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CHAFIER X.

Humphrey slept late the next morning, and the sun was
streaming on his face when he awoke,

He sprang out of bed with an exclamation of delight at
seeing such a fine day, and thea started back in surpuse at
finding himsclf in a strange wom.

Recollections of Jast night were beginning to steal over
him, when the door upened, and Jane cainc in.

¢ At last ! Master Hunphrey. \Why, T thought you were
never going to wake up!  Master Miles has been asking
for you for ever so long ! "

““ Then he's better, is he ?” said Humphrey, eagerly.

¢ Retter !** exclaimed Jane, in asprightly tone; ¢ why,
bless you, b='s quite well.”

Janz had been the one ta find Humphrey in the Jdraning
room the night before, and had guessed by his tear stained
face how it had Leen.

She was not equivocating ; Miles had taken a  umn for
the better in the night, and there was no further anxiety
about him.

Humphrey's spirits rose immediately to their usual
height ; he dressed himself in a great hurry, and soon the
two little brothers were together again,

Humphrey did not allude to his troubles of the evemng
before.  Perhaps he had already furgotten them ; or if they
did rccur to his memory, it was a dull, dead sense of pain
which he had o wish to eall into life again.

His was a nature that was only ton glad to escape from
suach recollections. llis Luoyant spirits and volatile dis-
Fosilion helped him to throw off sad memotics, and never
1ad he been gayer ot wilder than un this murning, as
he laughed and talked and played by his brother's bedside.

It was a glurious day, Miles was nearly acll, his father
was coming (in obedience to Vigginies letter), and life
secmed to him one fluud of sunshinc

Virginie, however, »lill shaky from her late anxiety, aad
with her head ominously tied vp with flanacl, looked grimly
on his mirth, She did not understand the boy ; how should
she? She was feeling very sore with him for having
caused all this trouble; she was, of course, ignorant of
what he had suffered, and she luuked upon his nuisy mer-
siment as only another proof of his usual heartlessness.

Humphrey was not in the 1oom when his father aerived,
h. ing gone out for a run in the garden: so Vhkginie had
. check in pouring out her complaint.

Sir Everard was startled at the effect the short illness had
had upon Miles, and lisic -ed muie pa iently than saal.

The delicate child luoked so much like his mother as he
lay in bed, with his flushed cheeks and lustrous cyes, that
the vague fear about him. that almost haanted the father.
100k a more definite shape.

Certainly Virginie's account of Humphrey's disobedience
was not calculated to suften him towaro the boy, aad he
}cally felt mote angry with him than he h.d ever dune be

ore.

Litle Miles was particul rly eagaging that day, so
delighted to sce his father, and so caressing in hizs ways,
that Humphrey's want of hcart scaned to stand out in
sharper contrast.  Sir Everard could not tear himself away
from tae Little fellow fur sume titne, and the mure cuaxing
the child was, the morc painfully came home to the father
the thought of having so neatly lost him.

On descending from the nuisesy, Sis Everrrd went into
the library, and, singing the bell, desired that Master Dun.
combe shuuld be sent 1o him immediately.

1 don"t suppose 1 shall make any impression upon him,”
he said 10 himself while he waited, ** but I must t5y.” He
expecied mach of Humphrey, bat he was hardly jacpared
for the boistcrous opening of the door, and the gay aspect
of the boy as he Lbuunded into the roum.

Sit Everard was, as we have sced, always luath o scold
or pumsh cithcz of his muthcless chiluren, and when it
must be done, he schooled himsclf to Joat from a sease
of duty. Baot the bold, and, as it scemed to him, dchant,
way in which the boy presented himself fairly angeicd
him, and it was in a twac of Lo futeen dapizasute tha. e
exclaimed, ** \Whai do yua mcan, si, vy cuming saw the

.room like that 2"

Now Humphrey had been busy worhing in his gatden
whea his father’s message had scached him. in happy
forpetfulness of his recent conduct and his brother™s reczat
danger.

1n the excitement of heating of hus father’s arrival, he had
cverlooked the probability of his displeasuze; and it was
with unfeigned astonishment that he heard himsclf thus
greeted, His wondeiing expicssion only artnated has fatlier
the more.

“ Don't you siand thete, lookiny, a3 f you thought you
had done nothing wroag,” he cxclaimed testily 3 ** do you
think you are te lcad yuur poor httle brother into danger,
and make him uli, and B e Wk found faull wih?
Don't yuu kaow that jua It disvuzyed e, aad lnuken
cour promisc? Did Inot fortnd yoo to co acar that pond 2

tell pon I won't hase aiy aud you shaii gu to schivel if yua
can't behave beiter at home. Do juu hear me, sit? what
dolyon mcean by behaving in this way2”

Humphicy canicisiond aun, Il tps qenciad, and his
cheek flashed at beatang himscd so aicainly . ashea Lo, and
he dared not attempl 0 answer, Iost heshauld « sgrace tam.
self by tears.

Sir Everard’s anger s0on cvaporated.

* You sce, Humphscy,” he wert on more gently, **itic
always thesame thang.  Day alier day and week afier week
1 have the samc complaiats of you. 1 shoald have thoeght
you were old caosgh auw to remueming thai Mdes s very
delicate, and that yoa wuuld hare tahen caze of hum ia-
siezd of dcading hum into mischeel. Do you haow,” he

concluded, suddenly droppin
nearly lost your little rother 2™

To Sir Everard's surprise, Humphrey burst into a passion
of tears. The words brought back to him the suffering of
last night with a sharp pang, and his whole frame shook
with sobs.

Sir_Lverard was instantly melted. Like most men,
the sxihl of tears had a magical effect upon him ; and
he took the child on his knee, and tried to comfort him,

* There, there,” he said, soothingly, ashe stroked the
curly head, ** that will do; I must not expect old heads on
young shuulders; but you must try and remember what I
tell you, and not disobey me any more. And now give
me a kiss, and ran out and have a game of cricket.”

Humphrey lifted us his tear-stained face, and gladly re-
caved the kiss of forgiveness.

A few minutes alter he was playing single wicket in the
ficld wuh the jootman, wuhout a’ trace of sorrow on his
countenance or a sad thought in his heart.

But Sir Everard remained 1n the library, pertutbed and
uncasy.  Mudes' frapile appearance had made him nervous,
and he was thinking how easily any little chill might biing
on inflammation again. e was well versed in all the sud-
den rclapses and as sudden improvements of delicate lungs.
Had he nut watched them hour by hour 2 Did he not kanow
every step? It was an attack like this that had preceded
his wife's slow fading. Daily had he watched the fush
deepen and the features sharpen on a face which was so
like the little face upstairs, that, as he thouzht of them
both, he could kardly separate the two.

Something must be done to prevent the recurrence of
any risks for Miles. But what? It was clear that Hum-
phrey was nut to be trusted ; and yet Sir Everard could not
bear to spuil the children’s fun by separating them, or by
letiing Virginie mount in too strict guard over them. She
was a nervous woman, and too apt to think everything they
did had danger in it.

‘“ Boys must amuse themselves,” he refiected 5 ¢ and at
tlumphicy’s age it is nawral they should do extraordinmy
things. 1 dun’t want to make him a mufl.” Involuntanly
he smiled at the idea of Humphrey Leing a muff. ¢ How
easily Miles might have fallen into that horrid pond ! The
slightest push from Humphrey, who never luoks where ke
isguing, would have sent lum in.  Would he ever have te-
curcred the effects of a wholesale soaking 2 However,” he

concluded, half out loud, as he rose to return to the nursery,
“‘the session is neaily over, and 1 shall be down here, and
able to look after them mysclf. And, meanwhile, I
shall remain on for a day or two, till Miles is quite well
agaw.”

his volce, ¢ that we have

CHAYTER XI.

It was a pleasant little holiday that Sir Everard spent
wi.h his children duting the days that followed , and olten
inafier years did he lovk back upon it with a tender te-

gret.

Miies’ icalth i+ nroved steadily, and in a little while he
was allowed to se carried in the alternoon to his father’s
dressing room, where, nestled in a huge arm-chair, with
his father and Humphrey sitting by, he passed some very
happy hours.  Somennaes they played games, or else Sir
Everard would read vut luird from a book of fairy tales he
hat brought irom London. Oac evening he read a story
which greatly delighted both little boys. It was about a
wonderlul wmitzor which had the power of showing to its
owaer what any of ‘s absent {friends might be doing at the
moment b= waslocking into it.

* Ch, huw I wish I could have such a mirror!* sud
Humphrey, very carnesily.

** How I wish 1 could 1" cchoed Miles.

* Do you 2" said Sir Everxrd ; * I wonder why.”

Humphrey did not answer ; he was gazing out of the win-
dow indeep thought,

* Who woull you look for, my little man?” asked Sir
Evetard of Miles.

*I shueld louk fur you, deat Fardie.™

“ But I am here, darling.”

“Not alaa}'s,“ said Miles, laying his little hand caress-
ingly on Sir Everard's.  **\When you are away in London
1 should Iike to loek in, and sce what you are doing.”™

It was by thess cncouraging little words and waygs
that Miles had wound himscl?so closcly round his father's
heart.

** Su yuu would like to see me whea I'm away,” he said,
struhing the child’s hand, * do you miss me when I'm not
withyou!™

“*Sov mach, Fardic; I wish you weuld never goo  Hume
phie, doa't we miss Fardic dreadfully when he’s away, and
with he would never go?™

Sir Everazd glanced at his clder boy, as if hoping t0 hear
him cunfirm his hittle brother's words, but YHomphrey was
siill looking thoughtfully up, out of the window and ook no
aotice.

**\Vha is he thinking about 2™ whispzred Siz Bverard
to Miles.

** I don't know,” said Miles, softly ** perhaps he's wish-
ing very hard for 2 mirror.”

Whatcver the boy was wishing for, 3° must have ben
sumcthing ahich he telt he could never have, for the brown
cycs nere fuil of tears as they op into the bles shy.

*Wait a minute,” breathed Miles, *“he'll say how we
muss yua, whea he's done |hinkin$ , often, when he's think
ing, he doesn't answez me 3ill he's quite done what he's
thinking about.”

Wiih the tears still standing in them, the cyes saddealy
spatkled with a new fecling, and Hamphrey sprang to the
w.adew, exclaiming, —

¢ A hawk ! I dodeclare; and hell have the spasrow in
aminuie!™

Sir Evcrard looked disappointed, and drew Miles closer
to hum.

** 1ic’s not thinking about us, 13 he, darling 2™

“ Eh!" cxclaimed Homphrey, starting, *‘were jom
speaking tome?  What did you say, Miles?”

*¢ It was abont the glass, Humphic; I said we shoald

-

like sg,much to see what Fardie is doing in Lendon some-
times.

*Oh! wouldn’t it be fun1” said Humphrey, seating
himself by his brother; **sometimes we should sce him
in his club, and sometimes ina hansom cab, and some-
times we should see you making a speech in the House ot
Parliament, shouldn't ‘we, father, with your arm out, and a
great sheeu all around you, like the statue of Mz. Pitt down
stairs 2"

Sir Everard lavghed.

** Not very often, I think.”

“ How should we see you, Fardie?” .

“ I'm alsaid, il you iooked late in the cvening, you would
often sce me so,” he answered, folding his arms, and shut-
ting his eyes.

** What, asleep 1" exclaimed the children.

** Fast asleep,”’ returned their father. L.

“Isn't the Queen very angty with you?™ inquired
Miles.

The Queen 1s generally asleep herself at such hours.”

“\Vhat ! n the Houre of Patlament 2"

*No; but in one or otner of her paluces.”

 But she isn’t always aslcep at night,” said Humphrey,
1n a superior tone ; ** sometimes she sits up very late, and
hasa ball. 1 know a picture of her giving a ball, in the old
book of prints down-stais.”

The volume in question bore the date of 1710, and the
engraving represented the court of Queen Anne, but it was
all the same to Humphrey. .

M"l. Do you ever go to the Queen's ball, Fardie 2 ” inquired
iles.

4 Yes, dear, I have been, but not for a long time.”

4 Father's too old for balls now,"” observed Humphrey.
‘¢ Ain't you, father2™

* My dancing days are over, yes,” said Sir Everard, ab-
sently.  le was thinking how lovely his wife had looked
at the last court ball he had been to.

“Do they dance *up the middle and down zgain,’
Fardie 2 "

¢ No,” answered Sir Everard, smilingly, ** quadrilles and
valses mostly.”

I suppose when you were young and went to balls they
used to dance the minuct2* s2id Humphrey. *¢ Used you
to wear a pig-tail, father 2"

** Upon myy word ! sud Sic Everard, ** why, how old do
you think I am? "

The children had no idea, and amused themselves for the
next ten minates by trying to guess, their conjectures vary-
ing between sixty and ninety.

“\Vill you come for a run, father?” said Humphrey,
presently.

“‘It’sa little hot for running, isu’t it?" answered Sir
Everard ; *¢ but if you are tired of being indoors, vou can
go in the garden, and I will juin you in about an hour.”

“We micht go to the wvillage, mightn't we, and spend
my penntes?  Dyson's got lus trumpet, so there's nothing
to save for, and 1 should like to spend them.”

*¢Very well 3 where shall I find you?”

1 shall be fecding my jackdaw, or working in my gar-
den; or, perhaps,” after 2 moment’s reflection, *“ I might
be sitting at the top of the apple tree, or running along the
kitchen garden wall.  But if you don't find me ia any of
those places, look in the hen-house. I might be getting an
cgp there for Miles' tea” .

** But isn't the hen-house kept locked 2”

¢ Oh, yes, but that docsa’t matterabit. Ialways squeeze
mysell through the hen's little trap-door.”

“ You don't expect muc to do the same, I hope? ”

Humphrey's sease of the ridiculous was tickied by the
idca of his father’s tall form strupgling through the little
hole of a few inches wide s and his merry lasgh cchoed
through the 100m.

““\What fun it would be!" he exclaimed, * you'd stick
in the middle, and not be ble toget in or owt.  How you
would kick?"

Little Miles laughed till he coughed, and Sir Everard
was obliged to dismiss Humplirey to the garden.

Humphrey was not engazed in any of the ~
he had mentioned when his father juined b .n hour
later. 1lc was siandiug gazing thocghtfully a. the lame
jackdaw happing about on his wooden leg.

¢ Whata fuany boy you are,” sud his father, laying a
hand on his shoulder. *‘I do Welieve you care more for
that ugly old jackdaw than fur anyihing clsc that you have.
He al_w:.ys scems to me the most umnteresung of creaturcs,
and I'm sure he's very ungratetul, for the kinder you are
to him the crosser he gets.”’

** Yes, he's very cross, poor old fellow,” said Humphrey.
“Look1™ hoh!m{: out his hand, which bare unmistakable
evidence of 2 hird’s beak, “ huw he's pecked me.  He al-
ways does wheaever 1 feed him,”

**1 should almost B inchined not to feed hum then”

** 1 coalda't et him starve, you know. Besides, I don't
wonder_he's cross. It's cnough to wake any onc angry
to be always hopping about in onc hile place, mstead
of having the whole world 1o fly about in. And if it
y’asn‘( foz mz,"” Lie added, half to numscll, ** he would be fiy-
ing aboct now.”

Sir Everard did not catch the last words, but the boy's
zce reminded him (hat he had touched on a painfal subject,
and he hastened to chasge st by progosing they should start
for the village.

Hamphrcy brightened up direcily, and was soon talking
as g;.lly asusgal. The painfalncss of the sobject consisted
in this.

. Oac day Homphrey and Miles wete amusing themselves
in theit fardens, whea the jackdaw, thea young and active,
came fiying past.

. Homphrey, without the stightest idea of tuuching
it, fiung a stoncat iy, exclaiming, ** Get away, old fellow ! ™

_Bat 30 cncizing was bis aim that the stone struck the
bird on the wing, and brought it stroggling and Rutiering
1o the ground.

I)oll?, the laoadiy-maid, was close at sand, and she
aeves forgot llum_ph.tfs bamt of gael and temorse when,
on pickiag op'the jackdaw, they found both leg and wing

ymenis




