
386 INITUnON
Of coone you do. ... So here we are. back agaia at the
b«Kiiiiiing. . . . Yon do really see. don't yoo ?

"

" Yes ; I see perfectly." said Aunt Anna.

(ii)

Jim went upstairs all akme. veiy sedate and quiet, as
soon as he had had breakfast. He k)oked back from the
top of the stairs, to see if his mother was still kxddi^
up at him from the halL She was; and she nodded
reassuringly. He hastily turned away again. He felt, a
little ashamed of having needed that reassurance.
Then he tapped ciptiously on the door of the West

BedrofHn,

It had been an agitating morning for Jimu So bag as
Cousin Nevill was really properly iS. nothing much inter>
rupted life. He had, of course, to go very quietly always
along the gallery ; and the piano was not to be touched
at allr-not even God Smo* M« King with one finger, in E.
was to be rendered upcm it. Neither were the o^ies to
be brought indoors at all, on any pretext whatever, lor
fear that Jill might bark. Otherwise, however, matters
proceeded as usual, or, at least, as they did when Coaun
Nevill was away fnnn h<xne. There had been one rather
disconcerting morning when Jim had heard curious sounds
issuing from the bednxnn door; but he had been com-
manded to use the back staircase for the zest of that day

;

in the evening a baize door arrived in a cart and was tak«i
upstairs; and thenceforward life was nomud. He was
aware, of course, that Cousin Nevill was very ill indeed

;

but after a week or so this did not greatly affect his
imagination.

Tbis mmning, however, at breakfast his mother had
" looked hmay," as he would have eiq>ressed it ; and she
presently told him that he was to go and see Cousin Nevill
and say good-bye to him. Jim had inquired whether
Cousin Nevill was going to go to Rome again ; and his


