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CHAPTER 1

The Tullivers of Dorlcote Mill

ONE cold bright February afternoon, many years
ago, Mr. and Mrs. Tulliver, the miller and his wife,
sat by the bright fire in the parlourl of their home,
Dorlcote Mill. The mill stood on the Ripple, a small
tributary? of the River Floss, and the nearest town was
the old red-roofed town of St. Ogg’s. Dorlcote Mill
had been the home of the Tulliver family for many
years, and at the moment when this story opens, Mr.
Tulliver was speaking to his wife (a fair, plump3,
nice-looking woman) on the subject of their thirteen-
year-old son, Tom.

‘What I want, you know,’ said Mr. Tulliver,
‘what I want is to give Tom a really good education.

1 parlour: BT, EZEE 2 tributary: IR 3 plump: EREY
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That was what I was thinking of when I gave notice
for him to leave the academy. I mean to send him to a
really good school at Midsummer. I should like Tom
to be a bit of a scholar, so that he’ll be up to the tricks
of these fellows who talk fine words and write with a
flourish. It would be a help to me with these
law-suits, and arbitrations , and things. ’

‘Well, Mr. Tulliver, you know best. I’ve no
objections , ' said his wife. ‘ However, if Tom’s to go
to a new school, I should like him to go where I can
wash and mend for him. And then, when the laundry
box is going backwards and forwards, I could send the
lad a cake, or a porkpie, or an apple or two. For he
can do with an extra bit, bless him, whether they feed
him well or not. ’

‘Well, well, we won’t send him out of reach of
the carrier's cant? , if other things fit in,” said Mr.
Tulliver. ‘ But you mustn’t insist about the washing,
if we can’t get a school near enough. I know what I'1l
do—T'll talk it over with Riley, the auctioneer3. He’s
coming tomorrow , to arbitrate about the dam. Riley’s
as likely a man as any to know of some school. He’s
had schooling himself, and goes about to all sorts of
places. I want Tom to be the same sort of man as Ri-
ley, you know—to talk as well as if it was all written
out for him; and to have a good solid knowledge of
business, too. ’

‘Well, 1 only hope Tom will never have to go

1 low-suits, and arbitrations. IFIATHPER 2 carrier's cart: 22
H5Z 3 auctioneer: OTES
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and live at Mudport, like Riley, ’ said Mrs. Tulliver.

‘No, no,’ said Mr. Tulliver, ‘I’ve no thoughts
of his going to Mudport: I mean him to set up his of-
fice at St. Ogg’s, close to us, and live at home.
But,’ continued Mr. Tulliver after a pause, ‘I'm a
bit afraid that Tom hasn’t got the right sort of brains
for a smart fellow. He’s a bit slowish. It seems a pity.
Our little lass! is twice as clever as he is. Too clever
for a woman, I'm afraid,’ continued Mr. Tulliver,
shaking his head doubtfully.

*You talk of cleverness, Mr. Tulliver,’ said his
wife, ‘but I'm sure the girl’s half an idiot in some
things. If I send her upstairs to fetch anything, she
forgets what she’s gone for, and will sometimes sit
down on the floor in the sunshine and piait? her hair
and sing to herself like a mad creature, all the while
I'm waiting for her downstairs. And that brown skin
and black hair of hers! 1 sometimes think it seems
hard that I should have only one girl, and her so
plain. ’

‘Nonsense!’ said Mr. Tulliver. * She’s a fine,
black-eyed lass. And she can read almost as well as
the parson3.’

‘But her hair won’t curl, no matter what I do
with it. ’

‘Cut it off—cut it off short,’ said her husband.

‘How can you talk so, Mr. Tulliver? She’s too
big a girl to have her hair cut short. Why, she’s nine,

1 lass: /NGB 2 plait: J8--%REE 3 parson: B
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and tall for her age. And there’s her cousin Lucy with
a row of curls round her head. It seems hard that my
sister Deane should have that pretty child. I'm sure
Lucy looks more like me than my own child does.
Maggie,’ continued the mother, in a tone half-
annoyed, half-affectionate, as this small mistake of
nature entered the room, ‘ where’s the use of my
telling you to keep away from the water? You’ll fall in
and be drowned some day, and then you’ll be sorry
you didn’t do as mother told you.’

‘ Come and do your patchwork, like a little lady’

Maggie’s hair, as she threw off her bonnet!,
painfully confirmed her mother’s accusation: it was
absolutely straight, and Maggie was incessantly? toss-

1 bomnet. (BHFED LB 2 incessantly: NMSth
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ing her head to keep the dark heavy hair out of her
gleaming black eyes. The action made her look very
much like a small, shaggy ponyl.

‘Now, go upstairs and brush your hair,’ said
her mother, ‘and change your shoes. And then come
and do your patchwork?, like a little lady. ’

“Oh, mother, > said Maggie in a cross voice. ‘I
don’t want to do my patchwork. ’

‘What! Not your pretty patcchwork, to make a
bedspread for your aunt Glegg?’

‘It’s foolish work,’ said Maggie, with a toss of
her hair, ‘—tearing things to pieces to sew them to-
gether again. And I don’t want to do anything for my
aunt Glegg—1I don’t like her. ’ She went out, drag-
ging her bonnet by the string, while Mr. Tulliver
laughed aloud.

+ ‘T wish you wouldn’t laugh at her, Mr. Tulliv-
er,’ said his wife crossly. ‘ You encourage her to be
naughty. And her aunts all say it’s [ who spoil her. ’

But Mr. Tulliver only laughed again, and began
to plan what he would say the next day to Mr. Riley.

1 pony. /NE 2 patchwork: (IBIPEIBAIRRENTFL/ R
S VDHHZTANEY) 481D
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CHAPTER 2

Mr. Riley Gives His Adyice

ﬁ,fﬂ’; next morning, a gentleman in a large white
cravatl and shirt-frill sat drinking a brandy-and-
water with his friend Tulliver. This was Mr. Riley, a
man with a fair complexion and fat hands, rather
highly educated for an auctioneer and valuer, but
large-hearted enough to show a great deal of friendli-
ness towards simple country acquaintances of hospita-
ble habits.

Both men were in a cheerful mood, for the argu-
ment over the dam near Dorlcote Mill had been settled
in Mr. Tulliver’s favour. The lawyer Wakem, who
had acted for the opposite side, had been defeated for
once, and Mr. Tulliver was delighted. He hated law-
yers in general and Mr. Wakem in particular, and he
was full of praise for Riley’s handling of the case.

But the dam was a subject of conversation that
would keep. There was another subject, as you

1 cravat: (IBT AWM
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know, on which Mr. Tulliver was in need of Mr.
Riley’s advice.

* There’s a thing I've got in my head, ’ he said at
last. ‘It’s a very particular thing, about my boy
Tom. ’

At the sound of this name, Maggie, who was
seated on a low stool by the fire with a large book on
her knee, shook her heavy hair back and looked up
eagerly. There were not many sounds that roused
Maggie when she was dreaming over her book, but
Tom’s name was one of them. In an instant she was
on the watch, ready to protect Tom from any danger.

*You see, I want to send him to a new school at
Midsummer,’ said Mr. Tulliver. ‘I want to send
him to a really good school, where they’ll make a
scholar of him. ’

‘Well,’ said Mr. Riley, ‘there’s no greater ad-
vantage you can give him than a good education. ’

‘That’s right,’ said Mr. Tulliver. ‘1 want to
give Tom an education and put him into a business, so
that he can make a nest for himself and not push me
out of mine. ’

These words were not to be borne by Maggie.
She jumped up from her stool and, going up between
her father’s knees, said in an indignant! voice; ‘ Fa-
ther, Tom wouldn’t be naughty to you ever. I know
he’d never push you out. ’

Mr. Tulliver’s heart was touched. He laughed
with a certain tenderness and patted his little girl on

1 indignant . HIRZEY
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the back, and then held her hands and kept her be-
tween his knees.

‘ What! Nobody must say anything against Tom,
eh?’ said Mr. Tulliver, looking at Maggie with a
twinkling eye. Then, in a lower voice, he said to
Mr. Riley, as though Maggie couldn’t hear, ‘She un-
derstands everything one’s talking about, she does in-
deed! And you should hear her read—just as if she
knew it off by heart. Bless you! She can read books
and understand them better than half the folks who are
grown up. * He turned again to his little daughter and
went on, ‘Go now, go! Go and find your mother. ’

Maggie moved away, but—not being inclined to
find her mother—she went into a dark corner behind
her father’s chair and began to play with her favourite
doll, for which she had an occasional fit of fondness
in Tom’s absence.

‘ Ay, she’s a clever lass,’ said Mr. Tulliver, as
Maggie retired. ‘It’s a pity she wasn’t the boy—she’d
have been a match for the lawyers, she would.’

Mr. Riley laughed and said, ‘But your ladl’s
not stupid, is he? I saw him, when I was here last
time, busy making fishing-tackle. He seemed very
clever at it. ’

‘Well, no—he isn’t stupid. He’s good at out-
door things, and he has plenty of sense. But he’s slow
with his tongue, you see, and he doesn’t read very
well—he can’t bear books. Now, what I want is to
send him to a school where they’ll make a smart chap

1 lad: JMF,DEF
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of him, so that he’s a bit quicker with his tongue and
his pen.’

‘You're quite right’ observed Mr. Riley. ‘It's
better to spend an extra hundred or two on your son's
education than to leave it to him in your will. The fact
is, I wouldn’t recommend any friend of mine to send
a boy to a regular school, if he could afford to do bet-
ter. Now, I know a man who’s willing to take one or
two boys as pupils into his own home. They’d live
with the family, and be under his eye continually. ’

“Ah!’ said Mr. Tulliver. ‘ And who is this
man?’

‘He’s an Oxford man, the Reverend Stelling,’
said Mr. Riley. A parson, and an M. A. 1.’

* And what money would he want?’ said Mr.
Tulliver, whose instinct told him that the services of
this admirable M. A. would cost a high price.

‘Oh, Stelling’s not a greedy man. I’ve no doubt
he’d take your boy at a hundred pounds a year. I'll
write to him about it if you like.’

Mr. Tulliver rubbed his knees, and looked at the
carpet thoughtfully. Maggie, who had been listening
all the time, could keep quiet no longer.

‘ Father,’ she cried, ‘is it a long way where
Tom is to go? Shan’t we ever see him?’

‘I don’t know, my lass,’ said the father, ten-
derly. *Ask Mr. Riley; he knows.’

¢ About fifteen miles, that’s all,’ said Mr. Ri-
ley. ‘ You can drive there and back in a day quite

1 MA. XRIET



