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CHAPTER 11, Continued

Even as © wnte, 1 see nsing trom the darkness before me
a vision ol a mother and a cindd. | sce the soft eyes meet-
¢ ng those of the hitle listener on the stoul at her knee. 1
s ct the carnestness pervading every hnc ot the beauttlul
face. Ualmost hear the tones of the gentle voice, which,
while reducing the mystencs of divine truih to the level of
the baby comprehenston, carry with them the unnustakable
impress of her own behief in the things of which she is tell-
ing s the certuinty that the luve and trust she is describing
are no mere abstract truths 10 her, but that they are life of
her life, and breath of her breath ¢

And I sce the child’s eyes glow and expand under her
earnestness, as the httle mind catches a refraction of her
enthusiasm. Is tlus 2 picture or a reabity 2 Have I brought
up to any ong a dimly-remembered vision? Or is 1t purely
idealistic and fanciful ?

I do not know; but cver as 1 gaze the
nielted into the darkaess from which 1 conjure
see it no more!

¢ Bays, " sounded Sir Lverard's voice at the bottom of
the nursery stairs, ** your uncte and 1 are going out for
a walk, No ouc need came with us who would rather not.”

There could be but onc answer to such an appeal, and a
rush and scamper ensued.

It was the usual Sunday aficrnoon routine, the stables
aod the farm, and thien across the meaduws to nspect the
hay ricks, and through the corn-fields to a certain Jate that
commanded the finest view onthe estate.

“If only this weather lasts another fortmght,” said Sic
Evardrd, as his eves wandered over golden fields, ** I think
we shall havea good harvest, eh, Charlie 2"

**I am sure we shall,” came f{rom Humphiey, who
always had an opinion on every subject, and never lost an
opportunity of obtruding it on public atteation; ** We
shall have’such a.lot of ccra we shan’t know what to do
with it.”

¢ \Well, I have never found that to be the case yet." said
his father ; ¢ but if the first part of your prediction prove
true, we shall bave a harvest home and a dance, and you
and Miles shall lead off, ¢ Up the middic and down again,’
with the pretuest little gurls you czn find in the village.”

“I know who [ shall dance wuh,” sud Humphrey,
balancing himseif on the top of the gate, ** but she's not 2
little gzl she's quate old, nearly twenty, I dare say, and she’s
;wt p_n}:’u'); cither, I don't care to dance withlittle gitls, it’s

- wish,

*\Who 1s the happy lady, Humphrey 2™ asked Uncle
Charlie.

* Sheis not  lady at all,” said Humphrey, indignantly,
¢she’s Dolly, the laundry maid, and wears patiens and
torncd-up sleeves, and her arms are as red as her checks.
Dolly’s not the least like a lady.”

s {lxccpt on Sundays,” put mn little Miles, * because
then she'’s got her sleeves down and is very smart. I saw
Da.ty going to church this morming, with boots all covered
wih little white buttons.”

¢ That does not make her a lady,” said the elder boy
contemptuously. ‘It is no use trying to explain to you,
Miles. what a lady is, because you never sce any,”

4 Not Mrs. Jenes, the steward’s wife? ™ suggested
Mils,dﬁxnidl)', and feeling he was treading on dangerous

tound.
§ * No,"” said Humphreey, *‘she’s not a real lady, not what
Iallalady. You see, Miles,” headded, sinking his voice,
and drawing searer to his brother, so that he might not be
overheard, *¢ I shall never be able 1o make you understand,
because you can't remember mother.”

*¢No,” said poor little Miles, meekly, * I suppose not.™

‘Thisargument was, as he knew by experience, conclusive,
and he was always completely silenced by it L4

“ And who wiil my little Miles choose for a partner?”
bl:pkxc 'i,n Sir Everard ; **it must be some very small gitl, 1
think.

*¢ 1 should like the little gul at the lodge, please, father,
because she’s the very only little gt I know who s smaller
than me.”

$* Very well 5 thea you are both provided.  Charlis, you
must come down to the Harmvest Home, 2nd sec * Upthe
middle and down again ; Homphrcy sirugghing with his
substantial partner, and Miles brinmog up the rear with
the *very only lutle gl he knows who is smalles than
him.'"” The father’s cye resied smiling on his two children
as he pictuted the sight to himself. .

* And whea may it be2* asked Humphrey.  Fatker,
please scttle 2 day for the harvest 10 begin.”

¢ When the yellow corn is almost brown, yoa may seitle
aday for the hatvest,” a.swered the father. “ Thave a reap
ing-machine this year, and i wall soon be cut when once

icture has
i, and 1

th in.”

J mﬂl come every day o these ficlds, and see how it is
gettiog on,” said Miles . .

¢ 1 know a much quicker way,” said Humphrey, jompiag
down from the gate, and pulling ap scveral cars of com by
the roots.

*¢ 1 shall have them ap in the nurseny, and see them ripen
every day.” . .

** Why, you foolish boy,” said his father, * you have
picked them too sang, they will acyer ripen now.”
Hamphiey look o ruefully at his cars of cumn.

forgot,” said he. . .
*They will never ripen oow,” repeated little Miles,
sorrowfully
*¢ Never mind, Miles,” mid Hemphrey, 1 will plant
them in the suaniet! part of oo own garden, where the soil
is mmdch better than here, asd where, I date say, they will
oa much finer and betterthan il they had been left to
tipen with the rest.  Perhaps they will thank e some day

1 quite

for having pulled them out of the rough ficld, and planted
them in such a more beautiful place,”

¢ Perhaps they will,” breathed little Miles, clasping his
liands with pleasure at the {dea.

Miles was leaning against the gate, looking up admiring.
ly at his brother, and Humphrey war.sitting on the topraost
bar, with.the earsof corn in his hand.

¢ Let usgo,” said Sir Everard, suddenly ; ‘it is intense-
ly hot here, and [ am longing to get under those limes in
the next field,”

The boys climbed over the gate, and ran on to the indi-
cated spot, followed more leisurely by their elders,

Sit Everard and Uncle Charlie threw themsclves down ot
the grass in the shade, and the children, scating themselves
Ly their father, begged for a story.

¢ Sailors are the men for stories,”” was his answer; ¢ you
had better ask your uncle.”

Uccle Charlie proved a charming story-teller. e told
them of sharks and crocodiles, of boar-hunting, and of won-
derful adventures by land and sca.

The children hung on his every word.

. The shadows grew long and the sun began to sink over
the curnficlls, and still they were absorbed in listening,
and their father in watching their sparkling eyesand varying
countenances,

** Cume," said Sir Everard at last, jumping up, *“ no more
stortes, or we shall be here all night. It is past six, and
Virginic will be wondering what has become of us."

¢*Oh ! said Humphrey, drasing a long bLreath, as he
descended from those heights of wonder to the trifling de.”
tails of every day life, recalled by the mention of Virginie,
‘‘how delicious it has been! I hope, father, you will Jet
me be a sailor when I growup 2" :

*Well, 1 don't think that will exactly be your voca-
tion,” "answered Sir Everard : ¢* but there is plenty of time
before you.”

¢ Me, t00," said little Miles ; “ Iwant to be a sailortoo.”

*Y.u, my darling,” s2id Sir Everard, fondly ; ‘* no, not
you; I couldn't spare you, roy sweet little fellow.”

And he stoaped, as he spoke, to kiss the litlle face that
was uplifted so pleadingly to his, the lips that were always
so ready to respond to iis caresses.

Humphrey kad turned away his head, and was gazing in.
tently at his ears of corn.

“Is he jealous, I wonder?2" thought Uncle Charlie,
peering at the little face under the straw bat, and weaderin
whether it was 3 tear he saw chining among the long d:ug
cyclashes.

But before he could make up his mind that it was so, the
child’s eyes were sparkling with excitement over a curious
creature with a thousand legs, which had crawled oat of the
corn in his hand.

‘¢ And now jump up, bays, and come bome.” Sir Ever-
ard, as he spoke, picked up his cane, and, taking his bro.
ther-in-law's aim, walked slowlyon. *“We shall have all
these feats rcFroduc:d, Charlie, of that I am quite sure. Vir-
ginie has a nice time before her.”

There was very little tea caten that evening, the children
were in such a%nrxy to get down again 1o the delectadble
anccdotes.

But Sir Everard took alarm at Miles’ Sashed checks and
bright cyes, and would allow no more exciting storiesso close
upon bed-time.

““Will you finishabout the crocodile to-morrow ? ” asked
Humphtey, creeping up his uncle’s leg, as he came to wish
him good-night.

‘“ To-morrow I go, my boy,” ke answered.

“ Going to-morrow !’ said Humphrey.
short visit 1"

““What a very short visit1” cchoed Miles, who always
thought it incumbeat on him to say the same thing as his
brother.

1 will pay you 2 looger visit next time,” s2id Uncle
Chatlie, as he kissed the two little faces.

“But when will next time be 2™ persisted Humphrey.

‘*Yes ! when will next time be ™™ «peated Miles.

‘“Ah!whenindeed?” said1 . Charlie.

¢ CHAPTER 111,

T have got s0 many plans in my head that I think I shall
bursy,"” said Humphrey to Miles the next moming, as they
stood on the door-steps, watching the dog-cart vanishing in
the distance, on its way to the station with their father
and uncle. *'Some of the things Uncle Chaslic was tell.
ing us about would be quitc casy for us to do. You
wouldn't be afraid, I suppose, to climb up the big tree
overhanging the pond where the water-lilies are 2

4No," said Miles, rather doubtfully, ** not if you went on
first and gave meyour hand; but that tree is 2 long way off—
wouldn't onc of the trees in the orchard do 2"

*Ob, no! it wouldn't be half the fan. Don't you re-
member the man in the story crawied along the branch thag
stretched over the water? Well, this tree has a branch
hanging right over the poad ; and T want to crawl along it
Tike he ¢id.”

¢« Hadnt we better ask Virginieif we may go all that way
alone 2" suppested Miles, in the vain hope of putting of the
cvil moment.

Humphrcy, however, Gid ot sce the force of this azu-
ment, a0d so they 2arted off,

It was a very hot day, and alter they had got out of the
farm-yard there was nosbadeatall,

Humphrey skipped throagh the meadows and over the
gates,” aud Miles follow=d him 25 qaickly as ke corld, bt
the son was very hot on his head, and he soon pot
wearied and fell back. .

Humphrey did aot perceive how hnguid’?‘ his litle
brother was following him, till a faint ery from behind
rearhed him.

** Humphie, please stop : I can't keep uplo you.”

snstantly he ran back,

* ’m 30 tited, Humphie, and 50 bot, shall we gohiome?™

“What a very

**Go home ! why -we are close to the poad now. Look
AMiles, tis only actoss that meadorw, and the combeld be-

youd

Miles followed the direction of his brother's finper, and his
cye rested rucfully on the expanse lying belore him, where
the sun was scorching up everything.

** 1'il try, Humphie," he said, resignedly.

*T'll tell you what 1" cxclnimed Humphrey, ** I'll carry

1,

Miles felt a little nervous at the prospect, but did not like
toobject,

¢t Just get over that gate,” continued Humphrey, *fand
then I'll carry you across the ficld, and we'll soon be by the
pond, where it will be as cool as possible.”

Over the gate they scrambled, and then the elder oy dis-
posed himself to také his little brother 1n his arms,  How
shall T describe the intense discomtort of the circumstances
under which Miles now found himself !

On- oi Humphrey's arms was 50 uﬁhuy round his neck
that he almost felt as if he were cho an. and the hand
of the otker grasped one of his leg,s with a gripe which
amountcd aloost to pain ; and s£6// thete was a feeling of
insecurity about his position which, already very strong
while Humphrey was standing still, did not diminish when
hebegan to move.

Humphrey started with a 1=, bLut his speed soon
slackened, and grave doubts began to arise even in his
own mind as to the accomplishment of the task he had
endertaken.

However, hestaggered on.  But when presi. = hislong.
suffering load began to show signs of slipping, Hum{)hrcy
tightened his prasp to such a depree that Miles, whotill now
had endured ip silence, could endure no longer, and he
uttered a faint cry for mercy.

At the same moment Humphrey caught his foot i 2
rabbit hole, and both boys rolled over together. Peals,
of laughter from Ilumphrey followed the catastrophe, but
Miles did not quite enter into the spit of the joke., He
was hot and tired, poor little fellow, and began 0 im-
plore his brother to take him under the neighbouring hedge
torest.

: Humphrey readily consented, and led him out of the bak-
ng sun.

% Perhaps we had better give it up,” said he, sighing, as
he satdown by Milesin the shade, ¢ and try again in the cool
of the evening, Youcould do it, couldn’t you, ifit were not
for the heat?”

‘4Oh, yes,"” said Miles ea erly.  Witha respitein viev-he
was veady to agree to anything.

“Very well,” said Humphrey, * then we'll give it up
and come again this evening after tea. I declare,”
he added, suddenly breaking off, *‘there’s 2 mushroom
out there.”

He was off in = moment, and returned in triumph,
* Isn't it a lovely one, Miles? How fresh it smells and
how ;beautiful it peels. I father were at home we'd
have had it cooked for his dinner, he is so fond of mush.
rooms.’

It wouldn’t kecp good till Friday, I suppose, for the

wild men's dinner party ? * enquired Miles.
* % One would be no use,” answered Humphrey, * but
we might come here some morning and get a lot if we
brought a basket. Il tell you what, we'll get up guste,
guite catly to-morrow, and come and have a regular mush-
room hunt. Won't it befun?”

“1'm afmid. Virginic would not be awake to dress me,”
observed Miles.

*Oh, never mind Virginie 1 " s2id Humphrey, ¢ 1'll
dress yoo, Miles; I don't think Virginie would care to
get up so carly, and it would be a pity to wake bher,
poor thing! She goes to bed late, and is 5o tired in the
morning.

¢ So she is, poor tiing1” said Miles,

. **Apd besides you know,” ceatinued Humphrey, «‘she
clways thinks something dreadful will happen 1f she doesn't
come with us, and it would be a pity to frighten her for
zothing.”

“So it would; a great pity,” vepeated Miles, ** But
what's that noise, Humphic? Isita cock crowing or =
boll rearing?”

Both children listened.

There was many 2 sound to be heard round atosot on that
summes morning ; the buzzing of bees 25 they flitted
about among the clover, the chirrup of the grasshoppers
in the Jong grass, the crowing of % cock from the farm,
and the lowing of cattle in the distance, but that which
had attracted Miles’ attention was none of all these. It
was the gradually approaching sound of a female voice,
which, as its owner neared the mceadow, asstmed to the
two little listeners the familiar tones of the French lan-

gu3ge. )

M. Humphrey ! M. Miles! M. Humphrey ! on &tes-
vous donc?2”

* It's Virginie 1" they both exclaimed, jomping op.

Virginic it was ; and great was the homor she expr
at their having strayed so far from home, at the state of
heat in which she found Miices, and at his having been
t:kcnsnc}x:longwnlk. hes she heaped Hamoh

Many wete the reproaches she heaped u umphr
as tb:y) walled back to the house for 1‘.:\1;:10: cansccr 'h?;
sach 2 hunt in the heat of the sun, and her nerves sech
a shock a5 they had cxperienced when she kad not foand
him and his orother in their usu2l haunts.

Lasily she brought him up with the inquiry, *“Et vous
lecons ! Savez vousqu'il est midi passé?”

Iomphrey’s ideas of time were alwaye of the veguest
otder, and when anything of so exciting 2 nature as this
moraing's expedition came ia the way, hours were not in
his calcrlations.

He did not mend matiers moch by saying he should have
thoeght it had been aboat lumxm nine.

Virginic maintained a dignified sileace after this expla-
nation, till they veached the hall door; and it mow Weing
too near dinncr time to wake i worth while for Humphrey
fo scx oot his books, sheinformed him tkat he woold have
10 do all his lessons in the afternoon.

This was perhaps more of a punishment to' Miles than to
Humphrey.

Lessons were no trooble to Humphrey when once his ate
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