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CHAPTER I

In ^the early years of this century a linen-weaver,

named Silas Mamer, worked at his vocation in a stone

cottage that stood among the nutty hedgerows near the

village of Baveloe, and not far from the edge of a

deserted stone-pit. The questionable sound of Silas's,

loom, 80 unlike the natural cheerful trotting of the

winnowing-machineor the simpler rhythm of the fbul,

had a half-fearful fascination for the Raveloe boys, who
would often leave off their nutting or bird's-nesting to

peep in at the window of the stone cottage. But some-

times it happened that Mamer, pausing to adjust an
irregularity in his thread, became aware of the small

scoundrels ; and though chary of his time, he liked their

intrusion so ill tliat he would descend from hi(f<iloom, and
opening the door would fix on them b, gaz that was
always enough to make them take to their legs in terror.

For how was it possible to believe that those large

brown protuberant eyes in Silas Mamer's pale face really

saw nothing very distinctly that was not close to them,

and not rather that their dreadful stare could dart

cramp, or rickets, or a wry mouth at any boy who
happened to be in the rear ? They had perhaps heard
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