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pie, as you may say. But it seems one mustn't judge by th'
outside. This is apuzzlin' world."

" Well," said Mr. Riley, in an admonitory, patronizing tone
as he patted Maggie on the head, " I advise you to put by the
' History of the Devil, ' and read some prettier book. Have
you no prettier books? "

"Oh, yes," said Maggie, reviving a lil in the desire to
vindicate the variety of her reading. " I know the reading in
this book isn't pretty; but I like the pictures, and I make
stories to the pictures out of my own head, you know. But
I've got '.Esop's Fables,' an:-, a book about Kangaroos and
things, and the ' Pilgrim's Progress.' "

"Ah, a beautiful book," said Mr. Kileyj "you can't read
a better."

"Well, but there's a great deal about the Devil in that,"
said Maggie, triumphantly, " and I'll show you the picture of
him in his true shape, as he fought with Christian."
Maggie ran in an instant to the corner of the room, jumped

on a chair, and reached down from the small bookcase a shabby
old copy of Bunyan, which opened at once, without the least
trouble of search, at the picture she wanted.
"Here he is," she said, running back to Mr. Biley, "and

Tom colored him for me with his paints when he was at home
last holidays,—the body all black, you know, and the eyes
red, like fire, because he's all fire inside, and it shines out at
his eyes.

"

"Gro, go!" said Mr. TuUiver, peremptorily, beginning to
feel rather uncomfortable at these free remarks on the personal

'

appearance of a being powerful enough to create lawyers;
"shut up the book, and let's hear no more o' such talk. It is

as I thought—the child 'uU learn more mischief nor good wi'
the books. Go, go and see after your mother."
Maggie shut up the book at once, with a sense of disgrace,

but not being inclined to see after her mother, she compro-
mised the matter by going into a dark corner behind her
father's chair, and nursing her doll, toward which she had an
occasional fit of fondness in Tom's absence, neglecting its

toilet, but lavishing so many warm kisses on it that the waxen
cheeks had a wasted, unhealthy appearance.


