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too soon. What were tho«« maaaeaf
Fo- U>e firat time Maggie's heart began to beat in an agony

. V*^" . *.''" •** •>«lple»». dimly conscious that she was be-
tag floated along more intensely conscious of the anticipated
cUsh. But the horror was transient! iti W away beforVthe
oncoming warehouses of St. Ogg's. pi ^-1 passed the mouth
of the Ripple, then; now, she must re .i
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to manage the boat and get it if v -"i! 1- -nt . l M.,. , ^tShe could see now that the bridge v .., t k. v n • -' ould
see the masts of a stranded ves*.! fa, .. ,t ..ver ), , w'stn, ' eldBut no boats were to be seen m,M\,g u:, t'u. r .. • -" oh ai
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With new resolution, Maggie stizfid '
• , ., ., ,„ i ^t,.^ „„

again to paddle; but the now ebbii,j{ ti.lu a^.J^ci . i|'e swift-
ness of the river, and she was carried a'cv. . „na th. bridge.
She could hear shouta from the windows ou . , coking the river
as If the people there were calling to her. It was not till she
had passed on nearly to Tofton that she could get the boat
clear of the current. Then with one yearning look toward her
uncle Deane's house that lay farther down the river, she took
to both her oars and rowed with all her might across the
watery fields, back toward the Mill. Color was beginning toawake now, and as she approached the Dorlcote fields, she
oould discern the tints of the trees, could see the old S^otoh
firs far to the right, and the home chestnuts, -oh, how deep
they lay m the water,-deeper than the trees on this side the
hnil And the roof of the Mill-where was it? Those heavy
fragments hurrying down the Ripple,-what had they meant?
But It was not the house, -the house stood firm; drowned up
to the first story, but still firm,-or was it broken in at the
end toward the MUl?
With i«nting jo, ;:..;, she was there at last,-joy that over-

came all distress,—Maggie neared the front of the house At
first she heard no sound; she saw no object moving. Her
boat was on a level with the upstairs window. She called out
in a loud, piercing voice,

—

"Tom, where are you? Mother, where are you? Here is
Maggie 1

"


