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CHATER §,

Lattle Miles was teceibly disappointed to ind Ins confine-
ment upstairs would extend over the day of the dinner-
pauty, but there was no help for i1

The eventful Friday arrived, and Humphrey was on the
fidget all day. He paid constant visis 1o the dining roumn
and library, and even intruded into the kitchien; but he
could sce nothing in any of the preparatons going on which
at all differed from those usual,

* I suppose, for once they will cat like civilized people,”
he told Miles—after visit one hundred and fourth down.
stairs, in the vain hope of tinding sumething new. .

* Yes, just for a treat,” supgested httle Miles 5 and they
amused themselves for the next few hours by mmagining the
astonishment of the wild men at all the different things they
would see.

Sir Everard arrived late, and went straight up to Miles’
room. It so happened that he did not see Humphrey, as
he was under the hands of Virginie, in preparation for his
appearance n company ; and as several of the guests had
already arnved, Sir Everard had only just time to kiss
Miles, and to hurry off 10 his dressing room, from whence
he descended ta the library. So that the conversation of
the preceding week, and the children’s excitement over the
prospect of the aborigines, had entirely ¢scaped s mem-
ory, for want of the refreshing it would have been sure to
have received had he had time for a word with cithzr of his
little boys.

He was deep in politics with an old geatleman in a broad
cxpanse of satin waistcoat, and a general buzz of corversa-
ti0a was going on all over the room, when the libzury door
was flung open with a bounce, and Humphrey appeared 1n
the doorway.

Fresh from Virginie's improving hand, in velveteen
clothes, white waistcoat and lght blue tie, with his brown
hair biushed back from his brght face, and his eyes spark-
ling with excitement, he lovked like a being of another
sphere, among the rusty old gentlemen congregated in the
room.

Mony of them turned round to look at the pretty boy,
and more than one held oot a haund of grecting.

But, to Sir Everard's annoyance, Humphrey, whose
manners were usually perfect, touk not the sligutest notice
of any of tt se overtures.

He'stoo at the door as ifspell bound, gazing around him
with an expression of intense surprise, wonder and disap-
pointment.

*“ Humphrey,” said Sir Everard, * why don't you come
and say ¢ How do you do?’ to these gentlemen 2™

“ Father,” exclaimed the boy, ina clear treble voice,
that ;s‘as heatd all over the room, ** where are the wald
men?”

The ghastl, truth flashed across St Everard’s mind, as
the boy asked the question.  The tecollectica of the chil-
dien’s conversation with their uncle came back to him, and
he was at his wits’ end.

“\Vild mer, Humphrey 2 * he said, with a sickly smile,
* what are you dreaming about? Therc are no wild men
bete.”

“ You know what I mecan, father,” the child answered,
in the same clear voice, making his way straight across the
room to Sir Everard; ‘¢ the wild men of the woods, that
you and Uunecle Charlic wese talking about last Satwsrday,
and who you said you were going to have todinner.  There
were two long words, and the one 1 mean—means wild
men. It was a very long word, the a—abo—"

¢ Constitacnts ?** gasped the baronet

Fortunate Iy for Sir Everard’s seat in parhament, the two
long words, heard for the first time that Saturday, had con-
fused themselves in the boy's mind, and he answered **1
suppose it was— but 1 thought it begsn withan *a.’”

“And you thought *consiluents’ mcant *wild men'?

pursued his father, cagarly following up his advantage,

while the guests laughed. **Why did you not ask me,
or look it out in the dictionary 2 Thuugh, tu e sure,”
concluded the baronct, appeahing tothe bystanders, ** 1 don't
know that it would have been easy to make it clear toa
child of seven.”

** No, indeed,” answered onc or two.

“ But why should he think it mecant wild men 2™ asked
anotber, laughingly.

“ A child’s natural Jove of the extraordinary, I suppose,”
answered Sir Everard, ** the unknown is always the mar.
vellous, and ignorance is always the most casily deceived.”

He hardly knew if he was talking sense or not ; he oniy
felt he must provide an avswer of same kind, and having
silenced his questioner, he breathed frecly 2gaia.  But there
was an only half-satisfied expression on Humphirey's face
which alarmed his father ; and dieading that he should cast
his thoughts back, and by raking up snmething clse that
been sail on that fatal occasion furnish 1o the assembiled
gucests the ¢lue 1o ke conversauion, he drew the boy to hum,
and told him he had better run back to his brother.

It still wanted five minutes 10 dinner 3 and he {clt there
was no peace of mind for him, aslong as Humphrcy re-
mained in the room.

As if to atone for hix untesemonious entry, Humphrey
scemed determinad that his cxit shotld be more in accor-
dance with the tules of socicty , fu1 he aivanced tn the fat
gentleman next his father, and holding out his Land wished
him ** good mght ™, then, proceeding to the next in order,
he did likewise.

* I3 he gowng 1o shake bands wath cvery single one 2™
thought Sit Everatd, 1n despair, as his cyes wandeied from
one 10 anather of his twonly guests, dispersed all over the
library.

Thete coald be no doubt about it.  FPatieatly and me-
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thodically Humphrey went through his task. Not one war
overlooked-—nut one was left out.

No matter o one was standing apatt, at the other end of
the roota, another deep in a volume of prints, and two
mate {de-d-Lete 1 a political discussion, Humphiay thought
nothung of pursuing the hirst, rousing the second, and dis-
turbing the others.  The inevitable *“ good-night ** rang out
all down the room, and the incvitable little palin was out-
stretched,

Sie Everard ever afterward lovked back to those slow
moments of torture, as (o a sort of hideous nightmare, Each
minute was laden with anxiety, each new handshaking
fraughit with danger, cach conversation that a guest opened
with the chald, a {resh svutee of fear.

Interminable mowents!  The hands of the clock secemed
as i they would never muve, the gong seemed as if it would
never sound and he sivud in despair, watching the little
figure pursming us iumphant progress dowa the room, and
hstemany to the paineazing tones in which one aad theother
tallied the boy on his wmistake

“So you thought you were going tosee a lot of wild
men, young gentlemans ™

S Uncle Chaslie told me so,” was the answer.

Sir Everard fidpet~d from one leg to the other.  (** Only
thirteen more,” he observed to himeelf,)

“And you're quite disappointed?’ said the next one,
laughing,

“*Ves,” said Humphrey ; *“ there isn't much tosceinalot
of gentlemen 1n black coais.”

£ Only twelve now,” reflected the batonet.)

¢ It was a joke of uncle », 1 suppose,” said a paterfamilias,
in a consoling tone—and Sir LEverard beat the ground ner
veusly with tas foot.

“A very stupid joke,' smd Humphrey, with which
oninton lus father fervently agreed.

It ended at irst. The gong suunded, the last ** good
night ”’ was said, and with an indescribable sense of relief
Sir Everard saw the httle figure disappear.  But he did not
recover himself all the evening. It was remarked that he
was silent and abstracted during the dinner, and the guests
shook their heads, and observed that he had never got over
his wife’s death. e was truly thankful when the panty
broke up and the strain was over.

He could not pass the bedroom nursery without taking a
look at Miles., He was sleeping peacefully, but various
sounds, as if of sobbing, came from the other little bed.

Sir Everard l1aid his hand on the sheet, but it was held
tight, and the curly head hidden beneath it. ‘¢ Why,
Humphrey, my little man, what is the matter?”

Very inarticulate sounds succeeded, but by dint of great
patience, the baronet disunguished among the sobs tha,
¢ he was afraid Uacle Charlie would go to hell, for tclhng
such a dreadful story, and he couldn't bear to theak of it !

CHAI'TER V1.

Virginic waylaid Sir Everard on his way down to break-
fast next morning, to beg himn to speak ‘o Humphrey on
the subject of leading Mles snto mischief.

The barenet acquiesced witha sigh. It was a job he
panticularly dishksd. In the short time he was able 10 be
with his children, he enjoyed secing them all Jife and happi-
ness ; and he hated to bring a cloud over their bright faces.

Hamphrev was hanging out of the witdow when lus
father went into the dining rrom, and Sir Everard was half
afraid of calling him away, for fear of startling him, and
causing him to {all out ; hut at the sound of his father’s foot-
steps, the boy drew himselfin and bounded toward him.

*¢ Why did you not come and help me to dress this morn-
ing ? " said Sir Everard, as he kissed him,

flumpircy looked rather bored.  ** Virginie wouldn't let
me."” he answered ; ¢ she thought it would be 2 good pumish-
ment.”

Here was an opening ! Sir Everard felt he ought not to
lct it slip.

« Panishment ! said he, teying to loo
am sorry to hear you deseive pumshin,,
have yot been dang 2™

Humphtey looked up 0 the caling, down to the ground,
and all round the room.  *“I can’t temember what it was,
father!™

Sir Everard tricd hard not to emile.  ** What is the usc
of scolding such a boy,"” thought he; ““a child vho does
not cven remember for what ofience he s suffering 2”

** Swp a autuie 1" criel Humphrey, who was still in 20
attude of reflection, **perhaps 1 shall remember pre-
sently.”

1 13 ran over his recent misdemeancurs ia his head, check-
g them off with his fingers, and his father, secing it was
likely to be a long job, sat down to breakfast.

*Well, Humphrey ! he questioned, after a pause,
* have you remembered 2"

“ No, 1 can’t,” answered the boy. * but I'm sute Virginie
will, Shall I run up and ask her 2"

Sir Everard was amused, bat a hiile provoked. It
scemed surb 3 hopeless 13k ever 1o make an impression
upun Humphrey.  Bat he only said, ** Mo, you nced not do
that ; 1 think 1 cantcll you 2 litle about it.  Come and sit
down here.’

sir Everard turned the tap of the urm, and put on the
longest face hic could think of. *‘ I am sorry to hicar from
Virganee,” hie began, looking full at Humphicy, 30 as 10
make sute he was gamg his atlention, *“that you have

s solemn; **1
Why, what

He stupped i despair, for Humphrey's eyes had wan-
dezcd to the tap, and his mind was intent on the tunning
water.

** Are you listening to me, Humphrey2 ¥

“Take care ' was all Hlumphrey’s answer, Jummng up
from his chaiwr, and clapping his hands; **turn 1t oft}
quick *lork ook ! father ! °

There was 1o help for it, Sir Everard had to break off his
discgurse and artend to the water, which was runming all
over the tahle and 1he boy’s laughter was 3o infectious that
he jowned heartily in it.

¢ Xt served you quite right, father,” said Humphrey, “for
not letting me tuin on the tap.  You kaow quite \vcﬁ Miles
and I always take turns to doit.  Oh! I wish it would
happen agatn 1" And at the recollection, the merry laugh
broke out once more.

But the mention of the little prisoner upstaits recalled
Sir Everard to a sense of his duty, for Miles was suffering
for his brother’s thoughtlessness. * So he gave Humphrey a
fong lecture on leading his brother astray and threatened
him with the continual espionage of Virginie in the garden
if he had any wore complaints of the kmb.

Humphrey sat looking very 1aournful while the discourse
lasted, and was vehewnent in his promises that it should
never happen again,

* Till next time, i suppose,” said the baronet, faughing ,
and then be gave him some bread and honey and took up
the newspaper,

He felt zather proud of the effect he had pruduced, for
Humphrey ate his bread and honey in Silence, and seemed
very, ll\ouFl\lful. .

“ Boys' will not attend 10 the maids,” he reflected ;
*there 1s nothing like the authority of a par.ntafier all.”

In about five minutes, Humphsey's meditations came to
a close.

** Father 1"

* What, my boy,” said Sir Everard, putting down P
paper, in anticipation of some penitent specch, and mei-
tally saying, ** 1 did not mean him to take it so much to
heast, poor child 1"

¢ 1f vou had lived in the times of the Wazs of the Roses,
which side would you have taken?”

Sir Everard was rather taken aback. In the first place,
because it was rather a shock to his fechings to find, after
all, how lirntle impression he had made ; ani\in the secund,
he was by no means so famihar with that part of histury as
to be able to give his opinior in a husry, He would not,
however, lower himself in t} 2 boy’s esumation by allowing
his isynorance.

**Wars of the Roses,” he repeated, to gai: a little time
for reflection ; ** have you heen learning a great deal about
them lately 7

““Yes,” said Hlumphrey, with a sigh; ** Virginie scems
very fond of them., Isit true that un!:ss I remember allthe
battles of the Wars of the Roses, I shall never be able togo
into patliamem 2"

** Docs Virginie say so ? " inquired Sir Everard.

¢ Yes,” said Humphrey. ¢ Shesays, of course all the
members of parliament know the names at the tips of their
fingess and could say them in order; and which were won
by Yorkists and which by Lancastrians.” |

Sir Everard felt very thankful that he held his seat on
less frail a tenure, and sincerely hoped his son was not going
to put him to the test. Vain hope!

e l' suppose, of course, father, you covld say them right

?’

¢ It's almost a pity to stay indoots such a fine day,” said
the baronet, hastily ; **suppose you get your hatand runout
in the garden.”

VYorkists and Lancastrians at once vanished from Hum-
phrey's head, and he was off.  But when be was grone, Sir
Everard took down a volume of English History, and studied
it for the rest of the morning,

After luncheon, Sir Everard proposed to take Humphrey
out riding.

Little Miles looked very disconsolate when the horses
came to the door, and he found himself condemned to a soh-
tary afternoon, but scemed somewhat cheered by a long.
whispered confabulation that his brother had with him be-
forc starting,

At three o'clock Sir Everard and Humphrey mounted,
and as they went along the road, the following conversation
took place:

“\Vill you pass through the town, father; because I've
got some shopping todo 2"

< Shopping ! why what do you want to buy?”

“ It's such a very great secret, that I don't think I can
tell you. But perhaps you can keep a sceret2”'

“Yes, I think I may promise to keep it.”

4\Well, then, I'll tell you. It'sa birthday present for
you. And what would you like? But you must promise
not to t=ll any one.”

** No one shall know ; but I think I would rather you
choose for me; what you like, I skall like.”

“1Well, now, I don't think you would. You sece, 1
should like a pop-gun, or some nine-pins. Now you would
not catc fut either of those, would you?”

Sir Everard admitted that he was getting a little old for
these amusements.

1 thought so ! pnrsued Humphrey, delighted with his
own discrimination, ‘‘and that's what makes it 0 difficult.
You've got a watch and a thermometcr, and all the other
things grown-up men have, so it is very puzaling.”

**'But, my dear child, all the things you mention are very
expensive, far beyond your little mieans, 1 should think.
Why, how much moncy have you got2 ™

“Well ! that’s just the awkward parts I have not got
any! But I thought perhaps you weuldn't mind giviog me
some, as it is for your own birthday preseat.”

Sir Evcrard laughed.

* Rather an expensive way of having birthday presents.”

I don’t think 1t will be very expensive,” said the prac-
tical Humphrey ; ¢ but ol coutse it depends on what 1 buy.
Haie is the shop, father; please stol: ?

They pulled up before onc of those little nondescript
shops 1o be found i every small country town.

{ Zo be cortistuced. }

Dx. Gorp, of Edinbargh. preached or Sabbath at the
opening of the new Newark Chuich, Pot Glasgow, which
has beea erccted at the corner of Brown and Jean Strects
at a cast of $20,000. .

THE Atchbithop of Canterbory receives $250 a day, the
Archbishop of Yoik $165; and yet Bishop Kyle declares
that the order to which he belonps finds it very bazd to

**1 give it up,” he said to himsclf; **it's no use in trying
10 malkie an impression on anything so volatile,”

make both endsmeet !



