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Choice ILitevature.
MISUNDERSTOOD.

BY FLUR, \CE MONTGOMERY.

CHATICR XV,

Iumphrey passed the night partly in heavy sleep, and
partly in feverish restlessness,

His first inquiry in the morning was for Miles, and the
ncgtlkfor the gentlemen who were to help him to get well so
quick.

The latter he was told conld not arrive till eleven o'clock,
but Sir Everard went to fetch litde Mites, and, whispering to
him not to talk much or to stay long, he put the chird down,
and stayed by the door to wutch the meeting between the
two little brothers.

Milzs advanced rather timidly, the room was so dark and
everything looked s> strange. ~ But as soon as he distin-
guished his brother he 1an forward.

“ Humphic ' get up, get up. Why do you ‘ie t. crc and
look so white? "’

“I'm ill, Miles ! "'~ in a tone half plaiutive, half trium-
phaaot.

¢ Musta't be ill, Humphie—oh, don't be ill 1

“ You're often i1, Miles ; why shouldn’t I be ill some-
times?”

¢ Don't like it,” said the child, his eyes filling with
tears. ¢ Oh, Humphie, I wish we hadn’t tumimelled into
the pond 1™

At this moment Sir Everard was called away, and in
frrmed that the physicians had arrived frum London.

He found them in the dining roum talking uver the case
with the village doctor. and. after ordering them sume

- breakfast, he returned so prepare the little invalid (or their
arrival.

As he approached the room he wasalarmed to hear Hum-
phrey's voice taised, and still more, when little Miles, with
2 facc of terror came running out.

¢ Oh, Fardie, Fardic! wil' you come to Humphic?
He's crying so, and he wants you to come directly t*

¢ Crying so! Whzt is the mater with him2?"”

*¢ Oh, I don't know ! He began to cry and scream sv when
I said it!®

¢ Said what—~said what?”

 Obh, Fardie, I was telling him that I heard Virginic tell
so . onc he would be ‘boiteux’ all his life, and 1 unly
as :zd him what it meant!”

Vainly all night long had Sir Everard tried to frame a
sentence in which to convey the falal news.

Phrase after phrase had he rejected, because nothing
seemed to express half the love :mdl tenderness in which so
terrible an announcement should be ¢ othed. Words we ¢
so hard, so cold! They were sv weak to express what
he wanted—so vtterly inadequate to costain al} the pity,
all the yearning sympathy with which his Leart was over-
flowing !

And now, without any preparation, without any soften-
iog, the cruel blow had fallen !

For onc mument the father’s heart failed him, and he
{elt he could not face the boy, could art meet his question
ing gaze, could not with his own lips confirm the fatal
truth.  But there was no time for reflection. Humphrey's
{eeble voice calling him to come quickly caupht his ear,
and, in a dream, he advanced, and stood by .he bedside.

¢ Father ! ™ exclaimed the child {and how shall we ex-
ptess the tones of his voice, or cunvey an idea of the pit-
ful entreaty and nameless horror with which they rang?)
“itisn't true —is it? Obh, say it isn"t true ™

All the words of consolation and soothing died upon the
father’s lips, and his tongue secmed tied.

¢ She's always saying unkind things,” sobbed the child,
clinging to him ; **she oughtn't to—ought she 2 Youdon't
answer me, father ! Fa her, why don’t you tell me? Why
don't you say quick it’< not tzuc 2" And as his fear grew,
his voice faltered, and his grasp on his father tightened.
* Answer me—fathcr—why—don’t you—spe-n ? "

My poor child, my poor little fellox ! One more
strugple for the truth, in spitc of the failing voice, and the
sense of deadly sickness.

“Lift up your face, father. Let——me—sce—your—

T

What was there in the face that strack terror to his heart,
and brouaght coaviction thumping, up in great throbs, even
before the falteting words came ?

*¢ Supposing it should be true—what then {"

Ah ! what then ?  His dizzy brain refused 0 attach any
meaning to the words, 7 to liclp him to understand how
wmuch was contained in them.

The loud beating of his heart echoed them, his parched
lips strove to repeat them, and wildly he fought with his
failing scoscs, suaining cvery nerve to find an answer to
the question. In vain' Every pulsc in his throbbing
head scemed 20 take up the words and beat them 1nto his
brain ; the 2ir was alive with voices around him, and
voicesand pulses alike cried, * What then ?—what then? ™
But the question went unanswered, for Humphtey had
fainted away.

Sit Everard hastily summoned the doctors, . nd they did
all they could to restore him.

In a little while he showed sivns of coming to himsell,
end, to prevent his thoughts xcluminilo the subject which
had apitated him, they requested Sir Everard 10 remain out
of sight, and siationed themsclves closz to the bedside, so
that theirs shonld be the first figures that should attract his
attention,

As Homphrey slowly recovered consciousness he did not
indecd clearly remember on what his thoughts had been
dwelling, bat that there was something. in &is mind from
which he shrank, he was quite aware.

Waking in the moming to 4 sense of some sorrow which

us cte we slept, we intaitively feel there is

something amiss, though we are too confused to remem-
ber what it is ; and even while we wish to recall it we dread
to turn our thoughts that way, lest we should lose the
temporary peace into which for;i;clfulncss has plunged us.

In such a passive state would Humphrey have remained.
had not the doctors, to distract his thoughts, touched his
brow, and caused him to open his eyes.

Alas! they little knew trnc all-powerful association of the
place where he lay.

the doctors’ attempts to lead him into conversation ; but .in
that onc woment his glance had resred on his mouther’s pic-
ture, and at once his mind wandered back—not indeed to
the memor§ they dreaded, but to one which was scarcely
less painful.

We will follow his thoughts for a mument.

He is alone; all alone in the desolate apartment, in the
clused, uninhabited room | The twalight ia creeping shuwly
on, and the silence and cmpliness within and without him
can almost be felt.  Upstairs in the nursery Miles is dying
—perhaps already dead.  No one will help him, or be sorry
for him. And as the sensc of neglect and isolation steals
uver him unce ture, his breast heaves, and his lips muve .

““Mother, I want you back <o much. Every one is angry
with me and I amn so very miserable ! ™

No answer, nc sound.

“ Mother ! put your arms around me ! put my head on
your shoulder 1™

Not a word.

1t is only a picture after all.

Never to play with Miles any more ! No more games on
the staits, or in the passages! No, never more! For
Miles is dying, perhaps alteady dead. How happy the
Laby inthe pictare lovks! Can it really be him? Ob,
happy baby, always cluse to mother | always with her arms
rouvnd him, and her shoulder against his head. Oh, if he
could climb up into the baby's place. and stay there for
ever and ever! How could he get up to her? She isin
heaven. She got there by being ill and dying. Why
should he not get ill and die too 2 Miles is dying, mother
is dead—he would so like to die too. Butit'snouse. He
never is ill—not even a cold.  Miles caught cold going to
the pond—the ponl where the water ilies are. How
quict 5t was—huw cuol! How genily they dance upon the
water, those lovely water-lilies ! How the bird sang and
the rat splashed . . . Come up, Miles—it's as safe as
safe can be! . . . Stop! . . . Miles is dying—
how cuuld he come up?  Miles came into the roum, and
talked about the—jackdaw . . . wasn't it 7—the poor
lame jackdaw . . . Miles is dying . . . How
did hecumen? . . . Hop!hop! comes the jackdaw,
poor old fellow ! But what did Miles say about the jach.
daw ? DBoiteux! 3ut that’s not his name ; we always call
him Jack. Buite 4 means . « The jackdaw again !
Hop, hop, hecumes . . . He will never fly again—
never ! Poorold jackdaw ! . . . Isitreally true that
he will never fiy again? Itis oot trae. But supposing it
should be true, what then? . . . Boiteux! . ., .
Who is it kecps on asking me what ** boiteux™ means?
. . . Boiteux! “What then?™ Boiteux means jack-
daw—no, it means lame—no, it means crip—

Thie temporary oliivion is over, the unknown dread is
taking a tangible sh.pe, and recollection rushes over him,
bringing conviction with it.

But Hope, ever the last gift in the casket, faintly holds
out against certainty.

“ No! no !—not that { it can’t be that1”

But sumething beating in his heant beats hope down.
Mighty throbs, like the stzokes of 2 hamamer, beat it down,
down, crush it to nothing ; and a terrible sinking comes in
ite place. It is true—and in ar instant he realizes what its
being true will entail. i

As lightning, fRashing upon the path of the benighted
traveller, teveals to him for 2 moment the country lying
before him, illumining all its minutest details ; so thought,
flashing upon the futaie of the child, showed him for a mo-
ment all too vividly the life of crippled helplessness
stretching out before him~—the daily, houtly eross, which
muct be his forever !

Let cach onc try to conceive for himself the intensity of
such 2 moment to such a nature!

Let each one 1y to realize the thoughts which followed
cach othat in_hot haste through his brain, the confused
phantasmagoriz which swam_before him, fading away at
1ast, and lcaving only two distinet pictures—ibe jackdaw
hupping about in his cage, and litle lame Tom 1 the wik-
lage, sitting in his cripple’s chair.

He shrinks back in homar, his soul rises in Liathing ; he
pants and wildly throws himself about, with a hall-smo-
thered cry. . .

** Qh, gently, my datling ! you will burt yourself.”

Iti< his father’s voice, and he turns to him and clings
tightly. .

K I’ don't care—T1 don't care. I want to hart myself. 1
wani to dic. 1 don't want to live likethat {1 ¥ At the sight
of the physicians his excitement redosbled, and he clung
more tightly to his father.  *“*No! rno! Send them away !
They shan't look at me, they shan’t truch me.  They are
going to try and make me well, and 1 don't want to ga
well. I won't get weli?™

The doctors tetired, as their presence excited him so
much, and Sir Everard tricd to loosca the boy's coavulsive
graip vound his neck.

Homphrey was t2o exhansted to retain the pusition long ;
his hands relaxed their hold, and Sir Everard laid him back
on the pillow.

Once mere the soft face in the picture exercises its old in-

passionate vebellion.
* Father,” he entreated, in 2 whisper, * let me die!
Promise not to let them try and make me well again.”
Between surprisc and cmotion Sir Everard could not

marvelled to hear him speak of it.

He closed his eyes again directly, and took no notice of

fluence over him, and charms away, as of old, the it of

answer.  He thooght the idea of death would be both
strange and reougnart to so thooghtless = creatare ;-and he

“You'll promise, won't you, father? You know I
couldn’t live like that ! Let me go and live with mother
in heaven. See,” pointing to the picture, ** how happy I
was in her arms when I wasa baby, and 1 want to lie
there again so much 1 Just now, when I thought it was
stitl the night Miles was ill, before I knew 1 should never
walk or run any more, even then I wanted so to get ill
and die, that I might g;o to her, and § want it mure than
ever now. I thought then I could never get ill, because
I am so stiong ; but now T am ill, and su you'll let me die!
Promise not to try and make mne well 2

Three times Sir Everard strove to answer, and three times
his vuice failed him. He managed, however, to murmur
something which sounded like an affirmative, which satisfied
and quicted the child.

But much of the boy’s speech had been wkholly uninteth-
gible to him, and his allusions to his mother's picture espe-
cially puzzled him. Luoking upun the drawing room asa
closed room, he had no idea that the children ever pene-
traied into it, or that they knsw of tac existence of the
picture. And, laying his hand on the child’s head, said :
“* 1low did you know that was yuur mother, Humphrey 2"

The buy shut athim a glance ol such astunishment that Sir
Everard felt rebuked, and did not like to continue the con-
versation ; and the doctors, returning at that thoment, it
was not resumed,

This ime Humphrey made no resisiance, and the physi-
cians were able to make their examination.

Leaving the village docior by the bedside, Sir Everard «
led the W::r to the library, to hear their opinivn.

He hardly knew what he wisted, Hamphrey's horror
at his impending fate had made such an impression on Sir
Everard that he almost shrank from hearing the chiid would
recuves to such a hife as that.  And yet when the ducturs
tuld him his buy must dig, a tevulsivn of feching swept vves
him, and his rebellious heart cnied, ** Anything but that ¢ -

“Would it bz soon 2™ he triéd to ask.

*¢ It could not be far ofl,” they said.

*¢ Would the child suffzr2”

¢ They hoped not—they believed not ;
his hand and departed,

He followed them to the hall door, and waited with them
till their carriage came up.

It was a stil) summer’s morning when they came out upon
the steps, as if all pature were silently and breathlessly
awaiting the verdict. But as the doctors got into their
carriage a light brecze sprang up, causing the trees to sway
and rustle with a mournful sound, as if they knew the sen-
tence, and were conveymng it to the fields around,  Sir
Everaid stood watching them as they drove away—those
great court physicians, who, with all their fame and all
their learning, could do nothing for lus boy—noitung ¢

He listened to th= sighing of the wind, and watched the
trees bowing snournfully before it; and he wondered
vaguely what was the language of the winds and breczes,
and in what words nature was leaming his boy's fate.
It scemed to him that the breezes pursued the retreanng
doctors, and flung clouds of dust around them, as if taunt-
ing them with their inability to help ; and then, retumnirg
once more to the oaks and beeches, resumed their melan-
choly wail. Dreamily there recuried to his mind that an-
cient fable the childeen loved to hear; that story of the
olden time which tells how the winds wafted through the
trecs to the passer-by, the secret which had been whis-
pered into the bosom of the earth:

¢ List ! Mother Earth ; while no man hears,
* King Midas has got asses’ cars.”

And, as he cast one morc look at the carriage in the dis-
tance, before re entering the house, the mes:apres of the
breezes seemed to come into his head in the form of the
baby thymes he had so often heard the childien sing.

{ 7o éc continued.)

* and they wrung

THE COMMON SCHOOLS.

It is obvious that the infinite evils resulting from tke pre-
posed perversion of the great educating agency of the coun
try cannot be corrected by the supplementary apencies of
the Christian home, the Sabbath school, or the Church.
This follows, not only because the actwvities of the public
schools are universal, and that of 2lt the other agencics par-
tial, but chiefly because the Sabbath school and Church can-
not teach histury or science. and therefore cannot rectify it e
aau-Chuistizn histery and science taught by the public
schools. And if they could, a Chustian history and science
on the one hand cannot coalesce with and counteract an
atheistic history and science on the other. Poison and its
antidote together never constituie nutnious food.  Andatis
«imply madaess to attempt the universal distribution of
poison, on the ground that other parties are endcavouring o
furnish a paniial disizibution of an imperfect antid te.

It is greatly to be regretied that this tremendous question
has been obscured and belittled by being identified wath the
enitirely subordinate matter o1 readin s%uon pottions of the
King James version of the Bible in the public schools.
Another principal occasion of confusion on this subjeck 35
the unavoidable muteal pr. judice and misunderstanding that
prevails baiween the 1o great diclsions of our Chnstian
popalatian, the Romanist and the Protestant.  The protest
against the zcading of the Protestant ver-iun of Scripture
camc 1n the first instance {rom the Romansts.  Hence, in
the triangular conflict which ensued, between Protestants,
Romanists, and nfidels, Tany wntelligent Christians, on
both sidcs, mistook the stress of battle.  Every intelligent
Catholic ought to know by this time that all the cvangelical
churches are fundamentally at one wath him in essential
Christian doctzine.  Aud every antelligent Prctestant oucht
to know by this time, ia the light ol the tertiulz socialistic
revolutions which are threatened, that the danger 10 our
cuuntry in this 2ge is infinitely more from sceptitism than
from scpemtition. We have, Protesiant and Romanist
alike, 2 commoa exsential Chiistianity, abendantly sufficient
dor the purpose ol 1be pablic schools, aad 2l that .temaics
for specific indoctrinization may easily bcicf: to the Sadb-
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