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CHAPTER IN.

There was an unusual stir in the quict houschold of Ware-
ham Abbey that evening; [for at nearly eight o'clock the
two little Loys had not returned home.

Virginic had not bieen very much cancerned at their ab-
sence during the first few hours, as thry very often ran on
before her, and then betook thewselves to some of their
favourite huunts,

Reet when tea-time came and passed, she go! uneasy, and
weat to look for them. Her uncasiness changed to alarm
whea she had visited in vain the dairy, lauadty, swing
and dog-4enncl,  Then, when it came on to rawm her an-
xicty increased ; and when from duzzang 1t changed o a
steady down-pour her ** nerves ™ gave way completely, and
she returned hume to consult with the otder servants as to
what steps had best be taken.

She went into the housckeeper’s room, wringing her
hands, and prognosticating all sorts of evils 1o Miles.
** Never, never, vould he recover frum the eflects of such a
wetting 1"’

The gardener was despatched ¢ne way and the coachman
another, bearing umbrellas and goloshes.

The two little culprits were soon discovered sitting in a
damp ditch, sheliering themselves under a hedge,

Humphrey touk great credit to bimself for having hit
upon this plan. .

¢ The lac* was,” he said, ** the pond and the water hilies
had been so engrossing, that he had forgotten all about the
time till he sxw the sun beginning to swik ; then starting off
in a geeat hurry, they had taken the wrong surning out of
the field and lo,t their way in the wood. '

They were wandering on in the wrong direction, when
they met 2 boy, who had pointed out their mistake and
brought them back to the tuph 10ad.  Here Humphrey had
suddzaly recollecied that ratn was apt to gve his hitle
brother cold, and with great pride in his own forethovght
haq established him, dripping wet as ke already was, under
the hedge where they had been sutting for about half an
hour belure the coachman found them.

It wasno use Lirginic venung ber wiath upon Humphrey.
All that could be done now wast  ge! Miles into Ixd as
quickly as could be, and ward off § * ettects 3f possible.

* " But the mischiefwas done.  Maues tusssed about all night,
and wake next morning with an oppr «s10n on his chest,
which was always with him the forczunner of an attack on
tke lungs.

The dector came to see him, and ordered him to be kept
in bed.

Humphrey spent the morning with his little  brother, but
was dismissed 2t last, as tilking only made Miles cough.

In the afternoon Miles got worsc, and Virginie seot off
again for the doctor.

Humphzey kept out of her way, feehng that he was :n
disgrace, and went out into the garen. He felt dull and
solitary withcut his little Lrother, bat, childlike, he had not
began to be anxious, for Miles had often been il belore,
and had always got well again.  Sull there was no funin
anythicg withoat him, no expluit any sati-factivn, without
his applause. Humplixey betook himselfat last to the htsle
gardeas, where he had a friend in the pesson of Dolly, the
laundry waid. The gardens were close to the laandiy, and
often, when she was ironing at the window, Dolly had
watched the childrea at their play, and overheztd their long
conversatinns.  She was, perhaps, the only person who had
scen Humphrey in his scrious moods. Uncaown to him,
she had witnessed one ol his rate bursts of feeling at the
time of his mother’s death, and after that, she had Leen
oac of his <taunchest supporters. She could never forget
how the little fellow had +obbed over the mustard 1nd cress
he had sown for his motker and which bad comeupioolate!?

The weather hald been diy for sume time previously, and
it had shown no siga of coming tp. Every day be had
visited it, that he might cut at lor her 1o cat with her 2fier-
nooa tea s bat every visit had been in vain.  Then, on that
sad day, when the foncral train had borne away all that re-
mained of her, he had coms to his garden in his restless
longing 1o cscape from his sorrow, and the fist thing that
had mict his cye was the green A. D. mocking him with ats
freshness and lusuriance.

** Its no usc now,” Dolly had hcard um sob ; ** I wish
it had never come np 1Y

This was the very day he had teen chasiag the young
Iambs in the weadow. while his father watched bim {rom
the window and this was how 1t had ended.

Humphrey found a gond deal to doin his griden, and
worked away be 1y {or some Lime 3 he then asasted Dolly
to tura the mangic, and bottle xime soap suds fur fuitze
bubble blowing. He also informed her of the honour n
store for her at the harvest bome, and anxiously asked her
what gown she meant 10 wear on the occasion.  She must
be very smarn, he said awfully smart ! Dolly confided her
intention of investing in a new print dress, and consulied
bim zs to the colour. -

Casting his thourhts back 1o the smartest thing he had
lately scen, they revented to the rgarcase, and he suggesied
crimsan and gold.

D1y look rather scared, and expressed her doabis as to
the probatility of those coloars bang {oand i any puat
sold in the willage.

* Yellow would ¢o, you koow,” sud liamphicy,
it would be like the tom

S5 Dolly:promised to try and procure a yellow prnt,
with a red stnpe or spots and, if that were ampesivic, a
plaia yellow one cuuld no doubt be found,

Time shipped by very quickly, bat siill Homphrey mather

aad

wondered at 1ast that no onc should ¢al) fim into his tea s

and.aftes 2 while he pot his tools away, and withed Dolly
good-bye.

He gathered & few young radishes for a ireat for Miles,
and then ran home.

e was surprisec to find the nursery door locked, and
began to kickt,

** Miles ! " hecalled out, **I've brought you some rad-
ishes. Quvrez, Virginie, c’est mui 1"

The door was opened with an angry jerk, and Virginie
flounced into the passage.

Humphrey saw at a glance that she was in one of what
he and dMiles called ** her states,' but whether it was of
anger or alarm, he could not at first make out. It was
always a bad sign when her face was enveloped in flannel,
as was now the case.  Virginie always tied up her face on
the smallest provocation, though to what end the children
had never discovered.  But anyhow, she was sure to be out
of temper whea she did so, and Humphiey waited tather
anxinusly to hear what she had to say.

She burst 1nto a voluble flow of talk, which, owing to her
excitement, the Loy found it difficult to follow. lie-man.
aged however, to gather that Miles was very, very ill, that
the doctor was very mouch alarmed about him; that it was
alt his (Hlumphiey’s) £ 1t; that he had woke Miles by kick-
ing 2t the door just as he had hoped he was going to get
some sleep ; that he was to go away and keep away, and
;!:ml everybody, including the doctor, was very angry with
iim,

Then she retreated into the room and shut the door, leav-
ing him standing in the passage, with his bunch of radishes
in his hand,

All the light faded out of Humphrey's face, as he tried to
thiok over what he had just hca‘.tf.

*¢ Miles so ill that the dactor was frightened.”

That was the most prominent idea at fust, and in his
dread and apprehiension, Humphrey hardly dare move.

Sometimes he put his eye to the keyhole, to see if he
could discover what was going on in the room, and then,
lyirg down on the door mat, he listened with all his might.

The silence within, only broken by whuspering voices,
{riphtened him, and his heart began to beat loudly.

If orly tht child could have looked into the room and
seen his little brother aying in bed half asleep, and Virginie
putting a linsced poultice on his chest, or whispezing to Jane
gohb‘r;ng hzr bis cooling draught, his fears would have van-
ished.

But it is ever so with sudden iliness. Those who are
kept in the dark always have the worst of it ; for mystery
and suspense are, like anticipation, always worse than
reality.  Imagination rons riot, and brinps great suffering
to the outsider. How much are childzen to be piticd on
these accasions ! Every one’s thoughts are necessarily with
the iavalid, and 0o one has time 10 bestow a word on the
poor little trembling things standing outside the sick room.
They feel they are useless, and considered in the way;
and do not dare make inquiries of the maidswhor  inand
out of the room with 1mportant faces, who prols .y could
not stop to answer even if they did: and so are left to
magaily cvery sound nto some ternible significance, which
nrotably has no foundation but in their owa disotdered
fancics.

There 1s 2 terror in whispering voices, agony in the sharp
noging of a bell, mystery even in the calling for spoons and
glasses, and theic jir gling as they are handed in.

All this, and moze, was experienced by little Huc.phrey
Dancombe. 1 say more, because his fears were net those
of ordinary children. Thedread I have Leen daseribing is
for the most part 2 nameless dread 3 the children know not
why they fcar, nor what ; it is all vague and undefined, be-
causc they have 10 experience of sorrow.

But remember that this child was no steanger to sickness
and drath ; kat into his littie life they had alzeady entered s
that the grim visitor had swept through the walls of his
home, and left it very empty. What had happened once
might happen again.  So he gave it all up at once, ** Miles
was dying ! perhaps 2lready gead 1

A child of Humphzey's disposition suffers intensely when
face to face with sorrow.  Granted that the power of being
casily distracted 1s 2 mitigation, it does not alter the leching
for the nme. Life, past and fature, is grafied into the
miscry of the present, and existence itself is 2 blank.

He was so 7.ader hearted, 100, poor little feliow $ so re-
morsefal fo. his crrors, so sensitive 1o any uakind word.
Yei, as we have seen, with all this, he was so heedless,.
thoughtless and volaule that no cae could give him credst
for any deoth of fecling ; and even his father {though he
would not have had it etherwisc, though he sejoiced that he
shotld have the capabiliues of torring into enjoyment, both
for himself and Miles, every cvent of th ir lorety child lifc)
hiad marvelled at hum, and had more than oace s2id o him
scil, ** The boey has po beart 1"

No heart! why, as we see him there in the passage, bis
poor litile heart 1s flled 10 burssing.

Stong by Visginle's harsh wards, wrung with fear for his
lttlc brother, alarmed as moch oz his father’s gricf as his
father's anger, and semorsefal a2 the thought of his owa
broken promise, Humphrey sank down on the groond and
cricd as af his heart wounld break.

In addizon 20 gricf, it wassoch a dreadful fecling, 1hat,

- hina trouble like thus, No onc cared 1o help bim ; thathe was

looked vpoa as the cause of it all; that his hand stemed
apainnkt cvery wan, and every man's hand agains: bim,

Hie sorrow most be greater than theirs, he 1eflected.
Was zot Milss more to him than to Virginie? And yet
they Icht him— obtang and crying—coheeded,

Lving there, « oached op by the door such an awial sense
of lonclincss came down apon the boy's soul. Ia the hour
of his tronble he nee *ed pity so much, and no one gave it
to Mm.

Then there arose in his heartsac. 2 terrible longing for
ki mother ; such 2 yeaming that woold ot be quicted, for
all that he had had, and all that he hagd lost, suvch an over
whelmicg scnse of the void in his life, that he conld Dot
bear 1t, and he s:arted 1o his feet with 4 sob which wasal-
most & cry.

This 1eeiing maxt go, he could zot bear it, and he fooght
with It-with desperation; for it waean old enemy, one with
whom be had oftca wrestled in desperate confiict before,

and upon whose attacks he always looked back with horror,
Deep down in his heart it bad its being, but it was only
every now and then that it rose up to trouble him,

Of late it had assailed hhin much less, its attacks liad been
weaker, and occurring at much longer intervals. Why has
it risen with such zesistless force now? How ir he to re-
sistit? How is he to fight with t? This blank, empty
feeling, how is he to drive it away 2

He tricd 40 thiuk of his garden, of his games, and of all
the things which constituted the joy of his young existence,

Children of a larger growth, but childrea it understand-
ing still, do not many of us wrestle with this undefined feel-
ing in the same way? This mysterious thing, which we,
with our maturer experience, call sorrow, is not our first
thought when it assails us, ** How shall we drive it away™.2
Call it grief, despair, disappointment, anxiety, care—call it
what you will, do we not try to drown it in change of
thought of sumekind 2 Does it not drive the rich to society,
traveling or excitement, and the poor to th= public house?

Here were the passages where he had romped with
Miles; herc were the stairs down which he had jumped that
very morning, and the balustredes down which he bad slid ;
why did they look so different ?

sod belp him ! the emptiness in his heart was so great,
that it was repearing itsclf on all around. There was no
help to bo got frum the feeling of his tecent happinessin the
old house. Never had it scemed 30 dreasy ; never had he
realized before what an empty house it was, occupicd only
in one coracr by a nurse and two little boys,

‘Thete was no sound, no life anywhere; the twilight was
creeping over the silent hall and staircase, and he knew it
was despening in the uninhabited rooms Lelow.  And then,
as if 1o mock him with the contrast, came before him so
vivid a recollection of life with his mother in the house ; of
her voice and her l“lih upon that staircase 3 of her presence
in those rooms; so clear and distinet a vision of hér soft
cyes and gentle smile, that the motherless child could bear
it no longer, and covering his face with his hanids to shut
out the sight of the emptiness, he fled away down the pas-
sage, as if he thought to leave the desolation behind.

Rut the emptiness was with him as he went ; all down
the stairs and through the ball it pursued him; it gained
upon him as he stood with his hand upon the drawingsoom
door ; it preceded him into the darkened soom, and was
waitirg for him when he entered.

The light that came in throagh the <hinks of the shutters
was very faint, but his longing eyc sought the picture,and he
could just distinguish the sweet face and the smilisg babe
in her arms. '

He ran forward, and threw himself on the sofa beneath it.

* Mother t ™ he sobted, ‘I want you back so much !
Every one is angry with me, and T am so very miscrable 1

Cold, blank silence sll arourd ; mother and child smiled
on, unconscious of his werds; even as be gazed the light
faded away from the pictars, and he was left alone in the
gathering datkness !

In vain he tried to fancy himself once mote the child in
the picture; in vain he tried to fancy he felt ber arms
around him, and ber shoulder apainst bis head. It would
‘not dol In fits of passion or disobedience he had come
here, and the memory of his motker bad soothed bim and
sent him away penitenit; but in this dreadful sense of lone-
Jiness he wanted comfort, -and of comfort he found none

Yet was there comfort near, if he would but ask for it,
2nd of the very kind bhe wanted: **As one -whom his
tother comforted, so will 1 comfort you.” He koew it
not ; he cried not forit. He was not ignorant of God's
omnipresence ; in ordinary times the boy belicved with a.
child’s simple faith that God was always near him, butin
the hour of his trouble he was incapable of desiving any
comfost from the knowledge, incapable of any thought but
.his own sorrow.

Childsen of a larger growth, but children inunderstanding
still, do not many uf us, in spite of our maturer-experience,
do likewisc? *¢‘Thetcis no help,” we siy ; ** cur trouble
is g:c:u.-r than wecan bear.”  We lic like the child, croshed
ana despairing, and God, who at other times we feel to be
30 near, seems hidden from us altegether,

Bat thack God it is only seems, not is. e is unchange-
able and unaffected by our changeability.  Hidden, it may
be, by the clond we have ourselves raised, the dark cloud
« f hopelessness, tle is still there, the Same whose presence
we scalize so fully in happier moments. " He,” says 2
wiiter of the present century, **isimmutable, unchangable,
while we are different every hour.  \What He isin Himself,
the great unalicrable I Am, not what we in this or that
momcnt feel Him to be, that is our hope.”

The comfort, then, for usand for the stricken child is,
that thoegh we may not at such times do our part, He is
cver ready to do His; and it would zlmost secm as if He
were ttovidiag for this state of feeling when Hesays, ¢ Bee
fore they call, I will answer.”  Buot what could be done for
the child in the.terrible hocr of histroabic? We know not,
but God ¥Ynew. The little heart was open before Him,
and He knew that bis sorrow wocld flec at morming dight,
and that he only wanted cowlort far the present moment.
So, looking pityingly down upon the lonely child, He ent
him the only thing that could help him—1id gently uvpon
This heavy cyelids the only gift that do him any pood—giviog
‘him the peace of nnconsciousness till the hoar of sorrow xnd
sighing should pass away !

There one ol’px.hc maids focnd him an houror so later,
and curried hima op to bad withont wakiag him.

{ To b¢ tentinued, }

Tiix Rev. John M. Joknson, rector of Scozlion, Norfolk,
who died the ather day, served ia hit th for many years
in the Royal Navy, and began to study for the Cherch at
the sge of thiny-one. «

MR, T:0Mas COox, the fosnder of the railway excursion
system, in a brochere, giving some of his personal reminse
ccaces, says he had very hard work at finkt, in convincing
travcllers in the Highlands, of the xsolate safsty of abataia-

isg foom whisky.




