew whither, to return at the end of six weeks, take up 
his old quarters unforbidden and swagger as usual. His own 
family…never mentioned his absence; and when his uncle Kimble 
or Mr. Osgood noticed it, the story of his having killed Wildfire 
and committed some offense against his father was enough to 
prevent surprise. To connect the fact of Dunsey's disappearance 
with that of the robbery occurring on the same day, lay quite 
away from the track of every one's thought, even Godfrey's, who 
had better reason than any one else to know what his brother 
was capable of. … 

   But while poor Silas's loss served thus to brush the slow current 
of Raveloe conversation, Silas himself was feeling the withering 
desolation of that bereavement about which his neighbors were 
arguing at their ease. To any one who had observed him before 
he lost his gold, it might have seemed that so withered and 
shrunken a life as his could hardly be susceptible of a bruise, 
could hardly endure any subtraction but such as would put an 
end to it altogether. But in reality it had been an eager life, filled 
with immediate purpose which fenced him in from the wide, 
cheerless unknown…. 

…The loom was there, and the weaving, and the growing pattern 
in the cloth; but the bright treasure in the hole under his feet 
was gone; the prospect of handling and counting it was gone… 
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   …He filled up the blank with grief. As he sat weaving, he every 
now and then moaned low, like one in pain: it was the sign that 
his thoughts had come round again to the sudden chasm -- to the 
empty evening time. And all the evening, as he sat in his 
loneliness by his dull fire, he leaned his elbows on his knees, and 
clasped his head with his hands, and moaned very low -- not as 
one who seeks to be heard. 

   And yet he was not utterly forsaken in his trouble. The 
repulsion Marner had always created in his neighbors was partly 
dissipated by the new light in which this misfortune had shown 
him…. 

   …This change to a kindlier feeling was shown in various ways. 
The odor of Christmas cooking being on the wind, it was the 
season when superfluous pork and black puddings are suggestive 
of charity in well-to-do-families; and Silas's misfortune had 
brought him uppermost in the memory of house-keepers like 
Mrs. Osgood. Mr. Crackenthorp, too, while he admonished Silas 
that his money had probably been taken from him because he 
thought too much of it and never came to church, enforced the 
doctrine by a present of pigs' pettitoes, well calculated to 
dissipate unfounded prejudices against the clerical character. 
Neighbors who had nothing but verbal consolation to give 
showed a disposition not only to greet Silas and discuss his 
misfortune at some length when they encountered him in the 
village, but also to take the trouble of calling at his cottage and 
getting him to repeat all the details on the very spot; and then 
they would try to cheer him by saying, "Well, Master Marner, 
you're no worse off nor other poor folks, after all; and if you was 
to be crippled, the parish 'ud give you a 'lowance."… 

   Mr. Macey, for example, coming one evening expressly to let 
Silas know that the recent events had given him the advantage of 
standing more favorably in the opinion of a man whose judgment 
was not formed lightly, opened the conversation by saying, as 
soon as he had seated himself and adjusted his thumbs -- 

   "Come, Master Marner, why, you've no call to sit a-moaning. 
You're a deal better off to ha' lost your money, nor to ha' kep it 
by foul means…. 

   … Mrs. Winthrop, the wheelwright's wife… was the person 
always first thought of in Raveloe when there was illness or 
death in a family; when leeches were to be applied, or there was 
a sudden disappointment in a monthly nurse. She was a 
"comfortable woman" -- good-looking, fresh-complexioned… 

   This good wholesome woman could hardly fail to have her 
mind drawn strongly toward Silas Marner, now that he appeared 
in the light of a sufferer; and one Sunday afternoon she took her 
little boy Aaron with her, and went to call on Silas, carrying in her 
hand some small lard-cakes, flat paste-like articles much 
esteemed in Raveloe.  Aaron, an apple-cheeked youngster of 
seven, with a clean starched frill which looked like a plate for the 
apples, needed all his adventurous curiosity to embolden him 
against the possibility that the big-eyed weaver might do him 
some bodily injury; and his dubiety was much increased when, 

on arriving at the Stone-pits, they heard the mysterious sound of 
the loom. 

   "Ah, it is as I thought," said Mrs. Winthrop, sadly. 

   They had to knock loudly before Silas heard them; but when he 
did come to the door he showed no impatience, as he would 
once have done, at a visit that had been unasked for and 
unexpected. Formerly, his heart had been as a locked casket with 
its treasure inside; but now the casket was empty, and the lock 
was broken. Left groping in darkness, with his prop utterly gone, 
Silas had inevitably a sense, though a dull and half-despairing 
one, that if any help came to him it must come from without; and 
there was a slight stirring of expectation at the sight of his fellow-
men, a faint consciousness of dependence on their goodwill. He 
opened the door wide to admit Dolly, but without otherwise 
returning her greeting than by moving the arm-chair a few inches 
as a sign that she was to sit down in it. Dolly, as soon as she was 
seated, removed the white cloth that covered her lard-cakes, and 
said in her gravest way --  

   "I'd a baking yisterday, Master Marner, and the lard-cakes 
turned out better nor common, and I'd ha' asked you to accept 
some, if you'd thought well. I don't eat such things myself, for a 
bit o' bread's what I like from one year's end to the other; but 
men's stomichs are made so comical, they want a change -- they 
do, I know, God help 'em." 

   Dolly sighed gently as she held out the cakes. … Silas … said, 
with more feeling than before: "Thank you -- thank you kindly." 
But he laid down the cakes and seated himself absently -- 
drearily unconscious of any distinct benefit toward which the 
cakes …or even Dolly's kindness, could tend for him. … 

Dolly Winthrop talks to Silas about church and encourages him 
to attend the church service on Christmas, at least. 

   …And so, notwithstanding the honest persuasions of Mr. Macey 
and Dolly Winthrop, Silas spent his Christmas-day in loneliness, 
eating his meat in sadness of heart, though the meat had come 
to him as a neighborly present. …And he sat in his robbed home 
through the live-long evening, not caring to close his shutters or 
lock his door, pressing his head between his hands and moaning, 
till the cold grasped him and told him that his fire was gray.  

   Nobody in this world but himself knew that he was the same 
Silas Marner who had once loved his fellow with tender love, and 
trusted in an unseen goodness. Even to himself that past 
experience had become dim. 

   But in Raveloe village the bells rang merrily, and the church was 
fuller than all through the rest of the year, with red faces among 
the abundant dark-green boughs -- faces prepared for a longer 
service than usual by an odorous breakfast of toast and ale. 
Those green boughs, the hymn and anthem never heard but at 
Christmas … brought a vague exulting sense, for which the grown 
men could as little have found words as the children, that 
something great and mysterious had been done for them in 
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heaven above and in earth below, which they were appropriating 
by their presence. And then the red faces made their way 
through the black biting frost to their own homes, feeling 
themselves free for the rest of the day to eat, drink, and be 
merry, and using that Christian freedom without diffidence. 

   At Squire Cass's family party that day nobody mentioned 
Dunstan -- nobody was sorry for his absence, or feared it would 
be too long…. 

   But the party on Christmas-day, being a strictly family party, 
was not the pre-eminently brilliant celebration of the season at 
the Red House. It was the great dance on New Year's Eve that 
made the glory of Squire Cass's hospitality, as of his forefathers', 
time out of mind. This was the occasion when all the society of 
Raveloe and Tarley… counted on meeting and on comporting 
themselves with mutual appropriateness. This was the occasion 
on which fair dames who came on pillions sent their bandboxes 
before them, supplied with more than their evening costume; for 
the feast was not to end with a single evening, like a paltry town 
entertainment, where the whole supply of eatables is put on the 
table at once, and bedding is scanty. The Red House was 
provisioned as if for a siege; and as for the spare feather-beds 
ready to be laid on floors, they were as plentiful as might 
naturally be expected in a family that had killed its own geese for 
many generations. 

   Godfrey Cass was looking forward to this New Year's Eve with a 
foolish reckless longing, that made him half deaf to his 
importunate companion, Anxiety. 

   "Dunsey will be coming home soon; there will be a great blow-
up, and how will you bribe his spite to silence?" said Anxiety. 

   "Oh, he won't come home before New Year's Even, perhaps," 
said Godfrey; …"At any rate, there's one pleasure for me close at 
hand: Nancy is coming."… 

 

Chapter 12 

  The New Year’s Eve Party is a turning out to be great success.  

Godfrey is spending the evening at Nancy’s side, blocking out 
his anxieties about Dunstan reappearing and exposing the 
shame of his secret marriage. 

   WHILE Godfrey Cass was taking draughts of forgetfulness from 
the sweet presence of Nancy, willingly losing all sense of that 
hidden bond which at other moments galled and fretted him so 
as to mingle irritation with the very sunshine, Godfrey's wife was 
walking with slow uncertain steps through the snow-covered 
Raveloe lanes, carrying her child in her arms.  

   This journey on New Year's Eve was a premeditated act of 
vengeance which she had kept in her heart ever since Godfrey, in 
a fit of passion, had told her he would sooner die than 

acknowledge her as his wife. There would be a great party at the 
Red House on New Year's Even, she knew: her husband would be 
smiling and smiled upon, hiding her existence in the darkest 
corner of his heart. But she would mar his pleasure: she would go 
in her dingy rags, with her faded face, once as handsome as the 
best, with her little child that had its father's hair and eyes, and 
disclose herself to the Squire as his eldest son's wife. It is seldom 
that the miserable can help regarding their misery as a wrong 
inflicted by those who are less miserable. Molly knew that the 
cause of her dingy rags was not her husband's neglect, but the 
demon Opium to whom she was enslaved, body and soul, except 
in the lingering mother's tenderness that refused to give him her 
hungry child. She knew this well; and yet, in the moments of 
wretched unbenumbed consciousness, the sense of her want and 
degradation transformed itself continually into bitterness toward 
Godfrey. He was well off; and if she had her rights she would be 
well off too. The belief that he repented his marriage, and 
suffered from it, only aggravated her vindictiveness. Just and 
self-reproving thoughts do not come to us too thickly, even in the 
purest air and with the best lessons of heaven and earth; how 
should those white-winged delicate messengers make their way 
to Molly's poisoned chamber, inhabited by no higher memories 
than those of a barmaid's paradise of pink ribbons and 
gentlemen's jokes? 

   She had set out at an early hour, but had lingered on the road, 
inclined by her indolence to believe that if she waited under a 
warm shed the snow would cease to fall. She had waited longer 
than she knew, and now that she found herself belated in the 
snow-hidden ruggedness of the long lanes, even the animation of 
a vindictive purpose could not keep her spirit from failing. It was 
seven o'clock, and by this time she was not very far from 
Raveloe, but she was not familiar enough with those 
monotonous lanes to know how near she was to her journey's 
end. She needed comfort, and she knew but one comforter -- the 
familiar demon in her bosom; but she hesitated a moment, after 
drawing out the black remnant, before she raised it to her lips. In 
that moment the mother's love pleaded for painful 
consciousness rather than oblivion -- pleaded to be left in aching 
weariness, rather than to have the encircling arms benumbed so 
that they could not feel the dear burden. In another moment 
Molly had flung something away, but it was not the black 
remnant -- it was an empty phial. And she walked on again under 
the breaking cloud, from which there came now and then the 
light of a quickly veiled star, for a freezing wind had sprung up 
since the snowing had ceased. But she walked always more and 
more drowsily, and clutched more and more automatically the 
sleeping child at her bosom. 

   Slowly the demon was working his will, and cold and weariness 
were his helpers. Soon she felt nothing but a supreme immediate 
longing that curtained off all futurity -- the longing to lie down 
and sleep. She had arrived at a spot where her footsteps were no 
longer checked by a hedgerow, and she had wandered vaguely, 
unable to distinguish any objects, notwithstanding the wide 
whiteness around her, and the growing starlight. She sank down 
against a straggling furze bush, an easy pillow enough; and the 
bed of snow, too, was soft. She did not feel that the bed was 
cold, and did not heed whether the child would wake and cry for 
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her. But her arms had not yet relaxed their instinctive clutch; and 
the little one slumbered on as gently as if it had been rocked in a 
lace-trimmed cradle. 

   But the complete torpor came at last: the fingers lost their 
tension, the arms unbent: then the little head fell away from the 
bosom, and the blue eyes opened wide on the cold starlight. At 
first there was a little peevish cry of "mammy," and an effort to 
regain the pillowing arm and bosom; but mammy's ear was deaf, 
and the pillow seemed to be slipping away backward. Suddenly, 
as the child rolled downward on its mother's knees, all wet with 
snow, its eyes were caught by a bright glancing light on the white 
ground, and, with the ready transition of infancy, it was 
immediately absorbed in watching the bright living thing running 
toward it, yet never arriving. That bright living thing must be 
caught, and in an instant the child has slipped on all-fours, and 
held out one little hand to catch the gleam. But the gleam would 
not be caught in that way, and now the head was held up to see 
where the cunning gleam came from. It came from a very bright 
place; and the little one, rising on its legs, toddled through the 
snow, the old grimy shawl in which it was wrapped trailing 
behind it, and the queer little bonnet dangling at its back -- 
toddled on to the open door of Silas Marner's cottage, and right 
up to the warm hearth, where there was a bright fire of logs and 
sticks, which had thoroughly warmed the old sack (Silas's 
greatcoat) spread out on the bricks to dry. The little one, 
accustomed to be left to itself for long hours without notice from 
its mother, squatted down on the sack, and spread its tiny hands 
toward the blaze, in perfect contentment, gurgling and making 
many inarticulate communications to the cheerful fire, like a 
new-hatched gosling beginning to find itself comfortable. But 
presently the warmth had a lulling effect, and the little golden 
head sank down on the old sack, and the blue eyes were vailed 
by their delicate half-transparent lids. 

   But where was Silas Marner while this strange visitor had come 
to his hearth? He was in the cottage, but he did not see the child. 
During the last few weeks, since he had lost his money, he had 
contracted the habit of opening his door and looking out from 
time to time, as if he thought that his money might be somehow 
coming back to him, or that some trace, some news of it, might 
be mysteriously on the road, and be caught by the listening ear 
or the straining eye. It was chiefly at night, when he was not 
occupied in his loom, that he fell into this repetition of an act for 
which he could have assigned no definite purpose, and which can 
hardly be understood except by those who have undergone a 
bewildering separation from a supremely loved object. In the 
evening twilight, and later, whenever the night was not dark, 
Silas looked out on that narrow prospect round the Stone-pits, 
listening and gazing, not with hope, but with mere yearning and 
unrest. 

   This morning he had been told by some of his neighbors that it 
was New Year's Eve, and that he must sit up and hear the old 
year rung out and the new rung in, because that was good luck, 
and might bring his money back again. This was only a friendly 
Raveloe way of jesting with the half-crazy oddities of a miser, but 
it had perhaps helped to throw Silas into a more than usually 
excited state. Since the oncoming of twilight he had opened his 

door again and again, though only to shut it immediately at 
seeing all distance veiled by the falling snow. But the last time he 
opened it the snow had ceased, and the clouds were parting here 
and there. He stood and listened, and gazed for a long while …He 
went in again, and put his right hand on the latch of the door to 
close it -- but he did not close it: he was arrested, as he had been 
already since his loss, by the invisible wand of catalepsy, and 
stood like a graven image, with wide but sightless eyes, holding 
open his door, powerless to resist either the good or the evil that 
might enter there. 

   When Marner's sensibility returned, he continued the action 
which had been arrested, and closed his door, unaware of the 
chasm in his consciousness, unaware of any intermediate 
change, except that the light had grown dim, and that he was 
chilled and faint. He thought he had been too long standing at 
the door and looking out. Turning toward the hearth, where the 
two logs had fallen apart, and sent forth only a red uncertain 
glimmer, he seated himself on his fireside chair, and was 
stooping to push his logs together, when, to his blurred vision, it 
seemed as if there were gold on the floor in front of the hearth. 
Gold! -- his own gold -- brought back to him as mysteriously as it 
had been taken away! He felt his heart beat violently, and for a 
few moments he was unable to stretch out his hand and grasp 
the restored treasure. The heap of gold seemed to glow and get 
larger beneath his agitated gaze. He leaned forward at last, and 
stretched forth his hand; but instead of the hard coin with the 
familiar resisting outline, his fingers encountered soft warm 
curls. In utter amazement, Silas fell on his knees and bent his 
head low to examine the marvel: it was a sleeping child -- a 
round, fair thing, with soft yellow rings all over its head. Could 
this be his little sister come back to him in a dream -- his little 
sister whom he had carried about in his arms for a year before 
she died, when he was a small boy without shoes or stockings? 
That was the first thought that darted across Silas's blank 
wonderment. Was it a dream? He rose to his feet again, pushed 
his logs together, and, throwing on some dried leaves and sticks, 
raised a flame; but the flame did not disperse the vision -- it only 
lit up more distinctly the little round form of the child, and its 
shabby clothing. It was very much like his little sister. Silas sank 
into his chair powerless, under the double presence of an 
inexplicable surprise and a hurrying influx of memories. How and 
when had the child come in without his knowledge? He had 
never been beyond the door. But along with that question, and 
almost thrusting it away, there was a vision of the old home and 
the old streets leading to Lantern Yard -- and within that vision 
another, of the thoughts which had been present with him in 
those far-off scenes. The thoughts were strange to him now, like 
old friendships impossible to revive; and yet he had a dreamy 
feeling that this child was somehow a message come to him from 
that far-off life: it stirred fibres that had never been moved in 
Raveloe -- old quiverings of tenderness -- old impressions of awe 
at the presentiment of some Power presiding over his life; for his 
imagination had not yet extricated itself from the sense of 
mystery in the child's sudden presence, and had formed no 
conjectures of ordinary natural means by which the event could 
have been brought about. 
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   But there was a cry on the hearth: the child had awaked, and 
Marner stooped to lift it on his knee. It clung round his neck, and 
burst louder and louder into that mingling of inarticulate cries 
with "mammy" by which little children express the bewilderment 
of waking. Silas pressed it to him, and almost unconsciously 
uttered sounds of hushing tenderness, while he bethought 
himself that some of his porridge, which had got cool by the 
dying fire, would do to feed the child with if it were only warmed 
up a little. 

   He had plenty to do through the next hour. The porridge, 
sweetened with some dry brown sugar from an old store which 
he had refrained from using for himself, stopped the cries of the 
little one, and made her lift her blue eyes with a wide quiet gaze 
at Silas, as he put the spoon into her mouth. Presently she 
slipped from his knee and began to toddle about, but with a 
pretty stagger that made Silas jump up and follow her lest she 
should fall against anything that would hurt her. But she only fell 
in a sitting posture on the ground, and began to pull at her boots, 
looking up at him with a crying face as if the boots hurt her. He 
took her on his knee again, but it was some time before it 
occurred to Silas's dull bachelor mind that the wet boots were 
the grievance, pressing on her warm ankles. He got them off with 
difficulty, and baby was at once happily occupied with the 
primary mystery of her own toes, inviting Silas with much 
chuckling, to consider the mystery too. But the wet boots had at 
last suggested to Silas that the child had been walking on the 
snow, and this roused him from his entire oblivion of any 
ordinary means by which it could have entered or been brought 
into his house. Under the prompting of this new idea, and 
without waiting to form conjectures, he raised the child in his 
arms, and went to the door. As soon as he had opened it, there 
was the cry of "mammy" again, which Silas had not heard since 
the child's first hungry waking. Bending forward, he could just 
discern the marks made by the little feet on the virgin snow, and 
he followed their track to the furze bushes. "Mammy!" the little 
one cried again and again, stretching itself forward so as almost 
to escape from Silas's arms, before he himself was aware that 
there was something more than the bush before him -- that 
there was a human body, with the head sunk low in the furze, 
and half-covered with the shaken snow. 

 

Chapter 13 

   IT was after the early supper-time at the Red House, and the 
entertainment was in that stage when bashfulness itself had 
passed into easy jollity… 

   There were two doors by which the White Parlor was entered 
from the hall, and they were both standing open for the sake of 
air; but the lower one was crowded with the servants and 
villagers, and only the upper doorway was left free. …Godfrey 
was standing a little way off, not to admire his brother's dancing, 
but to keep sight of Nancy, who was seated in the group, near 
her father. He stood aloof, because he wished to avoid 
suggesting himself as a subject for the Squire's fatherly jokes in 

connection with matrimony and Miss Nancy Lammeter's beauty, 
which were likely to become more and more explicit. But he had 
the prospect of dancing with her again when the hornpipe was 
concluded, and in the meanwhile it was very pleasant to get long 
glances at her quite unobserved. 

   But when Godfrey was lifting his eyes from one of those long 
glances, they encountered an object as startling to him at that 
moment as if it had been an apparition from the dead. It was an 
apparition from that hidden life which lies, like a dark by-street, 
behind the goodly ornamented facade that meets the sunlight 
and the gaze of respectable admirers. It was his own child carried 
in Silas Marner's arms. That was his instantaneous impression, 
unaccompanied by doubt, though he had not seen the child for 
months past; and when the hope was rising that he might 
possibly be mistaken, Mr. Crackenthorp and Mr. Lammeter had 
already advanced to Silas, in astonishment at this strange advent. 
Godfrey joined them immediately, unable to rest without hearing 
every word -- trying to control himself, but conscious that, if any 
one noticed him, they must see that he was white-lipped and 
trembling. 

   But now all eyes at that end of the room were bent on Silas 
Marner; the Squire himself had risen, and asked angrily, "How's 
this? -- what's this? -- what do you do coming in here in this 
way?" 

   "I'm come for the doctor -- I want the doctor," Silas had said, in 
the first moment, to Mr. Crackenthorp. 

   "Why, what's the matter, Marner?" said the rector. "The 
doctor's here; but say quietly what you want him for." 

   "It's a woman," said Silas, speaking low and half breathlessly, 
just as Godfrey came up. "She's dead, I think -- dead in the snow 
at the Stone-pits -- not far from my door." 

   Godfrey felt a great throb; there was one terror in his mind at 
that moment; it was that the woman might not be dead. That 
was an evil terror -- an ugly inmate to have found a nestling-
place in Godfrey's kindly disposition; but no disposition is a 
security from evil wishes to a man whose happiness hangs on 
duplicity. 

   "Hush, hush!" said Mr. Crackenthorp. "Go out into the hall 
there. I'll fetch the doctor to you. Found a woman in the snow -- 
and thinks she's dead," he added, speaking low to the Squire. 
"Better say as little about it as possible; it will shock the ladies. 
Just tell them a poor woman is ill from cold and hunger. I'll go 
and fetch Kimble." 

   By this time, however, the ladies had pressed forward, curious 
to know what could have brought the solitary linen-weaver there 
under such strange circumstances, and interested in the pretty 
child, who, half alarmed and half attracted by the brightness and 
the numerous company, now frowned and hid her face, now 
lifted up her head again and looked round placably, until a touch 
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or a coaxing word brought back the frown and made her bury her 
face with new determination. 

   "What child is it?" said several ladies at once, and, among the 
rest, Nancy Lammeter, addressing Godfrey. 

   "I don't know -- some poor woman's who has been found in the 
snow, I believe," was the answer Godfrey wrung from himself 
with a terrible effort. ("After all, am I certain?" he hastened to 
add, in anticipation of his own conscience.) 

   "Why, you'd better leave the child here, then, Master Marner," 
said good-natured Mrs. Kimble, hesitating, however, to take 
those dingy clothes into contact with her own ornamented satin 
bodice. "I'll tell one o' the girls to fetch it." 

   "No -- no -- I can't part with it; I can't let it go," said Silas 
abruptly. "It's come to me -- I've a right to keep it." 

   The proposition to take the child from him had come to Silas 
quite unexpectedly, and his speech, uttered under a strong 
sudden impulse, was almost like a revelation to himself: a minute 
before, he had no distinct intention about the child. 

   "Did you ever hear the like?" said Mrs. Kimble, in mild surprise, 
to her neighbor. 

   "Now, ladies, I must trouble you to stand aside," said Mr. 
Kimble, coming from the card-room, in some bitterness at the 
interruption, but drilled by the long habit of his profession into 
obedience to unpleasant calls, even when he was hardly sober.  

   "It's a nasty business turning out now, eh, Kimble?" said the 
Squire. "He might ha' gone for your young fellow -- the 'prentice, 
there -- what's his name?" 

   "Might? ay -- what's the use of talking about might?" growled 
uncle Kimble, hastening out with Marner, and followed by Mr. 
Crackenthorp and Godfrey. "Get me a pair of thick boots, 
Godfrey, will you? And stay, let somebody run to Winthrop's and 
fetch Dolly -- she's the best woman to get. Ben was here himself 
before supper; is he gone?" 

   "Yes, sir, I met him," said Marner; "but I couldn't stop to tell 
him anything, only I said I was going for the doctor, and he said 
the doctor was at the Squire's. And I made haste and ran, and 
there was nobody to be seen at the back o' the house, and so I 
went in to where the company was." 

   The child, no longer distracted by the bright light and the 
smiling women's faces, began to cry and call for "mammy," 
though always clinging to Marner, who had apparently won her 
thorough confidence. Godfrey had come back with the boots, 
and felt the cry as if some fibre were drawn tight within him. 

   "I'll go," he said, hastily, eager for some movement; "I'll go and 
fetch the woman -- Mrs. Winthrop." 

   "Oh, pooh -- send somebody else," said uncle Kimble, hurrying 
away with Marner. 

   "You'll let me know if I can be of any use, Kimble," said Mr. 
Crackenthorp. But the doctor was out of hearing. 

   Godfrey, too, had disappeared. He was gone to snatch his hat 
and coat, having just reflection enough to remember that he 
must not look like a madman; but he rushed out of the house 
into the snow without heeding his thin shoes. 

   In a few minutes he was on his rapid way to the Stone-pits by 
the side of Dolly, who, though feeling that she was entirely in her 
place in encountering cold and snow on an errand of mercy, was 
much concerned at a young gentleman's getting his feet wet 
under a like impulse. 

   "You'd a deal better go back, sir," said Dolly, with respectful 
compassion. "You've no call to catch cold; and I'd ask you if you'd 
be so good as to tell my husband to come, on your way back -- 
he's at the Rainbow, I doubt -- if you found him anyway sober 
enough to be o' use. Or else, there's Mrs. Snell'ud happen send 
the boy up to fetch and carry, for there may be things wanted 
from the doctor's." 

   "No, I'll stay, now I'm once out -- I'll stay outside here," said 
Godfrey, when they came opposite Marner's cottage. "You can 
come and tell me if I can do anything." 

   "Well, sir, you're very good: you've a tender heart," said Dolly, 
going to the door. 

   Godfrey was too painfully preoccupied to feel a twinge of self-
reproach at this undeserved praise. He walked up and down, 
unconscious of everything but trembling suspense about what 
was going on in the cottage, and the effect of each alternative on 
his future lot. No, not quite unconscious of everything else. 
Deeper down, and half-smothered by passionate desire and 
dread, there was the sense that he ought not to be waiting on 
these alternatives; that he ought to accept the consequences of 
his deeds, own the miserable wife, and fulfill the claims of the 
helpless child. But he had not moral courage enough to 
contemplate that active renunciation of Nancy as possible for 
him: he had only conscience and heart enough to make him 
forever uneasy under the weakness that forbade the 
renunciation. And at this moment his mind leaped away from all 
restraint toward the sudden prospect of deliverance from his 
long bondage. 

   "Is she dead?" said the voice that predominated over every 
other within him. "If she is, I may marry Nancy; and then I shall 
be a good fellow in future, and have no secrets, and the child -- 
shall be taken care of somehow." But across that vision came the 
other possibility -- "She may live, and then it's all up with me." 

   Godfrey never knew how long it was before the door of the 
cottage opened and Mr. Kimble came out. He went forward to 
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meet his uncle, prepared to suppress the agitation he must feel, 
whatever news he was to hear. 

   "I waited for you, as I'd come so far," he said, speaking first. 

   "Pooh, it was nonsense for you to come out: why didn't you 
send one of the men? There's nothing to be done. She's dead -- 
has been dead for hours, I should say." 

   "A young woman, but emaciated, with long black hair. Some 
vagrant -- quite in rags. She's got a wedding-ring on, however. 
They must fetch her away to the workhouse to-morrow. Come, 
come along." 

   "I want to look at her," said Godfrey. "I think I saw such a 
woman yesterday. I'll overtake you in a minute or two." 

   Mr. Kimble went on, and Godfrey turned back to the cottage. 
He cast only one glance at the dead face on the pillow, which 
Dolly had smoothed with decent care; but he remembered that 
last look at his unhappy hated wife so well, that at the end of 
sixteen years every line in the worn face was present to him 
when he told the full story of this night. 

   He turned immediately toward the hearth, where Silas Marner 
sat lulling the child. She was perfectly quiet now, but not asleep -
- only soothed by sweet porridge and warmth into that wide-
gazing calm which makes us older human beings, with our inward 
turmoil, feel a certain awe in the presence of a little child, such as 
we feel before some quiet majesty or beauty in the earth or sky -
- before a steady glowing planet, or a full-flowered eglantine, or 
the bending trees over a silent pathway. The wide-open blue 
eyes looked up at Godfrey's without any uneasiness or sign of 
recognition; the child could make no visible audible claim on its 
father; and the father felt a strange mixture of feelings, a conflict 
of regret and joy, that the pulse of that little heart had no 
response for the half-jealous yearning in his own, when the blue 
eyes turned away from him slowly, and fixed themselves on the 
weaver's queer face, which was bent low down to look at them, 
while the small hand began to pull Marner's withered cheek with 
loving disfiguration. 

   "You'll take the child to the parish to-morrow?" asked Godfrey, 
speaking as indifferently as he could. 

   "Who says so?" said Marner, sharply. "Will they make me take 
her?" 

   "Why, you wouldn't like to keep her, should you -- an old 
bachelor like you?" 

   "Till anybody shows they've a right to take her away from me," 
said Marner. "The mother's dead, and I reckon it's got no father; 
it's a lone thing -- and I'm a lone thing. My money's gone, I don't 
know where -- and this is come from I don't know where. I know 
nothing -- I'm partly mazed."  

   "Poor little thing!" said Godfrey. "Let me give something 
toward finding it clothes." 

   He had put his hand in his pocket and found half-a-guinea, and, 
thrusting it into Silas's hand, he hurried out of the cottage to 
overtake Mr. Kimble. 

   "Ah, I see it's not the same woman I saw," he said as he came 
up. "It's a pretty little child; the old fellow seems to want to keep 
it; that's strange for a miser like him. But I gave him a trifle to 
help him out; the parish isn't likely to quarrel with him for the 
right to keep the child." 

  … Godfrey reappeared in the White Parlor with dry feet, and, 
since the truth must be told, with a sense of relief and gladness 
that was too strong for painful thoughts to struggle with. For 
could he not venture now, whenever opportunity offered, to say 
the tenderest things to Nancy Lammeter -- to promise her and 
himself that he would always be just what she would desire to 
see him? There was no danger that his dead wife would be 
recognized: those were not the days of active inquiry and wide 
report; and as for the registry of their marriage, that was a long 
way off, buried in unturned pages, away from every one's 
interest but his own. Dunsey might betray him if he came back; 
but Dunsey might be won to silence. 

…Where, after all, would be the use of his confessing the past to 
Nancy Lammeter, and throwing away his happiness? -- nay, hers? 
for he felt some confidence that she loved him.  

As for the child, he would see that it was cared for: he would 
never forsake it; he would do everything but own it. Perhaps it 
would be just as happy in life without being owned by its father, 
seeing that nobody could tell how things would turn out, and 
that -- is there any other reason wanted? -- well, then, that the 
father would be much happier without owning the child. 

 

Chapter 14 

   THERE was a pauper's burial that week in Raveloe, and up 

Kench Yard at Batherley it was known that the dark-haired 
woman with the fair child, who had lately come to lodge there, 
was gone away again. That was all the express note taken that 
Molly had disappeared from the eyes of men. But the unwept 
death which, to the general lot, seemed as trivial as the summer-
shed leaf, was charged with the force of destiny to certain 
human lives that we know of, shaping their joys and sorrows 
even to the end. 

   Silas Marner's determination to keep the "tramp's child" was 
matter of hardly less surprise and iterated talk in the village than 
the robbery of his money. That softening of feeling toward him 
which dated from his misfortune, that merging of suspicion and 
dislike in a rather contemptuous pity for him as lone and crazy, 
was now accompanied with a more active sympathy, especially 
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amongst the women. Notable mothers, who knew what it was to 
keep children "whole and sweet"; lazy mothers, who knew what 
it was to be interrupted in folding their arms and scratching their 
elbows by the mischievous propensities of children just firm on 
their legs, were equally interested in conjecturing how a lone 
man would manage with a two-year-old child on his hands, and 
were equally ready with their suggestions: the notable chiefly 
telling him what he had better do, and the lazy ones being 
emphatic in telling him what he would never be able to do. 

   Among the notable mothers, Dolly Winthrop was the one 
whose neighborly offices were the most acceptable to Marner, 
for they were rendered without any show of bustling instruction. 
Silas had shown her the half-guinea given to him by Godfrey, and 
had asked her what he should do about getting some clothes for 
the child. 

   "Eh, Master Marner," said Dolly, "there's no call to buy no more 
nor a pair o' shoes; for I've got the little petticoats as Aaron wore 
five years ago, and it's ill spending the money on them baby-
clothes, for the child 'ull grow like grass i' May, bless it -- that it 
will." 

   And the same day Dolly brought her bundle, and displayed to 
Marner, one by one, the tiny garments in their due order of 
succession, most of them patched and darned, but clean and 
neat as fresh-sprung herbs. This was the introduction to a great 
ceremony with soap and water, from which Baby came out in 
new beauty, and sat on Dolly's knee, handling her toes and 
chuckling and patting her palms together with an air of having 
made several discoveries about herself, which she 
communicated by alternate sounds of "gug-gug-gug," and 
"mammy." The "mammy" was not a cry of need or uneasiness: 
Baby had been used to utter it without expecting either tender 
sound or touch to follow. 

   "Anybody 'ud think the angils in heaven couldn't be prettier," 
said Dolly, rubbing the golden curls and kissing them. "And to 
think of its being covered wi' them dirty rags -- and the poor 
mother -- froze to death; but there's Them as took care of it, and 
brought it to your door, Master Marner. The door was open, and 
it walked in over the snow, like as if it had been a little starved 
robin. Didn't you say the door was open?" 

   "Yes," said Silas, meditatively. "Yes -- the door was open. The 
money's gone, I don't know where, and this is come from I don't 
know where." 

   He had not mentioned to any one his unconsciousness of the 
child's entrance, shrinking from questions which might lead to 
the fact he himself suspected -- namely, that he had been in one 
of his trances. 

   "Ah," said Dolly, with soothing gravity, "it's like the night and 
the morning, and the sleeping and the waking, and the rain and 
the harvest -- one goes and the other comes, and we know 
nothing how nor where. We may strive and scrat and fend, but 
it's little we can do arter all -- the big things come and go wi' no 

striving o' our'n -- they do, that they do; and I think you're in the 
right on it to keep the little un, Master Marner, seeing as it's 
been sent to you, though there's folks as thinks different. You'll 
happen be a bit moithered with it while it's so little; but …I'll 
come and see to the child for you, and welcome." 

   "Thank you -- kindly," said Silas, hesitating a little. "I'll be glad if 
you'll tell me things. But," he added, uneasily, leaning forward to 
look at Baby with some jealousy, as she was resting her head 
backward against Dolly's arm, and eyeing him contentedly from a 
distance -- "But I want to do things for it myself, else it may get 
fond o' somebody else, and not fond o' me. I've been used to 
fending for myself in the house -- I can learn, I can learn." 

   "Eh, to be sure," said Dolly, gently. "I've see men as are 
wonderful handy wi' children. …You see this goes first, next the 
skin," proceeded Dolly, taking up the little shirt, and putting it on. 

   "Yes," said Marner, docilely, bringing his eyes very close, that 
they might be initiated in the mysteries; whereupon Baby seized 
his head with both her small arms, and put her lips against his 
face with purring noises. 

   "See there," said Dolly, with a woman's tender tact, "she's 
fondest o' you. She wants to go o' your lap, I'll be bound. Go, 
then: take her, Master Marner; you can put the things on, and 
then you can say as you've done for her from the first of her 
coming to you." 

   Marner took her on his lap, trembling with an emotion 
mysterious to himself, at something unknown dawning on his 
life. Thought and feeling were so confused within him, that if he 
had tried to give them utterance, he could only have said that 
the child was come instead of the gold -- that the gold had 
turned into the child. He took the garments from Dolly, and put 
them on under her teaching; interrupted, of course, by Baby's 
gymnastics. 

   "There, then! why, you take to it quite easy, Master Marner," 
said Dolly; "but what shall you do when you're forced to sit in 
your loom? For she'll get busier and mischievouser every day -- 
she will, bless her. … 

   Silas meditated a little while in some perplexity. "I'll tie her to 
the leg o' the loom," he said at last -- "tie her with a good long 
strip o' something." 

   "Well, mayhap that'll do, as it's a little gell, for they're easier 
persuaded to sit i' one place nor the lads. I know what the lads 
are; for I've had four -- four I've had, God knows -- and if you was 
to take and tie 'em up, they'd make a fighting and a crying as if 
you was ringing the pigs. …Eh, if it wasn't a sin to the lads to wish 
'em made different, bless 'em, I should ha' been glad for one of 
'em to be a little gell; and to think as I could ha' taught her to 
scour, and mend, and the knitting, and everything. But I can 
teach 'em this little un, Master Marner, when she gets old 
enough." 
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   "But she'll be my little un," said Marner, rather hastily. "She'll 
be nobody else's." 

   "No, to be sure; you'll have a right to her, if you're a father to 
her, and bring her up according. But," added Dolly, coming to a 
point which she had determined beforehand to touch upon, "you 
must bring her up like christened folks's children, and take her to 
church, and let her learn her catechise, as my little Aaron can say 
off -- the 'I believe,' and everything and 'hurt nobody by word or 
deed,' -- as well as if he was the clerk. That's what you must do, 
Master Marner, if you'd do the right thing by the orphin child." 

   Marner's pale face flushed suddenly under a new anxiety. His 
mind was too busy trying to give some definite bearing to Dolly's 
words for him to think of answering her. 

   "And it's my belief," she went on, "as the poor little creature 
has never been christened, and it's nothing but right as the 
parson should be spoke to; and if you was noways unwilling, I'd 
talk to Mr. Macey about it this very day. For if the child ever went 
anyways wrong, and you hadn't done your part by it, Master 
Marner -- 'noculation, and everything to save it from harm -- it 
'ud be a thorn i' your bed forever o' this side the grave; and I 
can't think as it 'ud be easy lying down for anybody when they'd 
got to another world, if they hadn't done their part by the 
helpless children as come wi'out their own asking." 

   Dolly herself was disposed to be silent for some time now, for 
she had spoken from the depths of her own simple belief, and 
was much concerned to know whether her words would produce 
the desired effect on Silas. He was puzzled and anxious, for 
Dolly's word "christened" conveyed no distinct meaning to him. 
He had only heard of baptism, and had only seen the baptism of 
grown-up men and women. 

   "What is it as you mean by 'christened'?" he said at last, 
timidly. "Won't folks be good to her without it?" 

   "Dear, dear! Master Marner," said Dolly, with gentle distress 
and compassion. "Had you never no father nor mother as taught 
you to say your prayers, and as there's good words and good 
things to keep us from harm?" 

   "Yes," said Silas, in a low voice; "I know a deal about that -- 
used to, used to. But your ways are different: my country was a 
good way off." He paused a few moments, and then added, more 
decidedly, "But I want to do everything as can be done for the 
child. And whatever's right for it i' this country, and you think 'ull 
do it good, I'll act according, if you'll tell me." 

   "Well, then, Master Marner," said Dolly, inwardly rejoiced, "I'll 
ask Mr. Macey to speak to the parson about it; and you must fix 
on a name for it, because it must have a name giv' it when it's 
christened." 

   "My mother's name was Hephzibah," said Silas, "and my little 
sister was named after her." 

   "Eh, that's a hard name," said Dolly. "I partly think it isn't a 
christened name." 

   "It's a Bible name," said Silas, old ideas recurring. 

   "Then I've no call to speak again' it," said Dolly, rather startled 
by Silas's knowledge on this head; "but you see I'm no scholard, 
and I'm slow at catching the words. My husband says I'm allays 
like as if I was putting the haft for the handle -- that's what he 
says -- for he's very sharp, God help him. But it was awk'ard 
calling your little sister by such a hard name, when you'd got 
nothing big to say, like -- wasn't it, Master Marner?" 

   "We called her Eppie," said Silas. 

   "Well, if it was noways wrong to shorten the name, it 'ud be a 
deal handier. And so I'll go now, Master Marner, and I'll speak 
about the christening, afore dark; and I wish you the best o' luck, 
and it's my belief as it'll come to you if you do what's right by the 
orphin child… 

 


