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CHAPTER VIIL—1'M 50 GLAD 1S A LEAKY
BOAT.
( Continued.)

“ We won't drown,” said Miles encouraging-
ly. *Thave read Jots 'bout people drowning,
and 1 think ’iwas always their own fault. *"Twas
just ’cause they did not mind the ’rections they
should have minded, but lost their heads and
got fiightened. Whal you has todo, Polly, if
the boat does fill up, is on noaccount to scream,
nor throw up your arms, but turh round flat on
your back, then you'll flcat. I'd rather like to
float ; would not you ?"

“* No, indeed,” sobbed Polly,“ ! wouldn't
like it a bit.  I'm dreadful, dreedful frightened,
Miles, and I'msure I'll scream and theow up
my arms.”

“Qhdear!” said Miles, “whata pily you are
a girl.  Girls have noheads, not the jolliest bit
of heads.  Why, thisis 'bout the jolliest lark we
ever had, and there you are erying tike a haby.,
Well, if you're [rightened, we will turn hack.
I'il Jand you, Polly, and go out and get wreck-
ed all alone.”

“Yes, ¥ said Polly eagerly, “and I'll wateh
you from the shorc.  You can tie your pocket
handkerchief to afbit offa stick, and Il pretend
to sec it, and get you off. fand me quick,
Miles.”

“Yes," said- Miles; © 1 must stland up, I s'pose.
Now, then, how shall we turn her? Oht”
with a sudden start, his cager face gelting pale.
“t never thought of it, indeed, Dolly—never
once—hut—I can’t turn the boat !

“Why ?” asked Polly. “ O Miles! do stand
tp and hegin, sce how fast she is filling ™

“No, I won't stand up,” replied Miles;
“there’s no use in it.  We can't neither of us
turn the boat without oars. I never thought of
that.”

*Oh dear?” sabbed Tolly, “then we shall be
drowned."

** No, no,” said Miles, “we'll floata bit longer ;7
but he said these words gravely and with little
of his former mirth. He began Lo see that they
were in danger.

',I'l_lc hoat was filling fast, and the current was
bearing them to the mouth of the lake. Miles
had scise enough to know that if once it bore
them to the river they were really lost,

They ceased to talk to one another, and began
{o bale out the water faster than ever, not only
with their caps, but with their little cold hands.

In the presence of the real and imminent dan-
ger Polly’s tears dried on her round checks.
They knelt opposite te one anather, their hearts
heating fast.

Miles knew now that the hoat must go down
—that soon he must know what floating meant,
So near and so certaio, it no longer looked nice.

JYerhaps he too, as well as Pelly, might lose
his head and go down—.down under that cold
and ugly water. And there he and Polly woald
lie, and soon their hreath would stop, and they
would be—drowned !

Brought so close to him it was a very, very,
unpleasant word, he darcd net think what it

quite meant.

“Polly,” he said at last, “if 1 was you Id,
take ofl my shees.”

“Why ?” asked Polly.

**Cause you'd be lighter for flaating.’

1 Iwasn't good.” Suddenly a memory came back

“ And must I float?”

“Yes. We'll soon be in the water.”

Then they were silent again, neither of them
crying, but each getting cold and stiff with fear.

“ I think I've been hard on Miss Cecil,” said
Miles after a long pause.

No answer from Polly. Her eyes were fixed
on the fast filling boat, her little ired hands had
ceased to bale out the water.

Miles threw up his head, and began to gaze
at the evening star which had come out in the
winter sky.

It reminded him of his mother.

“ Begood, Miles,” he said to himself. *No,

to him, words he had forgotten recurred to him;
he gave a cry of joy. I know it now,” he said,
“Polly, T know why 1 failed, ’twas my own
strength—Polly—next time—-—"

Still Polly did not answer, for now the boat
was réally sinking ; slowly, slowly, with a bub-
bling noise it went down, and the water closed;
greedily over it.

Tor half an instant Polly found herself strug-
gling in the cold water, then she went down after
the boat. Miles had also disappeared.

CHAPTER IX.—A VERY WEAK WOMAN.

As the children sank there was a loud cry of
agony from the shore, and the next instant a
woman was seen tearing off her cloak and shoes
and plunging into the water.

This woman was Miss Cecil, the governess.
She was a tall woman, and it was in her power
to rescue Mites and Polly.

This was how matters stood.

The hoat, while nearing the mouth of the lake,
had been also drifting towards the opposite
shore,

1t went down, unperceived hy the children,
within a few feet of the shore.

The water where it went down was quite deep
cnough to drown Miles and Tolly, but Miss:
Cecil hoped that she could stand n it. Lver.
sitce Frank had Deen brought to her stifl and
cold, ever since Frauk had been drowned, she
had dreaded the water, but this was a moment
when the prejudices of a lifetime must give way ;
and she plunged in boldly, without even a fear. |

Polly was the first to rise ; she seized her by
her long hair and bore her to the shore.

But now came the real danger. Miles came
up further cut, beyond Miss Cecil’s depth. How
like Frank he looked with his white face gleam-
ing on the water! She must rcach him.  When'|
a chiid she hud learned to swim—twd bold
strokes and she was by his side. She stretched !
out her hand to him and tried to drag him to
shore, but his weight proved too much for her,’
and they sank together to the bottom.

But other and moe eflicient assistance was
close by—and Miles was rescued.  His life and
that of the brave woman wao had risked herlife:
fur his was spared. '

Yes, Miss Cecil was a brave woman.  In one.
supreme moment the faltering feeble nature had’
grown noble ; she had risked all for the sake of
another.  She had done this, too, at & time when
almost despair had taken possession of her,
when she felt that, having lost all influence over’
the children, she must resign her charge of
them,

But now everything was changed—changed
inwardly, at least; and her heart glowed as it!
had never glowed before. '
* * * * * *

-

“ Mother,” said Miles, when he came to him-
self; * Mother 1 know "—— !
Then he paused and locked around him.  He
was lying on Miss Ceeil’s bed in her quiet room, !
and his tather und the governess were bending
over him.  For a brief half instant he had fincied
himscif in his mother’s arms. o

“1 want mother,” he said, turning from Misst
Cecil with Jhis old dislike ; but then coms me-
mory back, and he closed his eyes with a look
of pain.

Poor little Miles! he was very ill, and he was
going- to be worse. The grief and passionate
excitement he had undergone for his mother had
weakened him, and he was much longer in the
water than Polly had been. Polly did not suffer
at all ; but before that night arrived fever, and
bad fever too, had set in with Miles.

« Don't have any stranger with h.m,” said Miss
Cecil when she heard this ; * I will take care of
him. I was always considered 2 good nurse.”

And so she proved. All through the bad ill-
ness that fillowed, she hardly left the boy's side -
—scarcely sleeping, scarcely eating, living only
for him. ~ Mr. Harleigh, the servants, the doc-
tors, all said she must break down, but she did
not ; on the contrary, her face had more life in
it than it ever had before.

"This was not to be wondered at—for the first
time in her existence she had an all-absorbing
interest.

But she had much to try her also—some sad
revelations to be opened up before her startled
eyes—through the mirror of a childs soul she
was to see herself, and the glimpse so obtained
was not pleasing. .

Miles in his deliium now really forgot his
mother's death ; he was always either wildly
calling on her to come to him, to hold his hand,
not to leave him ; or else imagining her there,
speaking to her—pouring out his complaints to

- her, unburdening the bitter sense of wrong that

filled his little breast to the loved one who always
helped and comforted him.

« Mother, I can’t obey Miss Cecil : " that was
his constant cry. “She does not understand
what a boy should do, mother—she is hard and
unkind ; she makes me feel so very wicked.
Mother, I can never loved Miss Cecil. Mother,
wny do you sit there without touching me ? "he
said, fixing his unconscious eyes full on the gov-
erness's face. “"Lisn’t a bit like you to sit there
so stif—I want you to stoop down—I want to
whisper to you—do you know, mother, that Miss
Cecil is a coward—she is, indeed, mother—she
was afraid of our dear little Jolly—she fetched
the cat, and got him eat up.”

Then, after 2 pause, with a loud Jaugh.

“Oh! do you know how she amuses hersel{ ?

(R

ain't it rum ? she plays hoop !

When Miles said this, Miss Cecil got up and
removed the old hoop, which she had put toget-
ner with twine, from its place round Frank's
picture ; and then going away into a distant
coner, she, who so seldom prayed, cried earn-
estly to God. '

“Teach me how to teach this little child,”
she said, “ for I am a very weak woman, Lord.”

One day, after praying in this way with great
fervor, she resumed her o!d place by Miles’
side.

He had been crying' most piteously for his
mother, and begging of her to put her hand on
his head.

At last in despair Miss Cecil ventured, though
with little hope of doing him good, to lay her
own soft fingers on his burning brow. To her
surprise, the troubled face relapsed into *a smile
of contentment, and he turned his eyes, eloquent
with love, towards her.

“ Ah ! that's right ; now I'll get a bit cool
perhaps. Mother, do let me kiss your nice, nice
hand.”

She lowered it to his lips, and he pressed them
on it fervently.

Irom that time, whenever Miss Cecil wanted
to quiet Miles, she laid her hand on his head.
‘The moment that soft hand—she had peculiarly
soft and beautiful hands—the moment it touched
him, he murmured happy words, and grew calm
and contented.

But one day things came to a crisis. The
boy was worse than he had been yut, and dark
and sad thoughts came fast inlo his poor litle
brain.

He went over and over agaia through the
scenes of the last few weeks. Now he was lying
on his mother's grave, telling her he could not
be good—he never could be good again—now



