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CHAPTR XIILL

It was a lovely day, real harvest weather, when Sir
Everard Duncombe and ins two hitle buys tuvk theis way
to the corn fields to see the new machine at worh.

Sir Everard was going up to town that evening, but it
was for the last tune; and then, to the children’s debght,
he had promised to come down for good, and he hau settled
that the Hasvest Home should take place early 1n the ¢n-
suing week.

The corn-field presented a gay appearance when they
reached it. Th2 new machine, diawn by two fine hotses,
and duven by the balfl, was catcenny along the cuin,
with the reapers all running by the side.  Down fell the
grain on all sides, and eager hands collected and bonnd
it up.

With a shout of joy, Humphrey was among them, hin-
dering cvery one and alarming lus father by coatinually get
!ins in the way of the machine and the horses.

f course he was not long content with so subordinate a
g:m in the proceedings ; and came to beg his father to let
im mount up on the httle seat by the bathif s side.

Sir Everard assisted him up, and the machine went ofl
agzin, followed by the reapers.

By and by, Sir Everard looked at his watch, and found
it was time to be making his way to the station. The chil-
dren were so happy, he had not the heant to take them
away.

“)'I‘hey are quite safe,” he seflected, ¢ with so many peo-
ple about ; and I will send Virginie to them, as I pass the
house.”

Humphrey was-out of sight, so sir Lverard told Miles
{who was playing with the ** httle gurl at the lodge ™) tolook
o;t for Virginte, and to say ** good-bye " for hun to Hum-

rey.

Lattie Mailes held up tus face to be kissed—a thin face it
was stil—and said : ** You'll come back soon, Fardie, and
not £o away any more? "

** Very soon, my datling ; and then not leave you again
till next year ! We'll have great fun, and you must be a
good httle man, and not get 1ll any more.”

¢ ¥ promise, Fa:die.”

Sit Everard smiled ra  cr sadly, kissed the child overand
over again, and then w:s<ed away.

When he got to the gate, he turncd round to have onc
more look at the gay scesns. Miles was sull standing
where he had left him, pazing after his father, and kiss-
ing his hand. liis was the prominent tiguie in the fure-
ground, surrourded by the golden corn.  Away behind him

-stretched the lovely landscape, and i the background was
the machine returning to its starting point, followed by the
reapers. Humphrey, situng by the bailiff, had now got the
reins in his own hands, and was cheenng on the horses as
be came.

So Sir Everard lcft them.

Excitement cannot last for ever, and after a time, Hum-
phrey got tired of dnving, and got down to play wuh lus
little brother. They followed the machine once or twice,
picking up the corn, but it was hot work, and they went to
rest under the hedge.

*It’s very hot, cven here,” said Humphrey, taking off
bis hat and fanning himsclf. **1 think we'll go and sit
under the tree in the next field, where we sat the Sunday
Urcle Charlic was here.  Come along.”

They chinibed over the gate, and made for the tree, where
they sat on the grass.

¢ How jolly Uncle Charlic’s stonies were,” sighed Hum
phrey ;s *how I wish we could hear them all over agan.
JU's a great pity father ever told me not to climb the vough
that sticks out. It would have been the very thing to crawl
along, like the man in that story. Father says it 1s rotten
and unsafle. 1 think he must make 2 mistake, it looks as
strong as possible 1”

He sighed again, and there was a long pause.

Presently he resumed. *¢ I don't sec why we shouldn't go
and look. It would be so coof by the pond.”

*¢Oh.! Humphic, please don’t.
and Virginie will be so angry.”

¢ But I know the way quite weil from here, Miles. It
was only because we started from Dyson's cottage that 1
Tost it Lefore.”

« But Humphie, if we get wet again ! T promused Fardic
not to get ilL."

* The rain made you wet, Miles, not <he pond; aad it's
no. going torain «0-dvy.  Look what a blue sky 17

The two brothers gazed upwaed, It was clear overhead,
but thete was a suspicicus bank of Juuds in the distance

** Those clouds won't come down till night,” Humphrcy
observed. ** Comc along. It's not very far.™

¢ Better not, Humphic.”

“ I'monly going to look, Miles. Whatare you afraidof? ¥

*Don’t know, Humphie,” answered the little {ellow,
with a tiny <hakc in his voice; ** but please, don't let us

01’

8 Well, you needn’t come if you don't ke, I'li go alune
—1 sha'n’t be long.”

But Miles did not like bang left in the ficld by himsclf;
so with a sigh he got up, and pat tus hand 1n his brother's.

“I'll come,” he satd resignedly.

**That's tight,” said Humphrey ; **there’s nothing to
be afraid of—is thete 2”

* No,” said the child ; but his face was troubled, and his
voice still shook a hittle. .

So over the grass the two little brothess went, hand in
hand, ull 1 an adjormng ficld they saw the waters of the
pond gleaming like silver in the summer suashine,  Side by
side they stood onits brink,

“ \We're only going 1o look, you know,” said Hamphrey.

They were the first words he had spoken for some time,

\We shall losc our way, /

and they came #0 suddenly that Miles startled as they fell
on the still air. They seemed to rouse the inhabitants of
that suc]udcd spot, for birds flew out of the tree, and soared
away with a scared chirrup, which fell with a melancholy
sound on the children's ears ; and a water-rat bounded from
under a hly-leaf, and plunged with a dull splash into an-
other part of the pond.

Innumerable insects skimmed across the sutface of the
water, and one or two bees droned idly, as they flew from
one water lily to another,

_The branches of the tree that stretched over the pond
dipped its topmost leaves into the water with a sleepy
suund 3 as the breeze swayed it gently backward and forward,
the water-hiies danced ilghll ¢ with the movement of the
water ; and there was over l‘ne whoe place a sense of re-
pose and an 1sulation which infected the children with its
dreaminess, keeping even Humphiey silent, and making
little Miles leel sad.

** Let's go, Humphie,”

** Mot yer,” answered Humphrey, recovering {rom his fit
of abstraction, and moving toward the tree: I want to
look at the branch. \\’h)‘. it's oot rotten a bit 1" he ex-
clamed, a Ye examined it. ‘I do believe it will hold us
quite well

He clasped his arms round the trunk of the tree, and pro-
pelled himseli upward, where he was soon lost to view in
the thick foliage.

Miles grave a little sigh ; he could not shake off the melan-
choly that oppressed him, and he was longing to get away
from the place.

Presently Humphrey’s ringing laugh was heard, and
Miles, looking up, saw him crawling along the branch which
stretched out over the water. llis face was flushed, and
tas eyes sparkling with excitement, and he was utterly re-
gardless of the shivering and shaking of the branch under
his weight, When he had got out a certain distance he re-
turned, and throwing his arms once more round the upper
part of the trunk, he raised himself to his feet and stood
upnght, tnumphant. .

** There ! " he eaclaimed—*¢ I've done it. \Whosaysit's
dangerous now 2 It's as safe as safe can-be. Come up,
Miles.  You can’t think how jolly itist” N

Miles drew a long breath.  ** Must 1 rcally, eally
come? ™

** Why not? you see how easily I did it. Give me your
hand, and F'll help you up.”

Bright and beautiful was the aspect of the clder boy, as
he stoud above, wuh his graceful figure clearly defincd
against the green foliage, one arm thrown carelessly round a
bough, and the other vutstretched to his liitle biother ; and
very luvely the eapression of wistful uncertainiy on the face
of the younger onc, as he stood below, with his eyes up-
rused so tmdly to s Lrother's face, and his hands ner-
vously clasped together.

Invotuntanly he shrank back a hat”
pause

He looked all around the secluded spot, as if to find
help, as if to discover a loophole whereby he might escape,
cven at the cleventh hour.  But the insects skimming fiom
st i¢ to side of the pond, the water-hlies dancing geatly on
the surface, were sull the only ammate things to be seen,
and no sound was to be heard save the dipping of the branch
into the water, and the splash «f the acuve water-rat.
They weie powerless to help him, and sc he resigned him-
sclf to Humphrey's will.

* 1 know 1 shail be &:d2, Lut {'ll come,” he said ; and be
“held cut his shaking little hand.

Humphrey grasped it tightly, and got him up by degrees
to th: same level as himself. Then he carefully dropped
down on s hands and knees, and helped Miles to do the
same.

Slunly they both began to move, and gradoally they
crawled along the branch that stretched over the weater!
Chingang tightiy with arms and legs, and listening to Hum-
phrey's cncouraging voice, little Miles settled himself on
the branch in fancicd sccurity.

flumphrey got close up to him behind, 2nd put his arms
round' him. ““Hurmh!" he shouted; ““hcre we both
are?’

They had been so engrossed that they had not noticed
ties the weather had clouded over. The bank of clouds
tacy had noticed was nearly over theic heads, theair was be-
coming thick and oppressive, far in the distance was heard
the growl of approachiug thunder, and some big drops of
zain fell.

Humphrey remembered, with a stat, his father’s injunc-
tions about Miles, and the ill cflects of their Iast adventure.
“* We must go home,” he cxclaimed ; and, forgetting their
peuluus pusition, he moved so suddenly, that he nearly sent
lus hittle hrothier off the branch.
out his hand to save him, and Miles neatly overbalanced
himself in his attempt to cling toiit.

Their combined movements were too much for the de-
caying wood, alrcady rocking beneath their weight, It
swayed— st shivered — it creaked . . and then with a
crash it broke from its parent bark !—and boys and Lranch
were precipitated into the water below.

and there was a

CHATTER XliL.

Sir Everard Duncombe pursued his way to the stables on
leaving the harvest ficlc, and as he passed the house he
called out 1o Virginie, who was sitting at work in the
nur ~ry window, to go and join the children.

Cu arnving in Londoa, he went to his cleb for hislctters,
and, mceung = fricnd on the steps, they walked down
Piccadilly togethes, and turned into the park at Hyde Patk
Corner.

They stood by the raitings for a little while, watching the
stzeams of carriages and their gaily-dicssed occupants ; but
it was very hot, and after a time Sir Evesard t29k leave of
his friend, and strolled toward the Serpentine, in search of
alittle air.

.\lilcs’dclicaci. ever the subject ti:i:g uppermost in his
mund, occupied his thoughts as he walked along.  He won-

dered to himself whether he would outgrow it, whether a

Instinctively he reached -

winter abroad would set him up, and wh ather it would not
be wise to bring him to London, and show him to onc of the
great chest doctors.

The sight of the waters, as he apvroachcd the Serpentine,
recalled to his mind the pond at Warcham, and the expedi-
tion which had been the cause of the mischief.  He remem
bered, with a start, how near he had left the children to
the tempting spot, for the pond was almost within sight of
the ficld where they were reaping,

For a moment he debated whether he had been wise to
trust Homphrey again ; but then he reflected how soon Vir-
ginie must have joined them, and how many people there
were about.

Besides they were quite taken up with the reaping, and
when he remembered his own severe words 1o Humphrey,
and the buy’s penitence and remorse, he could hardly fancy
he would transgress again,

Still, he could not get it out of his head, and as he stood
watching the water, he wished there were such a thing as the
magic glass he had read to the children about ; that he
n}\ighl see as far as Warcham, and satisfy himsclf about
themn.

Had his wish been satisfied at that moment, e would
have seen Humphiey and Miles astride on the rotten
bough, with flushed and exultant faces.

The same change of weather now took place as was tak-
ing place at Wareham. Umbrellas and carriage-hoods were
quickly put up, and very soon the park was empty.

Sir Everard retraced his steps to his club and was closing
his umbrella leisurely in the hall, when a telegram was put
into his hand.

He glanced his eve hastily over it, and then dashed into
the sireet, and hailed a hansom.

““ Waterloo S.ation,” he shbuted, as he threw himself
into it ; ““ double fare if you catch the train!"

Bustle and confusion, though no doubt, uninteresting and
unpoetical, are, certainly, at such times useful. They keep
the mind from dwelling too much on the painful, and thus
rub off the sharp edge of the first monient.

So it was not 111l Sir Everard was in the train, and tear-
ing swifily thuugh quictly to Warcham, that he realized his
position.

Till then, his thoughts had been entirely taken up with
passing this carriage, shaving that omnibus, or rounding
that corner. Ilc had chafed at cvery stoppage, fumed ‘at
every delay, and been able to think of nothing but whether
or no he should catch the train.

And now, the strain over, he leant back in the railway
carriage and examined the telegram at leisure.

There was not much to be learnt from it ; it was terse
and unsatisfactory, like most messages of the kind— just
sufficieatly clear not to quell all hope, and yet undefined
cnough to give reins o the imagination. Ic¢ contained
these words: *“ An accident has happened.  Both the
young gentlemen have fallen into the pund, but ncither are
drowned, Comge directly.”

Those who have rcad and re read such missives, and
vainly endeavoured to extract something from them, will
best understand how Sir Everard tortured himself during
the next quarter of an hour.  Might not this L2 a part of
the truth, and the rest concealed 2 Might it not be meant
as a preparation ? )

But, no—unless the message told a deliberate falschood,
*“neither weie drowned.”  Why, thea, bid him come
directly, unicss Miles' condition after his immersion in the
water was all Lut hopeless.  ** A ducking would not hurt
Humphrey,” he reflected s ¢ so, of course, it is Miles.”

He thought of Miles’ fragile appearance as he stood in
the corn-field.  How litile he was fitted to cope with such
an accident ! Fragile and flushed, with traces of his late
illncss lingering about his lustrons cyes and coloutless lips.

He worked himself into a terrible siate of anxiety as the
train neared Warcham, and restlessly he laid the blame of
the accident on everything and everybody.

What business kad-they at the pond? he angrily ques-
tioned ; it was the most flagrant act of disobedience on
Humphrey’s part he had ever heard of.

For a moment he felt asif-hic could never forgive the bay
for such a barcfaced breach of-his command. Over and
over again had Miles’s health, lifc even, been endangered
by Hamphrey's heedlessness. .

Heedlessness !—wilfulness he felt inclined to call it
Perhaps ho was too indulgent.  Stricter measures should be
cnforced ; the boy must and should learn to obey. He had
been weak, but he would be so no longer.  No punishment
could be scvere enough for Humphrey 3 and punished ke
should certainly be.

Then he thought perhaps it was too much to expect from
such a young crcatute, and he began to lay the blame on
others.  Virpinic—why was she not there? Why did not
she prevent their going to the pond?

Even the reapess and the hailiff came in for a share of his
anger.  Surcly, among so many people, somebody might
have prevented the two childrenifrom lcaving the field

But, after all, Humphrey was the chicel o%fcndcr, and he
felt he ought not to try to shicld him, Ly throwing the
blame on others.

There was 1o canriage wai(infz for him at the station, and
no onc could give him any information beyond that con-
tained in the telegram.

He ordered a fly, and then, unable 1o bear the delay,
walked on withoutit. 1lc got morc and morc anxious as
he neared the Abbey.  He took ashort cut to the house.
There was 10 ouc about—not a servant, not a gardener.
His heart misgave him as he steode on.  He reached the
hall door, passed in, ran upstairs to the nursery, Stll no
sound —-no voice. The nurscrics were empty ! He calied.
No answer.
in the cmpty passages ! He rang the bell furiously, znd,
without waiting the answer, he ran downetaits :gafn, and
opened the librasy door.

A confused hum of voices struck upon his car, a confased

oup of people swam before his cyes, but he only distin- &8
guished 2 littls form that ran forward with outstretchied §
arms ; and with an exclamation of fervent thanksgiving he
clasped Miles safe, warm and unhurt in his arms

Hc shouted.  How horrible bis voice sounded 88




