*In italics -  for reading and translation.
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At last the horses began to go more slowly, as if they were climbing up-hill, and presently there seemed to be no more hedges and no more trees. She could see nothing, in fact, but a dense darkness on either side. She leaned forward and pressed her face against the window just as the carriage gave a big jolt.
"Eh! We're on the moor now sure enough," said Mrs. Medlock.
The carriage lamps shed a yellow light on a rough-looking road which seemed to be cut through bushes and low-growing things which ended in the great expanse of dark apparently spread out before and around them. A wind was rising and making a singular, wild, low, rushing sound.
"It's — it's not the sea, is it?" said Mary, looking round at her companion.
"No, not it," answered Mrs. Medlock. "Nor it isn't fields nor mountains, it's just miles and miles and miles of wild land that nothing grows on but heather and gorse and broom, and nothing lives on but wild ponies and sheep.”
"I feel as if it might be the sea, if there were water on it," said Mary. "It sounds like the sea just now."
"That's the wind blowing through the bushes," Mrs. Medlock said. "It's a wild, dreary enough place to my mind, though there's plenty that likes it — particularly when the heather's in bloom."
On and on they drove through the darkness, and though the rain stopped, the wind rushed by and whis​tled and made strange sounds. The road went up and down, and several times the carriage passed over a little bridge beneath which water rushed very fast with a great deal of noise. Mary felt as if the drive would never come to an end and that the wide, bleak moor was a wide expanse of black ocean through which she was passing on a strip of dry land.
"I don't like it," she said to herself. "I don't like it," and she pinched her thin lips more tightly together.
The horses were climbing up a hilly piece of road when she first caught sight of a light. Mrs. Medlock saw it as soon as she did and drew a long sigh of relief.
"Eh, I am glad to see that bit o' light twinkling," she exclaimed. "It's the light in the lodge window. We shall get a good cup of tea after a bit, at all events."
It was "after a bit," as she said, for when the carriage passed through the park gates there was still two miles of avenue to drive through and the trees (which nearly met overhead) made it seem as if they were drivjng through a long dark vault.
They drove out of the vault into a clear space and stopped before an immensely long but lowbuilt house which seemed to ramble round a stone court. At first Mary thought that there were no lights at all in the windows, but as she got out of the carriage she saw that one room in a corner upstairs showed a dull glow.
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 "You are aware, young ladies," the speech be​gan — for it was a speech — "that dear Sara is eleven years old today."
"Dear Sara!" murmured Lavinia. 

Several of you have also been eleven years old, but Sara's birthdays are rather different from other little girls' birthdays. When she is older she will be heiress to a large fortune, which it will be her duty to spend in a meritorious manner."
“The diamond mines," giggled Jessie, in a whisper.
Sara did not hear her; but as she stood with her green-grey eyes fixed steadily on Miss Minchin, she felt herself growing rather hot. When Miss Minchin talked about money, she felt somehow that she always hated her— and, of course, it was disrespectful to hate grown-up people.
"When her dear papa, Captain Crewe, brought her from India and gave her into my care," the speech proceeded, "he said to me, in a jesting way, “I am afraid she will be very rich, Miss Minchin”. My reply was, “Her education at my seminary, Cap​tain Crewe, shall be such as will adorn the largest fortune”. Sara has become my most accomplished pupil. Her French and her dancing are a credit to the seminary. Her manners — which have caused you to call her Princess Sara are perfect. Her amiability she exhibits by giving you this afternoon's party. I hope you appreciate her generosity. I wish you to express your appreciation of it by saying aloud all together, “Thank you, Sara!”
 The entire schoolroom rose to its feet as it had done the morning Sara remembered so well.
“Thank you, Sara!” it said, and it must be con​fessed that Lottie jumped up and down. Sara looked rather shy for a moment. She made a curtsey—and it was a very nice one.
“Thank you,” she said, "for coming to my party." "Very pretty, indeed, Sara," approved Miss Minchin. "That is what a real princess does when the populace applauds her. Lavinia"—scath​ingly—"the sound you just made was extremely like a snort. If you are jealous of your fellow-pu​pil, I beg you will express your feelings in some more ladylike manner. Now I will leave you to enjoy yourselves."
The instant she had swept out of the room the spell her presence always had upon them was bro​ken. The door had scarcely closed before every seat was empty. The little girls jumped or tumbled out of theirs; the older ones wasted no time in deserting theirs. There was a rush toward the boxes. Sara had bent over one of them with a delighted face. "These are books, I know," she said. 
The little children broke into a rueful murmur, and Ermengarde looked aghast.
"Does your papa send you books for a birthday present?" she exclaimed. "Why, he's as bad as mine. Don't open them, Sara.".
"I like them," Sara laughed, but she turned to the biggest box. When she took out the Last Doll it was so magnificent that the children uttered delighted groans of joy, and actually drew back to gaze at it in breathless rapture.
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"Miss St John!" she exclaimed severely. "What do you mean by such conduct? Remove your el​bows! Take your ribbon out of your mouth! Sit up at once!"
Upon which Miss St John gave another jump, and when Lavinia and Jessie tittered she became redder than ever—so red, indeed, that she almost looked as if tears were coming into her poor, dull, childish eyes; and Sara saw her and was so sorry for her that she began to rather like her and want to be her friend. It was a way of hers always to want to spring into any fray in which someone was made uncom​fortable or unhappy.
"If Sara had been a boy and lived a few centuries ago," her father used to say, "she would have gone about the country with her sword drawn, rescuing and defending everyone in distress. She always wants to fight when she sees people in trouble."
So she took rather a fancy to fat, slow, little Miss St John, and kept glancing loward her through the morning. She saw that lessons were no easy matter to her, and that there was no danger of her ever be​ing spoiled by being treated as a show pupil. Her French lesson was a pathetic thing. Her pronuncia​tion made even Monsieur Dufarge smile in spite of himself, and Lavinia and Jessie and the more fortu​nate girls either giggled or looked at her in wondering disdain. But Sara did not laugh. She tried to look as if she did not hear when Miss St John called “le bon pain", "lee bong pang”.. She had a fine, hot little temper of her own, and it made her feel rather sav​age when she heard the titters and saw the poor, stu​pid, distressed child's face.
"It isn't funny, really," she said, between her teeth, as she bent over her book. “They ought not to laugh." 
When lessons were over and the pupils gathered together in groups to talk, Sara looked for Miss St John, and finding her bundled rather disconsolately in a window-seat, she walked over to her and spoke. She only said the kind of thing little girls always say to each other by way of beginning an acquaintance, but there was something nice and friendly about Sara, and people always felt it.
 "What is your name?" she said. To explain Miss St John's amazement one must recall that a new pupil is, for a short time, a some​what uncertain thing; and of this new pupil the en​tire school had talked the night before until it fell asleep quite exhausted by excitement and contradic​tory stories. A new pupil with a carriage and a pony and a maid, and a voyage from India to discuss, was not an ordinary acquaintance.
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“When I am telling it,” she would say, "it doesn't seem as if it was only made up. It seems more real than you are—more real than the schoolroom. I feel as if I were all the people in the story—one after the other. It's queer."
She had been at Miss Minchin's school about two years when, one foggy winter's afternoon, as she was getting out of her carriage, comfortably wrapped up in her wannest velvets and furs and looking very much grander than she knew, she caught sight, as she crossed the pavement, of a dingy little figure standing on the area steps, and stretching its neck so that its wide-open eyes might  peer at her through the railings. Something in the   eagerness and timidity of the smudgy face made   her look at it, and when she looked she smiled be​cause it was her way to smile at people. 
But the owner of the smudgy face and the wide-open eyes evidently was afraid that she ought not to have been caught looking at pupils of importance. She dodged out of sight like a Jack-in-the-box and scurried back into the kitchen, disappearing so sud​denly that if she had not been such a poor, little, for​lorn thing, Sara would have laughed in spite of her​self. That very evening, as Sara was sitting in the midst of a group of listeners in a corner of the schoolroom telling one оf her stories, the very same figure timidly entered the room, carrying a coal-box much too heavy for her, and knelt down upon the hearth-rug to replenish the fire and sweep up the ashes.
She was cleaner than she had been when she peeped through the area railings, but she looked just as frightened. She was evidently afraid to look at the children or seem to be listening. She put on pieces of coal cautiously with her fingers so that she might make no disturbing noise, and she swept about the fire-irons very softly. But Sara saw in two minutes that she was deeply interested in what was going on, and that she was doing her work slowly in the hope of catching a word here and there. And re​alizing this, she raised her voice and spoke more clearly.
"The Mermaids swam softly about in the crystal-green water, and dragged after them a fishing-net woven of deep sea pearls," she said. "The Princess sat on the white rock and watched them."
It was a wonderful story about a princess who was loved by a Prince Merman, and went to live with him in shining caves under the sea.
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They had reached the passage leading to Sara's room by this time, and Ermengarde stopped short, staring, and quite losing her breath.
"You make up stories!" she gasped. "Can you do that—as well as speak French? Can you?"
Sara looked at her in simple surprise.
"Why, anyone can make up things," she said. "Have you never tried?"
She put her hand warningly on Ermengarde's.
"Let us go very quietly to the door," she whis​pered, "and then I will open it quite suddenly; per​haps we may catch her."
She was half laughing, but there was a touch of mysterious hope in her eyes which fascinated Ermengarde, though she had not the remotest idea what it meant, or whom it was she wanted to  "catch", or why she wanted to catch her. Whatsoever she meant, Ermengarde was sure it was some​thing delightfully exciting. So, quite thrilled with expectation, she followed her on tiptoe along the passage. They made not the least noise until they reached the door. Then Sara suddenly turned the    handle, and threw it wide open. Its opening revealed   the room quite neat and quiet, a fire gently burning    in the grate, and a wonderful doll sitting in a chair by it, apparently reading a book.
"Oh, she got back to her seat before we could see her!" Sara exclaimed. "Of course, they always do. They are as quick as lightning."
Ermengade looked from her to the doll and back again.
"Can she—walk?" she asked, breathlessly.
"Yes," answered Sara. "At least, I believe she  can. At least, I pretend I believe she can. And that makes it seem as if it were true. Have you never pre​tended things?"
"No," said Ermengarde. "Never. I—tell me about it."
She was so bewitched by this odd, new compan​ion that she actually stared at Sara instead of at Emily—notwithstanding that Emily was the most attractive doll person she had ever seen.
"Let us sit down," said Sara, "and I will tell you. It's so easy that when you begin you can't stop. You just go on and on doing it always. And it's beautiful. Emily, you must listen. This is Ermengarde St John, Emily. Ermengarde, this is Emily. Would you like to hold her?"
"Oh, may I?" said Ermengarde. "May I, really? She is beautiful!" And Emily was put into her arms.
Never in her dull, short life had Miss St John dreamed of such an hour as the one she spent with the queer new pupil before they heard the lunch-bell ring and were obliged to go downstairs.
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I am going to run from one end of the gallery to the other," he said, "and then I am going to jump and then we will do Bob Haworth's exercises."
And they did all these things and many others. They looked at the portraits and found the plain little girl dressed in green brocade and holding the parrot on her finger.
"All these," said Colin, "must be my relations. They lived a long time ago. That parrot one, I believe, is one of my great, great, great, great aunts. She looks rather like you, Mary—not as you look now but as you looked when you came here. Now you are a great deal fatter and better looking."
“So are you," said Mary, and they both laughed. 

They went to the Indian room and amused them​selves with the ivory elephants. They found the rose-colored brocade boudoir and the hole in the cushion the mouse had left, but the mice had grown up and run away and the hole was empty. They saw more rooms fcfld made more discoveries than Mary had made on her first pilgrimage. They found new corridors and corners and flights of steps and new old pictures they liked and weird old things they did not know the use of. It was a curiously entertaining morning and the feeling of wan-dering about in the same house with other people but at the same time feeling as if one were miles away from
them was a fascinating thing.
"I'm glad we came," Colin said. "I never knew I lived in such a big queer old place. I like it. We will ramble about every rainy day. We shall always be find​ing new queer corners and things."
That morning they had found among other things such good appetites that when they returned to Colin's room it was not possible to send the luncheon away untouched.
When the nurse carried the tray downstairs she slapped it down on the kitchen dresser so that Mrs. Loomis, the cook, could see the highly polished dishes and plates.
"Look at that!" she said. "This is a house of mystery, and those two children are the greatest mysteries in it."
"If they keep that up every day," said the strong young footman John, "there'd be small wonder that hе weighs twice as much today as he did a month ago. I should have to give up my place in time, for fear of doing my muscles an injury." That afternoon Mary noticed that something new had happened in Colin's room. She had noticed it the day before but had said nothing because she thought the change might have been made by chance. She said nothing today but she sat and looked fixedly at the picture over the mantel. She could look at it because the curtain had been drawn aside. That was the change she noticed.
"I know what you want me to tell you," said Colin, after she had stared a few minutes. "I always know when you want me to tell you something. You are wondering why the curtain is drawn back. I am going to keep it like that."
"Why?" asked Mary.

"Because it doesn't make me angry any more to see her laughing. I wakened when it was bright moonlight two nights ago and felt as if the Magic was filling the room and making everything so splendid that I couldn’t lie still. I got up and looked out of the window.
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Perhaps it was because she had nothing whatever to do that she thought so much of the deserted garden. She was curious about it and wanted to see what it was like. Why had Mr. Archibald Craven buried the key? If he had liked his wife so much why did he hate her garden? She wondered if she should ever see him, but she knew that if she did she should not like him, and he would not like her, and that she should only stand and stare at him and say nothing, though she should be wanting dreadfully to ask him why he had done such a queer thing.
"People never like me and I never like people," she thought. "And I never can talk as the Crawford children could. They were always talking and laughing and mak​ing noises."
She thought of the robin and of the way he seemed to sing his song at her, and as she remembered the tree-top he perched on she stopped rather suddenly on the path.
"I believe that tree was in the secret garden—I feel sure it was," she said. "There was a wall round the place and there was no door." 
     She walked back into the first kitchen-garden she had   entered and found the old man digging there. She went  and stood beside him and watched him a few moments  in her cold little way. He took no notice of her and so at last she spoke to him.
"I have been into the other gardens," she said.
"There was nothin' to prevent thee," he answered crustily.
"I went into the orchard."
"There was no dog at th' door to bite thee," he answered.
"There was no door there into the other garden," said Mary.
"What garden?" he said in a rough voice, stopping his digging for a moment.
"The one on the other side of the wall," answered Mistress Mary. "There are trees there—I saw the tops of them. A bird with a red breast was sitting on one of them and be sang."
To her surprise the surly old weather-beaten face actually changed its expression. A slow smile spread over it and the gardener looked quite different. It made her think that it was curious how much nicer a person looked when he smiled. She had not thought of it before.
He turned about to the orchard side of his garden and began to whistle—a low soft whistle. She could not understand how such a surly man could make such a coaxing sound.
Almost the next moment a wonderful thing happened. She heard a soft little rushing flight through the air— and it was the bird with the red breast flying to them, and he actually alighted on the big clod of earth quite near to the gardener's foot.
"Here he is," chuckled the old man, and then he spoke to the bird as if he were speaking to a child.
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In all her wanderings through the long corridors and the empty rooms, she had seen nothing alive; but in this room she saw something. Just after she had closed the cabinet door she heard a tiny rustling sound. It made her jump and look around at the sofa by the fireplace, from which it seemed to come. In the corner of the sofa there was a cushion, and in the velvet which covered it there was a hole, and out of the hole peeped a tiny head with a pair of frightened eyes in it.
Mary crept softly across the room to look. The bright eyes belonged to a little gray mouse, and the mouse had eaten a hole into the cushion and made a comfort​able nest there. Six baby mice were cuddled up asleep near her. If there was no one else alive in the hundred rooms there were seven mice who did not look lonely at all.
"If they wouldn t be so frightened I would take them back with me," said Mary.
She had wandered about long enough to feel too tired to wander any farther, and she turned back. Two or three times she lost her way by turning down the wrong corridor and was obliged to ramble up and down until she found the right one; but at last she reached her own floor again, though she was some distance from her own room and did not know exactly where she was.
"I believe I have taken a wrong turning again," she said, standing still at what seemed the end of a short passage with tapestry on the wall. "I don't know which way to go. How still everything is!"
It was white she was standing here and just after she had said this that the stillness was broken by a sound. It was another cry, but not quite like the one she had heard last night; it was only a short one, a fretful childish whine muffled by passing through walls.
"It's nearer than it was," said Mary, her heart beating rather faster. "And it is crying."
She put her hand accidentally upon the tapestry near her, and then sprang back, feeling quite startled. The tapestry was the covering of a door which fell open and showed her that there was another part of the corridor behind it, and Mrs. Medlock was coming up it with her bunch of keys in her hand and a very cross look on her face.
"What are you doing here?" she said, and she took Mary by the arm and pulled her away. "What did I tell you?"
"I turned round the wrong corner," explained Mary. "I didn't know which way to go and I heard some one crying."
She quite hated Mrs. Medlock at the moment, but she hated her more the next.
"You didn't hear anything of the sort," said the house​keeper. "You come along back to your own nursery or I'll box your ears."
And she took her by the arm and half pushed, half pulled her up one passage and down another until she pushed her in at the door of her own room.
"Now," she said, "you stay where you're told to stay or you'll find yourself locked up. The master had better get you a governess, same as he said he would. You're one that needs some one to look sharp after you. I've got enough to do."
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“What are you looking at me for?" he said.
"I'm thinking that I am rather sorry for Dr. Craven." "So am I," said Colin calmly, but not without an air of some satisfaction. "He won't get Misselthwaite at all now I'm not going to die."
“I’m sorry for him because of that, of course,” said Mary, "but I was thinking just then that it must have been very horrid to have had to be polite for ten years to a boy who was always rude. I would never have done it"
"Am I rude?" Colin inquired undisturbedly.
"If you had been his own boy and he had been a slapping sort of man," said Mary, "he would have slapped
you." "But he daren't," said Colin.
“No, he daren't,” answered Mistress Mary, thinking the thing out quite without prejudice. "Nobody ever dared to do anything you didn't like—because you were going to die and things like that. You were such a poor
thing." "But," announced Colin stubbornly, "I am not going to be a poor thing. I won't let people think I'm one. I stood on my feet this afternoon."
“It is always having your own way that has made you so queer,”Mary went on, thinking aloud.
Colin turned his head, frowning.
"Am I queer?" he demanded.
"Yes," answered Mary, "very. But you needn't be cross," she added impartially, “bесаusе so am I queer—
and so is Ben Weatherstaff. But I am not as queer as I was before 1 began to like people and before I found the garden."
"I don't want to be queer," said Colin. "I am not going to be," and he frowned again with determination.
He was a very proud boy. He lay thinking for a while and then Mary saw his beautiful smile begin and grad​ually change his whole face.
“I shall stop being queer,” he said, "if I go every day to the garden. There is Magic in there—good Magic, you know, Mary. I am sure there is."
"So am I," said Mary.
"Even if it isn't real Magic," Colin said, "we can pretend it is. Something is there—something!"
“It's Magic,” said Mary, "but not black. It's as white as snow."
They always called it Magic and indeed it seemed like it in the months that followed—the wonderful months—the radiant months—the amazing ones. Oh! the things which happened in that garden! If you have never had a garden you cannot understand, and if you have had a garden you will know that it would take a whole book to describe all that came to pass there.

At first it seemed that green things would never cease pushing their way through the earth, in the grass, in the beds, even in the crevices of the walls. Then the green things began to show buds and the buds began to unfurl and show color, every shade of blue, every shade of purple, every tint and hue of crimson. In its happy days flowers had been tucked away into every inch and hole and corner.
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"What are you thinking about, Ben Weatherstaff?" he asked.
 "I was thinkin'," answered Ben, "as I'd warrant tha's gone up three or four pound this week. I was lookin' at tha' calves an' tha' shoulders, I'd like to get thee on a pair o’scales."
It's the Magic and—and Mrs. Sowerby's buns and milk and things," said Colin. "You see the scientific experiment has succeeded."That morning Dickon was too late to hear the lec​ture. When he came he was ruddy with running and his  funny face looked more twinkling than usual. As they  had a good deal of weeding to do after the rains they  fell to work. They always had plenty to do after a warm deep sinking rain. The moisture which was good for the  flowers was also good for the weeds which thrust up  tiny blades of grass and points of  leaves which must be  pulled up before their roots took too firm hold. Colin 5 was as good at weeding as any one in these days and he could lecture while he was doing it.
"The Magic works best when you work, yourself," he said this morning. "You can feel it in your bones and muscles. I am going to read books about bones and muscles, but I am going to write a book about Magic. I am making it up now. I keep finding out things."
It was not very long after he had said this that he laid down his trowel and stood up on his feet. He had been silent for several minutes and they had seen that he was thinking out lectures, as he often did. When he dropped his trowel and stood upright it seemed to Mary and Dickon as if a sudden strong thought had made him do it. He stretched himself out to his tallest height and he threw out his arms exultantly. Color glowed in his face and his strange eyes widened with joyfulness. All at once he had realized something to the full.
"Mary! Dickon!" he cried. "Just look at me!"
They stopped their weeding and looked at him.
"Do you remember that first morning you brought me in here?" he demanded.
Dickon was looking at him very hard. Being an ani​mal charmer he could see more things than most peo​ple could and many of them were things he never talked about. He saw some of them now m this boy.
"Aye, that we do," he answered.
Mary looked hard too, but she said nothing.
"Just this minute," said Colin, "all at once I remem​bered it myself—when I looked at my hand digging with the trowel—and I had to stand up on my feet to see if it was real. And it is reall I'm well—I'm well!"
"Aye, that th' art!" said Dickon.
"I'm well! I'm well!" said Colin again, and his face went quite red all over.
He had known it before in a way, he had hoped it and felt it and thought about it, but just at that minute something had rushed all through him—a sort of rap​turous belief and realization and it had been so strong that he could not help calling out.
"I shall live forever and ever and ever!" he cried grandly. "I shall find out thousands and thousands of things. I shall find out about people and creatures and everything that grows—like Dickon—and I shall never stop making Magic. I'm well! I'm well! I feel—I feel as if I want to shout out something—something thankful, joyful!”
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Her hands were busy fastening the brooch: she stopped and pressed them against my breast. “You don't remember a fine spring day at Limmeridge” she said, “ and your mother walking down the path that led to the school, with a little girl on each side of her? I have had nothing else to think of since, and I remember it. You were one of the little girls, and I was the other. Pretty, clever Miss Fairlie, and poor dazed Anne Catherick were nearer to each other then than they are now!'------"
" Did you remember her, Laura, when she told  you her name? "
" Yes, I remembered your asking me about Anne Catherick at Limmeridge, and your saying that she had once been con​sidered like me."
    " What reminded you of that, Laura? " 
     " She reminded me.   While I was looking at her, while she was very close to me, it came over my mind suddenly that we  were like each other !    Her face was pale and thin and weary—  but the sight of it startled me, as if it had been the sight of my  own face in the glass after a long illness.   The discovery—I don't know why—gave me such a shock, that I was perfectly  incapable of speaking to her for the moment." 

" Did she seem hurt by your silence?”
 " I am afraid she was hurt by it.    ' You have not got your mother's   face  she   said,   ' or   your   mother's   heart.    Your mother's face was dark, and your mother's heart, Miss Fairlie, was the heart of an angel.'    “ I am sure I feel kindly towards you” I said,' though I may not be able to express it as I ought. Why do you call me Miss Fairlie-? '   
 ' Because I love the name of Fairlie and hate the name of Glyde” she broke out violently. I had seen nothing like madness in her before this, but I fancied I saw it now in her eyes. “ I only thought you might not know I was married” I said, remembering the wild letter she wrote to me at Limmeridge, and trying to quiet her. She sighed bitterly, and turned away from me. ' Not know you were married? ' she repeated. ' I am here because you are married. I am here to make atonement to you, before I meet your mother in the world beyond the grave.' She drew farther and farther away from me, till she was out of the boat-house, and then she watched and listened for a little while. Wher she turned round to speak again, instead of coming back, she stopped where she was, looking in at me, with a hand on eacr side of the entrance. ' Did you see me at the lake last night? she said, ' Did you hear me following you in the wood ? 1 have been waiting for days together to speak to you alone— I have left the only friend I have in the world, anxious and frightened about me—I have risked being shut up again in the mad-house—and all for your sake, Miss Fairlie, all for your sake.' Her words alarmed me, Marian, and yet there was something in the way she spoke that made me pity her with all my heart. I am sure my pity must have been sincere, for it made me bold enough to ask the poor creature to come in, and sit down in the boat-house, by my side."
"Did she do so?"
" No. She shook her head, and told me she must stop where she was, to watch and listen, and see that no third person surprised us. And from first to last, there she waited at the entrance, with a hand on each side of it, sometimes bending in suddenly to speak to me, sometimes drawing back suddenly to look about her. “ I was here yesterday”she said, “before it came dark, and I heard you, and the lady with you, talking together. I heard you tell her about your husband. I heard you say you had no influence to make him believe you, and no influence to keep him silent. Ah! I knew what those words meant—my conscience told me while I was listening. Why did I ever let you marry him ! Oh, my fear—my mad., miser​able, wicked fear!------' She covered up her face in her poor worn shawl, and moaned and murmured to herself behind it. I began to be afraid she might break out into some terrible despair which neither she nor I could master. “ Try to quiet yourself” I said; “try to tell me how you might have prevented my marriage.” She took the shawl from her face, and looked at me vacantly. “ I ought to have had heart enough to stop at Limmeridge”she answered. ' I ought never to have let the news of his coming there frighten me away. I ought to have warned you and saved you before it was too late. Why did I onlу have courage enough to write you that letter? Why did I only do harm, when I wanted and meant to do good? Oh, my fear—my mad, miserable, wicked fear!' She repeated those words again, and hid her face again in the end of her poor worn shawl. It was dreadful to see her, and dreadful to hear her.”
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 On opening the door she instantly stepped out to the threshold, and stood grinning at me in stolid silence.
" Why do you stand there? " I said. " Don't you see that I want to come in? "
“ Ah, but you mustn't come in” was the answer, with another and a broader grin still.
"How dare you talk to me in that way? Stand back instantly! "
She stretched out a great red hand and arm on each side of her, so as to bar the doorway, and slowly nodded her addle head at me.

" Master's orders," she said, and nodded again.
I had need of all my self-control to warn me against con​testing the matter with her, and to remind me that the next words I had to say must be addressed to her master. I turned my back on her, and instantly went downstairs to find him. My resolution to keep my temper under all the irritations that Sir Percival could offer was, by this time, as completely forgotten— I say so to my shame—as if I had never made it. It did me good, after all I had suffered and suppressed in that house—it actually did me good to feel how angry I was.
The drawing-room and the breakfast-room were both empty. I went on to the library, and there I found Sir Percival, the Count, and Madame Fosco. They were all three standing up, close together, and Sir Percival had a little slip of paper in his hand. As I opened the door I heard the Count say to him, " No—a thousand times over, no."
I walked straight up to him, and looked him full in the face.
" Am I to understand, Sir Percival, that your wife's room is a prison, and that your housemaid is the gaoler who keeps it? " I asked.
" Yes, that is what you are to understand," he answered. " Take care my gaoler hasn't got double duty to do—take care your room is not a prison too."
" Take you care how you treat your wife, and how you threaten me" I broke out in the heat of my anger. " There are laws in England to protect  women from cruelty and out​rage. If you hurt a hair of Laura's head, if you dare to interfere with my freedom, come what may, to those laws I will appeal."
Instead of answering me he turned round to the Count.
" What did I tell you? "he asked.    " What do you say now? " " What I said before," replied the Count—" No." Even in the vehemence of my anger I felt his calm, cold, grey eyes on my face.   They turned away from me as soon as he had spoken, and looked significantly at his wife.    Madame Fosco immediately  moved  close  to  my side, and   in  that position addressed Sir Percival before either of us could speak again.
" Favour me with your attention for one moment," she said, in her clear icily-suppressed tones. " I have to thank you, Sir Percival, for your hospitality, and to decline taking advantage of it any longer. I remain in no house in which ladies are treated as your wife and Miss Halcombe have been treated here to-day! "
Sir Percival drew back a step, and stared at her in dead silence.     The  declaration  he  had  just heard—a  declaration   which he well knew, as I well knew, Madame Fosco would not    have ventured to make without her husband's permission—   seemed to petrify him with surprise.    The Count stood by, and  looked at his wife with the most enthusiastic admiration. 
      "She is sublime!"   he said to himself.    He approached her   while he spoke, and drew her hand through his arm.    " I am at your service, Eleanor," he went on, with a quiet dignity that I had never noticed in him before.    " And at Miss Halcombe's  service, if she will honour me by accepting all the assistance I can offer her."
" Damn it! what do you mean? " cried Sir Percival, as the Count quietly moved away with his wife to the door.
" At other times I mean what I say, but at this time I mean what my wife says," replied the impenetrable Italian. " We have changed places, Percival, for once, and Madame Fosco's opinion is—mine."
Sir Percival crumpled up the paper in his hand, and pushing past the Count, with another oath, stood between him and the door.
" Have your own way," he said, with baffled rage in his low, half-whispering tones. " Have your own way—and see what comes of it." With those words he left the room.
Madame Fosco glanced inquiringly at her husband. " He has gone away very suddenly," she said. " What does it mean?”
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 “ My dear lady”said the Count, " those are admirable sentiments, and I have seen them stated at the tops of copy, books." He lifted one of the white mice in the palm of his hand, and spoke to it in his whimsical way. " My pretty little smooth white rascal," he said, " here is a moral lesson for you. A truly wise mouse is a truly good mouse. Mention that, if you please, to your companions, and never gnaw at the bars of your cage again as long as you live."
" It is easy to turn everything into ridicule," said Laura  resolutely; " but you will not find it quite so easy, Count Fosco, to give me an instance of a wise man who has been a great criminal."
The Count shrugged his huge shoulders, and smiled on Laura in the friendliest manner.
" Most true !" he said. " The fool's crime is the crime that is found out, and the wise man's crime is the crime that is not found out. If I could give you an instance, it would not be the instance of a wise man. Dear Lady Clyde, your sound English common sense has been too much for me. It is checkmate for me this time, Miss Halcombe—ha? "
" Stand to your guns, Laura," sneered Sir Percival, who had been listening in his place at the door. " Tell him next, that crimes cause their own detection. There's another bit of copy​book morality for you, Fosco. Crimes cause their own detec​tion. What infernal humbug! "
" I believe it to be true," said Laura quietly.
Sir Percival burst out laughing, so violently, so outrageously,  that he quite startled us all—the Count more than any of us.
" I believe it too," I said, coming to Laura's rescue.
Sir Percival, who had been unaccountably amused at his wife's remark, was just as unaccountably irritated by mine.He struck the new stick savagely on the sand, and walked away from us.
"Poor dear Percival 1" cried Count Fosco, looking after him gaily, " he is the victim of English spleen. But, my dear Miss Halcombe, my dear Lady Clyde, do you really believe that crimes cause their own detection? And you, my angel," he ' continued, turning to his wife, who had not uttered a word yet, " do you think so too ? "
"I wait to be instructed," replied the Countess, in tones of freezing reproof, intended for Laura and me, " before I venture on giving my opinion in the presence of well-informed men."
" Do you, indeed ? " I said. " I remember the time, Coun​tess, when you advocated the Rights of Women, and freedom of female opinion was one of them."
" What is your view of the subject, Count? " asked Madame Fosco, calmly proceeding with her cigarettes, and not taking the least notice of me.
The Count stroked one of his white mice reflectively with his chubby little finger before he answered.
" It is truly wonderful," he said, " how easily Society can console itself for the worst of its shortcomings with a little bit of clap-trap.    The machinery it has set up for the detection of crime is miserably ineffective—and yet only invent a moral epigram, saying that it works well, and you blind everybody to its blunders from that moment.    Crimes cause their own de​tection, do they ?    And murder will out (another moral epigram), will it?   Ask Coroners who sit at inquests in large towns if that is true, Lady Clyde.    Ask secretaries of life-assurance com​panies if that is true, Miss Halcombe.    Read your own public journals.    In the few cases that get into the newspapers, are there not instances of slain bodies found, and no murderers ever discovered?    Multiply the cases that are reported by the cases that are not reported, and the bodies that are found by the bodies that are not found, and what conclusion do you come to? This.    That there are foolish criminals who are discovered, and wise criminals who escape.    The hiding of a crime, or the de​tection of a crime, what is it?   A trial of skill between the police on one side, and the individual on the other.    When the criminal is a brutal, ignorant fool, the police in nine cases out of ten win. When the criminal is a resolute, educated, highly-intelligent man, the police in nine cases out of ten lose.    If the police win, you  generally  hear all  about  it.      If the  police  lose, you generally hear nothing.    And on this tottering foundation you build up your comfortable moral maxim that Crime causes its own detection !    Yes—all the crime you know of.    And what of the rest?
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"Did you tell him?"
" I was alone with him, Marian—his cruel hand was bruising my arm—what could I do? "
" Is the mark on your arm still?    Let me see it."
" Why do you want to see it? "
" I want to see it, Laura, because our endurance must end, and our resistance must begin to-day. That mark is a weapon to strike him with. Let me see it now—I may have to swear to it at some future time."
" Oh, Marian, don't look so—don't talk so!    It doesn't hurt me now!"
" Let me see it !"
She showed me the marks. I was past grieving over them, past crying over them, past shuddering over them. They say we are either better than men, or worse. If the temptation that has fallen in some women's way, and made them worse,
had fallen in mine at that moment------   Thank God ! my face betrayed nothing that his wife could read. The gentle, innocent, affectionate creature thought I was frightened for her and sorry for her, and thought no more.
" Don't think too seriously of it, Marian” she said simply, as she pulled her sleeve down again. " It doesn't hurt me now."
" I will try to think quietly of it, my love, for your sake.— Well ! Well! And you told him all that Anne Catherick had said to you—all that you told me? "
" Yes, all.    He insisted on it—I was alone with him—I could conceal nothing.
" Did he say anything when you had done? "
 " He looked at me, and laughed to himself in a mocking, bitter way. “ I mean to have the rest out of you”, he said, ' do you hear?—the rest.' I declared to him solemnly that I had told him everything I knew. “Not you” he answered, ' you know more than you choose to tell. Won't you tell it? You shall! I'll wring it out of you at home if I can't wring it out of you here.' He led me away by a strange path through the plantation—a path where there was no hope of our meeting you —and he spoke no more till we came within sight of the house. Then he stopped again, and said, ' Will you take a second chance, if I give it to you? Will you think better of it, and tell me the rest? ' I could only repeat the same words I had spoken before. He cursed my obstinacy, and went on, and took me with him to the house. “ You can't deceive me” he said, ' you know more than you choose to tell. I'll have your secret out of you, and I'll have it out of that sister of yours as well. There shall be no more plotting and whispering between you. Neither you nor she shall see each other again till you have confessed the truth. I'll have you watched morning, noon, and night, till you confess the truth.' He was deaf to everything I could say. He took me straight upstairs into my own room. Fanny was sitting there, doing some work for me, and he instantly ordered her out. “ I'll take good care you're not mixed up in the conspiracy” he said. ' You shall leave this house to-day. If your mistress wants a maid, she shall have one of my choosing.' He pushed me into the room, and locked the door on me. He set that senseless woman to watch me outside, Marian ! He looked and spoke like a madman. You may hardly understand it—he did indeed."
" I do understand it, Laura. He is mad—mad with the terrors of a guilty conscience. Every word you have said makes me positively certain that when Anne Catherick left you yester​day you were on the eve of discovering a secret which might have been your vile husband's ruin, and he thinks you have. discovered it. Nothing you can say or do will quiet that guilty distrust, and convince his false nature of your truth. I don't say this, my love, to alarm you. I say it to open your eyes to your position, and to convince you of the urgent neces​sity of letting me act, as I best can, for your protection while the chance is our own. Count Fosco's interference has secured me access to you to-day, but he may withdraw that interference to-morrow. Sir Percival has already dismissed Fanny because she is a quick-witted girl, and devotedly attached to you, and has chosen a woman to take her place who cares nothing for your interests, and whose dull intelligence lowers her to the level of the watch-dog in the yard. It is impossible to say what violent measures he may take next, unless we make the most of our opportunities while we have them.”
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My eyes were on Laura's face while the message was being delivered. I had found her unaccountably quiet and composed on going into her room in the morning, and so she remained all through breakfast. Even when we were sitting together on the sofa in her room, waiting for Sir Percival, she still preserved her self-control.
“ Don't be afraid of me; Marian” was all she said; " I may forget myself with an old friend like Mr. Gilmore, or with a dear sister like you, but I will not forget myself with Sir Percival Glyde."
I looked at her, and listened to her in silent surprise. Through all the years of our close intimacy this passive force in her character had been hidden from me—hidden even from herself, till love found it, and suffering called it forth. 

"As the clock on the mantelpiece struck eleven Sir Percival knocked at the door and came in. There was suppressed anxiety and agitation in every line of his face. The dry, sharp cough, which teases him at most times, seemed to be troubling him more incessantly than ever. He sat down opposite to us at the table, and Laura remained by me. I looked attentively at them both, and he was the palest of the two.
He said a few unimportant words, with a visible effort to preserve his customary ease of manner. But his voice was not to be steadied, and the restless uneasiness in his eyes was not to be concealed. He must have felt this himself, for he stopped in the middle of a sentence, and gave up even the attempt to hide his embarrassment any longer.
There was just one moment of dead silence before Laura addressed him.
" I wish to speak to you, Sir Percival," she said, " on a subject that is very important to us both. My sister is here, because her presence helps me and gives me confidence. She has not suggested one word of what I am going to say—I speak from my own thoughts, not from hers. I am sure you will be kind enough to understand that before I go any farther? "
Sir Percival bowed. She had proceeded thus far, with per​fect outward tranquillity and perfect propriety of manner. She looked at him, and he looked at her. They seemed, at the outset, at least, resolved to understand one another plainly.
" I have heard from Marian," she went on, " that I have only to claim my release from our engagement to obtain that release from you. It was forbearing and generous on your part, Sir Percival, to send me such a message. It is only doing you justice to say that I am grateful for the offer, and I hope and believe that it is only doing myself justice to tell you that I decline to accept it."
His attentive face relaxed a little. But I saw one of his feet, softly, quietly, incessantly beating on the carpet under the table, and I felt that he was secretly as anxious as ever. 
" I have not forgotten," she said, " that you asked my father's permission before you honoured me with a proposal of marriage. Perhaps you have not forgotten either what I said when I consented to our engagement? I ventured to tell you that my father's influence and advice had mainly decided me to give you my promise. I was guided by my father, because I had always found him the truest of all advisers, the best and fondest of all protectors and friends. I have lost him now—I have only his memory to love, but my faith in that dear dead friend has never been shaken. I believe at this moment, as truly as I ever believed, that he knew what was best, and that his hopes and wishes ought to be my hopes and wishes too."
Her voice trembled for the first time. Her restless ringers stole their way into my lap, and held fast by one of my hands. There was another moment of silence, and then Sir Percival spoke.
" May I ask," he said, " if I have ever proved myself un​worthy of the trust which it has been hitherto my greatest honour and greatest happiness to possess? "
“I have found nothing in your conduct to blame”, she answered. " You have always treated me with the same delicacy and the same forbearance. You have deserved, my trust, and, what is of far more importance in my estimation, you have deserved my father's trust, out of which mine grew. You have given me no excuse, even if I had wanted to find one, for asking to be released from my pledge. What I have said so far has been spoken with the wish to acknowledge my whole obligation to you. My regard for that obligation, my regard for my father's memory, and my regard for my own promise, all forbid me to set the example, on my side, of withdrawing from our present position. The breaking of our engagement must be entirely your wish and your act, Sir Percival—not  mine.”
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"And may I say you do not know the North? " asked he, with an inexpressible gentleness in his tone, as he saw that he had really hurt her. She continued resolutely silent; yearning after the lovely haunts she had left far away in Hampshire, with a passionate longing that made her feel her voice would be unsteady and trembling if she spoke.

"At any rate, Mr. Thornton," said Mrs. Hale, "you will allow that Milton is a much more smoky, dirty town than you will ever meet with in the South."

"I'm afraid I must give up its cleanliness," said Mr. Thornton, with the quick, gleaming smile. "But we are bidden by Parliament to burn our own smoke; so I suppose, like good little children, we shall do as we are bid—some time."

“But I think you told me you had altered your chimneys so as to consume the smoke, did you not ? " asked Mr. Hale.

"Mine were altered by my own will, before Parliament meddled with the affair. It was an immediate outlay, but it repays me in the saving of coal. I'm not sure whether I should have done it, if I had waited until the Act was passed. At any rate, I should have waited to be informed against and fined, and given all the trouble in yielding that I legally could. But all laws which depend for their enforcement upon informers and fines, become inert from the odiousness of the machinery. I doubt if there has been a chimney in Milton informed against for five years past, although some are constantly sending out one-third of their coal in what is called here unparliamentary smoke.”

"I only know it is impossible to keep the muslin blinds clean here above a week together; and at Helstone we have had them up for a month or more, and they have not looked dirty at the end of that time. And as for hands—Margaret, how many times did you say you had washed your hands this morning before twelve o'clock? Three times, was it not? "

"Yes, mamma."

"You sееm to have a strong objection to Acts of Parlia​ment and all legislation affecting your mode of management down here at Milton," said Mr. Hale.

"Yes, I have; and many others have as well. And with justice, I think. The whole machinery—I don't mean the wood and iron machinery now—of the cotton trade is so new that it is no wonder if it does not work well in every part all at once. Seventy years ago what was it ? And now what is it not ? Raw, crude materials came together ; men of the same level, as regarded education and station, took suddenly the different positions of masters and men, owing to the mother-wit, as regarded opportunities and probabilities, which distinguished some, and made them far-seeing as to what great future lay concealed in that rude model of Sir Richard Arkwright's. The rapid development, of what might be called a new trade, gave those early masters enormous power of wealth and command. I don't mean merely over the workmen; I mean over purchasers—over the whole world's market. Why, I may give you, as an instance, an advertisement inserted not fifty years ago in a Milton paper, that so-and-so (one of the half-dozen calico-printers of the time) would close his warehouse at noon each day; therefore, that all purchasers must come before that hour. Fancy a man dictating in this manner the time when he would sell and when he would not sell. Now, I believe, if a good customer chose to come at midnight, I should get up, and stand hat in hand to receive his orders."
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"Why, he has tenants, and houses, and mills there; so, though he dislikes the place—too bustling for one of his habits—he is obliged to keep up some sort of connection; and he, tells me that he hears there is a good opening for a private tutor there."

"A private tutor! "said Margaret, looking scornful: " "What in the world do manufacturers want with the classics, or literature, or the accomplishments of a gentleman ? "

"Oh," said her father, “some of  them really seem to be fine fellows, conscious of their own deficiencies, which is  more than  many  a   man   at  Oxford   is.   Some want resolutely to learn, though they have come to man's estate.
 Some   want   their children to be better instructed than they themselves have  been.     At   any rate, there   is an
opening, as I have said, for a private tutor.    Mr. Bell has recommended me to a Mr. Thornton, a tenant of his, and
a very intelligent man, as far as I can judge from his letters. And in Milton, Margaret, I shall find a busy life, if not a happy one, and people and scenes so different that I shall never be reminded of Helstone."   

There was the secret motive, as Margaret knew from her own feelings. It would be different. Discordant as it was—with almost a detestation for all she had ever heard of the North of England, the manufacturers, the people, the wild and bleak country—there was this one recommendation —it would be different from Helstone, and could never remind them of that beloved place.

"When do we go?" asked   Margaret, after a  short silence.

"I do not know exactly. I wanted to talk it over with you. You see, your mother knows nothing about it yet: but I think, in a fortnight;—after my deed of resignation is sent in, I shall have no right to remain."

Margaret was almost stunned.

"In a fortnight!"

"No-no, not exactly to a day. Nothing is fixed," said her father, with anxious hesitation, as he noticed the filmy sorrow that came over her eyes, and the sudden change in her complexion. But she recovered herself immediately.

"Yes, papa, it had better be fixed soon and decidedly, as you say. Only mamma to know nothing about it! It is that that is the great perplexity."

"Poor Maria!" replied Mr. Hale tenderly. "Poor, poor Maria! Oh, if I were not married—if I were but myself in the world, how easy it would be! As it is—Margaret, I dare not tell her! "

"No," said Margaret sadly, "I will do it. Give me till to-morrow evening to choose my time. Oh, papa," cried she with sudden passionate entreaty," say—tell me it is a night​mare—a horrid dream—not the real waking truth! You cannot mean that you are really going to leave the Church— to give up Helstone—to be for ever separate from me, from mamma—led away by some delusion—some temptation ! You do not really mean it! "

Mr. Hale sat in rigid stillness while she spoke.

Then he looked her in the face, and said in a slow, hoarse, measured way—" I do mean it, Margaret. You must not deceive yourself into doubting the reality of my words—my fixed intention and resolve." He looked at her in the same steady, stony manner, for some moments after he had done speaking. She, too, gazed back with pleading eyes before she would believe that it was irrevocable. Then she arose and went, without another word or look, towards the door. As her fingers were on the handle he called her back. He was standing by the fireplace, shrunk and stooping; but as she came near he drew himself up to his full height, and, placing his hands on her head, he said, solemnly—

"The blessing of God be upon thee, my child!”
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 He looks like a person who would enjoy battling with every  adverse thing he could meet with—enemies, winds, or circumstances. The more it rains and blows, the more certain we are to have him. But I'll go and help Dixon. I'm getting to be a famous clear-starcher. And he won't want any amusement beyond talking to papa. Papa, I am really  longing to see the Pythias to your Damon. You know I never saw him but once, and then we were so puzzled to know what to say to each other that we did not get on par​ticularly well."

"I don't know that you would ever like him, or think him agreeable, Margaret. He is not a lady's man."

Margaret wreathed her throat in a scornful curve.

“I don't particularly admire ladies' men, papa. But Mr. Thornton comes here as your friend—as one who has appre​ciated you "------

"The only person in Milton," said Mrs. Hale.

"So we will give him a welcome, and some cocoa-nut cakes. Dixon will be nattered if we ask her to make some; and I will undertake to iron your caps, mamma."

Many a time that morning did Margaret wish Mr. Thorn​ton far enough away. She had planned other employments for herself; a letter to Edith, a good piece of Dante, a visit to the Higginses. But, instead, she ironed away, listening to Dixon's complaints, and only hoping that by an excess of sympathy she might prevent her from carrying the recital of her sorrows to Mrs. Hale. Every now and then, Margaret had to remind herself of her father's regard for Mr. Thornton, to subdue the irritation of weariness that was stealing over her, and bringing on one of the bad headaches to which she had lately become liable. She could hardly speak when she sat down at last, and told her mother that she was no longer Peggy the laundry-maid, but Margaret Hale the lady. She meant this speech for a little joke, and was vexed, enough with her busy tongue when she found her mother taking it seriously.

"Yes! if any one had told me, when I was Miss Beresford, and one of the belles of the county, that a child of
mine would have to stand half a day, in a little poky kitchen, working away like any servant, that we might prepare pro​perly for the reception of a tradesman, and that this trades​man should be the only "------

"Oh, mamma! " said Margaret, lifting herself up, "don't punish me so for a careless speech. I don't mind ironing, or any kind of work, for you and papa. I am myself a born and bred lady through it all, even though it comes to scour​ing a floor, or washing dishes. I am tired now, just for a little while; but in half-an-hour I shall be ready to do the same over again. And as to Mr. Thornton's being in trade, why he can't help that" now, poor fellow. I don't suppose his education would fit him for much else." Margaret lifted herself slowly up, and went to her own room; for just now she could not bear much more.

 In Mr. Thornton's house, at this very same time, a similar, yet different, scene was going on. A large-boned lady, long past middle age, sat at work in a grim handsomely-furnished dining-room. Her features, like her frame, were strong and massive, rather than heavy. Her face moved slowly from one decided expression to another equally decided. There was no great variety in her countenance; but those who looked at it once, generally looked at it again; even the passers-by in the street, half-turned their heads to gaze an instant longer at the firm, severe, dignified woman, who never gave way in street-courtesy, or paused in her straight-onward course to the clearly denned end which she proposed to herself.
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Mackinson's blood as soon as he ventured to show his nose out of his factory; and, he knowing nothing of it some one had to go and tell him, or he was a dead man; and it needed to be a woman—so I went.    And when I had got in, I could not get out. It was as much as my life was worth.    So I went up to the roof, where there were stones piled ready to drop on the heads of the crowd, if they tried to force the factory doors.    And I would have lifted those heavy stones, and dropped them with as good an aim as the beet man there, but that I fainted with the heat I had gone through. If you live in Milton, you must learn to have a brave heart, Miss Hale."

“I would do my best," said Margaret, rather pale. "I do not know whether I am brave or not till I am tried; but I am afraid I should be a coward."

" South country people are often frightened by what our Darkshire men and women only call living and struggling. But when you've been ten years among a people who are  always owing their betters a grudge, and only waiting for an opportunity to pay it off, you'll know whether you are a coward or not, take my word for it."

Mr. Thornton саmе that evening to Mr. Hale's. He was shown up into the drawing-room, where Mr. Hale was reading aloud to his wife and daughter.

" I am come partly to bring you a note from my mother, and partly to apologise for not keeping to my time yester​day. The note contains the address you asked for: Dr. Donaldson." 

"Thank you ! " said Margaret hastily, holding out her hand to take the note, for she did not wish her mother to hear that they had been making any inquiry about a doctor. She was pleased that Mr. Thornton seemed immediately to understand her feeling; he gave her the note without another word of explanation.

Mr. Hale began to talk about the strike. Mr. Thornton's face assumed a likeness to her mother's worst expression, which immediately repelled the watching Margaret.

"Yes; the fools will have a strike. Let them. It suits us well enough. But we gave them a chance. They think trade is flourishing as it was last year. We see the storm on the horizon and draw in our sails. But, because we don't explain our reasons, they won't believe we're acting reason​ably. We must give them line and letter for the way we choose to spend or save our money. Henderson tried a dodge with his men, out at Ashley, and failed. He rather wanted a strike; it would have suited his book well enough. So, when the men came to ask for the five per cent, they are claiming, he told 'em he'd think about it, and give them his answer on the pay day; knowing all the while what his answer would be, of course, but thinking he'd strengthen their conceit of their own way. However, they were too deep for him, and heard something about the bad prospects of trade. So in they came on the Friday, and drew back their claim, and now he's obliged to go on working. But we Milton masters have to-day sent in our decision. We won't advance a penny. We tell them we may have to lower wages; but can't afford to raise. So here we stand, waiting for their next attack."

"And what will that be? " asked Mr. Hale.

“I conjecture, a simultaneous strike. You will see Milton without smoke in a few days, I imagine, Miss Hale."

"But why," asked she, " could you not explain what good reason you had for expecting a bad trade ? I don't know whether I use the right words, but you will understand what I mean."

"Do you give your servants reasons for your expendi​ture, or your economy in the use of your own money ? We, the owners of capital, have a right to choose what we will do with it."

"A human right," said Margaret, very low.

"I beg you pardon, I did not hear what you said."

"I would rather not repeat it," said she; " it related to a feeling which I do not think you would share.”
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"How is Mr. Thornton?" asked Mr. Hale. "I was afraid he was not well, from his hurried note yesterday."

" My son is rarely ill; and when he is, he never speaks about it, or makes it an excuse for not doing anything. He told me he could not get leisure to read with you last night, sir. He regretted it, I am sure; he values the hours spent with you."

 "I am sure they are equally agreeable to me," said Mr. Hale. "It makes me feel young again to see his enjoyment and appreciation of all that is fine in classical literature."

"I have no doubt that classics are very desirable for people who have leisure. But, I confess, it was against my judgment that my son renewed his study of them. The time and place in which he lives, seem to me to require all his energy and attention. Classics may do very well for men who loiter away their lives in the country or in colleges; but Milton men ought to have their thoughts and powers absorbed in the work of to-day. At least, that is my opinion.” This last clause she gave out with "the pride that apes humility."

"But, surely, if the mind is too long directed to one object only, it will get stiff and rigid, and unable to take in many interests," said Margaret.

" I do not quite understand what you mean by a mind getting stiff and rigid. Nor do I admire those whirligig characters that are full of this thing to-day, to be utterly forgetful of it in their new interest to-morrow. Having many interests does not suit the life of a Milton manufac​turer. It is, or ought to be, enough for him to have one great desire, and to bring all the purposes of his life to bear on the fulfilment  of that."
"And that is------? " asked Mr. Hale.

Her sallow cheek flushed, and her eye lightened, as she answered—

"To hold and maintain a high, honourable place among the merchants of his country—the men of his town. Such a place my son has earned for himself. Go where you will—I don't say in England only, but in Europe—the name of John Thornton of Milton is known and respected amongst all men of business. Of course, it is unknown in the fashionable circles," she continued scornfully. "Idle gentlemen and ladies are not likely to know much of a Milton manu​facturer, unless he gets into Parliament, or marries a lord's daughter."

Both Mr. Hale and Margaret had an uneasy, ludicrous consciousness that they had never heard of this great name, until Mr. Bell had written them word that Mr. Thornton would be a good friend to have in Milton. The proud mother's world was not their world of Harley Street gen​tilities on the one hand, or country clergymen and Hamp​shire squires on the other. Margaret's face, in spite of all her endeavours to keep it simply listening in its expression, told the sensitive Mrs. Thornton this feeling of hers.

"You think you never heard of this wonderful son of mine, Miss Hale. You think I'm an old woman whose ideas are bounded by Milton, and whose own crow is the whitest ever seen."

" No," said Margaret, with some spirit. "If may be true that I was thinking I had hardly heard Mr. Thornton's name before I came to Milton. But since I have come here, I have heard enough to make me respect and admire him, and to feel how much justice and truth there is in what you have said of him."

"Who spoke to you of him?" asked Mrs. Thornton, a little mollified, yet jealous lest any one else's words should not have done him full justice.
Margaret hesitated before she replied. She did not like this authoritative questioning. Mr. Hale came in, as he thought, to the rescue.

