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h«»a«e, If yon'U go to her dutiful, and she' 11 upholdyou against
folks as say harm of you when they' ve no call. And I told her
I thought you couldn't bear to see anybody but me, you were
so beat down with trouble; but she said, '/ won't throw ill
words at her, there's them out o' th' famUy 'uU be ready
enough to do that. But I'll give her good advice; an' she
must be humble.' It's wonderful o' Jane; for I'm sure she
used to throw everything I did wrong at me,—if it was the
rauin-wine as turned out bad, or the pies too hot, or whativer
It was."

" Oh, mother, " said poor Maggie, shrinking from the thought
of all the contact her bruised mind would have to bear
"tell her I'm very grateful; I'll go to see her as soon as I
can; but I can't see any one just yet, except Dr. Kenn. I've
been to him,—he wUl advise me, and help me to get some
occupation. I can't live wHh any one, or be dependent on
them, tell aunt Glegg: I must get my own bread. But did
you hear nothing of Pbilip—Philip Wakem? Have you
never seen any one that has mentioned him? "

"No, my dear; but I've been to Lucy's, and I saw your
uncle, and he says they got her to listen to the letter, and she
took notice o' Miss Guest, and asked questions, and the doc-
tor thinks she's on the turn to be better. What a world this
IS,—what trouble, oh dear I The law was the first beginning
and it'y gone from bad to worse, all of a sudden, just when
the luck seemed on the turn. " This was the first lamentation
that Mrs. Tulliver had let slip to Maggie, but old habit had
been revived by the interview with sister Glegg.
"My poor, poor mother!" Maggie burst out, cut to the

heart with pity and compunction, and throwing her arms round
her mother's neck; "I was always naughty and troublesome
to you. And now you might have been happy if it hadn't
been for me.

"

"Eh, my dear," said Mrs. Tulliver, leaning toward the
warm young cheek; " I must put up wi' my children,—I shaU
never have no more; and if they bring me bad luck, I must
be fond on it. There's nothing else much to be fond on, formy fumitur' went long ago. And you'd got to be very good
once; I can't think how it's turned out the wrong way sol

"


