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many for Dii, and how W»k«m had had hit oomb ent for ono*
in hit life, dow the biuinaH of the dam had been aettled by
arbitration, aud how there never would have been any dispute
at all about the height if water if everybody was what they
should be, and Old Harry hadn't made the lawyers. Mr.
Tulliver was, on the whole, a man of safe traditional opinions;
but on one or two points he had trusted to his unassisted in-
tellect, and had arrived at several questionable conclusions

jamong the rest, that rats, weevils, and lawyers were created
by Old Harry. Unhappily he had no one to tell him that
this was rampant Maniohaiism, else he might have seen his
error. But to-day it was clear that the goo<l principle was
triumphant: this affair of the water-power had been a tangled
business somehow, for all it seemed—look at it one way—as
plain as water's water; but, big a pujale as it was, it hadn't
got the better of Biley. Mr. Tulliver took his brandy-and-
water a litUe stronger than usual, and, for a man who might
be supposed to uaveafew hundreds lying idle at his banker's,
was rather incautiously open in expressing his high estimate
of his friend's business talents.

But the dam was a subject of , onversation that would keep;
it could always be taken up again at the same point, and ex-
actly in the same condition; and there was mother subject, as
you know, on which Mr. Tulliver was in pressing want of
Mr. Klley's advice. This was his particular reason for re-
maining silent for a short space after his last draught, and
rubbing bis knees in a meditative manner. He was not a
man to make an abrupt transition. This was a puzzling
world, as he often said, and if you drive your wagon in a
hurry, you may light on an awkward corner. Mr. Riley,
meanwhile, was not impatient. Why should he be? Even
Hotspur, one would think, must have been patient in his slip-
pers on a warm hearth, tJ ing copious snufE, and sipping gra-
tuitous brandy-and-water.

•• There's a thing I've got i' my head,' said Mr. TulUver
at last, in rather a lower tone than usual, as he turned his
head and looked steadfastly at his companion.

" Ah
!
" said Mr. Eiley, in a tone of mild interest. He was

a man with heavy waxen eyelids and high-arcted eyebrows,


