
THE MANOR
"Oh, sir, it is decent of you to say that." The
examination, however, disfacted his attention

from all things save the papers. To his uelight

he found these easy, and, as soon as he left the

examination-room., he was popped into a cab and
taken back to town. Coming down the flight of

steps, he had seen a few boys hurrying up or

down the road. At these the Etonian cocked a

twinkling eye.

" Oueer kit you Harrow boys weai," he
said.

John, Inordinately grateful at this recognition

of himself as an Harrovian, forgave the gibe. It

had struck him, also, that the shallow straw hat,

the swallow-tail coat, did look queer, but he
regarded them reverently as the uniform of a

crack corps.

To-day, standing by the iron palings, John
reviewed the events of the last hour. The view
was blurred by unshed tears. His uncle and he
had driven together to the Manor. Here, the

explorer had exercised his peculiar personal
magn(;tism upon tlie house-master, a tall, burly
man of truculent aspect and speech. John
realized proudly that his uncle was the bigger
of the two, and that the giant acknowledged,
perhaps grudgingly, the dwarfs superiority.

The talk, short enough, had wandered into

Darkest Africa. His uncle, as usual, said

little, replying almost in monosyllables to the
questions of his host ; but John junior told

himself exultantly that it was not necessary for

Uncle John to talk; the wide world knew what
be had done.


