10 THE CRITIC.

THAT BOY.

Vera Laneford had dropped her work on her kunoe and was bending over
an open letter, when her old friond and servant, Jenifer Evans, popped her
head in at the door.

Jenifor was swathed in a huge coarso apron made of sacking, and her
steaming arms had just been taken oul of the soapsuds, for it was washing
day, and she was busy.

** Teet to gootnoss, Miss Vera,” she cried, shrilly, “tisn't kind of you
to forget how busy 1 am, and the oration those poor starving ladies will
make—pless their hearts and podies !—if they come homo from school
and no tinnor cooked for thowm ! ‘The wilk for the stirabout ought to boe on
the fire and boiling ; and how can 1 be there to watch it, nud a coppor full
of clothes ready for riasing ?"

“ 7'l come and attond to the milk, Jonifer, but what am Ito do about
this letter?  You must advise me, for 1 have no one elso,” and Vera's
sweet gray ayes filled with tears, for tho sudden doath of her father wasa
grief that, although ot very recent, still made ilsolf keenly felt when any
difficulty arose.

“Is it a pill 1" queried Jonifer, eyeing the sheot of paper suspiciously.
“We haven't any money for suybody, so put it behind the fire, my heart's
darling, and don't think of it."

“ No, it is not a demand for money. It is addressed to papa—poor
papaland it is from o very old friend of his, Sir Damer Wharton, the great
traveller, It is written from Persis, and the news of our loss has noever
reachod Sir Damer, for ho asks my father—but let mo read what ho says.”

Howover, Jenifer chsfed at the hindrancoe.

“If it's in a foreign tonguo how am Ito understand 7 And thore’s
the copper and the milk to bo seen to.  Put it away till Sunday, Miss Vera,
and thep, if it isn’t wroog to vead what was not wmeant for our cyes, we'll
have it over al our leisure.”

* But, Jenifor, you must hear it now. This lotter has bevu delayed. 1t
appears that Sir Damer has marriod sinco he went abroad. His wife is dead,
puor thing, and ho is left with one son, whom he is obliged to send to Eng-
land for his health ; and he writas to ask paps to make a homeo for hiz boy
till he himself can como to Evgland and relieve him of tho charge.”” |

“ Another poy ! coot cracious !" ejaculated Jenifer. ¢ Two's too many
for our peace and comfort, and three will drive me out of my wits. Yee,
and inteot they will "

“Lance and Leo are not worse than other healthy, spirited lads of their
ago, and you always take their parts if I scold them,” she was rominded.
*“But what is to bo done? This poor boy, of whom his father speaks in the
most affectionats torms, will bo here in a day or two at_farthest. We can-
not refuse to take him in till we can communicate svith his father, can we 1

*The troubles of this world are upon us always, miserable sinners that
we aro!” grooned Jenifer, tragically. ¢ Another poy ! and a spoiled ono!
If he'd only been a gir, and they are bad enough, with Miss Daisy’s piua-
fore so stained with gravel and making mud-pies that 1 can do nothing with
it. Oh, aye, he'll have to como, more’s the pity ! and if you don’t keop a
tight band ovor him, Miss Vera, a vice lifs he'll lead us.”

Vera sighed.

“T1t's not this only. If ho is delicate, he will require duinty food, and
how shall we afford that?”

“ Sure to gootness he'll havo to bring his appetite down to the same fare
that contents tho test of wus,” retorted Jenifer, grimly. * Your father's
dsughter is too honest to run in debt, even though it bLe for a guest. And
there'll be no dinner for our own hungry lads if we don’t bestir ourselves.
The poy’s father must have kinsfolk somewhers ; let him go to thom."

¢+ Mr. Huxtable, of Lincoln’s Inn, my solicitor, will honour any drafts
mado upon him,'” read Vers from a posiscript to Sir Damer’s lettor.
“Then it is to him I must send an explanation of our present position.
He will find another home for Sir Damer’s littlo son, I daresay.”

Consoled by this thought, Vera hurried to the kitchen, and smoking
bowls of basty pudding were on the table by tho time her schoolboy-
trotbers arrived.  Thero were two littlo girls younger than Lanco and leo,
and thero was 1o one 1n this wido world to care for thom but their half-
sister Vera  Mr. Lansford had always intended to make a provision for Ins
second family, especially after thoy became motherless, but he deferred it
till an attack of hoart discase cartied him off in a few hours.

After paying the funeral expenses, Vera, who had beon hastily sum-
moned home from the school at Cologno where she was finishing her educa-
tion, found herself mistress of a roomy old houso Ll Chelsea, the only pieco
of property her father had over possessed, and the eighty pounds per annum
sho bad inherited from her own mothe .  All clse had YLeen invested in a
promising ¢peculation, and it was the discovery that this had failed that
killed Mr. Lansford.

Behind the old house at Chelsea there was a largoe walled garden, in
which Jenifor dug and delved, and grew the finest of vegetables, leaving
only a squaro of turf for tho use of the children. ©On this turf Voia sutin
the ovening with Daisy, who was an ailing little creature, i her avins ; wnd
the sturdier Violet holding a tea-party with her dolls ; while Iance sud leo
conued their tasks for the morrow, or appealod to tho pationt elder uster to
be holped out of some difliculty.

Tho first interruption was a peal at the door bell, and Leo, glad of any
excuso for putting his books sside, scimpered awsy o answer the snmmone.

. He camo back quickly, and looking so palo and odd, that Vera qu :stioned
im

The boy laughed and excused himself.

whon I oponed tho door thero stood a groat he-fellow with n trunk on his
head—black, quite black !

“‘The trunk or the man{” queried his sister.

“Why the man, of course ; and he szys—as well as I can maks out his
gibberish—that he is Siv Dampr Wharton's sorvant, and that he has brought
his young Mussa Laurio to us. He'd got him in a cab outside, and which
was his room? T showed the black chap up to the spare bedroom. Way
that right, Ve ("

“ You should have come to mo first,” said Vora, rising with difficulty,
for tho child in hor lap was heavy. It was not roady ; nothing is ready.
who would have droamed of the boy being here so soon 7"

“It wouldn't have been good manoers—would it—to keop the man
stsnding under that heavy trunk while 1 fotched you, would it1 But I'm
always wrong,” added Leo, with boyish pottishuess, and he flung himself on
tho grass and went on with his lasson, whilo his sistor essayed to untwine
the arms now clasped tightly about her neck.

Daisy was frightoned at tho idea of havinga blac tman domesticated with
them  She would not hear of Yora leaving her , and Jenifqr, fortunate w @
her drying that day, had gone off with a hugo basket of noatly-folded clothes §
to have them pressed through the nearest manglo. :
* Dsiey, you aro naughty ; you must lot me go,” said Vora, at last, in
despair. “ How can you be so selfish as to forget that a poor sick boy who
has cowe across the soa to us, because his fathor thought we should treat B
him kindly, is waiting all this time for us to give him a welcomo ! ;

* Promise to soud the black man away and Il let you go 1 Daisy whin- §
?orcd ; but finding hor sister really angty, sho loosenod her hold and sot her E

ree,
By the timo Vera reached the hall the cabman was lugging more trunks B
into it ; but whoro was the boy ? His father's black servant was cowir; §
nimbly downstairs, nnd he bowed low to the young lady before he paid an
dismissed tho man. :
Ip reply to Vora’s jnquiry for his young charge, ho explained that he hii
just carried him o the room pointed out by Leo. -

** Massa Laurie got one of his bad turns on him. Drefful bad,” b
wont on {o say. * Nothing for it but lie down iu the dark with wet clob i
on head.” )

* Ougbt I {o send for a doctor ¥* inquired Vera, anxiously.

* No tank ye, missio. Massa Laurio all right to-morrow or nex’ day.
Physician gontleman at Aden give Potor Johns 'structions how to trest hun.

“ What is the matter with the poor Loy 1"

Poter Jobns shook his head gravely. -

¢ Massa Laurio do foolish things sometimes. Try to kill big snake—bis{ §
-snakie bito him. Hard work to keep him alive. Doctor say won't get po-kg
son out of systom without change of air. Sir Damer say, Potor Johus 4t
him to Evglsnd, and he soon get well. Which way to cook-house, missis?
—Yyoung massa must have hot soup beforo ho go to sleep.” v

Jonifer was aghast when sho came home, and found Pester busy awong:
her pots snd pwns. Hoe had warmed somo Licbig, sproad a small tray wii i
a white cloth, taken possession of a china basin, so valuable in Jonife:’ S8
oyes that Do ouo was allewed to touch it, aud was whistling softly whilo b
crumbled into it part of a Frouch roll.

She trotted away to Vors. e

“ You might ha* knocked ‘me down with tho leaf of a leek when 1 wr il
that chap ! Coot cracious, what's to be done? I can’t have a nigger in [
out mwy kitchen, touching everything with his smutty fingers."” -

It will only bo till to-morrow,” said Vera, soothingly. * Wo cant:fi
turn Sir Damer's little son out of tho house till another homo has le:[EH
found for him. As for this man, you should remomber that his beiog: e
attendance on the boy will relicve us of all trouble aud responsibility.”

“ But a black man, my tear! I can't stand his colouri 'Tiso’ti e
natural ono,” Jenifor insidted ; “and every time ho rolls his great eyes up= Sl
mo 1 shall have tho creeps. I don’t know whether I woun't shut myseil Zji
ono of the garrets till he's gone.  Sit down to meals with him, and sce g
food touchod with black hands, I can't )" S

Hewever, Jenifer was partially recouciled to Poter's complexion wicj
she saw how useful those roviled hands could be, and found horself tress PR
by sim with tho most flatterivg respect. And beforo he had been 1 2
house twenty-four hours, he had contrived to win the goodwill of all 2
chiudren but Daisy, who continued to hold aloof, half anxious to jun J
group that gathored round the black while he rigged Lso's boat, or mexX
Lance’s cricket-bat, and Violet's dolls, yet too much afraid to do so. .

* Poor Massa Laarie ” was still a prisoner, so thoroughly prostrated g
the fatiguo o0 a rough passsgo up the Channel as to bo unable to liftd
aching head from his pillow  Peter was an indefaligable nurse, and 3 cl: iy
one. No matter how ho might be engaged, the faintest sound of * g
massa’s” bell would make him rush away to answor it ; and cvon JuJ
admitted that no one could have cooked, or served more daintily, the I
vourishing messes with which every two hours hestrove to tompt thei
lid’s appetite.

** Lshouldn't like to bo ill, and obliged to keop my bed,” ssid Lee. *
should growl like thunder. Is ke protty patient 1"

Peter swilcd.

* When poor boy can't movo limb without sharp paius, can't lift
to throw boots at poor nigger’s hoad, can ho? Wait till Massa LaarieX
ter; then ho jump, danco, sing, whistle, teach you shoot with his do:
barrol, ride borse, kill tiger, and makoe man of you both.” Lo

Vora listened with alarm. To havo a boy, reared o indulgo in L
savage sports, brought into contact with her young brothers, wouli}

u:rri;ﬂc. Onco endued with such tastos, how would thoy submit to hect i '
trol

“0h ! I say, it would have startled auyonw, even you. Oaly thiuk!

Although it scomed inhospitablo to bo in such hasto to get rid of 353 "
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