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l'nhapptly kc kid io one to teil him 
„that this was rampaat Manichcism. 
eise he might havo so<n hi» error. But 
t© day it was elear that The good prin 
ciple was triumphant: this affair of th« 
water-power had Wen a langled busi- 
ness Rom^bow, für ^11 it aeeVned—look 
at it on* way—as plain as '•water'» 
water; but, big a purzle as it was, it 
hada’t got the better of Rijey. Mr. 
Tulliver took bis brandy and water a 
litt io stronger Than usual, and, for a 
man who raight be supposed to bare a 
few -üundrvds lyiag idle at hi» 
Kanter’». was rstber incantiously open 
in expressing bis bigh estimate of bis 
friend’» business talents.

But the ägm was a subjeet of 
versation that would keep; it could 
ulways be taken up again at the same 
point, and exactly in the same ripndi 
tion: and tbere w as another subjeet. 
as you know, on »hieb Mr. Tulliver 
was in presaing want of Mr. Biley'e 
advire. This was bis partirular reanon 
for remainiug silent for a short space 
after bis last draught, and rubbing-^ii* 
knees in a meditative mariner. He'was 
not a man to make an abrupt transi 
tion. This was a puzzling world, as be 
often said, and i£ you drive your wag 
gon in a hurry, you may alight on an 
awkward eorner. Mr. Riley, meanwhile, 
was not impatient. Why should he bef 
Even Hotspur, one ^would think, must 
have been patjent in bis »lippera on a 
warm hearth, taking eopious snuff. and 
eippiug gratuitous brandy and water.

‘•Therv*s*a tbing I ’ve got i‘ mr 
bead,’’ said Mr. Tulliver at last, in 
rathor a lower tone tban usual, as he 
turned bis bead and looked ateadfastly 
at bis eompanion.

"Ah?” said Mr. Riley in a tone of 
rpild interest. He was a man with 
heavy waxen eyelids an<l bigh-arrhed 
eyehrows. looking exaetlv the same 

»der all rirrumstnnces. This im 
movability of faev, und the habit of 
tukiug a pinch of snuff be/ore he gave 
an aätaier, marlc him trebly oracul r 
to Mr. Tulliver.

""It"» a very partirular tbing,” he 
wrnt on; ‘‘it’s about my boy Tom.”

■»•■/i'ool at Miiaummer. The two y*ar» ; moment when he^would 1k- 1» a 'täte 
at th' a.alemjr '6,1 ha' diuu, «dl to w,*» the prodaetion of th.- best 
•-nough, 11 IM meant to1 mäke a miller • ,
aii , firmer of h,m. for h.ha.l . 6: . b°"*S'! sb~'' "»W1.« <"*
-ight more ethooUn’ oor 1 ever got; he oelr auaeeptiM« in r,-|-,t
' ; the learnin ’ my fath» r ever pa. i j of h.s right to water ;x»«rr; -

•" ” «■ 1 h“ »' *”r-b Oh' *«• : 10,1 h« ha.l the oiarital hal.it ,.f e,.t li-ter 
th * aiphabet ,at th ' other. But I ehould 
11k»: Tum to b« a bit of a - holari,

’ aa he might be up to the trirks o* the»*- 
feliows a» talk fine an-1 write with a rgpied in a tactile exa- natioa of hi* 
floohsb. It Md be a Help to me wi’ »toekingv
these laitsuita, and arbitrations, and,
things. I wouldn 't make a downright “I think I \e hit it. IU"\. »»•
lawye/ or the lad—I »hould be eorry I bis first rvrnark at|<-r a short silenre. 
f ,r r m to be a raskill—buj a sort <»' ■ Riley *» ;a» likelv a man a* anv t«. 

r. ' .-er, or «rveTOr.MfM SU' tion ' , * .** ’ ,, , . „__. „« know o »ome sehool: h»- * bad schooleer and vallyer, hke Riley, or one o
tbem smartish bueineseea as are all mg himself, an* goes about to all sorts 
profil» and no outlay, only for a big1,)' plares—arbitratin* and xallyin" and 
wateh ebain and a high etool. They’ve that An,i we j^.n Une tim. t«. talk 

4,r,tu nigh aU-oi.e. ».-l th-y>, Bot fsr .„-morrow^ht «ivn the bu-,
off betng even wi the law. I believe; 
for Riley looks Lawyer Wakem i’ the ( nM* ia done. 
fae# as bard as one rat looks another. | a sort o* man a« Riley, you know a« 
H< 's noae frigbteaed at him.”

).OOK FIRST—BOT AND OIRI»

CHARTER I 

Outmde Datkate Müi 6ÄST0RIÄA wide plain, wbere the broa 
llotut hurrie» ou betw«*en 
I ank* to the »ea, and tbe » -ng t dt , 
i i»h»ag to meet it, <Ü^ks ti 
ivith kB impetuoue embr» 
i ughty tide the bla 
%-,'iUi the freeh-eeeeted Sr-pia <*, w 
i .«ii.ded sa/'ka of oiM*esring se« i. or 
with the dark glitVir of roa -ire borm 
slong to the town of Bt. Ogg'a, whicb 
khow» ita aged, fluU-d red roof»-and the 
I road gables ofziln wharve» bet wen 
the low woo<l»'d hill and ‘ - : »"er

Äe water with & »-ft

s<# ng very elosely, and -.u* • hi- m^ntion 
of Mr. Riley, had bfra apparenlly

ite green
¥
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want Tom to be eurbl.rink, tinging
purple bue ueder the tran<iient gianee 
cf thi» Kebruary nun Kar away on 
färb hand »tretrh the r: h paMur -, 
Mid the patehe* of dark - lrth, • a !• 
i-ady for the aeed of broad leaved green 

iouched already with the tint

Maggie,” continued the 
tone of haireoaxing frtt 

hi» »mall mistake of nature 
the u»e o’

Maggie, 
niother, ui a

entered the roon»^^»here’s 
my telling you to keep away from the 
waterf You TI tumble in and be

ran talk pretty nigh a# well a- if it 
Mr. Tulliver was speaking to bis was all wrote out for him, und know* 

wtfe, a /blonde, eon^ly woman in a 
fan-shefmd rap (1 am afraid to think _
how long it i» sinre fan >ha[H*d rai#» ' '
were worn—they must be so near eom i* law; andf^ good solid kuowledg* o 

Ät that time, when Mrs. business toö.1 ’

wdrd* o> dou 
ou .tan "t liiy. hold ■

a good lojt o of>Frrop», or
of the tender bladed autun.n aown orn. 
Tbere i* a remnant »tili of thr last

drowned eome day, an* then you’M be 
sorry you didn't do as mother told 
von." Y

Maggie'» hair. as she threw off her

mg in again.
Tulliver was nearly forty, they °Were 

at 8t. Ogg'», am! couaidered sweet *1 Well, ” said Mrs. Tulliver, ‘"so f»r 
things). a* titlking proper, End knowing everv

• • Well, Mr. Tulliver, you know best, tbing, and walking with a bend in hi-
ij've no objei-tions. zyBut hadn’t I better back, and setting bis hair up, 1 sholdn’t 
kill a couple o’ fowl and have th mind the lad being brought up to that 
aunts and unrles to dinner uext week,

a» you may hear what »ister Glegg
and stster Pullet have got to say about town» moetly wear the fa!*e shirt 
it! There'» a couple o' fowl wants ; front»; they wear a frill tili it '4 all

a mess, and then hide it with a bib;
• You may kill every fowl ip the , knQW Ri| dw,a And thenx 'f Tom 's

yard, if you hke, Besey; but, I shall j
lh. Iittle riv.r i», w.th it* ?l»rk , ),ang *?k,lo" my “ wn lad," »aid Mr. Tul ha’ll have a houae with a kitchen hard 

in^ waveleta' lt aeem., to me like w üver defiantiy. ly big eoough to turn in, an' niver get
living eompanion while I wander alorig ..i)t.ar heart!" »aid Mr». Tulliver, „ fre»h egg lor hi» breakfast, an' »leep
the bank and liaten to ita low plaeid „hocked at this »angmnary rhetorir, j t three pair o’ »tair
xo.re, a, to the vo.r, of one who > " h»w ran you^ “'^.u Mr.i what I know-.nd be bnrnt to death
Ileaf and loving I reia-wr ^ £ f„miiv, and »ister «lieg« betöre he van get down." .
Iirge dipping w.llow, I remember the ,hrow, thl. lllame upo' m,., though ,,N; „ „id Tulliver, “ I’ve
»tone bridge. I 'm sure I *m as innoeent as the habe , , ' ... , .. ,

And thi, ia Tlorlcote M.ll I n-ust unborn. l'or nobody’a ever heard me "« ‘bo“Kb'= b» «»•"* «o Mudport:
»Und . minute or 1.0 her, on the «X “ lt "»■»> 'l ll-''k-v ?or m-v ^hildren I menn h,m to »et up hi» offiv» at 6t.

........ , , . to have aunts and uncles a* can live Ogg’a, close by us, an live at home.l.ndge and look at ,t. hough the eloud. mdep.„de0t. H.w.ver, If Tom'. to go B J „ ,onlinoed Mr. Tulliv„ aft,r . 
ere ihreatoemg, and it ia für en in the to & nt.w H,-hool, I ehould like him tu , ., . . . .
eftemooa. Km in tb.s leaflemi «me g„ wbere I can waeh him and mead ‘"hat I A a bit afraid cm ia,
,.f„d,v.rt,ng*fvbru.ry it „ pleaaan, him; eise he might -eil have e.livo .. Tom hasn’t got the rrght »ort o 
. r . , , ns liuen, for thev d be one as yallow hrain» for a smart fellow.

r°0,‘ *t"p”hap* tk® eh '• dlm|1 aa th' other before they'd been washed bit „lowish „e takv- after vour 
»•a*on adds a charm to the tnmly kept, half a do7.en time». And then, when ,,
eomfortabde dwellin^house, as old a» the box ia goin ‘ bavkards and forrards,
the «Im» and chiwtnut» that »heiter it • voutd send the lad a rake, or a pork "Ye*, that he doe»," »aid Mr». Tul
from the northern bla«- The etream P*'1 °[ ,0.r he 7»,!! Iiv<,r' *,'c<,Ptinlf tbe propositinn en

an extrv bit. bless hin>, wnetner tnev , ...»
ic hrimful now, and lioe high in thi» stint hi„mt the meai# or no. My child t,rel-v on lts own merita; he s won 
litlle withr plantation, and hflf drowna ren can eat aa mach victuals as most, derful for liking a deal o’ salt in bis 
the grae«y fringe of the croft in front thank Ood.” brotb. That was my brother’s way,
of the houae. Ah I look at the full /“Well, welj> we won't send him out N*nd my father’s before him. 
eiream, the vivjd gras», the delicate n’ reach o* the earrier s cart, if other sccms a bit of a pity, though,’
Vright green powder »oftemng the out ^'JlnThe wheel ”«i'l »'• Tulliver, "aa the lad »hould

Itne of tbe great trunks that are dip nf)(iut the washin’, if we can’t get a take after the mother’s side istead o'
l-ing their bead» far into the water d, hool near enough. That's the fault the Iittle wench. That’a the worat on't 
here among the withes, unmiudful of I have to find wi ’ you, Bvssj^; if you w-. t|ie Crossing o’ breeds: you can
the awkward appearanee they make iif s,‘,‘ a 8f"’k l’ ^ roa<1, \”V’e niver justlv calkilate what TI com«

, .. . thinkin you can 't »tep oveMt loud J ;
th® dner world above want mP not to hire a good wS£*mier, »n ’t. The Mtle yn takes after my

The rush of the water, and the boom Vause he’d got a mole on bis faepz^' side, now: she’s twice as ’eute as Tom.
ing of the null, bring a clreamy deaf ,. j)ear heart!” said Mrs. Tulfiver in Too ’eute for a woman, I Tn afraid,”
i'c-h*», which seems to heighten the ,.,i|d surprise, “when did I \\y<r make .ontinued Mr. Tulliver, turuing bis
peacefulncss of the acene. They are objectiona to a man because htj’d got a hpad dubioualy first on one side and
hkn a grvat curtain of »ound, »hutting «“'«»«l hi» face! Vm1 eure Ifa ”th” thpn on the othrr. no mischivf
one out from the world beyond. And Cond >’ the mole»; for my b/other, a,
now there i» the thunder of the huge '» itiÜl an’ gone, had a mole m Im mueh while she s a httle un, but an
cavored Waggon Coming home with broW! But I ran’t rememb.r your iver overeuto woman» no better -hör a
aacks of gram. That honest waggoner offering to hire a wraggoner with- a j0ng.taile«l shee^)—she TI fetch none the 
i - thinkiug of hi, dinner, getting aadly mole, Mr T»\liv». wa. John
dry in the oven at thi» late hour; but Gijjhf hadn t a mole on hi» fa’J#o RK 1
he”will not touch it tili he ha» fed hi» more nor you have, an I wa.» airfWa "Tes, lt is a misehlef while »he » a
hone»—the »trong, aribmiaaive, meck having you hire him; an -o you Sittle ui* Mr. Tulliver, for it all run» 
cyod heasta, who, I f.ney, are looking hire him, an if he b*j.” ‘ ” ,tb. 1 naughtine«». How to keep her in a
mild reproaeh at him from between mflammaUan, a» we pa d t)r. Tnrnbul jL k tooether na»
their blinkere, that he ehould craek h,s Cor attend.ng h.m, he d very hke ha «an pinafore two houra together pa»
whip at then, ia that awful manner a» heen driving the Waggon now. Ile „e, my running. An now you put me

/-'if they needed that hint! See how they might have a mole »omewhere out o ,, mind-’- «ontinued Mr». Tulliver, ne-
streich their shoulders up the slopc but how was I to now t in . r. gQ(1 g0iDg to the window, “I don’t"
towards the-bridge, with all the more Tulliver! , ^ where she i» now. an’ it’s prettv

^ energy because they are so near home. “No, do, Bessy; I didn t mean just \ . ,, . ., , .1.00k at their grand »haggy feet, that ]T the mole; 1 meant it to »fand for ’V' tva-time. Ah, I thought »o-wan- 
aoem to gfaep the firm cafth, et the -mmmat eise; but niver mind—it’s lerin ’ up an’ flown by the water, like 
4 atient strength of their necks, bowed puxzling work, talkiiig i>. What I’m a wi]<J thingf Shell tumble 4a »ome 
vnder the heavy collar, at the mighty thinking on, is hoi^to find the right d ,* 
rmsclea of their struggling, haunches* ^0rt o’ echool tttspM Tom Jo, for I
I .hould like well to hear them neigh might b, ta’en tnTgain, « 1’ve been Mnnj Tnlhver rapped the wmdow 

their hardly earned feed of corn, wi* th ’ academy. I TI have nothing to sharply, bcckoned, and shoök her head 
and Ree them, with their moist necks ,|0 wi ’ a ’cademy again: whativer _a proccss which she rcpeate.l 
froed from the harnesa, dipping, their «,<»hool I send Tom do, it shan’t be a than fonc^^before she ^eturned to her 
eager noetrils into the muddy pond. ’cademy; it shall. be a place where the 
How they are on the bridge, and down ia<i, spend their time i* sumniat eise chair-
ttlTjr r Et a awifter pace, and besides blacking the family’s shoes, “You talk o* ’cutencss, Mr. Tulli
the arch of the covered waggon diaap- and getting up the potatoes. It’s an ver,” she observed as she sat down,
pears at the turning behind the tre^s. uncommon puzzling thing to know What ,<but T ,m surp thp child’s htflf an idiot

school to pick. some things; for if I sen<l her up-
Mr. Tulliver paused a minute or two, Ftairs to fetch anything, she forgets 

and dived with both hands into bis whftt ghe»g gonp f„T an • p^rhaps ’ull
breechea pockets as if he hoped to find sit down on thp v tll<a

EUKK®8**011 there. Apparently he an • piait ),«*r hair an* sing to herseif 
was not disappointed, for he presently likp a ereatur’/all the while
said, "I know what I TI do—111 Ulk , »m waitinK for her downsUirs. That 
it over wi’ Riley: he’s eoming to mor nivpr |^n mv famiiVi thank God, no 
row, t* arbitrate about the dam. more nor a browp skin as make# her

"Well, Mr. Tulliver, I’ve put the look likp a mtff^tter. I don’t like to 
sheet» out for the best bed, and Kezia s fly i* the face o’ Providence, but i’
got ’em hanging at the flre. They hard aa I should hav* but one
areu’t the best sheet», but they re good an» her so romical. ” #
enough for anybody to sleep in, be he «.p^h, nonaenaef ” said Mr. Tulli 
who he will; for aa for them mest hol ver. “8he’s a straight, black-eyed 
land sheeta. I should repent buying w*nrh as anybody need wish to 
’em, only they TI do to lay ns out in. j don’t know she’s behind
An* if you waa to die to-morrow. Mr. ()thpr f0ihs’s ««M 
Tulliver, they’re mangled beautifnl. rpad aimQ,t aaweftas the paraon.” 
an’ all ready, an* emell o’ lavender as ,.But h#»r hair won’t curl all I ran 
it ’ud be a pleasnre to lay ’em aut; 
an’ they lie at the left-hand eorner o 
the big oak linen ehest at the back: 
not aa I should trnst anybody to look 

4 out but myself. * ’
As Mrs. TuHiver uttered the last sen- 

tenee, she drew a bright bunch of ker# 
from her pocket, and eingled out one. 
rubbing her thumb and finger up and

__  - _ . ,, .. x, down it with a plaeid smile while she
Tellive^—" :^,7«.ktTv, r“» T^ « the eie« « Mr. Tulli

a good eddicatien; an eddieation a»Tl ver had been a suaeeptible man in his 
be a bnead to bt*. That was what I eonjugal relatioa, he might have eup- 
WM thinkin* »t when 1 gave aotiee for d Ult lh, dr«w out the ker to aid
hi* to leove the academv at Lady day. * __i wenn to pnt kirn to downright good) her unag.Bat.on .n antie.pat.ng the

Ia
Atxyear ’» golden flüstern of beehive rir.ka 

rising at iotervals beyond the. hedge 
rr»ws; and everywhere th«* hctl^gerows 
pre atudded with tree.s the^disUnt 
kbiyi* seem to be hfting their masts 
»nt stret»hing their rad brown sails 
close among U>w bea’fT'h«-» of the sprea-1 
lug esh Just by tbe red roofed town

mb *■*
»rri. %

Könnet, painfully confirmed her moth
er's accusatio

.

oh.: I
her daughter Io 
• like other foNtji'» children,” ha<i ha«l 
ft cut too short in front to be pushed 
behind the ears; and as it was usual ly 
-draight an hour after it had been 
taken out of paper, Maggie was in- 
- cssantly tossing her bead to keep the 
dark heavy locks out of her gleaming 
black eyes—an action which gave her 
very much the air of a small Shetland

Mrs. Tulliver, deatring 
have *a curled erop, BS8

i,»,KSSS'r

jrBut them fine-talking men from the big
*
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killing?” .
the tributary Hippie flow» with a lively 
current into the *Tos» ow lovely to go and live at Mudport, like Riley.

or four, for

GftSTBBUl"Oh dear, oh dear, Maggie, what 
are you thinkin ’ of, to throw your 
Könnet down there! Take it iffKtair-. 
there'» n good gell, an’ let your hair 
be brushed, aii’ put your other pina- j£T' 
fore on, an' 'Mange your shoes—do,~*

L,

Ewact Cnpy ol Wrnppm

for shame; an’ come an go on with 
your patchwork, like a Iittle lady.'

“Oh, mother,” »aid Maggie in a 
vehernently cross tone, 411 don’t want 
to du my patchwork ”

‘‘What’ not your prettv pat-hwork, 
to make a eovnterpan» for your aun^ 
Glegg!”
“It’s foolish work,” said ‘Maggie, 

with a toss of her mane “tearing 
things to piecea to sew ’em together 
again. 'And I don’t want to do any
thing for my aunt Glegg—I don’t like

/•'•'Why, it *
Kougbt at Partridg»' V «ah Bhw 
all tfound alike— rt "* a guuii iiuiüiun. 
you #«M-—and 1 thuugirt tthiw ti in al 
good Kook* These ’♦ Jneii»*ir TaMlivr *
• Holy Living and J»ying among «m 
I read in it oft«» uf a bau da» ' Ärr. 
Tulliver feh «omehow a fanuliarrt'
»rtli that wrrUtr ........ -tue
nanu was ; “suid th«r« htl

of *«ih, •e-rrmmcK moKtk . 3 -tlimk 
^urt thev ’vr all gol 1hc «am«’ «aamnsi, 
and I thought th«*y wer« all iV‘ me 
-atnple. a* you may my Ttirt rt ••«me- 
one nutet ii *t juclg»- by "tii ’ oirtKuh- ffttne 
ie • puzzlm w crrld. ’ ’

"Well.4*’ eaid Mr. Rile> n» au aii 
mtmitory, patrumsiug tou« . a» Ü«*- 
patted Maggu- «tu the ieaul. “3 atUwr 
you 1n put liy the ‘flnitirr* ttf ’t!« 
Ihwil, ’ and read wmue i|imUh?t Im*iU 
Have you no jrr«tti«r hooksff

"Ob y«e, ” «aid Maggie, wwjemig m 
iittle in the desire to vmili'Mit» tie 
\anety of her readiug. “3 i.tii« *th« 
read ing in thi#- K«#ok inr *1 —dun
1 like th#- pieturoe, and 3 make «time» 
to the pietuTo* out of mv <«wi. h«sau 
you know But 1 vr ggin A-toiin * 
KaKlett,* and ja Iim^ alrnirt -Kaugii*i.i« 
and things and the 'ffipriwh 9hr«-

ti ’ the Ihm Ui* Qwhile the fathe.rand looke.l at it.douht he ’s
laugheil with a certaiu tender new in 
his hard liued face, and patted hie
Iittle girl ou the back, and then held 
her hands and kept her ^betwwn hl«*

irur-tn ‘t

(X
At the sound of this name, Maggie, 

who was seated on a low stooLclose by 
the fire, with a large book open ou her 
lap, shook her heavy hair back and 
looked up eagerly. There were few 
sounds that rouaed Maggie when she 

dr^aming over her book, but Tom's

X-

•ajr auy barm 
o’ Tom, ehf” y*nl Mr. Tullive r. lo«4» 
ing at Maggie with a twmkling eye. 
Then, in a lower voice, turu.ng to Mr 
Riley, as though Maggie couldn’t b«**r, 
"She onderstands what one's talk ing 
about so as never was. And you «hould 
hear her read—straight off, as if sh« 
knowed it all beforehand. And alliiys 
at her book! But it’s bad—it’s bad. ' 
Mr. Tulliver addoti »adly, check mg tb - 
blamable exultation; "a woman's no 
business wi' being so clever*: it TI turn 
to trouble, I doubl. But, blees you' ' 
here the exultation was clearlv r.- 
covering the mastery 
the book» and understand ’em better 
nor half the folks as are gsowed up.'

Maggie’» cbeeks began to flush with 
triumphant excitement: »he thought 
Mr. Riley would have a reapert for h«*r 
now; it had been evident that h« 
thought nothing of her before.

Mr. Biley was turning over th«- 
leaves of the book, and she could make 
nothing of hi# face, with ite high 
arched eyebrowij, but he pres- ;;• 
looked at her and said—

N‘f"ome, come and teil me «omething 
about this book; h/re are *omc pirturM^ 
—I want to know what they mean.'

Maggie, with deepening rolour, w*nt 
without hesitation to Mr. Riley > elbow 
and1 looked over the book. • ag«*rlv 
eeizing one eorner, and toasisf t«acl 
her mane, while ehe eaid —

“Ob, I'11 teil von what that mean- 
, IV» #A^4readful 'plrture, ian't it* But 
I can't help looking at it. That/ old 

in water'•» a wiV-b—they’ve

“What! they
- X.... -

name served as well a» the shrillest 
whistle: in an instant she was on the 
patc h, with gleaming eyes, like a Hkye 
terrier suspecting mischief, or at all 
eventa determined to fly-at anyone who 
threatened it towards Tom.

“You see, I want to put him to a 
new s«4iool at Midsummer,” sai-1 Mr. 
Tulliver; “he's eomin’ away from the 
’eademy at Ladyday, au* I »ball let 
hini run loose for a quarter; but afb-r 
that I want to send him to a down 
yght school, where they TI make a 
scholard of him.”
“Well,” sai-1 Mr. Riley, "there's no 

greater advantage you ean giv* hin« 
than a good education. Not,” he 
added, with j»olite signifi«:anc< 
that n man can’t be an ereellent mill«*r 
and farmer, and a shrewd sensible 
fellow into the bargain, withöut mu» h 
help from the scboolmaster. ^

Exit Maggie, dragging her Könnet 
by the strihg, whil«- Mr Tulliver 
laughs audibly.

‘11 wonder at you, 
at heipMr. Tulliver,’ 
with feeble fretfulness in her tone. 
“You encourage her i naughtmess. 
An* her aunts will have it a# it's m« 
spoils her.”

Mrs. Tulliver wa« what ii- alled n 
goo«1-tempered person — never cried, 
when she was a bahy, on any elighter 
greun'l than hunger and p ns; and 
from the' cradle upwarejs had been 
healthy. fair, plump, and dull-witted; 
in short, the flower of her family for 
beauty and amiability. But milk an-1 
mildness are not the best thing* for 
keeping, and when they turn only a 
Iittle »our, they may disagree with 
young «tomachs seri<Aisly. I have often 
wondered whether those early Madon
na» of Raphael, with the blonde face» 
and somewhat stupid expreasion, kept 
their placidity undisturbed when their 
strong-limbed, strong-willed boys got 
a Iittle too old to do'«without clothlng., 
I think they mnst have been given to 
feeble remonstrance, getting more and 
more peevish as it became more an.f 
more ineffectual.

EH/you'h laugh 
netxd the mother

1 »iie ’ll read

"Ah. • b»rsutrful book,” muri Sk 
Riley ; “ you *B ’t T«nitl n 1k?tV«

"W.«ll, but tiHw'e » yv—t deal 
abmrt the rievil in timt. ” «mil Mugn«« 
triumjihantlv. ‘ an<i ! ^ *dmv .von *tf« 
pvtu’re of lua in ln- t'*•!<« siatp* n- !»• 
fought witii Ghrurtiarj ”

"I believe you,” sai«l Mr. Tulliver, 
winking,«,and turning his hea-1 on one 

pe it is. I don ’t 
Iller and farmer.

side, "but that’s whe 
mean Tbm to be a^ m 
I srv no fun i’ that: why, if I made 
him a miller an* farmer, he’d t»e ex
pectinlto take to the mill an’ the lan l,

* »djinting at me a« it w^p time for 
me to lay by an’ think o* my latter 
end. Nay, nay. I’ve »een enough o‘ 
that wi ’ sons. I TI never pull my coat 
off before I go to bed. T shall give Tom 
an eddication an’ put him to a busi 
ne**, a# he may make a nest for him 
seif, an’ not want to pqsh m# out o' 
mine. Pretty well if he geta it when 
I ’m dead an ’ gone. I shan ’t be put off 
wi’ sp>oon-meat afore I’ve lost my 
teeth. ’ ’
I This was evifclently a point on which 

Mr. Tulliver feit strongly. and the im 
peius which had given unusual rapidity 
and emphasis to hi# epeeeh, showed it- 
self »tili unexhausted for some minute» 
afterwards, in a defiant motion of the 
head from side to aide, and an ocrat
ional "Nay, nay,” like a eubaiding 
growl.

These angry symydoms were keenly 
observed by Maggie, and rat her to 
the quiek. Tom, it appeared, was sup- 
poeed rapable of turning hi* fatber ou^ 
of doora, and of making the future in 
»ome way tragic by hi» wirkedneaa. 
This was ndt to be borne; and Maggi#6 
jumped up from her atool, forgetting 
all about her heavy book, which feil 
with a bang within the fender; and 
going up between her father'a kneee, 
said, in a half-erying, half-indignaat

"Father, Tom wouldn *t be^t naoghty 
to you ever; I know he wouldn ’t. ’ ’

Mrs. Tulliver was out of the room 
«nperiatending ae choice aupper diah, 
and Mr. Tulliver’» heart was touehed; 
so Maggie was not eeolded about the 
book. Mr. Riley quietly pieked it up

Maggi«- ran in ai, imrttirrr 1« 
'•»Hier of ti«- roon jirarywd m a 'rimr 
an i rctried down fron, th« -mul 1 nun
<-a»e a »habtiy old «op nf Himcm 
which op#e»#-d «t on«-«-,. tvrtbmrt Uh ms« 
troubl#- of eear-.-h, *1 th« portow ei«

‘ ‘ H'-rc b#- i». ”

I
CHAPtER III.

put her in to Ihrd out--whether ehe V fc 
witch or no. an<K if ehe swim- whc- *e a

Now I can turn my eye# towards the 
mit! again, and watch. the unresting 
wheel aending out iU diamond jets of 
water. That Uttle girl ia watching it 

i ^tanettng on just the 
edffp of the water ever

Mr Riley Gives Jüs Advice Concemiug 
a School for Tom.

ufi. Timnitf dww 
to Mr Kii< - and Tom «-oiifii'- - um

witrh, and if ehe’» drown«d-»»nd kill foT ”K b* l*ml# wiH» h.
ed, you know—ehe’« innoerat. »nd not b,m“ 1««1 holidey«—to* *»*,• *11 diie.i*. 
» witrh. but only k poor »illy old »» '« bno*« •nd th- <-ye» ewi lito *r- 
min. But what good would it do brr •«—«nee b- , all meid«,
then, you know, when ab#1 wae drown 
ed! Only, I auppoee, ehe’d go tx 
heaven, and God would make it up t*- 
her. And this dresdful blackemitb Jptk 
hie arme akimbo, laughing—oh, ihh ’t 
he ugly!—ITI teil you what he is. ReV 
the devil really” (here Magg«#-'s voi« 
became louder »nd more emphati« .
"and not a right blaeksmitb: for th# 
devil Ukee the shape of wieked m# n 
aod walke about and »et« people dotng 
wieked things, and be’e oftener in tbe 
•hape of a bad man than any otb**r. 
because, you know, if people eaw h# 
wae the devil, and he roa red at ’em, 
they ’d run away, and he eonldn ’t mak#
’em do what be pleaeed ”

Mr. Tulliver had listencd t© tLc- «x 
Position of Maggie’e with petrifvisg 
wondey

"Why. what book i« it tbe wen< b 
ha» got hold onhe borst out st last
"‘The Hietory of tbe Devil,’ by 

Daniel Defoe. not qmte the nght book 
for . Uttle prl,” eaid Mr.
"How eame it among your booke.r

The gentleman IW the ample white -an
cravat and ehirt-frill, taking hi# 
brandy-and-water #o pleaaantly with 
hia good friend Tulliver, ia Mr. Riley, 
a gentleman with a waxen complexion 
and fat hand#, rather highly educated 
for an auctioneer and appraiaer, but 
large-hearted enough to ahow & great 
deal of bonhomie towa^d# simple 
eountry acquaintances of hoepitable 
habit».

too: she ha# been 
»ame apot at the i 
ainee I paused on the bridge. And that 
queer white cur with the brown ear 
F-'ems to be leaping and barking in 
inoffeetual remonetrance with the 
wheel: perhape he is jealou». because 
his pUyfellow in the beaver bonnet is 
so rapt in it# movement. It i# time 
the tittle playfellow weat in, I think; 
and there ia a very bright fire to tempt 
her: the red light »hines out under the 
deepeniog gray of the Sky. It i# time, 
too, for rae to leave off reeting my 
on the eold »tone of thia bridge....

iti rt
ehince out st hie eyes ”

S>

Tb.

Mr. Riley epoke of such 
a«'<^uaintances kindly as ‘ ‘ people of the 
old school.' ’

•f«t: usiiThe conversation had come to a 
Mr. Tulliver, not without . a

Ah, my arme are really benumbed. 
I have beea presaing my elbows on the 
arme of »y ehair, and dreaming that I 
was Standing on th« bridge in front of 
Dorkote Mill, aa it looked one February 
afternoon many years ago. Before l 
doeed off, I was going to teil you what 
Mr. hnd Mrs. Tulliver were talking 
about, as thev »at by the brigjht fire 
in the left hand parlour, on that very 
afternoon I have been dreaming pf.

pause.
r-artirular reason, had abstained from flrae;and «he can
a seventh recit%^of the cool retort by 

Bitny tiad shown himself too 
many for Iwt, and how Wakem had 
had hi« eomb ent for once in hia life, 
now the business of the dam had been 
settled by arbitration, and how there 
never wouH have been anyvdispute at 
all about the height of water if every- 
body -was what they should be, and Old 
Harry hadn ’t ma«le the lawyere. Mr. 
Tulliver wa», on the whole, a man of

whieh
•lo with it. and «he’s so franzy about 
having it put i ’ paper. and I ’ve such 
work as niver wa# to make her «tand 
and have it pinched with th' irons.”

"Cut it off—eut it off short,” »aid 
the father rashly.

"How can 706 talk to, Mr. Tulüver!
8he *# too big a gell, gone nine. and 
teil of her age. to have her hair cut
«hört; an’ there'• her eousi» Lucy's traditionel opinions; but on one
got a row o’ curl# round her he»d. an’| or two point« he had trusted to his un- 
not a hair out o* place. It #e*ms hard | aasisted iatelleet, and had arrived at 
as my si#ter Deane should have that several ^ questionable conclusions;

i among the rest, that rata, weevils,
I lawvers were ereated by Old Harry.

ee*< *#■ • 3mr.
r V

CH ATTER H

Mi. Tulliver. of Dorlcoto MUL Declare» 
Ms Resolution about Tom.

w geec

TuniTert’’
Maggie looked hurt aad dis-ouriged, 

while her father «aid—

.

pretty child; ITn sure Lucy takes 
more after me nor my own ehild doe».
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