
BOT AND OIHL. IB

I doa't wMit to do anything for my aunt Olegg. 1 don't like

Exit Maggie, dragging her bonnet by the string, while Mr.
TulltTer laughs audibly.

" I TTonder at you, as you'll laugh at her, Mr. Tulliver,"
said the mother, with feeble fretfulness in ler tone. " You
encourage her i' naughtiness. An' her am.j will have it as
it's me spoils her."

Mrs. Tulliver was what is called a good-tempered person,
-never cried, when she was a baby, on any slighter ground
than hunger and pins; and from the cradle upward had been
healthy, fair, plump, and dull-witted; in short, the flower of
her family for beauty and amiability. But milk and mildness
are not the best things for keeping, and when they turn only
a little sour, they may di8»'"'<e with young stomachs seriously
I have often wondered Wu..her those early Madonnas oi
Raphael, with the blond faces and somowhat stupid expres-
sion, kept their placidity undisturbed when their stiong-
hmbed, strong-willed boys got a little too old to do without
clothmg. I think they must have been given to feeble re-
monstrance, getting more and more peevish as it became more
and more ineffectual.

CHAPTEE III.

MB. BILBT orvis BIS ADVICE CONCEKNINO A SCHOOL FOB TOM.

Thb gentleman in the ample white cravat and shirt-frill,
taking his brandy-and-water so pleasantly with his good friend
Tulliver, is Mr. BUey, a gentleman with a waxen complexion
and fat hands, rather highly educated for an auctioneer and
appraiser, but large-hearted enough to show a great deal of
tmnhomie toward simple country acquaintances of hospitable
habits. Mr. Kiley spoke of such acquaintances kindly as
people of the old school.

"

The conversation had come to a pause. Mr. Tulliver, not
withont a particular resison, had abstained from a seventh re-
cital of the cool retort by which Biley had shown himself too


