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CHAPTER VI.—Continued.

** Now mind,” said Humphrey, as he jumped down from
his pony, ** mind you don't peep through the door, beeause
you might see me looking at things on the counter.”

He waited for 2 moment till he had exacted a promise
from Sir Everard and then ran into the shop.

¢+ 1 want somcthing for a grown.up man,” he said, as he
advanced to the counter.

The shop-woman did her best to show cverything she
thought likely to suit, but Humphrey was not at all satisfied
with the choice.  His restless eyes wandeied all over the
shop. ¢ Have not you got any thing for a man to put in
his pocket 2 ” he asked.

An inspiration seized the woman, and sheadvanced to the
window.

‘*Take cate !” callaed out Humphrey, to the woman's
great surprise, as she began to take down some things,

4¢ Please don’t,” he continued in an agony, as, startled by
his showt, she remained, with a compass in one hand and a
purse in the other.

U Father’s out there, and he'll see what you take down,
and guess it’s for his birthday present.”

The woman humbly begged his pardon, but it was
too late; Humphrey would not Jook at ather purse or
compass. ** You've spoilt it all,"" he said; *‘he must
have seen.”

He remained leaning disconsolately against the counter,
gazing with no fricndly cyc on the rapidly-increasing heaps
of goods which the patient woman produced {rom all cor-
ners of the shop for his inspection.

*¢ Have you got a husband 2" he asked, suddenly.

To Humphrcey's horror the woman put up her apron to her
eyes, and begun to cry.

“QOh! I’'m so sorry, said he; ‘1 dida't mean to make
you cry, really. Isce now you've got 2 cap on, so of
course he's dead. I'm vcr}' sorry he's dead,” he continued
after a pause, *‘ because I was guing v say perhaps he
would have been able to tell me what a grown-up man
would like.” Then, afraid he had been unfecling, he
added, * Of course, I am sorry too. because it seems to
make you unhappy. You don't remember, I suppose,” he
wen? on, doubttully, and cyeing the widow carefully, to sce
how far he might go without fear of a fresh outburst, “‘what
he used o hike for his birthday presents ¢~

The womar cast her thougnts back o the memury of the
defunct, and the prominent 1dea connccted with hum being
tobacco smoke, she suggested a cigar-case.

Humphrey was delighted at the dea.

Y ou don't mcaa to say theyze an the window 2™ he ex
claimed 1n despan,

The widow wasgobhiged to admit that it was too true.

** \What are we to do!” said Humphiey, dejectedly.
‘I know ! " he added, the zeat mumen: runining tu the duor.,

¢t Father !" he shouted, ** would yuu mind tarning yvut
head away for a munute, because we'ze going to get some-
thing out of the window."

it Everard immediately bacame engrossed with the duor
of the oppositc public-house, tu the great discumfiture of
one of his gardeners, who was issuing thercfrom, slightly
inebuiated, and bad been doing his best to escape the baro-
ret’s notice.

Humphrey was delighted with the cigar cases. They
were so brilliant in their embroidered covers. He was par
dcelarly attracted by the smallest and smartest.

¢ It will hold so very few agars,’ suggested the wuman,
‘had you not better have a larger one? ™

¢* Oh, that doesa’t matter 1n the least,” said Humphrey,
** because father doesn’t smoke.  As lung 2s it is sman and
pretty to putinto his pocket it will do very well. Wrap
;}x} up, pl‘;asc, soasto hide it quite, in case he should guess

s the shape.

The wid%w wrapped it in several covers, and Humphrey
left the shop.

*“ You did not see, {2ther, T hupe,” he said camestly, as
he mounted s pony, and Sir Eveiard assuted tum he had
not once looked toward the window.

“ How mach 2" asked the baronet, as the parcel was
handed up.

¢ Ten-and-sixpence,” answered the shup woman

Sir Everard lud his feclings, and paid the asoncy.

“Isn't it cheap?” said Humphicy, as they rode on,
“ considering it's all embroidered with goldoand . o . - .
oh ! dear mc ! I hope you haven't guessed by that 2

¢ Far frem it," answered Sit Everard; 1 am more

wzzled than cver ; for Ican't conccive what you could have
?ound in that little shop that would Uc 211 embroidered with
gold.”

Humphrey was in great glee.  ** You hacen’t the slight
cst idea, I soppose, father, what it is?™

¢* Not the remotest.” .

¢ So 1 know something you don't. You often tell me you
know so many things 1 know nothing about. Now it is just
the other way, isn'tit?”

** Just the other way,” answered the baronet, and Hum
phrcy rode on in a state of great clation.

*¢ It's a deexdful thing to have a seeret,” Le obscrved pre-
seatly, after having once or twice begun to speak, and
stopped short.

*¢ Why ? " inquited his father, smiling.

“QOh ! so drcadfully difficult to keep,” ke answered.
¢ Two or three times I've been begianing to alk alowt i1,
wnd forgetting you weren't toknow.”

¢¢ Let's talk of something clse then,”

Another pause, and then Humphrcy said ; *' Do vou
know, father, 1 think you bad bettcr take me home."”

“ Home alrcady ! are you tired 2

* No—it isn’t that ; but 1 know if I wait much longer, 1
shall be tclling you the secret before 1 can stop myself. 1If

I only could tell some one, I should be all right ; so that's
why I want to get hometo Miles.”

** But I want to call on General Colville, and also to pay
old Dysona visit. Can you last a little longer, do you
think? "

Humphrey was fond of society, and so took very kindly
to the nrrangement,

** Dyson s the old deafl man, isn't he? Was he bomn
deaf?”

“No; it is only of late vears that he has become so.”

“LPmglad I wasn't born deaf. It would have been a
great bore. I wonder Dyson doesn’t Luy an ear-trumpet.”

** 1 supposc, poor fellow, he can’t afford it."

¢ 1 should so like to give him one.”

‘¢ But where's your money 2"

‘“Ah ! there itis again. I never do have any money,”

‘1 gave you a shilling a very little while ago.”

“ I bought copper caps and hard-bake.”

‘ Ah! we can't eat our cake and have it you know."

‘¢ Not cake, father—hardbake !

*“It's all the same.  Now, if you were to save up your
money, instead of buying trash, you would be able to buy
uscful things.”

“Sol willl I'l begin saving directly ; the very next
shilling you give me. I'il put away, and go on till I've got
enough to buy Dyson an ear-trumpet.”

**“That will be a very good plan.”

““When do you suppose you'll be giving me another shii-
ling, father?

** Ah!that I Jon't know at all.”

¢ Ifadn't you better be bcgixmin;;
an car-trumpet will cost a good deal,
to keep old Dyson waiting.”

Sir Everard handed him a shilling, saying as he did so:
¢ Now, mind, it is not to be spent ou any thing else ; ” and
Humphiey faithfully promised it should not.

Old Dyson was in his garden when they pasced, so they
drew up to speak to him. e was not so deaf as to be un-
able to hear Sir Everard’s powerful shout, but Humphrey's
litrle attempls were futile.

** How pleased he'd be,” thought Humphrey to himself,
*“if he knew I was going to save up my money to buy him
an er-trumpet,”

And he held up his sailling to the old man 1n triumph,
as if the very sight of it would tell him the whole story.

Dyson smiled and nodded, ** Ay, ay, gomng to buy
sweelies, I see.”

Humphrey shook his head vehemently, and tried to shout
an explanation,

¢ No!" said the old man, ¢ then it'll be a top, maybe 2™

It was no use trying tomake him understand ; and as Sir
Everard was moving off, Humphrey was obliged to follow,
shaking his head to thelast.

* 1t weould never do 1o tell old Dyson a sccret,” he ob-
served to his father, when he overtook him.

“ \Why nint 2"

**Why, you'd have to scream it so loud in his ear that
cvery one could hear. It wouldn't be much of a secret
if the whole village was listening. Supposing I were to
shour 10 him, * Dyson, I'm going to give father a birth-
day present, and it’s a cigar ca—." Oh, good gra.
cinus * ™ said Humphrey, pulling up his pony, * I've told
you my sceret ¢ Oh, father, did you guess 2™

Sir Frverard’s attention had been wandering, and he could
honesily assure the child that he was as far as ever from
knowing the secret.

**And pow, here we are at General Colville's,” he
added ; *“so you will have lots of things to distsact your
thoughts.”

Sir Everard and Humphrey were shown into the draw-
ng-rwom where were two ladics and some children.

Alrs. Calville came forward to receive them, and informed
Sit Everard that her husband was confined to his room with
a slight attack of gout

Sit Everard im .cly volunteered to ga and sce him.
Mrs. Colville t0on .um upstaits, and Humphrey was left
with the other lady.

** \What is your name, dear? ™ she asked.

* I'm Humphrey Duncombe,™ he answered, seating hin-
self by her side.  ** Who aze you? "

“'m Mrs. Colville’s sister,” she answered, smiling.
“ T supposc vou don't rememaber me, but 1 have scen you
befote, at your grandmother’s, at Banleigh. 1 hive close by.”

¢ 1 wonder if you could keep a secret 2 said Humphrey,
eagerly.

** Yes, dear, I think so; but why? Ilave you grot one to
tell me?”

* A very great one. 1've never had one before, and 1
don't like 3t at all, I must tell some one, or clse 1 shail be
telling it to father, you know.”

¢ But wh?' not tell your father 2 Surely he would be the
best person.”’

*¢Tcll father ! Mrs. Colville's sister?  Why, he's just the
person who isn’t 10 koow."”

* Mrs. Colville’s sister™ had been half afraid she was
geing to be made the canfidante of some boyish escapade
which the child had conccaled from his father ; but Hum.
phrcy'’s open face disarmad suspicion, and she histened at.
tentively while ke poured forth his tale.

It was necessary to listen attentively, for, in the fust
place, Humphrey was in such a burry to get to his point
that he rather slurred over the Gecessary explanations ; and,
in the sccond place, he insisted on whispering it all in
her car, un account uf the presence of the children.

1lc had just finished his story, and she was making solemn
protestations of the strictest sccrecy, when Mrs. Colville
came back.

“You must not tell cven her, you know,” concluded
Hamphrey : and, with x sigh of relief, he sat down again.

Mrs. Colrille was onc of those mothers who arc always
fancying other children are better dressed thao their own.
She was a geeat copyist, and an unserupulons borrower of
patterns.

pretty soon? because
and it would be a pity

Virginic held her in abhomrence.  She had once asked
for the pattern of Miles® bloase, and Virginic had aever
forgotten or forgiven Sir Eveiard's ready acquicscence.

Mrs. Colville and her family came to the same church as
the Duncombes, and it was almost more than Virginie could
stand to sec other children dressed like her youay gentlemen,

Mis. Colville—Dlinded, a little, like most mothers—did
not sec thet what suited Humphrey and Miles, both exceed-
inply rrcu{ children, did not have quite the same effect on
her nice, but decidedly plain, little boys, and went stea.
dily un. Whatever appeared on Humphrey’s graceful fig-
urc one Sunday was sure {o be reproduced on some fat
little Colville the next.

Men do not notice these things. Sir Everard was quite
unaware of what went on, but, to Virginie, it was a con.
stant source of annoyance,

““‘That’s a pretty suit,” said Mrs. Colville, examining
Hum )htc¥’s clothes. .

“Very,”" returned her sister 3 ** they fit so well,”

** Come here, Clement,” said Mrs, Colville to a little boy
in the distance; * there, den't you see, Mary, how differ-
cmlr his.things sit?”

Mary saw well cnough, and saw too that it was figure,
and nof clothes, that made such a difference between the
two boys, but she <id not like to wound her sister’s mater-
nal vanity by saying so.

“Does your French bonne make your clothes, dear?”
Mis, Colville inquired of {Tumphrey.

“Not mine,” he answerey- ‘only Miles'.  Mine,”
headded with gzeat pride, ¢ come from a London tailor’s.”

‘“ Do you happen to remember his name?

““Swears and Wells,” answered Humphiey 3 I went
there once to sec * Gulliver.' I advise you to go and ses
him when you are ir. London.  You can't think how jolly

he is.”

‘1 supposc, of course, you don’t remember the direction?
Of coures llum;'!hcy didn't. I\

‘ Stopa bit,” hesaid all of a sudden. ¢ I've seen the

direction written somewhere quite lately. Where could 1
hav.scenit? \Vhy, since I've been in this room I've read
it,”

. “Impossille, my d.ar child,” said Mrs. Colville, laugh:
ing.
**But I have really,” getung up from his chair in his
excitement; **1 have scen the number and the name
of the street aritten somewhere in this drawing.room.”

“ You mus. be dreaming, dear.”

“No, I'm quite sure I did. Now, where could it have
been?  Did I gonear the writing-table 2™ As hespoke, he
advanced. *‘Or stop, here are some cards. Did T see it
written ona card 2™ .

"";\'9 3 1 assure you Swears and Wells are not visitors of
mine.’

Humphrey Was determined not to give it up, arnd in
spitc of the laughter of both ladies, he got up, went to
the door, and made his entry all over again, that he might
see what he could have passed on the way that might have
had the direction on it.

He reflected out loud as he went along: ““I came in here
and passed the table (no, not on the books, or the work-
basket, or the flower.stand). Then I stood by the piano a
rmnute, while father was shaking hands with Mis. Colville
(no, not on the piano nor the music). Then I shook hands
with Mrs, Colville, then 1 sat down on the sofa by her sis-
ter, and put my hat by my side so—zad—Oh! ™ he ex
clamed, so suddealy that be stanled both ladies, ** here
it is, wntten inside my hat! That’s where I saw it—look !
x little ticket: *Swears & Wells, 192 Regent Street.
Aun't you glad, Mrs.-Colville? Now you'll be able to find
the shop. Hadn’t you better write it down? ™

He was heart and soul in the subject, and did not per
ccive the amusement he gave.

\What would Virginie's feelings have been could she
have scen the name, number and address,-copicd with
great accuracy into Mrs. Colville’s ** Wherer it2™ and to
make sure there should be no mistake, this memorandum
added : *“a suit such as was lately made for Sir E. Dun.
combe’s little boy 2 ¥

This was just accomplished when Sir Everard came back.

“I'm afraid the General is in for a sharp attack, Mrs,
Colville.”

1 am afraid he is—he is so very imprudent.
my sister, Sit Everard 2. .

Sir Everard advanced with a smile of recognition.

“Is it possible you are little Mary Wilbetforce? 1 didn't
Tecognize you just now, you arc grown out of all recollec
uons. To be suze, 1t’s a long time since Isaw you- -three
cr four years, isn’t it 2

Mary said something about it being a long time, but she
did not like to panticularize the date, though she remem-
vered 1t perfectly ; because Lady Dancombe had Ieen with
fum at the time, and she was afraid of recalling painful as
sociations.

* And when did you leave Banleigh 2

‘¢ Zbout a week ago.”

“ How were my people 2"

I saw Lady Albinia and Miss Duncombe the day be
forc I Ieft. They were both very well.”

A shy smile lighted up her face as she mentioned Miss
Duncombe. There was cvidently some joke sbout her, for
it was reflected on Sir Everard's. ** Poor old Cecilia,”
laughed he.

Miss Duncombe was a lady of limited intcllect, and ex-
ceedingly young for her age; and every body was at liberty
to lasgh at her.  They tatked on about her for some time,
while Humphrey listened with all Lis might, and then Sir
Everard took his leave.

“I'm better aow,” said Humphrey, as they rode s long.

““What ¥f were you not fecling well 27 said Sis Everard,
alarmed.

*“Oh, yes ; but I mean aboul my secret.  \Vhat makes
mc fzcl better is, that I've told it 2o that lady—Mrs. Col-
ville’s sister,”

1 don't belicve you will ever keep that secret for ten
days more. Do you know my birthday is not till Monday
week.”

“Oh ! dear! oh dear! T thought it was much sooner
than that. Lct's be quick and talk of something elsc.”

*¢\What shall wetalk-abont? T am expecting two gen.

-

You know



