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INTRODUCTION

The river Floss runs through flat, empty countryside in the
north of England. In the middle of the last century, when our
story begins, you could stand on the banks and watch large
ships carrying wood and coal slowly down the nver towards
the town of St Ogg’s and, beyond that, to the sea ports on the
coast. Fields of rich, brown earth stretched as far as the eye
could see on both sides, and in summer the land turned green
and gold. v

At a place not far from St Ogg’s, a small stream fed the
river and was crossed by a stone bridge. Next to the bridge
stood Dorlcote Mill, home of the Tulliver family. All day the
mill wheel turned while farmers worked busily in the fields
around it.



A small stream fed the river and was crossed by a stone bridge. Nex

home of the Tulliver family.
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CHAPTER ONE
Brother and Sister

‘Maggie,” Tom Tulliver said to his sister on the day he
returned home for the school holidays, ‘you don’t know what
I’'ve got in my pocket.’

‘What is it?” Maggie asked. ‘Tell me. I can’t guess.’

‘Here. I’ve brought a new fishing line for you, so that we
can go fishing together. I saved the money for it at school.
Aren’t I a good brother?’

Maggie threw her arms around his neck. Her long, dark hair
brushed against his cheeks.

‘Yes, very, very good. I do love you, Tom.’

Tom pushed her away. ‘Now let’s go and see my rabbits,’
he continued. ‘T hope you’ve been looking after them.’

Maggie’s happiness disappeared. Her fear of her brother’s
darker moods made it difficult for her to tell him.

TH give you all my money,’ she said quickly. ‘To buy
‘more rabbits.’

‘I don’t want your money,’ he answered. ‘And I don’t need
any more rabbits.’

‘Oh, but Tom ... I'm so sorry ... they’re all dead,” she
whispered.

Tom looked at her. At thirteen, he was a handsome boy,
but he was angry now and his face was red and hard.

‘*You forgot to feed them!” he shouted. ‘I told you to feed
them every day. I don’t love you, Maggie, and I won’t go
fishing with you.’



Maggie threw her arms around his neck. ‘I do love you, Tom,’

she said.

‘Oh, Tom, forgive me,” Maggie asked, with tears in her
eyes. ‘I'd forgive you and love you.’

‘But I don’t forget,” Tom replied, and ran off, leaving his
sister crying on the path. She had not meant to do wrong.
She had not wanted to hurt him. Oh, why was Tom so cruel
to her?
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CHAPTER TWQ.,

Schooldays

A few months after this argument, Tom was sent away to a
new school. He was the only pupil of Mr Stelling, in whose
home he also ate and slept. Poor Tom found the lessons very
hard. He was interested in the outdoors, not in books or in
languages that nobody had spoken for many centuries, and
Mr Stelling made it clear that he thought the boy stupid.

Tom was also very lonely, but Mr Stelling had invited
Maggie to visit her brother at any time and she came towards
the end of Tom’s first term. Maggie was happy to be with
her broghetlagam and she liked Mr Stelling. She was espe-
cially enthusiastic about the teacher’s books, which covered
every wall in the house.

‘Oh!” she cried. ‘How I would like to have so many books!’
,,Q‘You would not understand them,” Tom said, with an
amused smile.

‘“Yes, I would! I would read them again and again,” his.
sister replied. * Then I would understand them.’

For the two weeks that she was there, Maggie sat quietly and
listened while Tom had his lessons. She enjoyed them greatly,
and Mr Stelling liked her for her quick mind and even quicker
tongue. Only one conversation spoilt this time for her.

‘Mr Stelling,” Maggie said one evening, ‘I could do all
Tom'’s lessons if I tried, couldn’t I?’

‘No, you couldn’t,” Tom said firmly. ‘There are a lot of
subjects that girls can’t do.’

Mr Stelling nodded in agreement with Tom’s words. ‘Girls
can be quite clever, but their cleverness is shallow. They will
never understand anything that needs really careful thought.’

Maggie, who had always seen herself as clever, was
11
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confused and cmbarrassed to discover for the ﬁrst time that

this was in fact a disadvantage.

*

When Maggie had to return home, Tom’s days continued as
before. The following term, though, he was joined by a
second pupil. This new arrival was called Philip Wakem. He
was quicker than Tom to learn and an exc_el’lﬂ artist, but his
' crippled body stopped him e _J(L)ymg himself outdoors in the
way that Tom did. Philip’s curved back was the result of an
accident as a small child, and since then he had been weaker
than other boys of his age.

Philip’s father was a lawyer in St Ogg’s, the nearest town
to the Mill which Mr Tulliver owned and managed. Tom
and Philip were sometimes friendly, but they both knew that

their fathers disliked each other and were at present on
! ST
different sides in a qourt case. It was Maggie, on her occa-'

_sional visits, who felt sorry for Philip with his poor, weak
body She enjoyed talking to him because he was clever and
kind, and she soon became very fond of him.

Ccrtaun events that took place on her last visit stayed in
her mc-_,__y for many years to come.

Mr Stelling had a;mngcd for Tom to have lessons with a
soldier, who taught him how to stand and walk and told him
stories of great wars. The soldier had a swérd that the boy loved
to look at and touch, and one day he agreed that Tom could take
it to his room for the night without telling Mr Stelling.

The next day Maggie came to stay. She saw at once that
Tom had a secret, but he refused to tell her what it was until
his lessons were finished for the day.

‘Come upstairs with me, Magsie,” Tom whispered, pulling
her by her hand. ‘I want to show you something, but you
mustn'’t tell anyone.’
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‘It’s not a trick, is it?’ Maggie asked, not knowing whether
to be worried or excited.

‘N:),’ he promised, as they reached his bedroom. ‘Now
close your eyes until I tell you to open them again. You
mustn’t scream, though.’

Maggie closed her eyes, feeling a little frightened, but
when she was told to open them she laughed. Tom had tied a
red handkerchief around his head and had painted thick black. ’
eyebrows over his own. In his hand was the shining sword, ¥ .
But when he pointed the sword towards her she quickly
stopped laughing.

“‘Tom, don’t!” she cried. ‘I shall scream!’

Tom smiled in delight as he danced around the room,
waving the sword above his head. Maggie watched, and her
fear grew. Tom waved the sword one last time . . . and it fell
from his hands on to his foot. It went straight through.
Hearing Maggie’s cries, Mr Stelling came running up the stairs.
He found Tom lying on the floor and Maggie sitting next to
him, her tears falling on to her brother’s grey and lifeless face.

A doctor came, and it was Philip who met him on his way
out of the house. .

" ‘Excuse me, sir,’ Philip said nervously, ‘but will Tulliver
walk again?’

‘Oh, certainly,” the doctor answered, ‘after his foot is better.’

‘And did you tell him that?’ Philip asked, thinking of his
own fear after his accident.

‘No, nothing was said on the subject.’

So Philip was the one who put Tom’s mind at rest, and he
then spent many hours with the brother and sister, helping
the time pass until Tom was able to get out of bed. For the
moment there was peace between the boys, although they
both knew that they could never be true friends.

Maggie, though, had little understanding of the bad teeling
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between her father and Mr Wakem. One day, while the
doctor was with Tom, Philip found her sitting alone.

‘Maggie,” he asked, ‘if you had a brother like me, could
you love him as well as you love Tom?’ .

‘Oh, yes,’ she said immediately. ‘I would be so sorry for you.’

Philip’s face turned red. He had wanted to know if she
could love somebody who was élﬁgl;g,_ but he had not
wanted her to speak of it so openly. Young as she was,
Maggie realized her mistake.

‘But you are so very clever, Philip,” she said quickly, ‘and
you can play and sing. I am very fond of you, and you could
teach me so much.’

‘T am fond of you, Maggie. When 1 am unhappy I shall
think of you and your dark eyes. Yours are not like any other
eyes. They speak to the person they are looking at, and they
always speak kindly.’

Maggie was pleased by this. Only her father had ever told
her she had beautiful eyes.

“Would you like me to kiss you, as if I were your sister?’
she asked, smiling at him.

‘Yes, very much,’ Philip anwered. ‘Nobody kisses me.’

Maggie put her arm round his neck and kissed him warmly.

CHAPER THREE
Growing Up

One terrible day, nearly two years later, Maggie arrived at
Mr Stelling’s house without warning. She was tall now, and
looked older than her thirteen years. Her face was serious as
she kissed her brother.
- “Why are you not at school?” Tom asked. Maggie too had
14



