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Tabs ekORESSOKS: CHILDREN. 

CHAPTER I. 

Tuey lived in a wonderful world of their own, far 

away up the steep stairs of a narrow London 

house. A little shabby nursery with small, high 
windows, through which a glimpse of the sky 

could be seen up between the chimney-pots, as 
well as a peep into the dark, dull street below. 
But we, who only saw the chairs and table, the 
worn old ottoman and capacious toy-box, had little 
idea of the possibilities of play which the children 
found within those four dingy walls. 

‘Tf it wasn’t for lessons and bed-time and nurse 
and being washed, and horrid things like that, we 
might have time to get on with our playing pro- 
perly,” said Peggy sadly, as she was dragged out 
from under the sofa, where she and Roger had just 
decided to spend the rest of their lives, pretending 
they were rabbits in a hole. Only nurse always - 
was so interfering just when the games were most 
interesting, and she never could understand how 
trying it is to the temper to be washed more often 
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than is absolutely necessary, even if the floor is 

a little dirty or the window-ledge covered with 

smuts. 
There were four of them altogether, counting 

the baby, but then, as the others would always tell 

you, the baby did not count properly. He was 

only two years old, and could not join in many 

of the games or understand the real pretending. 

Still he was useful sometimes in taking unimpor- 

tant parts in the plays,—such as an invading army, 

or a herd of wild elephants, or a bloodthirsty 

robber; and “perhaps,” as Roger said with 

thoughtful condescension, “he might count as a 

half until he’s big enough not to be always going 

to sleep, or crying, or tumbling down”. 

Peggy was the eldest, and she was eight and a 

half. Then came Roger of seven, and they were 

both a great deal older than Oliver, who was barely 

five. 
“Peggy!” exclaimed Roger eagerly, one foggy 

winter’s afternoon as they were learning their 

lessons, “don’t you think we might play now till 

tea-time ?” 
His sister was curled up on the window seat 

poring over a book to catch the last gleams of 

the fading light. In the toy-box corner of the 
room the baby sat cheerfully contemplating the 

beloved countenance of an india-rubber lamb, 

whose squeak had long ago been squeezed out
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of him by Mike’s practical demonstrations of 
affection. 

“Tt is too dark to read any more by the out- 
side light,” assented Peggy, getting down, “and 

the fire isn’t big enough to make reading light, 
so we might pretend we are Red Indians.” 

“Oh, yes!” cried Roger, “and we'll live in a 
wigwam, which can be the dirty clothes-basket, 
while nurse is downstairs.” 

“Tse R’indyan,” observed the baby, beaming all 

over, ‘‘an’ [| bite!” 

‘““Red Indians don’t bite,” corrected Peggy ; 
‘you'd better be a bear.” 

‘They do their food,” interrupted Oliver, who 
was always ready for an argument. He was a 
very slow, solemn boy, and dreadfully obstinate 
about arguing, which is a most irritating thing to 
other people, as Roger and Peggy well knew. 
But nobody ever convinced Oliver against his 
will. Even his father, who was a_ professor, 
would give it up, baffled—and nurse, whose 
temper was inclined to be short, would be obliged 
to put him to bed in disgrace as the only way of 
ending the discussion. 

“T don't yike bears,” the baby whimpered, 
but then Roger interfered -— 

“Peggy and I will be Red Indians and Oliver 
and Mike hostile tribes who live in the night- 
nursery and they must invade”,
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‘An’ I bite,” repeated the baby. 
“You can’t bite,” persisted Peggy. “I told 

you Red Indians don’t. And he mustn’t, must 
he?” appealing to Roger. 

“He can his food,” said Oliver, with an obsti- 
nate look on his face. 

“Oh, he’s too little to play properly,” said 
Roger loftily, “let him bite if he wants to.” 

Mike uttered a shriek of temper, and his face 
flushed scarlet. 

‘“T’se not too yittle. Tse vedy big boy. An’ 
I bite!” he added more calmly. For the baby 
was a person of one idea. 

Oliver took his hand. 
“You shall bite, baby,” he said soothingly ; 

“but come on!” And the “hostile tribes” 
trotted obediently into the night-nursery and 
crept under nurse’s bed. 

“T will go hunting,” continued Roger, ‘and 
the dolls shall be the people we kill and 
eat.” 

Just then a piercing scream from the night- 
nursery indicated that there was a civil war 
among the hostile tribes. 

Oliver was standing in his favourite attitude 
resting his hands on his knees, and the baby 
was kneeling down with his head on the ground, 
which was his usual way of being offended. 

“That is my ball,” Oliver was repeating de-
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liberately, ‘and you can’t play with it ever any 
more!” 

The baby had not thought about the ball until 
thus challenged. 

“You must not tease Mike,” exclaimed Peggy 

  

OLIVER WAS STANDING IN HIS FAVOURITE ATTITUDE RESTING HIS 

HANDS ON HIS KNEES. 

reproachfully, “or I shall have to tell nurse what 
a naughty little boy you are.” 

When any of the others were naughty it 
always made Peggy a little managing and strict,
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but that came of being the eldest and the only 

girl. 

"Red Indians do bite their food,” observed 

Oliver, ‘‘’cause if they didn’t they'd never grow 

up, like the boy what wouldn’t bite his potatoes 

nurse told us about.” 

Peggy and Roger did not always quite believe 

nurse’s stories, still sometimes they seemed so 

true that they could not help making the children 

a little thoughtful if not exactly frightened. 

“Peggy, come quick!” shouted Roger from 

the day-nursery, ‘‘an awfully exciting thing has 

happened. The littlest china doll has tumbled 

into the coal-box and | am pretending it is a 

real coal-pit, and am going to let down a rope 

with the toy crane.” 

The other children rushed in, and they all had 

a delightful time playing with the coal-box. The 

baby so entered into the spirit of the game that 

he flung his cherished lamb into its grimy depths. 

In fact it was one of those delightful games that 

never would have palled if nurse had not suddenly 

come upstairs, and spoiled everything by her un- 

reasonable interference. 

“T never did see such children in all my life!” 

she exclaimed wrathfully. ‘“ Such naughtiness 

and such daring too! My back only turned for 

five minutes ”—nurse’s five minutes were longer 

than any one else’s—“ and you to get in such a



THE PROFESSOR’S CHILDREN. F 

  

mess. You'll come into the night-nursery this 
minute, and,” with increased severity, “be well 

washed—all of you.” : 
Mike hastily removed a gutta-percha ring, which 

he was in the habit of incessantly sucking, from 
his dirty litthe mouth to make way for a scream, 
and Oliver began to whimper. He did so hate 
the feeling of soap and water. 

‘“] think it’s very wrong to wash your face be- 
tween meals,” muttered Peggy. 

But they all had to submit to such a scrubbing 
as nurse thought fit, both from a personal and a 
punitive point of view. Then they were marched 
back into the nursery, and nurse dared them in 
her severest voice to do anything except behave 
themselves while she went downstairs to get the 
tea. 

Having their faces washed in the middle of the 
afternoon naturally made the children feel very 
serious. Indeed Oliver was positively sorrowful 
as he sat nursing an old woollen shawl with a 
piece of string tied round its waist, which he 

invariably called “his brother,” though its real 
name was Week. 

“ Let’s tell tales,’ 

cleaner than playing.” 
“Tm werry clean,” said Oliver, gloomily look- 

ing at his fingers. 

‘“My yamb vedy clean, too,” echoed the baby, 

d suggested Peggy; “it'll be
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smiling, for nurse had also given it a scrub: ‘it 
tastes yike soap when I bite it.” 

“T have thought of a new story,” said Roger, 
beginning to jump about. Roger always jumped 
about wildly during his flights of imagination, 
which made him a little difficult to hear at times 
owing to his breathlessness. 

“Once upon a time there was a woodcutter,” he 
began, “and he was very poor.” 

Peggy sat clasping her legs and resting her chin 
on her knees, and the baby lay flat on his back 
and waved his boots in the air. 

‘“Werry poor?” asked Oliver. 
_ “Awfully poor. His name was Mr. Jenkins, 
and he suffered many things because of his poor- 
ness.” 

‘“ How werry poor was he?” persisted Oliver, 
who always would sift the matter thoroughly, and 
there was no possibility of putting him off. 

“So poor that he never had anything to eat,” 
continued Roger, standing still for a moment to 
get his breath. 

‘“ How horrid!” Peggy softly observed. 
“And he lived in a wood ‘cause of being a 

woodcutter. One day the cat ——” 
“What cat?” Oliver wanted to know. 
“The Jenkins’ cat of course,—jumped into the 

larder and quickly ate up all the food that was 
there
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‘“A bitin’ cat!” remarked the baby, suddenly 

sitting upright and listening attentively. 
—‘ And Mr. Jenkins began to beat the cat, and 

he beat it and beat it till all its bones was broken! 
When suddenly ””—here Roger paused and his 
small pale face fairly glowed with excitement— 
“the wolf rushed in and killed Mr. and Mrs. 
Jenkins quite dead and ate them all up in a 
minute.” 

“He bited them!” murmured the baby. 
“After Mr. and Mrs. Jenkins was dead and 

buried —.—” 

“But the wolf swallowed them, you know,” 

corrected Peggy, “so they couldn’t be buried as 
well.” 

“It's my story, and they was buried,” said 
Roger with dignity. “In course the wolf didn’t 
swallow quite all of them. So their heads, and 
their boots, and,” reverting to his own toilet, 

“their braces was buried, and when the funeral 
was finished the cat married the wolf.” 

“But the Jenkins was werry poor-—-too poor 
to have things to eat—so why was there any food 
in the larder?” began Oliver, who had been 

meditating on the opening part of the story. 
“Don’t bother so!” said Peggy impatiently. 
“But I want to know,” persisted her little 

brother. “If they was too poor to have any food 
they was too poor to have a larder to keep it in.” 
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‘“And soon the wolf ate up all the cat’s 
friends,” continued Roger excitedly. 

“Tt was silly of the cat to marry the wolf,” 
Peggy thought. 

‘“No it wasn’t,” argued Roger. ‘“ It was quite 
wise.” 

‘Not if it ate up all its friends. J] can’t think 
how a good cat could be so silly.” 

“Was it a big larder or a werry little one?” 
asked Oliver, but the others could not attend to: 

him. He would go on asking questions about 

that larder for a week. 

“Tt wasn't silly,” answered Roger, getting 

rather cross. ‘The cat loved the wolf so very 

much.” 

‘But the wolf couldn’t have loved the cat or it 

wouldn’t have eaten all its friends!” 
Roger thought for a moment before answering :— 
“The wolf did not love the cat”. 
“Then why did he marry her?” asked Peggy 

triumphantly. 

‘hle married wher in “a ft of good) nature, 

announced the historian slowly. And there was 

not another word to be said on the subject, 

especially as at that moment nurse appeared in 

the doorway with the tea-tray. 
“My brother wants his tea werry bad,” said 

Oliver, looking lovingly at the old woollen shawl, 
“and I may have him in my chair during tea,
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mayn’t I, Nanny dear?” And Oliver smiled his 
rare smile that seemed to come curling over his 
sober, round face. 

That was another rather remarkable thing about 
Oliver. He was so fond of nurse. She was 
really a very good person in spite of being so 
strict, but nobody would ever have thought of 
calling her “dear” except Oliver. And being 
put in the corner or even sent to bed by her, never 
made Oliver love her a bit the less; but that was 

perhaps because he never changed his mind about 
anything. 

‘“‘T wish it wasn’t tea-time,” said Peggy sadly, 
‘’cause the tale was getting so exciting, and I’m 

not a bit hungry. Are you, Roger?” 
“Tm not quite bread-and-butter hungry,” 

answered the boy; “but we can pretend things 
to make it nicer.” 

‘Let's pretend,” suggested Oliver, “that we’re 
eating slugs and snails.” 

“Me too,” cried Mike; “let me have s’ugs 
and snails too.” 

‘“T am pretending that my bread is a snow 
heap,” said Roger, ‘and my tea rain puddles.” 

“Tea is like rain puddles—just the colour of 
the puddles in the street,” exclaimed Peggy. 

‘Why is the rain like water on the window and 
like tea in the street ?” asked Oliver thoughtfully. 

‘‘ Because the dry mud is like tea in the caddy,
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and the mixing changes the colour,” answered 

Peggy. 
‘“Tt’s fun pretending it is puddles,” said Roger 

with a little laugh. ‘ And I’m pretending I’m a 
. sparrow drinking it.” 

“Then hold your head back till it drops down 
your throat,” commanded his sister. ‘‘ That’s how 

birds drink, you know.” 

Instantly Oliver and the baby adopted this sug- 

gestion, which ended in such violent choking all 

round that nurse interfered, and the sparrow pre- 

tence was forbidden. 

“We couldn’t have done it properly,” observed 
Roger, ‘’cause birds never choke.” 

“¢ Now then, finish your teas like good children. 
And why you can’t eat your meals properly with- 
out all this pretending rubbish I can’t imagine,” 
added nurse crossly. And that was just one of 
the simple things that nurse never did understand. 
She could not see that eating proper things is so 
dull, while if only you pretend they are such un- 
usual things as mud and puddles, or slugs and 
snails, it makes it so interesting and appetizing, 

After tea there were lessons to be learned. 
Both Peggy and Roger had quite long ones to 
prepare for Mademoiselle, and even Oliver fetched 

out a book and began to practise his reading. | 

“ B for bread and butter, R for Roger, I for 

ink-pot, T for toast-rack, I for ink-pot again, S
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for slugs and snails, H for hansom—what does 
that spell?” he asked wonderingly. 

“T don’t know,” said Peggy; “your way of 
spelling is so muddling.” 

“Tt isn’t!” argued Oliver; “it is werry un- 
muddling. D for donkey, O for Oliver, G for 
gentleman, spells dog, you know.” 

“TI can only tell by looking,” persisted Peggy ; 
‘but do be quiet and don’t bother. I never shall 

learn these verbs,” and she began rocking herself 
to and fro as if to catch their rhythm. 
“My spelling is werry unmuddling,” repeated 

Oliver, and then, as he was generally an obliging 
little boy, “but I won't bother you. I will sit 
in the window-seat and play with Week. An’ he 
won't talk nor disturve you,” he added, climbing 
up and clasping the woollen shawl tightly in his 
arms. 

“ Shall I tell you a story, my dear?” he asked 
it softly. And as silence proverbially gives con- 
sent, he began in whispered tones :—‘‘ Once upon 
a time there was a great big giant what had no 
little children ’cause he eated them all up. An’ 
his whiskers was so werry long that he treaded on 
them walking up the stairs, and tumbled down and 
was killed quite dead. An’ father’s friend, what 
stuffed the eagle, stuffed the giant and took him 
to the Museum in a cab. Peggy, may I play with 
Sundial Sampson if I’m werry careful?”
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His sister good-naturedly lent him a dilapidated 

doll. 
‘“T didn’t know both her eyes has tumbled back- 

wards inside,” he observed sorrowfully. 

“That’s the wretched thing about real eyes,” 

said Peggy; “they will tumble inside.” 

“Real eyes don’t always tumble backwards,” 

Roger joined in. ‘‘ Ours don’t, you see.” 

“They might,” argued Oliver; ‘and I ’spect 

they will too.” 
““ Now, Master Oliver, come to bed,” exclaimed 

nurse, making her appearance after the baby had 

been safely disposed of. And for a while there 

was profound silence in the nursery. 

“ Let's pretend I’m father making a lecture,” 

cried Roger as he slammed the last lesson book 

on the table and climbed on to the window seat, 

“and it shall be about a phllos’pher killing a 

tiger.” 

“And I'll be students,” assented Peggy eagerly. 
‘Father always has students when he makes 

lectures.” 

“ Ladies and gentlemen,” began Roger grandly. 

“It’s only ladies now,” interrupted his sister. 

‘“What a pity nurse couldn’t let the gentlemen 

sit up any longer! Oliver does so well for 

gentlemen.” 
“Oh, bother! get some dolls for gentlemen— 

there must be some, you know.”
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‘““They’re all ladies too. We must only pre- 
tend gentlemen.” 

‘All right. Ladies and gentlemen, this is a 

lecture, and once upon a time a ph’los’pher went 
hunting in the jungle——’” 

“ Now, children,” said nurse, ‘“‘ come to bed!” 

‘Oh, nurse,” cried Peggy, ‘‘and the lecture 

hasn’t even got to the tiger, which is the most 

exciting part.” 
“T can't help that. And it’s my opinion you 

children tell too many exciting tales, especially 
just before going to bed.” 

“But, nurse,” argued Roger, “ father likes us to 

tell them. He's always dreadfully interested in 
the tales we make up, and writes pieces of them 
down in his note-book.” 

‘Master Oliver couldn’t sleep the other night 
for some giant rubbish,” observed nurse. 

‘““That’s because he’s so little,” Roger said dis- 

dainfully. ‘I think about giants and wild beasts 
and battles all night long, and they all get mixed 
up with lessons in my dreams.” 

“Shall we do a drawing-lesson with father 
in bed to-night?” asked Peggy. 

“The master has not come in yet,” answered 
nurse. 

When the children were all safely in bed nurse 
went downstairs. The door was open between 
the little boys’ room and its dressing-room, which Yi g 

2 
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was Peggy's, so that a conversation could easily 
be held. The baby’s cot was in nurse’s room at 

the back. 

“T are awake,” said Oliver, ‘only we must 

talk a werry great lot ’cause I are sleepy.” 

“And you must be awake when father 

comes up, you know,” commanded Peggy 

severely. 

‘Of course you must,” added Roger. “I’m not 

sleepy. Id tell you a story if I could run and 
jump about, only it’s too cold. Oliver,” he 

suddenly shouted, ‘“‘don’t lie down like that or 

youll be sure to go off!” 

Oliver lifted his heavy little head from the 

pillow, and opened wide his big grey eyes. 
“T aren't werry sleepy,” he asserted bravely, 

but in a far-away voice. 

“You are! you are! cried Pegey. (i) can 
hear it in the way you speak.” 

“And it does vex father with a great disap- 
pointment to come up and find you asleep,” 

chimed in Roger reproachfully. 

“Tell me a story then—a werry exciting one— 

‘cause that will make me more wide-awaker.” 
“Once upon a time,” began Roger in a great 

hurry, bouncing up and down till his bed fairly 
rattled, “there was a great hunter who shot his 
wife quite dead in the night.” 
“Why did he?” asked Oliver sitting up.
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“He did not mean to shoot her,” explained 

Roger; “he mistook her for a mouse. But when 

he came before the judge there was not time to 

explain about the mouse, and so the judge did not 

understand it was only a mistake, but he hanged 

the hunter quite dead.” 

“ And what happened to the mouse?” Oliver 

wanted to know. 

“Tt escaped in great safety,” explained Roger. 

“You don’t feel sleepy again, I hope?” 

‘“‘ Not werry sleepy—on’y I do wish father would 

come quicklier.” 

“T hear him! I hear him!” shouted Peggy. 

“Father, father!” called three little eager 

voices; ‘‘we are all quite awake!” 

The professor had been hard at work all day. 

So deep was he in the solution of certain problems 

that he forgot to put on his overcoat, and it only 

struck him as he entered his own home that he 

was very cold and thoroughly wet. The house 

was very gloomy downstairs. It had been so 

ever since the children’s mother went away one 

night and left Baby Mike in her place. He 

fumbled about for a match and lighted the gas, 

which showed a small, shabby room littered all 

over with papers and books, and with only a 

handful of fire in the grate, for coal was expensive 

that winter in London. A friendly lamp-post 

gleamed in through the uncurtained window, and
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winked its eye in the blasts of wind at the doleful 

prospect within. 
The professor picked up one of the books on 

the table and stood looking into it, forgetful of 

his wet clothes or the evening meal, which was 

already overdue. 

But happily the servants never waited for the 

bell to be rung in that house. They settled what 
food was suitable for their master, and one of 

them stood over him until he had duly disposed of 

it. Soa little while after the click of the latch- 
key had been heard in the door, nurse appeared 

together with a loaded tray, and insisted on the 

professor’s putting on dry clothes before he sat 

down to it. It was therefore later than usual 
when the children heard their father’s footstep on 
the stairs. 

“J are awake, father !” said Oliver triumphantly. 
“What shall we draw to-night?” asked Peggy 

eagerly jumping on to the end of the boys’ bed, 

and tucking her toes up under her little red 

dressing-gown. 
The professor was deeply ieresed in the 

development of the esthetic aptitudes in child-life. 
-He believed that every child properly educated in 
that direction would be, in different degrees, an 

artist, and this was one of the many experiments 
which he intended to try on the little people who 
belonged to him. It was really the greatest
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advantage, the professor thought, to be able to 

prove his theories by such intensely interesting 

illustrations as his own children. 

“ Suppose you each draw me a cruel man,” sug- 

gested their father. He knew how they would, 

after their own fashion, design a man; but the 

term cruel would be more difficult to express. 

For some time there was profound silence, the 

children’s heads being bent low over their work, 

and then Oliver looked up with a more solemn 

expression even than usual. 

“ How do you draw cruelness?” he asked. 

“ You must draw it as you think best,” answered 

the professor, smiling for the first time that day. 

“Pye done mine,” called Roger, triumphantly 

displaying a huge-headed figure with fewer fea- 

tures than is customary. 

“ That is a man,” said his father; ‘but I told 

you a cruel man.” 

“He is a cruel man,” explained Roger; “he 

shot his wife dead. | telled a tale about him.” 

“ But how do you know from the drawing that 

he is cruel?” asked the professor. 

“Oh, I pretended that,” answered his son coolly. 

And then Peggy produced the picture of a man in 

which her father detected a really unfavourable 

expression by means of a very drawn-down mouth 

and narrow, slanting eyes. 

“ He looks rather cruel, doesn’t he, father?”
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“Me, now!” observed Oliver. And his man 

was very quaint and unformed, with a little 

scribble up at the top of the paper. 
‘“ That is the man,” he explained slowly ; ‘and 

that,” pointing to the scribble, “is the cruelness.” 

“Very good, very good,” said the professor, 
“you have all done nicely. Now I must say 

good-night.” 
And he left three very wide-awake, excited little 

people upstairs when he went down to write in his 

note-book the psychological conclusions of the last 

drawing-lesson.
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CHAPTER II. 

Tue trouble began with its being the day for clean 

clothes, which, as everybody knows, are very 

prickly and irritating things. Then Roger would 

argue about his shirt and say it was too tight 

round the neck, and he pulled the button off— 

on purpose, nurse said. Anyhow it put her into 

a thoroughly bad temper so that she brushed 

Peggy’s hair very severely and kept catching the 

tangles in the teeth of the comb. But nobody 

was really naughty before breakfast except the 

baby, who was having his bath when nurse had to 

leave him while she stitched the button on for 

Roger. Now Mike loved soap, and would always 

try to eat as much as he could of it when nurse 

was not looking; so directly she went away he 

picked up the cake of brown Windsor and began 

to suck it eagerly. Unfortunately nurse looked 

round at that very moment, and as she could not 

leave the button she said quite sternly :-— 

‘Put down the soap directly, you naughty boy. 

And you are not to suck it again!” 

The baby looked up solemnly for a minute, and
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then he deliberately took another large bite before 

it was too late. 
Of course, for such dreadful disobedience as 

this, Mike had to be punished by several wet slaps, 

which made him scream and cry all during the 

process of washing and dressing, and nurse said 

“she hoped it would be a warning to the 

others not to be so naughty themselves”. 

Which altogether made it very gloomy in the 

nursery. 
Being Saturday there were no lessons,and Peggy 

was in a very irritable mood all the morning. A 
perfectly clean pinafore and a head rather sore 

from having a lot of tangles combed out of your 
hair do rather upset the temper. And Roger 

turned out so aggravating over pasting things in 

the scrap-book that it made it worse. 

‘Give me the brush,” she said impatiently, for 

they had only a pot of paste and one brush 

between them. 
“ve not done with it yet,” answered Roger. 

‘“T must finish my picture.” 

“Oh, bother! I do wish you wouldn't always 
paste when I do.” 

‘“My scrap-book is importanter than yours ”— 

Roger was becoming a little put out too—‘ and 
the brush is most mine.” 

‘No, it isn't! It’s most mine ’cause I’m the 

eldest.”
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‘“You’re not the eldest of father. And father 
gave me half the brush.” 

“Let me have it,” cried Peggy, stamping her 
foot ; ‘‘this is the morning I settled for pasting. 
There! you have spilled it. Your book will be all 
spoiled and horrid.” 

Roger began to cry angrily. 

‘No, it won't!” he screamed ; “‘ yours is spoil- 

eder and horrider much. And you shan’t have 

the brush—you shan’t—you shan’t!” as Peggy 
attempted to snatch it from him. In the middle 
of which skirmish the pot of paste was upset, and 

the noise brought in nurse from her bedroom in 
great wrath. 

So Peggy and Roger were put in different cor- 
ners, and the atmosphere was gloomier than ever. 

Oliver only appeared to enjoy it; and, looking 
up from his play, he remarked in a self-satisfied 
manner which the others found extremely 
irritating :— 

“Tare good—werry good!” 
‘* Me dood too, now,” echoed the baby. 

Peggy could not help giving vent to her feel- 
ings in a surreptitious kick out at Oliver when 

she thought he seemed to be within reach. For 

nurse never would allow any looking round while 
the children were standing in a corner. 

In the afternoon, having all been made ready 

for their weekly treat of tea downstairs with their
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father, they climbed up on the window-seat to get 

the first glimpse of him on his return home. 

“T do wish father wasn’t quite so much of a 

professor,” said Peggy, flattening her nose against 

the window-pane. ‘It takes up all his time.” 

“ Let’s pretend he isn’t,” suggested Oliver. 

“Oh, yes! let’s pretend he is a fairy prince, and 

that when he goes out it is to fight the great 

battles of his kingdom,” exclaimed Roger. 

“And that this is his palace,” added Peggy. 

“T will be the soldiers of the fairy prince. And 

will you be a white cat, Oliver? Ma’mselle told 

me a story about a fairy prince and a white cat.” 

“T don’t like catching mice,” objected Oliver. 

‘Nor me don’t yike mice,” echoed the baby. 

“Would you mind much if they were kind 

mice?” asked Peggy. 

“T wouldn’t like a mouse so big as it couldn’t 

come in through the door,” said Oliver thought- 

fully. 

“Oh, no! But the sort of mice that are made 

out of sugar with string tails?” 

“Werry well. And a cat needn’t be always 

catching mice. Our black one never does.” 

“And s’pose we pretend nurse is a witch,” 

’ continued Roger—‘‘a very wicked one.” 

“ My Nanny is not a wicked witch,” said Oliver 

with a very determined expression. ‘She is 

werry good, and I love her.”



THE PROFESSOR’S CHILDREN. 29 

  

‘TI yove her,” repeated Mike, removing the 
india-rubber ring and putting the lamb’s head in 
his mouth- by way of a change of diet. 

‘“What other people shall we pretend spon 

Roger wanted to know. 

“s ‘We don’t know no others,” answered Peggy 

“Oh, we do! There’s cook, and the policeman 

at the end of the street, and ma’mselle, and the 

man at the museum, and the bootshop woman. 

We know hundreds of people.” 

‘““T knewed a conductor in an omdibus once,” 

interrupted Oliver. ‘“ He had a big match-box 

round his neck with a bell in it.” 

‘We know the Sampsons,” said Peggy, allud- 

ing to a dearly-beloved imaginary family who were 

supposed by the children to reside in the boot 

cupboard. 

“You see, Sundial Sampson was out walking 

one day,” began Oliver, ‘and she met a kind 

lion what was dressed in a petticoat, an’ he say 

to her: ‘Come on, my dear, I going shooting’. 

And they shooted a werry wicked mouse, and a 

cruel mongoose, and a naughty boy what was a 

thief.. They did!” impressively. 

“Tm awful glad to-day is Saturday, cause 

father will be home early and we'll have tea 

downstairs,” cried Roger suddenly. 

“P’etending tea or live tea?” asked the baby 

eagerly.
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“T thought to-morrow was Saturday—nurse 

said yesterday it was,” observed Oliver. 

“To-day is Saturday,” snapped Peggy. 

‘Then is to-day to-morrow?” 

“Oh you silly!” began Peggy, but just then 

the top of their father’s hat was visible, and 

soon afterwards nurse appeared to conduct the 

children downstairs in safety. 

The professor was sitting smoking and a 

stranger. was with him. 

‘How do you do?” said Roger, going up to 

him instantly with outstretched hand. — For 

though Peggy was much more managing in 

the nursery, when there were strangers down- 

stairs Roger seemed to take the lead. 

“This is my eldest son,” said the. professor 

proudly, laying his hand on Roger’s curly head, 

‘and a child of unusually developed faculties. 

Indeed the artistic temperament is already so 
abnormally conspicuous that I am_ hopeful of 

germs of genius behind it.” 
“And this is our eldest daughter,”  re- 

marked Roger, drawing Peggy forward by her 

hair. 

“We've been pretending you are a fairy prince, 

father,” said the little girl, hanging on to his 

sleeve. 
The professor caught sight of his own reflection 

in the looking-glass—the pale, thought-lined face,
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the stooping shoulders, the threadbare clothes and 

dishevelled hair—and he smiled half sadly. 

“The imagination of a child is absolutely 

creative,” he said slowly. ‘‘ Ours is apt to be 
built on some foundation of fact or idealism, but 
theirs rests solely on wings.” 

“Which develops earlier, the boy or the girl 
mind ?” asked the stranger, peering at the children 

through his spectacles. 
“ Accarding to ordinary platitudes the girl’s, 

but from my own observation I have found in 

Roger the more active thoughtfulness of the two. 
But perhaps he is the exception rather than the 
rule. The little ones will prove it.” 

‘“Me’s hundry,” observed the baby emphatically 
—the nourishment provided by the gutta-percha 
ring suddenly failing. 

Roger had been listening to his father with his 
head on one side like an eager bird. 

“ How do I be the exception-rather-than-the- 
rule?” he asked quickly. ‘Tell me, father, how 

doi 
“There, you see,” said the professor triumph- 

antly, ‘“‘the boy’s mind is so quick to pick up an 

idea.” 

“The reasoning faculty is stirring strongly,” 
added the stranger. ‘At what age did you first 
notice it? 

‘The kettle is purring werry loud. It'll spit
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soon,” said Oliver, who was standing with his 

hands on his knees steadily regarding it. ‘There, 
I said it would!” as a sudden fizz on the hob 
indicated that the water was boiling aggressively. 

“Oh, yes! I forgot all about tea,” answered 

the professor; “perhaps we had better have 
some.” 

‘“ How do I be it, father?” persisted Roger. 

‘Be what, my son?” 

“What you said.” 

“Tt is unconsciously owing to the structure of 
your mind. Did you say sugar, Carson?” 

“Me say sudar!” echoed the baby. ‘‘ Two, free, 

nine, sixteen pieces.” 
“T don’t understand,” said Roger, wrinkling up 

his forehead. “I do wish there wasn’t quite so 
many puzzling things.” 

‘““The conscience develops earlier in a girl,” 

continued the professor. ‘“In fact I noticed 
Peggy’s sense of right and wrong and general 

sensitiveness to the moral law were apparent at 
a very early age. But the children’s nurse, who 
is in all other respects a most valuable and ex- 
cellent person, is apt to injure my observations in 
this matter by the introduction of most absurd 
punishments. And this penal system blunts, 

even if it does not entirely destroy, the develop- 
ment of the innate sense of right and wrong, 
which I specially desire to notify.”
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“That is a deeply interesting point,” said Dr. 
Carson, “and it is a pity to have it in any way 
interfered with by these paltry punishments.” 

Here Oliver put down his cup, over the rim of 
which he had been steadily regarding his father’s 
friend for some time. The other children always 
wondered how Oliver could take quite such long 
drinks out of a small cup of milk. 

“Peggy and Roger was werry naughty this 
morning ; and Mike was too in his bath. On’y 
me was quite good,” he said slowly. 

‘“We weren't exactly very,” argued Roger, 
‘but only corner-naughty.” : 

‘““ Nurse is so hardened,” observed Peggy sadly. 
“There you see,” said the professor, “some 

ridiculous nonsense about a corner is made to de- 
termine their limits of wrong-doing. I want to 
see the working of their untrammelled minds con- 
cerning the question of right and wrong itself. | 
really must forbid these senseless punishments.” 

A slight diversion was then caused by the 
baby’s putting both his feet on the table. 

“Don’t be naughty, Mike,” said Peggy 
severely. 

“Tt is not naughty,” corrected the professor ; 

“only a little unusual. By the way, that is an in- 
teresting point. How early in child-life do laws 
of custom predominate ?” 

«Some way between your daughter and your y y 8 y 
3
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youngest son apparently,” answered Dr. Carson. 

“The exact time is unknown to me.” 

“We might prove it,” continued the professor, 

rubbing his hands. ‘ Roger, you can draw a 

pattern with treacle on the table-cloth.” 

“Really, father?” asked the boy incredulously. 

“Ah, there you have him, Maxwell! It is 

below that age.” 

‘No, not you, Roger. But you can, Oliver.” 

“ Shall I draw a cruel man again?” asked the 

child, deliberately lifting the spoon so that a thin 

line of treacle was at his command. 

“What fun!” screamed Peggy. ‘And may I| 

upset my tea, father?” 

“You see her enjoyment springs from the viola- 

tion of the law,” continued the professor. ‘‘ That 

is a very old point, and a very new one, too. Eh, 

Carson?” 
It was more than boy nature could stand to see 

a mess and be out of it, so Roger hastily threw 

a loaf into the air as he had no tea left to play 

with. 
“ Dear me,” exclaimed their father in a helpless, 

puzzled way; “how quickly children become excit- 

able! It makes it so difficult to demonstrate with 

them effectively. There, there, you had better all 

get down. But the age we wanted is certainly 

between Roger's and Oliver’s. Shall we say six 

years old?”
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‘TI don't yike this uggy table-cloth,” whimpered 
Mike; “it makes me tired.” 

“Do you take note of that?” asked the pro- 
fessor delightedly. ‘“ For some physical reason 
the child suddenly feels an unusual exhaustion, 
and fails to connect the effect with the cause. 
Still he unconsciously knows that effect must be 
the result of cause, and attributes what he feels to 

such an absurd fact as the pattern of a table-cloth. 
The instinct is true, but the reasoning impos- 
sible.” 

‘“When did you first notice his instincts?” 
“T had a fine collie dog when Roger was a 

baby,” continued the professor, while the tea went 
cold; ‘‘and it was an interesting experiment to 
compare the instincts of the child and the dog. 
Up to eight months old the dog was distinctly in 
advance, to fourteen months they ran an equal 
race, and after that the child gained ground 
rapidly : the human characteristics then beginning 
to assert themselves.” 

By this time the two elder children had dragged 
a favourite old natural-history book out of the 
shelf, and were poring over its well-worn pages. 
The baby was dipping his lamb’s head in the 
treacle and then sucking it, and Oliver was stand- 

ing solemnly on the hearth-rug. 
‘Light your pipe again, Carson. Why, there 

are no matches here. Oliver, ring the bell,” said
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the professor, pushing his chair back from the 

table. 
The boy stood still, a sudden look of obstinacy 

sweeping over his small, round face. 

“T’se not Oliver,” he said slowly. ‘‘I’se pre- 

tending I’se a little boy what doesn’t ring bells.” 

  

“sz NOT OLIVER, ... I’SE PRETENDING SE A LITTLE BOY 

WHAT DOESN’T RING BELLS.” 

“Now that is ingenious!” exclaimed Dr. 

Carson. 
“Yet I think it portrays a sense of moral re- 

sponsibility, in so much as it required an assumed
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change of identity to shift the responsibility,” 
observed the professor. ‘I think I will make a 
note of that,” and he rang the bell on his way to 
the writing-table. 

‘Please, sir, cook bought these oranges as a treat 

for the children,” said nurse when she appeared 
with the matches. 

Wild delight instantly followed, for there were 
not many treats in this grim, grey house in 
Bloomsbury. 

‘Oranges are splendidly interesting things,” 
said Roger; “the taste is so interesting, and the 
peel ’cause of making a pig and a set of false 
teeth, and the pips can be planted, and you can 
play at ball with it before eating. There is only 
one bad thing about oranges.” 

‘What is that?” asked Dr. Carson. 
“They make your pocket-handkerchief smell 

so nasty for several days. You see orangey 
smell isn’t nearly so jolly as orangey taste, and 
you get a little tired of it every time you blow 
your nose.” 

“I should say,” began the professor, looking 
up from his note-book, ‘that the conscientious 
and the affectionate faculties develop earlier in a 
girl—the reasoning and ambitious ones in a boy.” 

“And continue the strongest all through life,” 
added his friend. 

The little boys had been running round the
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table, but a piercing shriek from the baby indi- 
cated that the game had come to an abrupt 

termination. 

‘““He can’t be my horse any more,” said Oliver, 

looking down calmly at Mike. 
“Why not?” asked his father, and the baby 

stopped in the middle of a scream to lear the 

reason. 

“He has so many sudden sits,” explained 

Oliver, “and in course it spoils my driving.” 

“A child’s expression of its ideas is a very 
interesting study,” said Dr. Carson, but the baby’s 

renewed crying stopped the conversation. 

“Me don’t have so many sudden sits,” he 
sobbed. ‘‘Me on’y tummel down a vedy few 

tummels.” 

‘Dear me!” exclaimed his father looking at 
the pitiable little object on the hearth-rug, “ the 

child seems inclined to be fretful this evening. I 
wish nurse would come for him.” 

‘Shall I ring for her?” suggested his friend. 
ON eS yes, dO. Nhateistaavery., coodsidea 

Nurse,” as she appeared in the doorway, “will 
you take the baby? He seems a little tired and 
irritable. Perhaps he is not quite well.” 

“He has caught cold, sir, I’m afraid,” she said 
as she carried him off. 

‘Now, I was speaking,” continued the pro- 
fessor, “about the heart and head qualities of the
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boy and girl. Let me give you an illustration. 
You will imagine that the donor of the oranges 
finds equal favour in the eyes of these two. Look 
here, children,” he added speaking directly to the 

two on the floor, “cook has had her nose knocked 
off.” 

“Our own cook?” exclaimed Peggy in tones of 

intense anxiety. 

“How was it knocked off?” asked Roger in 

deepest interest. ‘‘ Did she fall on something or 
did something fall on her?” 

‘Where did she put it after?” Oliver wanted 
to know. ‘In the kitchen drawer ?” 

“There, you see,” said the professor, turning to 

his friend, ‘the affectionate faculty in the girl— 
the reasoning in the boy.” 

‘“Where is it now?” repeated Oliver. 
‘“And about the conscientious faculty? You 

were saying that that is more strongly marked in 
the girl,” continued Dr. Carson. 

‘‘It was apparent earlier at any rate. I must 

observe its intensity later. Oh, here comes nurse 
again—how fortunate! I will ask her. Nurse, 

will you tell me which is the naughtier, Peggy or 
Roger ?” 

Nurse brightened up wonderfully. 
‘Indeed, sir, I did not like to trouble you, 

especially before a visitor, but both Miss Peggy 
and Master Roger’s been that contrairy all day,
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though for real naughtiness Miss Peggy was the 

one as began it.” 

‘The old story,” observed Dr. Carson softly, 

“dating from Eve herself.” 
“And I do hope, sir, that you will speak to 

them yourself.” 

“JT speak to them!” exclaimed the professor ; 

‘whatever about? It is not by speaking to 
them, Carson, but by observing them silently 

that one learns most.” 

“Tt would make them less naughty, sir, I’m 
sure, if you would,” pleaded nurse. 

“But, my good woman, I don’t want them to 

be less naughty. I want them to be.more so. 

The natural tendencies which I am observing will 

then be more definite.” 
Nurse wrung her hands in despair. Her master 

was at times almost more than she could civilly 

endure; but her sense of duty and decorum 

triumphed, and she sadly observed that it was 

past Master Oliver’s bed-time. 
“T will tell you a werry nice story now,” said 

the child persuasively, laying his head on_ his 

father’s knee. 

“2 Ones yes eeelet suSeshave 1tea1exclaimedual) 

carson, 
So nurse was told to wait for a few minutes, 

and Oliver sat down on the hearth-rug with his 

legs sticking straight out in front of him. |
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“Once ’pon a time,” he began deliberately, so 
as to postpone bed-time, “there was a werry kind 
lady what was named Mrs. Sampson, an’ she had 
no children, only grandchildren.” 

“That was a singular case,” observed the pro- 
fessor. 

Oliver lifted his solemn eyes to his father’s 
face. 

“Tt was a werry sing’lar case,” he repeated 
impressively. ‘And one day Mrs. Sampson 
went riding on a tiger to see the beautifullest 
princess. And the princess was dressed in an 
emerald dress and a diamond petticoat.” 

“There, there, Master Oliver,” interrupted 

nurse. ‘We don’t talk about ladies’ petticoats in 
the dining-room.” 

Oliver regarded her with an amount of scorn. 
“In course I shouldn’t talk bout just a common 

flannel petticoat like you wear, but a diamond 
petticoat is werry grand, isn’t it, father?” 

“T should imagine its grandeur would outweigh 
its utility,” remarked the professor. 

“If you please, sir, Master Oliver must come 
to bed now,” pleaded nurse in the last stage of 
exasperation. 

‘Dear me, how unfortunate! I do wish, nurse, 

you would alter the children’s bed-time,” exclaimed 
the professor impatiently. 

And then as she disappeared with her prey :-—



42 THE PROFESSOR’S CHILDREN. 

  

‘Shall we hear Roger now? I am making 

some rather elaborate notes on the development 

of a child’s power of narrative, and I get a good 

two years between these two styles. Look here, 

my boy, I want you to tell us a story now.” 

Roger jumped with alacrity from the engrossing 

natural-history book and began to run about the 

room. 
‘Shall it be a bloodsheddy story?” he asked 

eagerly. . ‘‘ They are my favourites.” 

“Yes, yes ; just what you like.” 

‘“ Well, once there was a man, called Mr. Shelley, 

and he was put in Newgate prison ’cause he was 

the prime minister.” 

‘Notice the local colouring of the last history 

lesson,” whispered the professor. 

“Why was he in prison?” asked Dr. Carson ; 

‘your present reason seems hardly adequate.” 

“One of his friends told him to pass a law-bill 

before the queen, and she said: ‘I'll pass it into 
parliament’. But what should happen to the bill, 

but it passed through the prime minister’s pocket 
through a hole, and was lost! So the queen 

popped him in prison.” 

“And then?” queried his father. 
“He suicided himself,” said Roger, ‘and 

there was a gunpowder treason against Queen 
Elizabeth.” 

‘A very historical style,” said Dr. Carson.
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“The wicked treason-people shoved the queen 
down the coal-cellar, and stifled her with sealing- 

wax,” continued the boy, clapping his hands. 

‘“So was that the end of Elizabeth?” asked 

the professor. 

“No; it was not,” cried Roger delightedly. 

“She escaped suddenly. And the wicked people 

said she was such a fiery queen, that they would 

prepare a fiery dinner to aggravate her, and a fiery 

plum-pudding. So Queen Elizabeth’s mouth was 
set on fire, which was put out with great difficulty, 

and required a great operation made.” 

Here nurse appeared again, observing resign- 
edly that it was nearly nine o’clock. 

“T have not done with the children yet,” said 

the professor. ‘ Really, Carson, if that woman 

had her way I should have no time for verifying 
my observations. She is always bothering about 

their bed-time or some such nonsense.” 
“I do love Saturdays!” exclaimed Peggy ; 

‘’cause I can have such lovely, long, peaceful 

reads.” 

“She is much fonder of reading than the 
others,” explained her father. ‘A book will 
always keep her quiet and happy. But the child- 

imagination is thereby somewhat swamped. She 

does not tell tales like the others, though she 

learns her lessons more quickly.” 
“ Mike can tell tales too,” observed Roger ;
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“though, of course, they have to be three years 
shorter even than Oliver's, ‘cause he’s on’y two.” 

“ T should have liked to have heard one of his 
also,” said Dr. Carson, “for the subject of child- 

imagination is of special interest to me both in its 
dawn and its development.” 

“Shall I fetch him? Do let me, father,” cried 

Peggy eagerly. 
‘“ Not if he is asleep,” said the professor thought- 

fully ; “(a sudden awakening would confuse his 

faculties. And, Peggy, see that he is wrapped up 
warmly,” he called, as the little girl was already on 
her way upstairs. 

‘Baby, baby!” she shouted, rushing into the 
bedroom, ‘“‘you aren’t asleep, are you ? ’cause father 
wants you downstairs to tell a story. Come on!” 

Mike sat up in the sudden fright of waking. 
“Is it mornin’ or a giant?” he asked confusedly. 

And then nurse came in and wrathfully interfered. 
“Father wants him,” repeated Peggy, “and 

he's to be sure and put on warm things. Oh! here 
is father coming upstairs, and father’s friend.” 

“T forgot he had a little cold,” the professor 
had explained to Dr. Carson; “if you don’t mind 
the trouble I think we had better go to him 
upstairs.” 

The baby began to scream and cry. 
‘His cold seems turning a little croupy,” said 

nurse severely.
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“Me dot two yittle pussies in here,” wailed the 
baby, pointing to his wheezing chest, ‘‘and they 
crying.” 

‘Ah, that is good! Did you hear him, Carson? 
A child’s comparisons, in order to express his 
feelings satisfactorily, are most original. I am 
very sorry he cannot tell us a tale now. I am 
afraid we must give it up for to-night. The child 

seems a little upset. It is unfortunate just the 
night you are here. Put the children to sleep 
now, please, nurse. I shall not require them any 

more. And, Carson, I want you to read and give 

me your opinion on the last observations I have 
entered in my note-book. My next series of psy- 

chological lectures will be based on them,” he 

added, as they went downstairs.
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CHAPTER III. 

Tue baby’s cold was‘a very severe one indeed; then 
Oliver and Peggy caught it, and they gave it to 
Roger, so that altogether they had a rather rough 
time of it. And when all the sneezing and sniffing 
and coughing were over, the children looked so 
thin and white that nurse marched off to the 
chemist’s, and returned with a huge bottle of cod- 
liver oil with which to restore them to their usual 
health. 

Now neither Peggy nor Roger disliked the 
taste of cod-liver oil. 

“It might have been senna, you know,” said 
the little girl solemnly. And they resigned them- 
selves thankfully to the inevitable. Nor did the 
baby object to these daily doses. In fact, he had 
never been known to object to eating or drinking 
anything, and would apparently relish sucking 
whatever came in his way, such as a Noah’s ark 
animal or nurse’s prayer-book. But with Oliver 
it was different. The first spoonful he slowly 
rolled round in his mouth in spite of nurse’s admo- 
nition to swallow it quickly, and then he made up





  
“7's WERRY BIG—AND WERRY STERN,” HE SAID SOFTLY.
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his mind that he would have no more of it. From 
which day there was trouble in the nursery. 

The mere sight of nurse and a spoon would 
clench Oliver’s teeth with a pressure which it was 
a wonder such little comfit-like teeth could pos- 
sibly stand ; and then there would follow scream- 
ing and crying that could be heard all over the 
house, for nurse was a person of practical resource. 

So after a few struggles, in which Oliver was 

worsted, a desperate resolve took possession of his 

small soul. He determined to break the bottle. 
It happened one day when Peggy and Roger 

had gone out again with mademoiselle, and the 
baby was having his mid-day sleep, nurse being 

safely engaged with clean clothes downstairs, that 
Oliver decided that the hour had arrived for the 
execution of this terrible design. 

The bottle was safely put away on a high shelf, 
so there was no hope of knocking it over by acci- 

dent, but when Oliver had climbed on to a chair 

he found he could quite easily reach his enemy. 

For a long time he stood up there trying to 
_muster courage to do the dreadful:deed. For 
Oliver was not really a naughty little boy on the 
whole—only very determined and obstinate about 
his opinions. 

“It’s werry big—and werry stern,” he said 
softly, ‘an’ it looks a bit like nurse too. I don’t 
think I can quite break it. But I will spit out 

4
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the next spoonful,” he added as he finally aban- 

doned the attempt. Just then he heard a footstep 

outside, and in turning round quickly to get off 

the chair, his big pinafore sleeve caught the 

bottle, knocked it over, and the deed was 

done. 

Oliver burst out into frightened tears, and 

nurse seeing the spilled oil immediately suspected 

him of the mischief. 

“ Did you knock the bottle over on purpose ?” 

she asked severely. 

“No! Yes!” cried the child. 

“Come now, no and yes can’t both be true,” 

continued nurse crossly, and giving him a little 

shake. ‘You tell me the truth this minute.” 

But Oliver only cried the harder, and nurse, 

remembering her master’s recent order that he 

would deal with the next case of evil-doing in the 

nursery, carried the screaming child downstairs 

into the dining-room, where the professor was 

writing out a lecture and eating a sandwich dinner 

at the same time. 

“Tf you please, sir, you told me to come to you 

the next time one of the children was naughty. — 

And here’s Master Oliver has broke the cod-liver 

oil bottle on purpose, and is telling stories about 

it after like anything.” And nurse deposited the 

weeping culprit on the floor. 

“T didn’t! I didn’t!” he wailed.
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“Dear me! This is unfortunate, for | am very 

busy,” said the professor, wrinkling his forehead. 

‘Well, sir, those were your orders!” observed 
nurse rather huffily, “and he deserves to be well 
punished.” 

“Yes, yes! of course,” answered the professor 

hurriedly. ‘And besides,” with a sudden brighten- 

ing of his face, “it will be a good opportunity for 
the opening of my chapter on the Primitive Atti- 
tude towards the Moral Law. You did quite right, 

nurse. Leave Master Oliver to me.” 
The professor eagerly fetched out his note-book 

and then looked at the pitiable little object on the 

floor. . 

“T wish the child would not keep on crying,” 

he said half to himself, “it gets on my nerves. 
Only perhaps that is part of the attitude.” 

““What was it she said you did, my boy?” he 
asked presently, pencil in hand. 

‘“ Breaked the cod-liver oil bottle on the pur- 
pose,” explained Oliver through his tears; ‘‘on’y 

I didn't.” 
‘“You did not break it then?” asked his father, 

fearing that the case was falling through. 
“Yes I did. I don’t know!” gasped the cul- 

prit with another big sob. 

‘Dear me, how strange! the child’s memory 
seems defective.” And the professor made a note 
in the book. ‘‘ The fact is,” he thought to himself,
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“T believe all this crying confuses the faculties. 

I must cheer him up a little, and finish my notes 

when he is calmer. Look here, my boy,” he said, 

holding out his hand, ‘I don’t want you to cry 

any more. Will you leave off to please 

father?” 

“T might if I eated a sandwich,” said Oliver 

thoughtfully. 

“ A capital idea,” said the professor delightedly, 

“the mental is wonderfully dependent on the 

physical. But it is remarkable for such a mere 

infant to have fathomed that. I wonder how he 

arrived at the conclusion? Are you happy, Oliver, 

when you are hungry ?” 

“No!” in a voice muffled with sandwich. 

‘Are you good when you are hungry ?” 

nN One 
“What are you then?” 

‘“Werry empty,” explained Oliver, helping him- 

self to another sandwich, while the professor began 

writing again in his note-book. 

At last when the sandwiches were finished and 

Oliver’s usual cheerfulness was fully established, 

his father returned to the subject of the cod-liver 

oil bottle. 

“Did you knock it over, my child?” 

“Yes, I knocked it over.” 

“ And did you mean to knock it over?” 

Oliver thought for a long time.
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“JT meant to knock it over while I didn’t, and 

then I meant not to and | did.” 

“ Stop, stop! that is good!” cried the professor, 

picking up his pencil. Then after a considerable 

pause, during which Oliver employed himself in 

burying a disused pen in the salt-cellar, he con- 

tinued :— 

“ And why did you mean to knock it over?” 

“That,” explained the culprit solemnly, ‘ was 

the naughtiness. I climbed on to the chair to do 

it, on’y then I was frightened ‘cause the bottle 

looked so stern, And when I was jumping down 

in a hurry it fell over and breaked.” 

“The child touches the mainspring of the 

delinquency from the most subtle moral view,” 

murmured the professor; ‘that is an intensely 

interesting point, and a most valuable observation. 

Perhaps it was your conscience, little one?” he 

added aloud. 

“P’raps it was my conscience, but p'r’apser it 

was my elbow,” admitted Oliver truthfully. 

The professor wrote on for a few moments and 

then looked at his watch. 

«“T had no idea it was so late!” he exclaimed, 

jumping up. ‘Run to nurse now, my child, for 

I must be off immediately. I am almost afraid 

now that I shall be late.” And he was half way 

down the street before Oliver quite realised that 

he had gone.
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When the little boy went upstairs again he found 
Peggy and Roger full of interest in his adventure. 
Nurse had told them in her severest tones that 
she had taken Oliver to his father to be punished, 
and they were almost breathless with excitement 
when the victim himself appeared at the top of 
the stairs. 

‘Was father angry?” asked Peggy in an awe- 
stricken voice. 

‘1 don’t know,” said Oliver after a few moments’ 
icesileeroin, Il Wornexets, ” 

“What did he do to you?” Roger wanted to 
know. 

‘He gived me a sandwich and writed a lot.” 
‘But did he punish you?” persisted Roger. 
‘““T don’t know.” 
‘“What did he say?” continued Peggy. 
Oliver stood still with a puzzled look on his 

round face. 

“T can’t memember,” he owned at last. 

‘But had he a stern face?” 
‘Oh no! but he had a werry writin’ face. An’ 

I like sandwiches for my dinner better’n pota- 
toes.” 

“T expect he forgived you?” suggested Roger. 
Oliver shook his head. 
“T don’t memember,” he repeated doubtfully. 
But somehow even the cod-liver oil did not 

seem to make the children quite well again. It
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was so cold and foggy out of doors, and so stuffy 

in the little nursery with the gas lighted nearly all 

day, and the thick yellow air creeping in from out- 

side. Only the baby kept rosy and fat during the 

winter, but the other three drooped as flowers will, 

shut in from the light and air. Roger especially 

felt the strain of the long days full of lessons, and 

his curly head grew heavy with the burden of 

knowledge that was being continually crammed 

into it. ; 

“JT do hate jography,” sighed Peggy, “and the 

trade-winds are the horridest part of all.” 

“T don’t hate jography,” argued Oliver. “I 

like Turkey in Greece.” 

“You mean Turkey and Greece,” corrected 

Peggy, tossing back her heavy hair from her 

flushed little face. 

“No I don’t,” said Oliver, with an obstinate 

look. ‘It’s in Greece, and I like it werry much.” 

“You know nothing at all about it,” snapped 

his sister. She was so tired, and there were so 

many lessons to be learned, and really it was very 

irritating of Oliver to argue about things of which 

she knew he was ignorant. 

“ Turkey is werry nice in Greece,” he repeated 

impressively. 

“ Where’s the turkey?” asked Mike suddenly, 

joining the fray. 

“There is no turkey, baby,” said Peggy.
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“My Turkey is in Greece,” persisted Oliver. 
The baby solemnly peeped up the chimney. 
“Me see ole Mr. Turkey sitting on his nest,” 

he said confidently, nodding his head. 
Oliver crept under the sofa. 
‘“T are pretending to be Turkey in Greece,” he 

stated; and the interest of the game kept him 
absorbed for quite ten minutes. 

All this time Roger had been toiling at his 
sums. Nobody was watching the boy, and one 
by one the big tears fell splash on to his smudged 
slate. 

“Tcane- remember! = 1 cangel al can-t! 2 he 
suddenly cried, and Peggy looked up in surprise. 

‘“What’s the matter?” she asked with interest. 
‘“T don't know,” said Roger with a sob. “It’s 

my lessons. I can’t do them. It’s all such a 
muddle. I’ve lost something!” he added with a 
frightened cry. 

“What?” demanded his sister. 
“Oh, I don’t know! Something that makes 

me know how to do things. Why can’t I remem- 
ber?” he exclaimed hopelessly. 

— “Tsn’t it disgustin’ when dolls’ shoes and stock- 
ings are on’y painted and won’t take off?” remarked 
Oliver from under the sofa, where he had acci- 
dentally met with a doll of Peggy’s. 

“I understood it all this morning,” continued 
) Roger, “and it was so easy then !
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‘“Never mind,” said Peggy soothingly, ‘‘I will 

show you how.” 
‘Ma’mselle will give you a bad mark I ’spect,” 

observed Oliver, creeping out of his hiding-place in 

order to more thoroughly understand what was 

going on; ‘‘p’raps sixteen ones,” he added cheer- 

fully. 
“T don't care! J don’t care!” cried Roger ex- 

citedly, “only why’can’t I do it? Why can’t [?” 

“You forgetted like I did always L-for-looking- 

glass when I was little.” 

‘Never mind,” repeated Peggy, leaving her 

unfinished geography, “ I’ll do it for you, dear.” 

The elder sister’s responsibility and motherli- 

ness always came to the rescue when her brothers 

were in real trouble. 

“Your crying makes pools on the slate,” she 

continued cheerfully ; “you make rivers joining 

them, and I'll use my slate ’cause one side is 

clean.” 
“Tve found Turkey in Greece,” observed Oliver, 

gazing intently at the atlas ; but Peggy deigned no 

reply this time. She was too much engrossed in 

Roger’s sums. 

At last the lessons were finished. 

“Let’s pretend we are in a hay-field making 

hay like the children in the picture,” she suggested. 

And instantly there was a rush for the two dirty 

antimacassars, which did very well for hay.
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“ And the sun was shining, and the sky blue all 

over, ‘stead of strips up between the houses, and 

the fairies were all helping to hay-make,” shouted 

Roger, jumping on to the arm of the old horse- 

hair sofa, and gazing round the dingy room as if 

indeed he saw the scene he was picturing. 

“An it was awfully lovely and warm,” cried 

Oliver. 

“An? there was quenty turkeys eatin’ up the 

hay-make, an’ one ole bunny rabbit,” added the 

baby, sitting down rather suddenly on an imagi- 

nary hay-cock. 

‘Oh, father!” they all shrieked as the pro- 

fessor opened the door; ‘“we’re having such a 

splendid pretending !” 

“ This is hay-making !” explained Roger, point- 

ing to the torn antimacassars. 

“And I’m buried in it,” said Peggy, whose face 

was covered. 

“Would you like to hay-make too, father?” 

asked Oliver. 
But the professor was in a hurry to get down- 

stairs to his note-book, in which he wrote :— 

‘“ The power of a child’s imagination is limitless. 

Two dirty antimacassars can create all the beauty - 

of a genuine hay-making—blue sky, sunshine, 

field and all. Are the two antimacassars the in- 

spiration or the incidents of such an imagination ?” 

And he never saw the wet slate that told of
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Roger’s trouble, nor would he have understood 

why nurse, on coming into the room directly after- 

wards, watched the children’s play with something 
of a sigh, and then sprinkled a bit of brown sugar 

on their bread and butter for supper. 

‘“Mademoiselle,” called the professor, as the 

children’s French governess passed the study 

door next morning, ‘I want you to specially 

devote your time to Roger’s creative faculties. 

Teach the boy to derive his pleasure, indeed I 

might say his whole intellectual life, from that 

which is drawn out of him, not that which is put 

into him. Encourage his delight in telling tales 

instead of allowing him to depend for mental ex- 

hilaration on those which others may read to 

him.” 
“And Peggy, too, is of a wonderful intelligence, 

monsieur—so quick and bright.” 

“Ah! but there you are confusing the types. 

I was afraid of this. Peggy, as you say, has any 
amount of talent; but in Roger I suspect the ex- 

istence of a germ of genius, and the two kinds 

require perfectly different treatment. I want your 

attention directed to the education, in the literal 

sense of the word, of the boy’s thought-power. 
Make him think rather than learn, and express 
his ideas rather than repeat his lessons. You 
understand me? I am making a very close study 

of Roger.”
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“Qui, oui, monsieur. I will observe your 

wishes.” 
“Oh, ma’mselle!” cried Roger as she entered 

the schoolroom, ‘‘what shall I do? I have a 

great lump of tiredness in my mind that makes all 
my lessons puzzling, and all my stories muddled 

up. And yet I have so many to tell that I can’t 

make them up in words quick enough, and they 
are all tumbling about together in my head.” 

‘He was too tired to do his sums, so | did,” 

added Peggy. 

‘“An’ I found Turkey in Greece in the atlas,” 

remarked Oliver very slowly, and glancing side- 

ways at Peggy. 

“Do read me quite a new something,” begged 
Roger, ‘so that I might only just listen. A quite 
new history-battle would do.” 

“Yes, do!” pleaded the other children. 

‘The boy and his father do not wish the same, 

but we must obey monsieur the professor,” said 
mademoiselle a little sadly. 

Lesson-time however flagged in a manner most 
unusual with Roger; and day by day a listlessness 
of mind seemed to be creeping over him, and his 
flashes of interest and excitement became gradually 

fewer. 

“The child is over-tired,’ mademoiselle de- 

cided ; so she trotted downstairs one day when the 
professor was at home and told him her opinion,
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“ Tired of what?” asked his father. 

“All the lessons, and thinking, and being kept 

in the house for the cold and bad weather. I do 

think Roger needs a diversion.” 

“ Why, the boy’s life is full of diversion. If you 

had studied him as closely as I have, you would 

know in what a wide and varied world of imagina- 

tion he lives.” 

«Ah, well, monsieur! I only make the sugges- 

tion of a little treat to cheer him up.” 

“A treat!” repeated the professor; ‘what an 

old-fashioned word! It makes me feel as if I were 

a boy again myself. I had forgotten about such 

things. It is a very good idea of yours, ma’m- 

selle ; the children would enjoy a treat, I feel sure.” 

“And you will remember it, monsieur ?” pleaded 

the kind-hearted little Frenchwoman. 

“‘T will indeed,” he answered, smiling his rare 

smile. ‘And thank you sincerely for your care of 

my little ones.” 

“Children!” he called up the stairs after the 

governess had gone home, and immediately there 

was a rush from the nursery at the unexpected 

summons. 
“T am going to give you a great treat,” con- 

tinued their father, looking lovingly at their up- 

turned faces. | 

‘A real treat!” exclaimed Peggy, hanging on 

to his sleeve.
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“What kind of a treat?” Roger wanted to 
know. And Oliver stood listening silently with 
wide-open eyes. 

“T will take you out with me on Friday night. 
I am going to a most interesting lecture, and there 
will be big magic-lantern pictures.” 

‘One of your lectures, father, and shall we be 
students ?” asked Peggy. 

“No, child. A lecture by the greatest man | 

know—in fact one of the greatest men in the 
whole world; truly a giant among his fellow- 
men! I shall be a student myself.” 
‘How splendid!” screamed the children. 
And looking at their bright eyes and flushed 

faces the professor came to the conclusion that 
mademoiselle was mistaken. 

“Still it is a good idea, and prompted by 
thorough kindness. And I daresay they will be 
all the brighter for a treat, although I never saw 
Roger looking more eagerly intelligent than he 
does at this moment,” thought the professor to 
himself. 

Until Friday came, nothing was talked of by the 
children but the one absorbing topic of the lecture. 

‘““T shouldn't have thought he'd be a real giant, 

only father said truly,” observed Peggy eagerly ; 
“but there are giants sometimes at circuses, nurse 
says. Only [ didn’t know lectures and circuses 
were the same.”
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‘The greatest man in the world, father said!” 

exclaimed Roger. ‘ Why, it will have to be a 

’normous great circus to hold him.” 

“ How big’ll he be?” asked Oliver ; “as big as 

an omdibus ?” 

“Oh! bigger than that,” laughed Peggy, who 

had begun to pretend an adventure with the giant ; 

“T expect he'll be as big as Blundebore himself.” 

“Will he be as fat as a omdibus too?” repeated 

Oliver. 
‘He might be as big as a church steeple,” Roger 

thought ; “’cause you see you have to be a good 

bit bigger than anybody would imagine when you 

are the biggest man in the whole world.” 

“You aren't going to the circus, baby,” said 

Oliver soothingly to Mike, who stood listening, 

sucking his india-rubber lamb. 

“Tare! I are!” shrieked the baby. ‘Aren’t me 

goin’ too?” appealing to Peggy. 
“Oh, Oliver, how naughty you are to tease 

Mike!” said his sister severely. 
“But he isn’t going, you know,” persisted Oliver 

in that determined way which really was extremely 
irritating. 

Here the baby’s tears had to be dealt with by 

nurse ; and nothing but the pleasure of licking his 

soapy hands in the bath succeeded in cheering him 

up again. - 
“Will there be anything else ’cept the giant at
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the circus?” asked Roger with a vague hope of 
wild animals. 

‘Only the lecture,” Peggy thought. 
‘There’s one uncertain thing about giants,” ob- 

served Roger gravely ; ‘‘they always might eat 
little children.” 

“Oh, not when their fathers are with them! 
Eating us would be a thing father would never 
allow.” 

“A giant as big as an omdibus could swallow 
lots of little children,” added Oliver rather gloomily ; 
“and I shall take my brother,” clasping his be- 
loved woollen shawl, ‘‘ to see the circus.” 

“Will the lecture be about the giant, or just 
fairy stories ?” Peggy wondered. 

“Tt will be about all the great deeds of the 
wonderful giant,” cried Roger, racing up and down 
the room, “and the battles that he conquered, and 
the wicked people that he ate. And his mouth 
will be as big as a cave,” continued the boy, his 
imagination on fire, ‘‘and his nose like a mountain. 
Oh! I wish it was time to start!” 

“Taking the children out at this time of night, 

and their colds only just better! What next, I do 
wonder, to be sure!” sighed nurse as she closed 
the front door. 

It was tremendously exciting in the omnibus 
because the gas was lighted. Peggy and Roger 
were by this time past speech; they sat silent in
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utter abandonment to the joy of looking forward. 

Oliver was muffled up in a comforter, and was 
holding his woollen “ brother” so tightly that he 
could not talk much either, but his great eyes 

simply glowed with the excitement of the excur- 
sion. 

When they arrived at the hall, the professor 
established the children on three chairs in one of 
the front rows, and then went off behind the 

scenes to have a word with the great lecturer. 
“Tt seems almost too wonderful and splendid 

that we should really see the giant to-night!” 
whispered Roger. 

‘“What a great ’normous counterpane!” Oliver 
exclaimed, pointing to the magic-lantern sheet. 

‘Tt is the giant’s counterpane, of course, so you 
see how big his bed is,” said Peggy triumphantly. 

“| hopes father will come afore the giant does,” 
observed Oliver. 

‘‘ Perhaps he will come standing on the giant's 
hand. Look, Peggy, behind. What hundreds of 
millions of people!” 

‘‘Almost all the people in the world, I expect, 
‘cept nurse and cook. Oh! here is father.” 

‘““We are enjoying the lecture awful much, 
father!” exclaimed Roger. 

“Why, it has not begun yet, my boy. Now 
you must not whisper, for the lecturer is 
coming.”
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“The giant!” murmured the children in sub- 

dued tones of rapture. 

And a little man in spectacles and with longish 

hair brushed back over his ears walked on to the 

platform. 
“Where’s the giant?” whispered Peggy, and 

Roger pulled his father’s coat sleeve in an agony 

of apprehension. 

“ The giant—where is he?” he asked in sharp, 

anxious tones, for the smart of a great disappoint- 

ment was stinging him. 

“ Hush, hush!” answered the professor a little 

impatiently, for he was engrossed in the lecturer’s 

opening remarks. 

“He’s ony as big as a p'rambulator,” said 

Oliver scornfully ; ‘‘not a bit as big as the littlest 

omdibus.” 

“Hush!” repeated his father almost sharply. 

The children looked at one another in dismay. 

Peggy’s eyes were full of tears, and Roger's lips 

were perceptibly quivering, when the lights were 

suddenly turned out, and a great, incomprehensible 

moon appeared on the magic-lantern sheet; so 

their grief stood still in the midst of this new 

wonder. 

“That is the moon,” explained the professor 

in low tones. 

‘No it isn’t,” said Oliver decidedly, ‘‘’cause | 

saw the moon up in the sky as we camed.”
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“Tt’s all full of nothingness,” whispered Roger, 

‘and it’s got no light in it!” 

“Tt isn’t the moon,” repeated Oliver, ‘and I 

don’t like these big ugly pictures, and I don’t 

want the room to be all full of darkness.” 
“Oh look!” whispered Peggy, “if you turn 

backward you can see a long sunbeam coming 

out of a little box right up at the end of the 
room.” 

“You must not talk, children,” said the pro- 

fessor. 
So Peggy fought the lump in her throat in 

silence, and Roger gave himself up to the con- 

templation of the wonderful sunbeam which he 
imagined came straight down from fairyland, and 
down which he waited to see the fairies sliding. 
Oliver, overcome with sleep, leaned his head 

against his father’s arm, and was soon beyond 

the reach of disappointment. 

At the end of the lecture, the professor took the 
children with him, when he went to speak to the 

lecturer. 
“Rather young students,” said the great man, 

smiling at their tired little faces; and then—‘I 

forgot to mention the man in the moon, my dears. 
There is one, you know.” 

Oliver looked steadily at him. 
‘“You are dreadfully little for a man what isn’t 

a giant,” he began. But his father hurried him
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off; and by the time they had found the right 

omnibus he was half asleep again. 

The next morning everything seemed rather 
gloomy in the nursery. 

“ Roger,” said Peggy sadly, “I don’t like treats. 

Do you?” 

“Not much,” answered her brother doubtfully ; 

“they seem a little too long when they last all 

night, as the lecture did.” 

“JT don’t like big dark lectures,” whimpered 

Oliver, who was decidedly peevish and poorly, 

‘and father telled stories ‘bout the moon.” 

“Oh, Oliver!” said Peggy reprovingly, “it is 
very naughty to say father tells stories. Even if 

he does, you know,” she added thoughtfully, as she 

remembered a certain discrepancy between the 

statement he made about the giant and the dis- 

appointing reality. 

“And the great man; did he speak to you?” 

asked mademoiselle, when they told her all about 

it. , 
Sree isnitey Create: sconmected Novena he as 

quite little, almost as little as you.” 

“He on’y telled us one thing, and that was a 

thing we knewed before,” said Oliver. 

“That was a pity,’ observed mademoiselle 

smiling, ‘considering the many things he knows 
and the few ones you do.” 

“And such an easy old thing too,” chimed in
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Peggy disdainfully, “about the man in the moon 
that we have always known ever since we were 
quite little.” 

“We don’t none of us like treats,” added 

Oliver; ‘they make us werry tired.” 
“They are much nicer to imagine about be- 

fore,” Roger decided. 

“T’ve got sticks coming in my throat,” an- 

nounced Oliver, resting his heavy little head on 
the table; ‘‘I ’spect they dropped out of the 
moon.” 

That night there was consternation upstairs. 
Peggy had to put the baby to bed, and Roger was 

sent downstairs with an important message. 
“Father,” he began as he opened the door, 

‘nurse told me to—-— Oh! whats that you’re 
drawing? Is it a spider?” 

“It is a psychological chart, my boy. You will 
understand it when you are older.” 

“Couldn't I understand it now if you ’splained 
it properly ?” 

‘“ Hardly, I’m afraid. These lines denote ten- 
dencies.” 

“Let me draw one too. I know I could. It 
looks quite easy.” 

“Ah, my boy, things that look easy are not 
always easy to do. What do I mean by that?” 

“T know, I know,” cried Roger excitedly after 

amoment’s thought. ‘It looks quite easy to fly
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like a sparrow, but it’s awfully difficult really. I 

know because I tried to fly off the table the other 

day, and Oliver did. Oh, I say, I forgot nurse 

told me to tell you Oliver's got the croup.” 

His father was drawing a very important line 

just then, and could not look up. 

  

COOK FOUND ROGER FAST ASLEEP IN THE STUDY ARMCHAIR. 

“Poor little fellow!” he said somewhat ab- 

stractedly. 

“And nurse said if you didn’t send for the 

doctor soon she thought he might very likely die. 

Oh, father, what a crooked line!”
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The professor jumped up in a great hurry and 

rushed out of the room. . 

“T will try to draw one my own self,” murmured 

Roger; “father won't mind.” 

And for a long while the boy sat engrossed by 

his pencil and paper. He hardly noticed the 

noise of the doctor’s arrival, nor the fact that 

everybody in the house seemed to have forgotten 

his own existence. It was so delightful being 

allowed to sit up late and play without prohibition 

in his father’s study, that Roger enjoyed himself 

very much. He was only sorry that Peggy had 

missed the fun by having to stay with Mike while 

nurse was so busy; and it was vexing that he him- 

self could not help feeling a little sleepy after a 

time, though he tried manfully to beat down the 

unwelcome sensation which spoiled his pleasure. 

And upstairs Oliver was fighting breath by 

breath for his life. 

It was after eleven o'clock when the doctor 

assured the distressed father that his little son had 

won the battle, and cook found Roger fast asleep 

in the study armchair.
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THE next interesting thing that happened was the 
freezing of the pipes during a long and severe 
frost. 

Oliver had soon recovered from his dangerous 
attack ; the only thing left by it being a slight 
weakness, which made him more inclined to be 

cross than was at all necessary, and ready to cry 
about things directly he began to argue. Even 
nurse noticed it ; because he never used to bea 

crying boy, only very determined and obstinate. 
“| think Master Oliver needs a tonic, sir,” she 

said one night to his father; ‘for he seems that 

cross and peevish since the croup that there is no 
doing anything with him.” 

The professor looked up with quick interest. 
“A new development,” he said thoughtfully ; 

‘“T must observe this, and examine these fresh 

tendencies to, what did you say, nurse?” 

‘The child is always crying, sir, and seems so 

quickly put out in one way or the other.” 
‘‘Doubtless it is the dawn of the influence of 

conflicting impulses in his raw, untrained nature.
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The inclination to follow the wrong, and the con- 

sciousness of the opposing right, would create a 
ruffled state of mind that might easily come under 
the term peevishness.” 

“]’m sure I don’t know, sir,” remarked nurse ; 

‘only it is my opinion the doctor might give him 
something strengthening.” 

“The doctor, did you say? I hardly think it is 
a case for him. But I am just writing a chapter 
on the Initial Stages of Wrong-doing in Child-life, 
and their effect on the general moral condition, the - 
theories of which will be a great help in Oliver’s 
case. For I am inclined to think that this is the 
cause of that of which you complain,” continued 
the professor musingly. 

‘| thought it my duty to mention it, sir,” said 
nurse rather grimly. 

“ You are quite right—quite right,” he repeated ; 
and then half to himself: ‘“ Otherwise I might 
have been inclined to overlook this practical illus- 
tration of the contending forces which are dis- 
cernible even at such an early age”. 

So the professor returned to his note-book, and 
nurse, on her own responsibility, wrote a letter 
asking the doctor to call round the next day. 

“Father!” cried Roger, rushing in through the 
door, and followed by Peggy leading Oliver, who 
was in tears, by the hand, ‘we've been telling 
Oliver the story of Joseph in the pit, ’cause it’s  
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Sunday, you know, and he will keep on crying. 

Do ’splain to him.” . 

“T don’t want Joseph to be put in that werry 

nasty pit,” he sobbed. 

“How extremely unfortunate!” said the pro- 

fessor helplessly ; ‘‘for that matter was settled a 

considerable number of years ago.” 

“But perhaps he didn’t mind, did he, father?” 

chimed in Peggy. ‘I’ve kept saying he didn't 

mind, ‘but Oliver will keep on thinking he did.” 

“That is a good idea,” said the professor ad- 

miringly. ‘Really, Peggy, you have an intelli- 

gence rich in resource. Don’t cry, my child,” he 

continued, “for, as your sister happily suggests, 

I dare say Joseph did not mind it at all 

“But do you really think he enjoyed it?” 

asked Oliver, checking his tears. 

” 

“Possibly he enjoyed it,” repeated the pro- 

fessor, lifting Oliver on to his knee; and then he 

added to himself: ‘‘ For one can never accurately 

gauge the boy-mind, and at that time Joseph was 

-probably a boy”. 

“Tf he enjoyed it 1 won't cry no more,” Oliver 

promised. 
‘Was it a pit in the pavement for the coals?” 

Roger wanted to know. 

“It was the kind of pit a boy would enjoy 

most,” answered his father quickly, watching 

Oliver’s showery face.
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“Not a dark one?” the little boy asked 

anxiously. ; 

“Certainly not!” the professor hastily assured 

him, “a most light and cheerful pit.” 

So Oliver's woe was assuaged, and the pro- 

fessor wrote down in his note-book :— 

“The sentiment of pity in the child-mind is 

more easily evoked by narrative than by visible 

suffering. My son, aged nearly five years, cried 

bitterly with sympathy over the story of Joseph 

in the pit, but regards the sight of a funeral as a 

most interesting and diverting entertainment, tell- 

ing me afterwards with a delighted laugh—‘ An’ 

we saw a grown-up woman crying quite properly 

with a real pocket handkerchief!’” 

But this happened a week or so before the 

pipes froze, and it was fortunate that, thanks to 

the doctor’s tonic, Oliver was quite himself again 

and able to enjoy with the other children this 

tremendously interesting state of affairs. 

It seemed a pity that nurse did not derive 

equal pleasure from the circumstance ; it was just 

one of those things which she might have enjoyed 

so much, but never did. Having the sweeps was 

another of them,—but nurse was a difficult person 

to understand. The children had given her up 
long ago, for any one who will always sit on a 
chair instead of the floor, who prefers regular 

meals to feasts and picnics, and chooses to go for
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a straightforward walk instead of playing about, 

is surely in a hopeless case. At least so the 

children thought. 

“T do love the plumber!” exclaimed Peggy, 

clasping her hands, ‘and I wish the pipes would 

freeze every day.” 

co Amiel dorm sadded Roce lesletame: stit 

the white lead this morning, and hold the screw- 

driver.” 

‘He's got a werry nice smile,” said Oliver. 

‘“Vedy nice ’mile,” echoed the baby. 

“J mean to be a plumber when I’m a man,” 

Roger decided on the spot. 

“{ thought you were going to be a ph'los’pher,” 

said Peggy, ‘‘and that you and father had settled 

ia 
“T was,” answered Roger impressively, ‘‘ but ] 

have changed my mind.” 

“1 wish there could be a lady-plumber,” and 

Peggy sighed, ‘“’cause it’s just what | should like 

to grow into. It seems such a kind thing to be!” 

“Children, I want you,” called the professor ; 

‘“T have a new friend come to spend a few days 

here, and he is a poet.” 

“Will he bite?” asked Mike suddenly as he 

was going downstairs step by step. 

‘Not more than is absolutely necessary for pur- 

poses of mastication. I think you will all like 

him.”
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And their father was right. The poet turned 
out to be a most delightful man who knew endless 
fairy stories which the children had not heard 
before, and also he kept acid-drops in his waistcoat 
pocket. Before the evening was over both Peggy 
and Roger had decided to be poets. 

“You are sure girls can be it too?” asked 

  

“WILL HE BITE?” 

Peggy a little anxiously, as they were making their 
final plans. 

“Certainly, my dear. And now I propose that 
we all begin to be poets this very night.” 

“It’s frightfully exciting turning out to be what 
you never expected,” cried Roger, jumping wildly 
up and down on the sofa. Oliver and Mike did 
not care for poets much, as poets; though any one 
who dispensed acid-drops found favour in their
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sight. Moreover they had been carried off to 

bed quite early by nurse. 

“You can’t begin to be one, because you are 

one, you see,” said Peggy. 

‘No, I can only finish being one now,” answered 

the poet. ‘But you and Roger have a great step 

before you. Suppose you each make up your 

mind to write a poem during my visit here? It 

would be a good beginning.” 

“It seems to me,” said Roger, pausing to take 

breath, “that being a poet is more exciting even 

than telling and imagining stories.” 

“JT have not found it the most exciting of 

callings, but then it is the only one I have tried, 

so I am hardly a fair judge.” 

“ Does being a poet make you so very under- 

standing to talk to, and not laugh when there’s 

nothing funny being said, like lots of grown-ups 

do?” asked Peggy lucidly. 

‘““T believe it does,” answered the poet gravely ; 

‘at any rate it ought to.” 

“Then,” concluded Peggy, “I shall be a poet 

more particularly when I’m grown-up even than 

now.” 
‘““T would,” replied her friend. 

‘7 think it would help us a good lot in writing 

poetry if we hadn’t only one lead pencil between 

us all four,” said Roger persuasively to his 

father.
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“And that'll only write just after a suck,” ex- 

plained Peggy ; “ we take it in turns, you know.” 
“To write with or to suck?” asked the poet. 

“ Both,” said Peggy simply. 
“T can hardly imagine being a poet myself 

under the circumstances, so | will stand two new 

pencils.” 

And the children felt that the millennium was at 

hand. 

‘“‘Good-morning, big poet,” said Roger, appear- 

ing downstairs at a most unusual hour a day or 

two afterwards. 

‘“ Good-morning, little poet,” replied his friend. 
““Ma’mselle is waiting, but I wanted to ask 

you whether you generally say ‘to begin’ or ‘to 

commence ’.” 

‘“‘T usually prefer ‘ begin’ myself.” 

“But ’spose it was in poetry and ‘begin’ 

wouldn’t rhyme?” 

“Ah! that is a different matter.” 

“And ’spose ‘commence’ seemed almost as 

good a word to say what you want, I mean, as 

if it hadn’t to be poetry at all?” continued Roger. 

“T should be guided by inspiration.” 

“Oh!” said the boy doubtfully; and then 

brightening up a little, “I think I will ask 

cook.” 

“T would if I were you,” agreed the poet. 

On Thursday the three elder children were in-
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vited down to tea, and afterwards Peggy and 

Roger produced a somewhat soiled piece of exer- 

cise paper as the fruits of a week's labour. 

“ There’s one very awkward thing happened,” 

began Roger solemnly; ‘“we’re both only one 

poet, you see.” 

“How is that?” asked the poet. The pro- 

fessor was dreadfully busy writing out lectures, 

so that he could not attend to the children quite 

as much as usual, but he looked up from his desk 

and laid his open note-book on the table to await 

Roger’s explanation. 

“Could two children be one poet?” asked 

Peggy anxiously. 

“What zs almost invariably can be,” remarked 

the professor. 

“Well, you see, it’s like this,” continued Roger, 

“Peggy and me both wanted the same rhymes, 

and that made us inclined to quarrel.” 

“And there didn’t seem quite enough rhymes 

for both of us,” Peggy chimed in, ‘‘so we thought 

it would be better to be one poet between us.” 

“’Specially as nurse was rather cross, and said 

she would take both the pencils away if we didn’t 

give over squabbling,” added Roger. 

“ They was werry naughty,” Oliver observed, 

“and Roger called nurse ‘an ole goose’.” 

“Oh, Oliver!” said Peggy reproachfully, ‘‘ how 

can you? He only just whispered it very softly,”



  
 



  
“THE SPRING IS COMMENCING, 

IT IS, IT IS.”
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she explained, ‘‘and nurse was aggravatinger than 
usual.” 

‘So one half of me is going to be a poet with 
Peggy, and the half that’s over shall be a plum- 
ber,” was Roger’s decision. 

““A very good arrangement,” observed the 
poet, lighting his pipe. ‘And now, let us hear 
the poem.” 

Peggy shook back her hair and cleared her 
throat, then she read all in one breath, while 

Roger’s lips moved silently with the rhythm :— 

“ The spring is commencing, 

It is, it is; 

And green is the fencing, 
It is, it is; 

The thrushes are singing, 

They are, they are; 
And the bluebells are ringing, 

They are, they are. 

‘¢ The summer was boiling, 

It was, it was ; 

The flowers were spoiling, 

They was, they was ; 

The dusty road thirsted, 
It did, it did; 

And all the buds bursted, 

They did, they did. 

“The dead leaves want raking, 

They do, they do; 
The corn-crakes stop craking, 

They do, they do.
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It’s time for the reapers, 

It is, it is, 

To open their peepers, 

It is, it is. 

“The cold winds are wheezing, 

They are, they are; 

The pipes they are freezing, 

They are, they are. 

There’s plenty of plumbing, 

There is, there is ; 

And Christmas is coming, 

It is, it is.” 

“Tt’s werry silly,” remarked Oliver, who had 

been listening with a most bored expression. 

“Tt isn't, is it?” cried Peggy, appealing both to 

her father and the poet. 

“Tt is just splendid,” exclaimed the latter; “1 

must shake hands with such a poet immediately,” 

and he took both their hands in his. 

“You see now it had to be ‘commencing,’” said 

Roger, jumping up and down with excitement ; 

“and besides, cook said she thought it sounded 

more genteel.” 
“Tt is perfect!” the poet assured them. “I 

congratulate you both.” 

“T shan’t be a poet when I’m growed up,” an- 

nounced Oliver. ‘I shall be a sweep.” 

“And what are your reasons, my boy, for 

choosing such a profession ?” asked his father. 

‘What say ?” interrupted Oliver.
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‘Why do you want to be a sweep ?” 
‘“’Cause he’s never washed,” replied Oliver 

triumphantly. 
“Tt strikes me,” suggested the poet, ‘that even 

the poetic genius would be all the better for a 
little excursion in the fresh air. Suppose we all 
go as far as the park to-morrow ?” 

Roger and Peggy clapped their hands. 
“T can’t spare time to go,” said the professor ; 

‘but, not being a poet, perhaps I am not wanted.” 
“Oh, father, you are!” cried Peggy loyally ; 

‘and we shan’t be quite all poets, ’cause of the 
plumber-half of Roger.” 

“Yes, make time for once, Maxwell,” urged his 

friend ; “ you are paler even than the children, and 

need a breath of fresh air quite as much. These 
stuffy streets don’t count for air.” 

During this conversation Oliver's face had been 
gradually growing redder, he was also blink- 
ing a good deal more than usual, and his mouth 

was not quite steady. 
‘““T aren’t a poet,” he said gloomily, “nor | 

shan’t be when I’m growed up, but—but——” 

and he looked up very piteously at his father. 
‘Could not an embryo sweep be included?” 

asked the professor. 
“Certainly,” agreed the poet; “we will not be 

too exclusive. So well have your father and 
Oliver, won’t we, children ?”
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“We will, we will!” they shouted, capering 

about wildly. 

Most fortunately the following day was a lovely 

one, with a bright blue sky anda tingling taste of 

frost in the air. 

“ We will all sit still in the train,” suggested the 

poet as they entered the underground station ; “ it 

is the custom, you know.” 

“T would rather like to be an engine-driver tf 

I wasn’t a poet,” said Roger thoughtfully. 

“ And when we get to St. James’s Park we will 

walk across to Hyde Park. I am greedy of grass 

in London.” 

“Tm greedy of jam,” announced Oliver. “ Mike 

is greedy of everything.” 

“T am very anxious about this new book of 

mine,” said the professor to his friend, ‘for I feel 

that few students of the psychological aspects of 

childhood have to their hand such practical illus- 

trations as I have in my children. I can watch 

and follow closely each new development, and 

their varied characteristics make the study more 

complete.” 

“ Poor little psychological problems !” murmured 

the poet softly. 

The professor wrinkled his forehead. 

“They are not at all poor problems I can assure 

you. You makea mistake in supposing that. But 

of course an outside observer only might think so.
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You can havé no idea of the depth and intricacy 
of these child-problems.” 

“T’m beginning to feel,” said Oliver slowly, 
‘that I’ve sat still just as long as ever I can. If 
we don’t get out soon I must begin to move 
about.” 

‘‘ Fortunately the next station is ours,” the poet 
assured him. 

They had a lovely walk through the park and 
over the bridge, though, as the professor sug- 
gested, it might have been more appropriate to 
have gone round by Westminster as they were 
such a distinguished company. 

‘And seen Poets’ Corner,” added his friend 
smiling. 

‘Is that where naughty poets are put?” Roger 
asked with great interest. 

‘Occasionally good ones too.” 
‘““ How unfair!” exclaimed Peggy indignantly. 

‘“T do hate corners!” 
‘“ There’s a horrider thing even than corners,” 

continued Roger; “I mean bed during the 

day.” 
“You seem to have a wide and varied ex- 

perience of the penal system. Is it your nurse, 
or your governess, or your father, who is so 

Simchas 
“Qh, not father!” laughed the children; ‘he’s 

the spoilingest of them all!”
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“Our nurse very quickly punishes,” Peggy ex- 
plained. 

“T don’t think she can help it, poor thing!” 
added Roger kindly. , 

‘No, poor thing!” echoed Oliver, “but she’s 
dreadful when the clothes is clean, only I do love 
her werry much.” 

“Nurse says it’s worse than heathens to have 
clean clothes on Saturdays, but ours have to go 
to the wash then,” said Peggy. 

““Which day do you have clean clothes?” 
Roger asked the poet. ‘We ought to know, 
‘cause of us being a poet now.” 

“T am afraid I cannot tell you.” 
“ Father,” whispered Oliver, “might I go close 

up to that big ’normous soldier-man and look at 
imei 

They were passing the Knightsbridge Bar- 
racks. 

“Certainly, if you like.” 
So the little boy went up to the tall, still senti- 

nel, and regarded him solemnly for a few seconds. 
Then he laid his small hand on the soldier’s tunic, 
but the man took no notice. 

“He’s dead. I thought he was!” said Oliver 
decidedly. 

When they reached the Albert Memorial great 
was the children’s delight. Oliver dreadfully 
wanted to have the golden man to take home
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with him, and his father’s refusal of so simple a 

little request made him very obstinate. 
‘Why mayn’t I have it?” he kept repeating. 
The professor was delighted with a new obser- 

vation. 
“You see,” he said slowly, as he wrote down 

something on the back of an envelope, ‘the 
child-mind is unconscious of size. It is absolutely 

lacking in the element of proportion.” 
“T want the golden man,” persisted Oliver. 
The poets were amusing themselves by seeing 

how many steps they could jump down at 

_ once. 
“‘T propose,” said the big poet, when they were 

at last torn away from this entrancing amusement, 

“that we go into a confectioner’s and have some 
buns, on our way home.” 

The children clapped their hands with delight. 
“J wish I could have all my meals in a shop!” 

cried Peggy enthusiastically ; “don’t you?” 

“I have a preference myself for a club,” re- 
plied the poet. 

“T’ve never been to a club. I s’pose it’s as 

jolly as a shop?” 
‘“‘Pretty much the same thing.” 

The professor suggested tea, but Roger had 

caught sight of ginger-beer bottles; and every- 

body can guess how much more of a treat ginger- 

beer would be for tea on a cold winter’s afternoon.
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The poet gave a little shiver and ordered three 

bottles to be opened. 

“Tt makes my face flash!” exclaimed Oliver 

with a startled expression. 

“They must be awfully rich people,” said 

Peggy to her father, ‘‘to have even their com- 

mon tables made of marble!” 

“Retail trade is a lucrative calling,” observed 

the professor drily. 

“T wish I could eat just another bun!” sighed 

Roger ; ‘‘’cause it’s such a splendid chance. But 

I can’t,” he added sorrowfully. 

It was a pity such a perfect afternoon was 

obliged to come to an end; and that home and 

bed-time followed on so closely. But when the 

nursery was reached, the children were still full of 

delight and excitement, in which the baby joined ; 

for his father had remembered to buy a small 

paper bag full of farthing buns for his particular 

consumption. And Mike did not mind a bit the 

fact that the professor, having then forgotten all 

about them, had crushed them quite flat in his 

coat pocket. 

“Tt has been a lovely time lately!” cried Peggy, 

dancing about in her little petticoat during the 

process of undressing; ‘“ what with the pipes 

freezing, and the darling plumber, and this splen- 

did going-out to-day !” 

“And the poet coming, and us being poets,
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too!” added Roger, wriggling out of nurse’s 
grasp. 

“I would have liked the golden man in my 
bath!” said Oliver in an injured tone. 

“And the jolly tea of ginger-beer and buns in 
the shop!” continued Peggy ; ‘wasn’t it lovely, 
nurse P” 

But nurse did not agree with Peggy. She 
would actually rather have dull tea, and bread and 
butter, in a warm room during the winter, than 
ginger-beer and buns on a marble table in a shop. 
The children pitied her profoundly ; and it did 
seem unfortunate that grown-up people who might 
continually enjoy themselves in such glorious ways, 
should be too stupid to do so. 

“When I’m a man, I shall live on ginger-beer 
and buns, and jump down the Memorial steps all 
day,” was Roger’s final decision before going to 
sleep.
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CHAPTER V. 

THEN came the whooping-cough. A horrid thing 
which lasted for weeks and weeks, and tired all 
the children so much that they felt they could never 
again enjoy rushing up and down stairs for hours 
at a time, pretending they were wild deer on a 
mountain, or having a pillow fight when nurse had 
gone down to her supper, or any pleasures of that 
kind. And when the whooping-cough had ex- 
hausted itself, and its little victims into the bar- 
gain, the hot weather began—such glaring, baking 
sunshine beating down upon the houses and stone 
pavement, and heating seven times hotter the 
stuffy, airless streets. 

The professor had, moreover, arrived at the con- 
clusion that the children ought to be learning 
German as well as French; so what made things 
worse was the advent of a new, dull, strict Fraulein 
in the place of dear little Mademoiselle, whom the 
children all loved very much. 

“TI do hate whooping-cough and German!” 
sighed Peggy, looking up from a hot, sticky exer- 
cise, and resting her tired head on her little inky 
hand.
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“ Fraulein’s werry cross and ugly!” added Oliver 

solemnly ; ‘‘and she talks nonsense too.” 

“Tt isn’t nonsense; it’s German,” said Roger 

languidly. ‘Oh, I’m so hot!” 

‘“My dinner’s sore!” remarked the baby, with 

rather a red face. 

“Did you swallow the stones?” asked Oliver 

with interest. ‘‘ 1 wanted to, on’y nurse wouldn't 

let me.” 

“ Not let me too,” said the baby sadly. 

But just when the children were most tired and 

overdone—when the weather seemed at its hottest 

and the professor was fullest of work—a really 

wonderful and unexpected thing happened. The 

postman brought a letter from a far-away and 

almost unknown Uncle Robert, saying that he and 

his wife would be so glad if the professor and the 

four children and nurse would come down and 

spend the rest of the summer at his country 

rectory. And there was a dear little letter en- 

closed from their Aunt Isabel, telling them how 

much she wanted to have them now she was 

settled down at home again after being between 

two and three years abroad. 

“Tt’s very kind of Robert, I’m sure,” murmured 

the professor, thinking what a lifetime it seemed 

since he had last met his wife’s brother. ‘‘ But of 

course we cannot go.” 

“Oh, father!” cried Peggy with a gasp, for this
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was the last straw; and then she threw herself 

sobbing on to the floor. 

‘Dear me, what can have upset the child so?” 

exclaimed her father. And then, as she refused 

to be comforted, he sent for nurse. 

“The grief of childhood is abnormally acute,” 

he wrote down in his note-book meanwhile ; ‘“‘and 

were it not for its evanescent character the fragile 

tissues of the child’s emotional nature would un- 

doubtedly prove unequal to the strain.” 
Then nurse came in and heard the story; and, 

wonderful to relate, she took the children’s part in 
a manner which caused Peggy’s tears to dry up 

suddenly on her cheeks, and was the subject of 

an inexhaustible astonishment in the nursery after- 

wards. 
“The children must go, sir,” said nurse de- 

cidedly. 
‘“What!” exclaimed the professor in amaze- 

ment. ‘ What did you say?” 
“Well, you see, sir, the whooping-cough’s left 

them that peeked and poorly, and the hot weather 
coming on the top of it will be the death of them 
all if they have another couple of months of it.” 

‘Wasn't it lovely of nurse to say that about our 
deaths?” said Peggy enthusiastically, when she 
was telling the others all about it. 

‘But I am too busy,” argued the professor ; “I 

could not possibly leave London now.”
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‘TI can take the children, sir,” persisted nurse, 

“and you can follow us.” 

‘But my psychological work. I use the chil- 
dren so much for purposes of deduction.” 

‘“T won’t answer for the consequences of their 

remaining here,” said nurse to her master ; but she 

expressed herself by “ pack of rubbish!” to cook 
in the kitchen. 

So it came to pass that the professor sadly 
packed up his note-book, and the children started 

with nurse on their glorious journey into that 
unknown region called “the country”. 

“Its werry wide!” observed Oliver impres- 

sively, as they stood on the little platform of the 

far-away station and looked over the vast view 
that seemed to reach right up to the sunset. 

It was all a whirl of delight to Peggy and 
Roger. The fresh scenes, the cheerful creeper- 
covered rectory, the flower-filled garden, the kind 

uncle and aunt, and, above all, a real live cousin 

of their own called Jack, who had just arrived 
home from school to spend the long holidays. 

And next morning there dawned with the new 

day a wonderful, undreamed-of, ideal summer for 

the children. 
‘There never was anybody quite so big and 

clever as Jack in the eyes of Peggy and Roger 

and Oliver. He was turned eleven, and a school- 

boy, so he really seemed to them very big in-
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deed. He wore trousers on Sundays with an 

Eton jacket and a top-hat, which distinction filled 

Roger’s seven-year-old soul with an envying ad- 

miration that knew no bounds. For when you 

have to wear a knickerbocker-suit with a holland 

  

JACK, WHO HAD JUST ARRIVED HOME FROM SCHOOL. 

pinafore over that, it does seem as if you never 

would be old enough for a top-hat and a silver 

watch-chain made in links like a real grown-up 

man’s gold one. 

And Jack could whistle through his fingers, 

and climb almost any tree. He could stand on
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his head for quite a long time if his feet only just 
touched the wall. He could make ducks and 

drakes across the pond with four and sometimes 

five bounces, and with his catapult he had been 

known to hit several sparrows. At least he was 
sure he had hit them from the uncomfortable 
manner in which they flew away. 

In fact there was nothing which really mattered 
that Jack could not do. Stupid, senseless things 
like lessons of course did not count. At first Roger 
was a little surprised to find that his cousin did 
not know the French for “window,” and such like 
simple words, and also that he was more ignorant 
still of German; but after Jack assured him that 
French was all rot, and nobody ever bothered 
about it at school, Roger was duly impressed, 
and soon became thoroughly ashamed of his own 
fluent French and faultless accent. 

“T say, make haste,” shouted Jack from the 

bottom of the back stairs one morning after they 
had been a week or so at the rectory. ‘Iam 

going into the wood.” 
‘“We’re coming. Oh do wait!” shrieked three 

anxious little voices from the nursery. 

“Shall we bring Mike?” asked Peggy in 

muffled tones, which resulted from her efforts to 

lace her own boots. When you have long thick 
hair which tumbles all over your eyes and goes 

tickling down each side of your face, it does make 
7
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it difficult to see exactly the right holes through 

which to thread the laces. 

‘Are his boots on?” answered Jack. 

“Yes; he was done first, cause we always 

leave him behind if he isn’t,” called Roger. 

“Then bring him, Jack decided) “Come 

on!” 

And away they went, bumping down the 

boarded staircase close on each other’s heels, 

and away across the lawn and garden into a 

wonderful forest, about half an acre in extent, 

which was the children’s favourite play place. 

‘“T say,” said Jack, ‘it’s a jolly lark having you 
all here.” 

“We do love it awfully!” exclaimed Peggy ; 

‘‘T never knew there was anywhere half so nice 

in the world.” 

“It’s a pity the boys are so little and you only 

a girl,” continued her cousin frankly ; “ but you’re 

a lot better than nobody, you know.” 

‘Who did you use to play with?” asked Roger. 

“Oh, Mr. Fairfax,” referring to the curate, 

‘‘was awfully jolly to me; and since I have been 

at school I’ve had some of the boys to stay with 

me, or else been to them at home. There was an 

old locum te. here, you know, while father and 

mother were abroad.” 

“T would like to go to school,” said Roger 

thoughtfully.



   



                 

 
 

  

 
 
 
 

 
 

 
 

‘Tl ONLY GOT INTO ONE RATTLING OLD ROW LAST TERM,” 

BEGAN JACK.
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“Tell us bout what you do,” implored Peggy, 

whose admiration for Jack was unbounded. 

“Yes, do,” begged the others. Roger regarded 

his cousin as a kind of serial story, the interest of 

which was never exhausted, and Oliver listened 

untiringly to the wonders of Jack’s career. They 

had never come into contact with any other chil- 

dren before, to say nothing of a full-fledged school- 

boy. 

“T only got into one rattling old row last term,” 

began Jack, who was lying on his back, with his 

straw hat tilted on to his freckled nose. ‘It was 

ago!” 

“Do tell us "bout it,” begged the others. 

“Well, you know, Mr. Cardew—that’s where | 

go to school—asks all the chaps into tea with him 

one day for certain, and it was beastly awkward 

that it turned out on the same day.” 

“What did?” asked Peggy, who liked to 

thoroughly understand everything as she went 

along. 

“Why, the row. You know Packford and 

Raynor and Assheton Minor and me were all 

gated, and Miss Violet Eliot, who is a stunning 

sort of girl, and lives with an old cat of an aunt, 

asked us four to tea cause her aunt was going out. 

And of course it would have been rather low of 

any of us to tell that the others were gated, and 

besides, Mr. Cardew was going to see Martin's
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governor that afternoon, who lives twelve miles 
off, and we thought we’d better risk it and not dis- 

appoint Miss Vi. So we went, and we did have 

a high old time. The coffee was that prime sort 
you taste all night, you know, and we ate black 

currant jam with our eggs, and there were two 

fowls and loads of grub,” and Jack’s face literally ~ 

glowed with enthusiasm at the mere remembrance 
of such a feast. 

“Was they boiled fowls or roasted ones ?” 

Oliver wanted to know. 
‘Oh, cold! And it was all our beastly luck, 

Mr. Cardew never went. We did lick old Martin 

for having such a sneaky governor as to go and 
telegraph for him not to come after all. So we 
were caught, and had to go up to his study next 

day at four, and his tea-party was at six, and of 

course we knew we should get it pretty hot.” 
“ Get what?” asked Roger innocently. 

Jack opened his big brown eyes much wider 

than usual. 
“Why licked, stupid, of course. And we all 

felt jolly sick, I can tell you, waiting for it all 

day.” 

‘“Was the fowls cold roasted ones or boiled?” 
persisted Oliver. 

_‘ What happened next?” said Peggy breath- 
lessly. 

“Why, he jawed us, and then he licked us. 
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And it was rather low of him to give it us half on 

the right hand when we had got to go shaking 

hands at his old party all evening.” 

“Did you cry?” Peggy asked solemnly. 

“Cry!” exclaimed Jack scornfully. ‘But it 

brings the tears into your eyes like anything,” he 

added candidly. 

‘“ How dreadful!” gasped Peggy. 

“ But when we went in to tea he was awfully 

jolly to us, and, what was the best go of the lot, 

Miss Eliot and Miss Vi were there too. And the 

old girl told Mr. Cardew that she had left two 

fowls in the larder the day before, and the cat had 

got in and eaten them while she was away. And 

we all nearly burst, and Miss Vi choked, and Mr. 

Cardew looked at us so jollily that we roared, 

and forgot about the licking ; only when the others 

had all gone and we said good-night, Raynor and 

I told him we were awfully sorry, and we wouldn't 

do it again, and—why, what’s Mike got?” And 

Jack jumped up suddenly to see. 

“ T’se finded a vedy big ole mister rat,” said the 

baby, proudly exhibiting a dead stoat. 

“How jolly!” exclaimed Jack. ‘I vote we 

stuff it. It’s awfully easy. Packford was going 

to stuff an owl last term, only he was stopped. 

But he told me how to do it.” 

“Oh yes! Let’s!” cried Peggy and Roger, 

who had unlimited faith in Jack’s powers.
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“You have to bake it first and draw it after, like 

a rabbit—or else you draw it first and bake it 

after, I forget which. . What a bother!” 

< vuivene did the boy at school do?” asked 

Roger wisely. 

“Well, he couldn’t bake it, you see, ’cause there 

was no oven he could use, but he was going to 

draw it, only the matron found it inside his best 

hatbox, where he had hidden it, and she told Mr. 

Cardew.” 
“Was he very angry?” asked Peggy eagerly. 

“Ohno! He was awfully decent to Packford 

about it, and he only made him bury it that after- 

noon instead of giving him lines.” 

Just then, unfortunately, nurse appeared upon 

the scene, and she so often made things suddenly 

disagreeable. 

‘Now, Master Jack, what’s that you’ve got? 

Throw the nasty thing away this minute.” 

“It’s my vedy own ole mister rat,” explained 

the baby kissing it fondly, which seemed to irritate 

nurse in an inexplicable way. She seized Mike 

and shook him severely, and then carried him in- 

doors screaming, where she washed him-—just as 

a punishment, the children supposed. 

‘“‘T don’t want to be naughty,” observed Roger, 

“but I do wish we might hope nurse would be 

drowned.” : 

“Oh, Roger!” exclaimed Peggy reproachfully.
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And then: “In the river did you mean?” she 
added with interest. 

Oliver had gone off to give his woollen shawl 
a ride in the doll’s perambulator, which generally 
stood on the lawn. It proved a convenient 
receptacle for any of the treasures which the 
children might find out of doors, as well as ac- 

commodating an old one-eyed doll of Peggy’s, 
whose limbs stood out in the unyielding manner 
peculiar to its inexpensive genus. 

Occasionally Mike carried it by the hair, which 
changed its identity into that of a rabbit, and 

lately, False Alarm, for such was the extraor- 
dinary name Oliver had bestowed upon it, had 
been somewhat neglected by its mother, for 

Peggy preferred going about with Jack. And 
the only notice he ever took of dolls was to 
torture them, or paint them scarlet, or bury them 
alive, or throw them into the river for the dogs 

to bring out. 
“T’ve drawn it!” cried Jack triumphantly, com- 

ing back to the others, ‘‘and the stuffing’s quite 
easy after that.” 

The unpleasant object which he carried in his 
pocket-handkerchief had once been the stoat. 
‘How splendid!” cried Roger, and then Pegg 

added :— 
“Tt isn’t a very stoaty shape yet”. 
“The stuffing 71] do that,” said Jack con-
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fidently, “and boot buttons will make jolly 
eyes.” 

_ “Shall you put it in the drawing-room when 
it's done,” asked Roger, “under a big glass ?” 

Jack looked doubtful. 
“I’m not sure if itll be up to the drawing-room. 

But anyhow it'll be jolly for the school-room, and 

it won’t matter then if it does smell a little.” 
‘Of course not,” agreed the others loyally. 
“Trl make it more interesting,” observed 

Peggy. But deep down in his soul Jack could 
not go quite as far as that. 

“It won’t smell—much!” he said cheerfully. 
‘‘T’se goin’ to ’mell the pity Powers!” remarked 

the baby, who had escaped from nurse’s clutches ; 
and he trotted off on a little expedition of his 
own, selecting those flowers which were growing 
almost on the ground, and bending in a wonder- 
fully-balanced way until his tiny nose brushed 
against the blossom and was just on a level with 
his little brown boots. 

“Your nurse is a peppery old customer!” ob- 
served Jack as they went off to coax the gardener’s 
boy into baking the deceased stoat in the green- 
house stove. 

“It’s always just the most interesting things 
that she’s cross about,” said Peggy sadly; “we 
have noticed it often.” 
“Oh, women are always fussy!” exclaimed
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Jack: loftily, “and nurses the worst of the whole 

shoot.” 
‘‘T do wish we could have a curate instead of a 

nurse!” continued Peggy thoughtfully. ‘A nice 

curate just like Mr. Fairfax for our very own.” 

‘Oh, girls have to have nurses,” announced 

Jack. “It must be awful to be only a girl!” he 

added with a pitying look. 

After dinner the children went into the garden 

again. 
“T say,” said Jack, “did you hear what father 

said? Mrs. Arnold’s baby is going to be chris- 

tened this afternoon.” 

“How lovely!” cried Peggy. ‘‘Couldn’t we 

go?” 
“Tt would be rather fun,” assented Jack, “if 

the service is quite short and the baby squeals. 

If ’'m a clergyman when I’m a man J shall always 

pinch them till they squeal.” 

“Tell be werry like what you told us ‘bout the 

pig being killed,” said Oliver slowly. 

“Oh, it won’t be half as jolly as that!” replied 

Jack. “But still it'll be better than nothing.” 

The christening was quite a success from the 

children’s point of view—though the rector had 

been somewhat disconcerted to see them occupy- 

ing the best seats when he began the service. 

The baby screamed until it was purple in the 

face, and wriggled so fiercely that Mr. Anstruther 

em
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could hardly hold it. So altogether the children 
enjoyed themselves immensely, and were quite 
sorry when it was over. 

“Mr. Arnold wanted to ask us to tea,” Jack 
remarked as they walked back through the church- 
yard. “J saw him whisper it to Mrs. But I 
suppose she wouldn't, because she didn’t.” 
‘How horrid!” said Peggy. 
“T know what the baby was thinking about 

what made it squeal so,” observed Roger, whose 
brain had been busily working out this problem. 
“Tt thought Uncle Robert was going to drown it.” 

“Like cook does the kittens,’ Oliver said 
gravely. ‘It squealed werry loud.” 

“T feel,” said Roger after a while, ‘‘as if we 
might very likely do something naughty this 
afternoon. The christening has put it into my 
head.” 

“It is a bit dull,” Peggy thought, ‘after being 
so dreadfully exciting.” 

“T tell you what!” exclaimed Jack; “I’ve 
thought of a rattling good thing. Let’s scrub the 

_ barn floor!” 

“That'll be lovely,” cried Peggy enthusiastic- 
ally; ‘it'll be so useful and interesting and 
wet |” 

“Me sc’ub too!” echoed Mike. And Oliver 
began turning up the wristband of his pinafore in 
a thoroughly business-like way.
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Then they had a delightful time! Jack fetched 
two buckets of water, into one of which Mike un- 

. fortunately tumbled head first. But Peggy pulled 
him out, and wiped his head as well as she could 
with Jack’s pocket-handkerchief. And as acci- 
dents will happen, it is no use bothering about 
them. Then they all took fair turns with the 
scrubbing-brush, though the bit of soap Oliver 
had been sent to fetch secretly out of the night- 
nursery would not quite go round. 

“Tt’s a jolly lot more sloppy than when Lydia 
scrubs,” said Jack, sitting down on an old hamper 
to cool. 

‘And not werry clean yet,” observed Oliver. 
“ Of course a barn floor is much dirtier than a 

house floor ever is to begin with!” said Peggy 
hopefully. 

“Tt’s almost like paddling in the brook, on'y 

with our shoes and_ stockings on,” thought 
Roger as he cheerfully contemplated his soaking 
boots. 

-“T don’t think the floor will ever be werry 
clean,” repeated Oliver. 

“T say,” said Jack suddenly, “we're all about 

wet enough I should think. And ‘it’s nearly tea- 
time.” 
“How nurse will scold!” remarked Peggy re- 

signedly, ‘““‘and just because we’ve had such a 

nice afternoon!”
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“She will scold werry much!” added Oliver 

gloomily. 
“T expect she'll be punishing-cross,” continued 

Peggy, wringing a little of the water out of Mike’s 

pinafore. ‘ More than just scolding-cross.” 

“Oh, never mind!” said Jack cheerfully ; 

“we're all in the same mess—and she’s only an 

old woman after all. You'll think nothing of 

her when you've been to school. You catch it 

jolly well there I can tell you!” 

“But not if youre good?” argued Roger. 

“Oh, don’t you?” announced Jack decidedly ; 

“that’s all you know! Why, I meant not to get 

into one scrape last term, and I tried awfully—but 

before a fortnight was over I was in a regular 

old row through only eating a jam-puff in bed 

which Assheton Minor had bought. It was a 

beastly shame, but then a jam-puff is an awfully 

awkward thing to eat in bed. We smacked little 

Assheton’s head well after for buying such rotten 

things.” 

“We're all as werry wet as each other, aren't 

we?” asked Oliver anxiously. 

Nurse certainly was punishing-cross when the 

bedraggled little party made its appearance in the 

nursery. 
“T never did see such naughty children; no, 

never!” she said wrathfully, as she changed their 

clothes in a great hurry. ‘And ten times worse
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now than you ever were in London, and you were 

bad enough there in all conscience! You'll have dry 

bread for tea, and go to bed half an hour earlier. 

And you being such a big boy, Master Jack, 

ought to know better than lead the others into 

such mischief. Why, it was only yesterday, when 

you had nearly drowned Master Mike after them 

horrid sticklebacks, that I heard the rector tell 

you not to let the little ones play with water, and 

now look at them !” 

(S @liasleesay a lumecawtully: sonmyse ss torgon! 

Mother,” he added as Mrs. Anstruther came into 

the nursery, “I’m awfully sorry, but I forgot 

about the water, and we all got soused.” 

“Oh, Jack! You have not been taking your 

little cousins fishing again, have you?” said Aunt 

Isabel, picking up some of Mike’s dripping gar- 

ments. 
“No! but this did not seem quite like water, 

only Mike fell into it and Oliver sat down. I’m 

awfully sorry !” 

“But I don’t understand. Where was the 

water ?” 

“Tn a bucket. We scrubbed the barn floor 

after the christening was over. And of course it 

isn’t very dry work.” 

His mother laughed. 

“You are a dear goose!” she said, stroking 

his rough head. ‘But I’m so afraid of the chil-
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dren’s getting ill again before Uncle Dick comes 

that you will be as careful as you can, won't 

you?” 
“Rather!” promised Jack. “And I say, 

mother, I think I’d better have dry bread too. 

It would seem sneaky not to.” 

So Jack joined in the punishment, and was so 

full of fun that the big dry slices quite failed to 

depress the culprits, and even nurse herself smiled 

once or twice, though in rather a grim way. 

“Still you see,” said Peggy admiringly, “1 

never knew anybody make nurse smile in the 

middle of her sternness before!” 

“Everything’s werry nice in the country,” ob- 

served Oliver, swallowing his last crust, ‘‘and I 

don’t even mind punishments here a bit.” 

Which, however, nurse seemed to consider a 

distinct disadvantage.
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CHAPTER VI. 

ANOTHER wonderfully interesting thing that the 

children discovered about this country village 
was that it had so many more people in it than 
London. Not perhaps according to statistics, but 

statistics are only facts after all; and everybody 
knows how much more important feelings are 
than facts, even after one is a little older than 

Jack and Peggy and Roger. Mr. Fairfax, the 

curate, was really a splendid person. He always 

could find time to play with the children, and he 

was never angry when Jack put a tame rat in his 

pocket, or Peggy hid his hat in the boot cup- 

board, or any simple little joke of that kind. The 

children were delighted when they heard he was 

coming to dinner. 

“JT say, are you going to preach to-morrow 

morning?” Jack asked, when the meal was fairly 

started and Mr. Fairfax had got over the alarm 

of finding a toy snake curled up in his tumbler. 

“‘T believe I am.” 

“Pm so glad!” exclaimed the children in a 

chorus, and then Peggy added fervently -— 
8
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‘IT do love your sermons, Mr. Fairfax!” 
“ Rather,” chimed in Jack; “they’re a rattling 

good sort!” 
Both the rector and Mrs. Anstruther were a 

little surprised at such appreciation, for as a rule 
neither Jack nor his cousins were enthusiastic 
about sermons, and the curate looked quite 
pleased. 

“We like them better every time you preach,” 
continued Jack; ‘“‘they’re so jolly short. And 
they seem to grow shorter and shorter!” 

All the grown-ups laughed. 
‘Ts it wicked when a boy does not like his 

father’s sermons?” asked Roger, looking solemnly 
atea|iacke 

“No,” answered his uncle; ‘it is not in the 

least wicked. It is quite sensible if he doesn’t 
understand them, I suppose.” 

“Do you like your own sermons, Uncle 
Robert?” Peggy wanted to know. 

“Mr. Fairfax does his,” Jack volunteered, 

‘because the other evening when I was there 
he slammed up his book and said, ‘There, that’ll 

do first-rate!’ as if he liked it awfully.” 
The curate blushed up to the roots of his hair. 

He was one of those fair young men who blush’ 
very easily. 

‘I shall preach when I’m a man,” began Oliver 
slowly, putting down his mug, ‘‘all ’bout a kind
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  lion and a wicked boy 
added impressively. 

“About Daniel and the lions’ den,” suggested 
his uncle conventionally. 

The rector did not know how to talk to chil- 
dren. He poked at them mentally with his um- 
brella, and they thought him a dull, stupid man, 
and pitied him accordingly. They suffered him 
gladly, however, for the sake of his unwavering, 
though clumsy, kindness. 

‘‘T shall not preach ‘bout Daniel and the lions’ 
den,” answered Oliver, with that obstinate look 
which the others knew so well. “I shall make 
up things my werry own self to preach.” 

‘“T shall come and hear you, Oliver,” said Aunt 
Isabel. 

‘““What fun!” laughed Peggy. 
“I can’t preach,” explained Roger, “’cause I’m 

going to be a poet, you know.” 
PlOwarnonhicl put intes jackal 1 edomhate 

poetry. We always have it for a holiday task, 
and it’s beastly!” 

Roger opened his grey eyes to their fullest 
extent, and his pale face flushed a little. 

‘Poets are very nice men,” he said loyally. 
“We have a dear one,” added Peggy, “ who’s 

our own poet as well as being father’s friend.” 
‘He may be a good chap besides, but poetry 

is all tommy rot,” persisted Jack. 

a werry wicked boy,” he
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“Tt isn’t!” cried Roger hotly. 

“Poentry is werry silly,” said Oliver; “I don't 

like it. Nor I don’t like preaching ’bout Daniel 

and the lions’ den.” 

“J think it’s time we changed the subject,” 

said Aunt Isabel. 

“The bishop is going to dedicate the window 

they have put up to old Lady Eardley this after- 

noon,” remarked the rector; ‘are any of you 

children coming?” 

‘“‘Oh, please not!” came the doleful chorus. 

“Tt is such a lovely afternoon!” 

“ An’ we never go to church on weekdays, ’cept 

for christenings, and not then on Saturdays!” 

“And J want to ride Mr. Fairfax’s bicycle.” 

“ And we really needn’t, need we ?” 

So the rector shook his head, and was pro- 

foundly thanked. 

‘Are you going to have the flag up?” Aunt 

Isabel wanted to know. 

“T think not. You see it is a memorial service.” 

“Why not have a black flag then, father?” 

Jack suggested. ‘It would make it jolly like 

a hanging.” 

“Was old Lady Eardley hanged?” asked 

Peggy with interest. 

The curate, remembering the stately and vir- 

tuous dowager recently deceased, burst out 

laughing.
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“I won't never preach bout Daniel ——” began 
Oliver again, but as dinner was over and the 
others all jumped down he had not time to finish. 

“Will you play with us after you come back 
from the service?” Peggy was begging Mr. 
Fairfax. 

“And let me ride your bicycle while you are in 
church?” besought Jack. 

‘An’ tell us a story ?” 
‘An’ swing me werry high ?” 
The curate was so extremely obliging that he 

acquiesced in all these suggestions. He came 
back into the garden to the children directly after 
the bishop’s departure, and did literally every- 
thing they asked him except shirk evensong at 
five o'clock. 

“If it wasn’t for being a clergyman Mr. Fair- 
fax would be a perfect curate!” said Peggy en- 
thusiastically, when he had at last fled in response 
to the church bell. 

“The services are a jolly tie to a chap,” as- 
sented Jack; ‘but his bicycle’s a stunner.” 

‘“ Mike,” said Oliver, standing in his favourite 
attitude with his hands resting on his knees, 
“there was once a werry wicked preaching-man 
what preached ’bout Daniel in the lions’ den, and 
he was hanged dead.” 

“Was it Uncle Yobert?” asked the baby, 
smiling pleasantly.
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“Tt might have been him,” answered Oliver 

slowly ; ‘I ’spect it was.” 

Another of the children’s grown-up friends was 

Lydia the housemaid. She was just the sort of 

person to say “ Bo” to from behind the door, and 

on to whose back it was quite easy to jump, and 

retain your seat there too, if you only clutched her 

tightly enough round the neck. She knew end- 

less games of a physical rather than an intellectual 

order, and was always experiencing what she de- 

scribed as ‘‘a turn” in her dealings with the 

children. These “turns” of Lydia’s were Jack 

and Peggy’s chiefest joy. A frog in her work- 

basket, or a book balanced on the top of a door 

that was ajar so that it fell upon her head, or one 

of the tame rats slipped into her pocket, or any 

little simple thing of that kind would bring them 

on, and the children’s delight knew no bounds. 

“TLet’s ask Aunt Isabel to let Lydia go with 

us into the hayfield,” suggested Peggy one hot 

summer’s day. Lydia was quite at her best in a 

hayfield, and this was the last one that was left 

uncarried. The others were delighted at the 

thought, and after obtaining their aunt’s consent 

they flew off to find Lydia. 

She'was discovered at last cleaning the win- 

dows, and Jack was helping her. 

“Now, Master Jack, do give over,” she begged 

for the hundredth time as her apron, the strings of
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which Jack had secretly untied, fell out of the 

window and was caught on the creeper below, just 

out of reach. A skirmish followed, in which the 
wet wash-leather wielded by Lydia proved a more 
effective weapon even than Jack’s sponge. 

‘Aunt Isabel says you can come with us into 
the hay,” announced Peggy, clinging round 

Lydia’s waist and hanging her whole weight 

therefrom. 

The remaining windows had to be content with 
a dry polish, for Lydia loved playing with the 
children almost as much as they loved playing 
with her. And then they set off—the merriest 

little troop imaginable—to the small hayfield on 

the other side of the road. It was such a great 

treat to go off with Lydia while nurse and the 

baby were left at home. Poor Mike was treated 

a little shabbily on such occasions, but he was a 

very contented person, and had a quaint world of 

his own in which he was usually quite happy. 

When alone Mike usually talked in the third 

person, adopting the style of Julius Cesar; and 

as he trotted about on the lawn, a little figure 

that seemed all hat and pinafore, he crooned 

aloud his baby play :— 

“And Mike went walking a vedy long way, 

an’ he see a funny ole bunny”. The presence of 

the rabbit was indicated by a few moments’ silent 

nibbling. ‘An’ the bunny say, ‘I goin’ to see
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my nanny,’ and Mike say, ‘I goin’ to see my nanny 

too, and have my dinner’. An’ ole mister bunny 
say, ‘What for Mike’s dinner?’ Brown fish and 
minky pudding, and then it'll soon be tea-time, 

an’ then supper-time, an’ then b’ekky, an’ then 

  

‘AND MIKE WENT WALKING A VEDY LONG WAY.” 

dinner-time adain. I see a cocky,” he continued, 
suddenly pointing up at some rooks, while his hat 
slipped from the very back of his head on to his 
shoulders, ‘‘ two, free, nine cockies!_ Mike go flyin’ 

up in the ’ky to see ole mister moon. An’ the
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funny moon say, ‘How do, my dear?’ and Mike 
kissed the moon an’ come back to his nanny. 

Mike all gone,” he shouted violently, as nurse 

came out through the garden door. 
“Tm a g’eat, savage, naughty polar bear, an’ 

I bite.” he added fiercely, just touching nurse’s 

hand with his soft little mouth. 
Nurse sat down with her work, but as she un- 

intentionally alighted upon the old india-rubber 
lamb which Mike had put “to s’eep” on the 

garden-seat, a sudden violent scream and crimson- 

ing cheeks indicated that the baby was annoyed ; 
while as hard a kick as such tiny boots could 

bestow upon nurse’s shin was the forcible ex- 

pression of this annoyance. 
“My word,” said nurse sharply; ‘“what’s the 

matter now?” And she caught him by the arm. 

“My yamb, my vedy own yamb!” he shrieked. 

“Your lamb is all right,” said nurse in her 

sternest voice, setting him on her knee with a 

regular thump of severity, ‘‘and you are a very 

naughty little boy indeed to kick nurse. I shall 

give you a good whipping if you ever dare to do 

so again. Do you hear me?” with a little shake 

before putting him down. 

Mike clasped the india-rubber lamb very tightly 

in his chubby hands, and instantly knelt down 

with his head on the ground to show how offended 

he was. Nurse went on with her sewing, and
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there was a few moments’ profound silence. Then 
the baby remarked without moving :— 

“The ole horse kicked very bad in the stable 
last night. He kicked his leg right off.” 

“Has Mike been naughty?” said Aunt Isabel, 
coming on to the lawn and finding the baby still 
in the same attitude. 

“I are dood now,” he announced, getting up, 
with a sudden burst of sunshine in his expres- 
sion. ° 

“Did nurse whip you?” asked his aunt, seeing 
traces of tears on his fat, flushed face. 

‘“ Did you whip me, nanny ?” 
““No, but I shall next time,” answered nurse 

grimly; ‘so don’t you forget.” 
“She s’all next time,” said the baby cheerfully, 

““so don’t me fordet.” 
The others had a delightful time in the hay- 

field, and came home full of their adventures. 
“We buried Lydia six times!” shouted Peggy. 

They were trying to tell Mr. and Mrs. Anstruther 
all about it, only as everybody talked at once it 
made the account a little confusing. 

‘An’ I did one of my best mischief tricks,” 
cried Roger, hopping first on one leg and then on 
the other; “I came behind her very softly and 
blew in her ear, and she thought it was a ghost.” 

“And she and Jack threw hay at each other!” 
‘An’ we had a werry big battle!”
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‘“Pegey and Jack ’gainst Lydia and Oliver and 

mae 

‘““ Ar’ we won, father.” 

‘Oh no, Jack, we winned!” 

‘Lydia makes a splendid colonel in a battle.” 
‘An’ we found a nest of field-mice.” 

‘An’ put them in Lydia’s hat.” 

‘An’ she screamed werry loud 

“Tt was such fun!” 

‘An’ the mother mouse bit Jack.” 

“Tt didn’t hurt much.” 

“T do wish you had been with us, Aunt 

Isabel.” 

“And you, Uncle Robert. Only perhaps it 

might have made Lydia a little solemn.” 

“TLydia’s never quite so jolly when you're 

there, father.” 

And the rector was glad she was not. 

‘““We winned the battle,” repeated Oliver to 

himself as he climbed the stairs ; and then, seeing - 

his uncle on the landing, he continued :— 

“T won’t never preach ’bout Daniel and the 

lions’ den; it’s so werry nasty.” 

“You are a very obstinate little boy,” exclaimed 

‘Mr. Anstruther. 

“T aren’t a werry obstinate little boy,” said 

Oliver, scowling up at him, and standing so stiffly 

that even his pinafore looked stubborn. 

“If you were my son I should punish you,” 

pe
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continued his uncle, with an old-fashioned kind 
of severity in both face and tone. 

“You are a werry nasty man! I don’t love 
you,” replied Oliver with a still more fearful 
frown. 

“Hush, hush! You must not say that,” said 

the rector gravely. He was really shocked by 
such infant depravity, and it seemed to him quite 
a serious matter. ‘Come, say you are sorry at 
once.” 

‘“‘T aren’t sorry,” answered the child resolutely ; 
“T are werry glad.” 

Just then Peggy came rushing out of the 
nursery. 

‘““What’s the matter?” she asked quickly, 
seeing that something unusual was going on. 

“Your little brother is extremely naughty and 
obstinate,” Uncle Robert explained. 

“T aren't!” repeated Oliver loudly. 
“It’s no use if he looks like that,” Peggy con- 

fided in her uncle. “Nothing will change him 
till he grows good of hisself.” 

‘What would your father do?” asked the 
rector, who felt that he was bound to be guided 
thereby in his present position of authority over 
the children. 

‘“He would write a lot in his note-book,” said 
Peggy glibly, ‘‘and be pleased. Father always 
enjoys Oliver’s naughtiness very much.”
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“IT cannot say | agree with him,” observed 
Uncle Robert dryly. 

‘Perhaps you are more like nurse,” suggested 
Peggy; “it is punishing that she enjoys.” 

“Tt is not a question of enjoyment, my dear.” 

“T aren’t sorry a bit,” Oliver remarked again ; 
‘“T are werry glad.” 

Then the rector went downstairs and confided 
to his wife how dreadfully Dick seemed to be 
bringing up his children, and Oliver walked into 
the nursery, where he indulged in silent obstinacy 

for about half an hour, and then, finding it a little 

dull, he joined Mike in administering severe chas- 
tisement to two old dolls that went by the names 

of Grubby and Topsy. 

‘“They’se vedy naughty!” explained the baby, 

resting his tired arm. 
“What did they do?” Oliver wanted to know. 

“They’se vedy unbedient,” said Mike impres- 
sively, ‘‘so paps we'd better put Grubby in the 

waste-paper basket with her head down and her 

legs stickin’ up.” 

“And go on whipping Topsy,” added Oliver. 

Which employment exactly suited his frame of 

mind. 

It was rather a warlike evening altogether, as 

Jack found when he and the children went out 

after tea with a basket to gather cherries. 

There was a big cherry tree overhanging the
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hedge that ran between the rectory garden and 

the village green, and Jack always maintained 
that the cherries were the property of any of the 

inmates of the rectory who could climb up and 
gather them. But the village boys thought dif- 
ferently. So a secret war was being continually 

waged. Jack did not ask his father’s advice, for 

  

“THEY’SE VEDY UNBEDIENT,”’ SAID MIKE IMPRESSIVELY. 

the rector had once expressed his opinion that if 
legally the tree did belong to Jack, he surely 
might be generous enough to let those boys share 
the cherries who had no big gardens with plenty 
of fruit trees of their own. 

The cherries were unusually plentiful and ripe 
that year, and though Jack was generally content
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with as many as he could carry away inside, cook 
had enlarged on the glories of a cherry tart till 
Jack promised to supply her with the raw 
material. 

What was his indignation then to find the 
butcher’s boy already in possession of the tree! 

“You come out of that!” he shouted angrily. 
“You come and chuck me out!” retorted the 

butcher’s boy contemptuously. 
“Tf you want to fight come down and do it. 

[ll teach you to go bagging other people’s 
cherries.” 

‘Oh, don't fight!” pleaded Peggy with clasped 
hands. 

“The rector don’t mind us having ’em,” said 

the butcher’s boy. And he had the advantage 
there. 

“It’s very wicked to steal things!” announced 
Roger, who was jumping about wildly with crim- 
son cheeks and eyes glowing with excitement. 

‘“Werry wicked!” repeated Oliver solemnly. 
‘Oh, don’t be wicked!” cried Peggy, who was 

in tears. 
“You daren’t fight!” exclaimed Jack scorn- 

fully, and taking no notice of his little cousins. 
“Of course a lout like you is afraid of a licking.” 

The butcher’s boy came down with a run. 
‘Look ’ere, you shut up. I’m no more afraid 

than you are. An’ if you want to fight, why, ’ere
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goes!” and he began to pull off his blue linen 

coat. 
Jack’s blood was thoroughly up, and off came 

his jacket too. 

“Don't kill each other,” implored Peggy, seizing 

her cousin’s arm. But he shook her off. 

“For killing is wickeder much than stealing,” 

added Roger in an agony. “Oh, do be careful!” 

Oliver stood watching the scene with grave in- 

terest, and when the two combatants rushed at 

each other a satisfied smile swept over his solemn 

round face. Peggy covered her eyes with both 

hands, and kept begging them between her sobs 

not to fight any more. 

‘It was not a very scientific nor a very blood- 

thirsty fray. The butcher’s boy hit the harder, 

but Jack was a smart, well-built little fellow, and 

while he evaded the attacks of his adversary 

pretty successfully he planted one or two telling 

blows on that youth’s somewhat prominent nose. 

“Look, look!” shouted Roger in intense excite- 

ment, “Jack is winning, and the butcher’s boy is 

bleeding to death.” 

“Oh, Jack!” sobbed Peggy, “why have you 

killed him? I know Uncle Robert will be 

vexed.” 

“JT ain’t killed,” the butcher's boy explained 

angrily in a pause for breath. 

“JT like battles werry much. ’Specially bleedin’
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ones!” observed Oliver, rubbing his hands up and 
down the sides of his pinafore. 

“Then it is very wicked of you,” wailed his 
sister, “and wickedness is a dreadful thing.” 

Just then the fighters fell down in a confused 
heap. After which both claimed the victory, and 
both went home with the satisfied feeling that 
their rights were vindicated, and with about an 
equal soreness of eyes and noses. 

But the children were tremendously impressed, 
and exalted their cousin into a hero of the greatest 
magnitude. Which on the whole he found pecu- 
liarly soothing, though he made light of it at the 
time. Even Peggy wiped her tears on her pina- 
fore when she found that everybody was still 
alive, and joined in the reverent adulation of such 
a conqueror. 

‘“’Twasn’t anything,” said Jack gruff. But 
for the moment he wished Peggy were his own 
little sister so that she could be always at hand to 
admire his valiant deeds. 

“Oh, Jack, it was fearfully brave of you!” she 
replied in an awe-struck voice. 

‘The fellow had no business to cheek me like 
that,” continued the hero in lofty tones. 

“ He did speak impudently,” chimed in Roger. 
“No, he didn’t,” argued Oliver. “He on’y 

said Uncle Robert lets him gather the cherries, 

and he does. Jack telled me so yesterday.” 
9
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“Vou shut up!” snapped Jack. 

“He might speak in an unimpudent voice,” 

said Roger decidedly, “but he really was as im- 

pudent as could ever be.” 

“ Of course he was,” agreed Peggy. “ And im- 

pudence is wicked. So is obstinateness,” she 

added, shaking her head severely at Oliver. 

“T couldn’t be a soldier when I’m a man even 

if | wasn’t a poet,” announced Roger solemnly as 

they reached the house. 

“Why not?” asked Jack. 

Then Roger's face flushed all over. 

“Pm frightened of being hurt,” he owned 

bravely. 

“You are a baby!” exclaimed his cousin. 

“Tm not!” pleaded Roger with rising tears. 

“But it makes me shiver.” 

“You are always jawing about adventures and 

things,” persisted Jack, “and wanting to havethem.” 

“Tt’s somehow quite different to imagine things,” 

said Roger sadly. ‘I can’t help it really.” 

“T suppose not,” answered Jack rather indiffer- 

ently. His head was aching and his lip was so 

very sore that he found it impossible to be quite 

as pleasant as usual. 

“T would like to fight werry much,” said Oliver 

deliberately ; “and if it hurted dreadful I would 

keep on fightin’ till Daniel in the lions’ den was 

killed quite dead.”
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“He's at that old thing again!” exclaimed 

ck. 2 lark at hime 

“] will be a fightin’ man when I’m growed up,” 

continued Oliver, ‘“‘and I will fight Fraiilein and 

nurse and Uncle Robert.” 

“Oh! no,” said Peggy reprovingly. ‘You 

must only fight really wicked people.” 

‘“ Like the butcher’s boy,” added Roger. 

“ And savages, you know.” 
“J will fight Uncle Robert too,” was Oliver’s 

final decision, and nothing could alter it before 

nurse carried him off to bed. His little fist was 

even clenched after he had fallen asleep.
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CHAPTER VII. 

Rocer began it in this way. 

“T feel inclined,” he said eagerly, “‘to go to 

India this afternoon and search for wild animals, 

and kill thousands of them.” 

“Well then, you can’t,” answered Peggy prac- 

tically. 

“But mightn’t we have a real adventure?” 

pleaded Roger. ‘A splendid big adventure of 

our very own.” 

Peggy thought that perhaps they might. She 

too was feeling it a little dull, for Jack had gone 

away for the day to play in a cricket match, and 

directly after dinner Aunt Isabel had driven over 

to Great Heyford, the nearest town, and taken 

nurse and the baby with her to do some shop- 

ping. 

“We might go and find a ogre,” suggested 

Oliver. 
“Tt would be interesting to go where we have 

never been before and to explore,” Peggy thought. 

“Tt would be interestinger to find the North 

Pole and pretend we are Arctic explorers, like
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Uncle Robert was telling Jack about yesterday,” 

said Roger. 

“We can go over there as far as we can see, 

‘cause there’s lots of time,” observed Oliver, point- 

ing out into the distance with his dirty little fore- 

finger, “and I ’spect a ogre lives in the werry 

farthest off field.” ; 

So the three children set off in a great hurry, 

taking the direction that led into the country in- 

stead of going towards the village. 

By-and-by an empty hay-cart overtook them. 

“T would like a ride werry much,” Oliver sug- 

gested. 

This idea delighted the others, and Peggy at 

once accosted the old man who was leading the . 

horses. 
‘Will you give us a ride, please, ’cause we are 

walking this way?” 

“Eh!” exclaimed the old man, who was very 

deaf. 

“He seems a little stupid,” whispered Roger to 

Oliver, while Peggy was trying to make herself 

heard. After a good deal of shouting the old 

man seemed dimly to understand. He lifted the 

three children into the cart, and then apparently 

forgot all about them. 

“ This is a great adventure!” exclaimed Peggy 

delightedly. 

“And just like an Arctic explorer,” added
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Roger. Though wherein the likeness lay on that 

sunny August afternoon was a little doubtful. - 

“Its liker being in a big ship,” observed 

Oliver. “A werry strict ship,” he added with 

a gasp as the waggon lumbered over some rough 

stones. 
‘That makes it better for the Arcticness,” cried 

Roger. ‘“ Won’t Jack be surprised if we really 

find the North Pole?” 

“ An’ a ogre climbing up it,” said Oliver. 

“A polar bear climbing up it would be more 

likely,” Peggy thought. 

“Polar bears can’t climb,” argued her little 

brother; ‘they on’y walks backwards and _for- 

wards werry quick.” 

“But they might climb just for once.” 

‘No, they mightn’t. It’s on’y brown bears and 

ogres what can climb poles.” 

“ The sea is frightfully jumpy!” broke in Roger, 

who had just sat down unexpectedly owing to a 

sudden lurch. 
‘“T feel sick,” announced Oliver solemnly, after 

they had gone a considerable distance. 

“Oh, Oliver, that is naughty of you!” said 

Peggy. ‘It’s not as if you'd been eating rich 

things either,” she added severely. 

“Werry sick!” repeated Oliver gloomily. 

“Tt makes it all the more like a ship,” and 

Roger clapped his hands. “I ’spect you are sea-
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sick. How jolly!” And he jumped up and down 

enthusiastically. 

“Tt isn’t. It’s werry unjolly. An’ I do wish 

the cart would stop, or the sun be cooler, or 

something !” 

Fortunately just at that moment the horses 

pulled up at the door of a little way-side inn, 

and, after the man had disappeared within, Oliver 

begged the others to get down. 

“It seems rather rude to go away without 

thanking him,” said Peggy. 

“But he might want us to go straight home 

again,” suggested Roger, “ before we have found 

the North Pole.” 

‘Or the ogre,” added Oliver sadly. 

“That would be a pity!” Peggy thought. 

So they threw politeness to the winds, and ran 

across the road into a big, shady wood which 

seemed just the place for an adventure. 

“TJ would like it to be a cool adventure,” said 

Oliver, fanning himself with his pinafore. 

“T don’t see the North Pole yet,” exclaimed 

Roger, looking up into the air; ‘but this is a 

splendid place, and quite as new as India.” 

“And there may be wild beasts, you see.” 

“Oh no, Peggy!” And big tears welled up 

in Oliver’s eyes. ‘I don’t want there to be any- 

thing at all wild. On’y a ogre—a werry kind 

one.
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“Tt’s a regular jungle!” shouted Roger, rushing 

on in front, plunging down into the hollows and 

fighting his way through the thick under- 

growth, 

Then they came to a dear little bubbling brook, 

and Oliver took a long drink out of his sailor hat, 

which did quite nicely for a cup, excepting its 

tendency to leak. And that did not matter at all, 

because a wet pinafore was so cool and pleasant 

to wipe his face with afterwards. So the sickness 

went quite away, and he felt much happier and 

better. 

“You rest a bit,” suggested Peggy in motherly 

tones, and she found a nice grass bank for him to 

sit upon. 

“Polar bears can’t climb poles, on’y ogres,” he 

observed dreamily, as he leaned back and watched 

the others run about. Then he looked up into 

the thick green leaves through which tiny bits 

of blue sky peeped here and there, and gradually 

everything grew farther and farther away, and the 

others’ voices sounded all confused, and there 

seemed to be music like the organ in church 

played very softly, and then Oliver was fast 

asleep. 
When next he became conscious Peggy was 

shaking him violently. 

“Wake up, wake up this minute!” she was 

shouting. “It’s suddenly turned into evening;
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and the sun is getting right down on to the 

ground, and we must go home.” 

“There are two things to think about the sun,” 

observed Roger raptly; ‘‘one is that a golden cup 

is ready to catch the golden ball, and another is 

that old Mother Earth comes and puts him to 

bed. I am inclined to think there is a golden 

cup.” 

“Don’t bother so about the sun!” snapped 

Peggy, who suddenly felt a little anxious. ‘‘ We 

must make haste home!” 

“Which is the way?” asked Oliver, rubbing 

his eyes with his knuckles. 

That was the difficulty! None of them had 

the slightest idea which was the way home. 

- They ran and jumped and scrambled and 

crawled, but there seemed no end to the wood. 

At last, however, the trees became thinner, and 

they reached the open on exactly the opposite 

side from that at which they had entered. 

“Now, we shall soon be there,” announced 

Peggy with more confidence than she felt. 

“We haven't found a ogre yet!” said Oliver, 

standing still with a most determined expression. 

“T are going to.” 

“You can’t, then!” commanded Peggy. 

“Tt seems almost as far away as India,” Roger 

observed delightedly. He did so enjoy anything 

that was exciting or uncommon.



140 THE PROFESSOR’S CHILDREN. 

  

“Be quiet!” exclaimed his sister crossly. She 

was beginning to be afraid; and when you are 

afraid it is very irritating of other people to be so 

cheerful. 
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? “THIS FLOWER WON’T PICK,’? REMARKED OLIVER. 

“This flower won’t pick,” remarked Oliver, 

tugging at an obstinate stalk until his face was 

crimson. ‘I wanted it to give the ogre.” 
“I do love adventures!” exclaimed Roger.
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“T hate them!” And Peggy’s tone was very 
fierce. 

“I want my tea ’fore I find the ogre,” continued 
Oliver, looking a little depressed. 

‘Don't be so greedy,” said Peggy reprovingly, 
but she turned out her pocket in the hopes of 
finding something with which to appease his 
hunger. A damp and rather warm acid-drop 
was fortunately discovered in a dusty corner, 
which Oliver sucked contentedly as he trudged 

on after the others. 
But all the walking you can accomplish will not 

take you home if you are going in an exactly con- 
trary direction, so by the time the twilight came 
stealing across the hills the children were farther - 
away from the rectory than ever. 

“T’m beginning to think this adventure is a 
little too long,” said Roger, who was growing 

tired. 
‘“T do wish we'd never come,” sighed Peggy, 

with a slight catch in her voice. 
‘I’m werry glad we came,” chimed in Oliver, 

who seemed much revived by the acid-drop, 
‘cause I wanted to find a ogre, you know.” 

At home there was great consternation about 
the children’s absence. Nobody seemed to know 
anything about them except that they had gone into 
the garden at three o’clock, and yet they were not 
to be found in any of the places within reach.
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Jack, who had returned from the match, hurriedly 

changed out of his flannels, and he was the only 

person who derived any pleasure from the search. 

That his father and mother were full of anxiety he 

did not notice, nor would he have understood it if 

he had. For when you are a boy as big as eleven, 

you know that being found out and punished are 

the only things that anybody could possibly be 

anxious about. Of course the little ones have 

babyish troubles of their own, but you have quite 

outgrown them yourself. You only come in con- 

tact with the real sorrows of life, such as canes and 

impositions. So it is a fine thing to be a boy like 

Jack. 

When old Hendy came back with the cart he 
was able to throw a good deal of light on the 
matter. He was not very intelligent nor very 
sober, but the rector extracted from him the in- 

formation that the children had ridden in his cart 
as far as the old turnpike, and then had “ dis- 

appeared like”. So Jack and his father set off in 
the trap, and the first clue they found was Oliver’s 
hat lying beside the brook. Then after searching 
through the wood a gleam of white was seen 
among the furze bushes which turned out to be 
Peggy’s pocket-handkerchief. Jack flew about in 
great excitement waving his lantern, and suddenly 
the rector, hearing a little voice which he recog- 
nised, stood still to listen.
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“Flush!” he whispered. 
“The fairies are coming. I see them! I see 

them!” Roger was calling. 
“Oh, I wish it would be somebody real in- 

stead!” answered Peggy wearily. 

Jack uttered a cheering shout. 

“Here we are! Here we are! As right as 
ninepence!” 

Such a shriek of joy from Peggy as she rushed 
into her uncle’s arms! 
“We were lost. It is my fault!” And she 

began to cry. 
“Oliver has been asleep most of the lost time,” 

explained Roger, ‘‘and he felt rather sick during 

the adventure time.” 
The little boy was sitting up bewildered. After 

you have been asleep it is so perplexing not to 
find yourself in your own cot when you awake. 

“T tried to take care of him,” sobbed Peggy, 
‘‘and we made a bed of our two pinafores.” 

‘“‘T wanted to find a ogre,” said Oliver slowly, 
‘‘on’y the night came too quick.” 

“Weren't you frightened?” asked Uncle 
Robert. 

“I wasn’t,” answered Roger eagerly, ‘‘’cause 

it’s so very new and wonderful to be really out 
of doors in the dark, and expecting the fairies to 
come every minute.” 

“T was frightened,” Peggy owned up bravely
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through her tears; “I really couldn’t help it, but 
I s'pose it’s being only a girl,” and she looked 
meekly at Jack. But her cousin was in a 
generous mood. 

“’Tisn’'t your fault you're a girl,” he said 
kindly. 

“I’m very sorry!” she repeated penitently. 
Then their uncle took them to where the trap 

was waiting, and bundled them all in, well wrapped 
up in shawls. 
“We started to find the North Pole,” said 

Roger. 

“Polar bears can’t climb poles, can they ?” 
Oliver asked his uncle. 

“T don’t think so.” 
‘“‘T knewed they couldn’t!” exclaimed the little 

boy, looking triumphantly at Peggy. But she, 
poor child! had no more spirit left in her. What 
with the adventure, and the responsibility, and 
the sense of inferiority of sex, she was thoroughly 
overdone. And when they reached home she 
had to sit on Aunt Isabel’s knee and be com- 
forted for quite a long time. The boys were 
all wild with excitement and hunger, and even 
nurse forgot to scold them, to Roger's great 

_ surprise. 
“She on’y kissed me one werry hard, stern 

kiss,” announced Oliver, when they were discuss- 
ing this wonder on the following day.
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‘““Were we naughty, Aunt Isabel?” Peggy 

wanted to know. 

“Of course not,” replied her aunt, but Uncle 

Robert quickly added :— 

‘Possibly you did not mean to be, but you 

must never go off again like that by yourselves ”. 

“We went for an adventure. Roger wanted 

to go to India, but I wouldn’t let him, cause that 

is a little far, you know.” 

“That was very wise of you, dear,” began 

Aunt Isabel, but Uncle Robert interfered again. 

‘You must not do so again, remember. I for- 

bid it.” 
“Are you angry?” Peggy asked a little anx- 

iously and in a very low voice. 

“Oh! no, your uncle is not angry, dear.” 

“You see it was one of the things that turn out 

rather naughty unexpectedly,” continued the little 
girl; ‘“‘we often find they do like that with nurse.” 

“T am not angry now, but I shall be the next 
time,” said Uncle Robert. 

“Not the next adventure, you don’t mean? 

’Cause we do so love adventures, and Roger is 

always searching for them. He and Jack have 

gone to ride the old pig now ’cause Roger thought 
it would be a good adventure, and they might 

pretend it was a wild boar.” 

“Oh, no! Not just adventures. They will be 

all right!” Aunt Isabel assured her. 
Io
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The next adventure that the children had was 

a thoroughly enjoyable one, because, as Jack said, 

“Tt was father’s own fault, and so you had all the 

fun and none of the scolding” 

One morning Mr. Anstruther most fortunately 

left his bath running. His dressing-room was 

over the schoolroom, and nobody thought of 

going into the schoolroom in the holidays, ex- 

cept perhaps to fetch things. So when Roger, 

who remembered that his kite had been left 

there, opened the door he found a miniature 

deluge. 

seine OORyA Jack, Aunt Isabel, come quick!” he 

shouted. “It is raining in the middle of the 

house, and everything’s swimming.” 

In rushed the other children, and they were all 

delightfully wet before the bath was turned off 

and the flow of water stopped. 

“ This is the adventure of a flood like Noah’s,” 

exclaimed Roger. 

Lydia and coe arrived immediately with mops, 

and their skirts pinned up, to assist in restoring 

the elements to their proper places. Jack and 

Peggy helped them most efficiently with a hearth- 

brush and Lydia’s best broom, and the three little 

ones pretended the ark from the top of the table. 

The representation was somewhat spoiled owing 

to Mike’s insisting on going out himself every 

few minutes to see whether, as Roger quoted,
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“the waters were ’bating,” instead of despatching 

an imaginary dove. 

“T do wish,” said Jack, “that Roger hadn’t 

found it out till the room was quite full of deep 
Nis22: water 

“And all the chairs and tables and beds had 

been drownded,” added Oliver. 

‘And it had poured down the staircase like a 

cackrat!” was Roger’s modest desire. 

“A cataract you mean,” corrected Peggy. 

“We might have shooted the rapids,” con- 

tinued Roger, taking no notice of his sister. 

“Now, Master Jack! adone with you!” ex- 

claimed Lydia, twirling the mop in his face. For 
Jack had stealthily unpinned Lydia’s dress, which 

had consequently fallen into the wet. As cook 

had departed to see after what she termed 

“the roastesses,” Jack seized her disengaged 

mop, and a regular hand-to-hand mopping match 

followed. 

“T do wish there was floods every day!” 

sighed Roger, when the water and the excite- 

ment had both abated. 

“T am very glad there are not,” replied his 

aunt emphatically. 

“What a good thing you didn’t quite forbid 

adventures, isn’t it, Uncle Robert?” exclaimed 

Peggy. ‘‘Because you yourself made this splen- 

did big one of the flood. What would have
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happened if you had? You can’t be angry with 

yourself, you know.” 

“Oh! can’t you?” answered the rector dryly. 

‘It makes adventures much nicer when there's 

no punishing to come after them!” said Roger. 

“It’s often so very disagreeable in the nursery 

when they’re over.” 

“T do hope you'll make another very soon, 

Uncle Robert?” pleaded Peggy. 

“Perhaps you might set the house on fire 

next?” suggested Jack. ‘That would be no 

end of a lark!” 

But his father hastened to nip this idea in the 

bud. 

The next adventure was Mike’s. 

The children had arrived at the conclusion that 

they would all very soon be cast on a desert island, 

and the baby became thoroughly imbued with this 

idea. 

Of course when such a thing as this is likely to 

happen it is well to be prepared. So Roger and 

Oliver began to collect the things they thought 

would be useful on a desert island, such as tin- 

tacks and chestnuts, string and envelopes and 

hair-pins. The baby was also anxious to con- 

tribute his share of the spoils, so he nobly offered 

his fondly-loved india-rubber lamb, which Peggy 
carefully hid with the rest of the store in a little 

corner of the garden close to the churchyard gate.
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Life, however, without the toy lamb was impos- 
sible to Mike. He missed it in bed and in his 
bath, in the nursery or out of doors ; everywhere 
was the sad blank. And at last he could stand it 
no longer. He resolved to find and fetch the 
lamb from the treasure-house on his own responsi- 
bility. So accordingly one afternoon when the 
others were all having a cricket match with Lydia 
and the cook, Mike trotted off on this little mission 
of his own. When the baby was in a hurry he 
always sat down rather often during his running, 
which hindered him a good deal. But being too 
wise to fret over the inevitable, he slowly got up 
again every time without a frown, and before long 
he reached the hollow tree and pulled out his old 
india-rubber friend in triumph. The delight of 
having the lamb once more to walk about with 
encouraged him to take a turn in the churchyard, 
and having pointed out the “pity fowers” to his 
beloved toy, he suddenly perceived that the church 
door was open. 

“Mike go in and find the big music,” he ex- 
plained to the lamb, and was very much astonished 
not to hear the organ playing. 

‘Mike walk ‘long the vedy big passages,” he 
continued, threading his way through the pews, 
and stolidly climbing over every hassock, ‘and 
find a long-clothes baby in the water,” he observed 

as he passed the font.
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But when he reached the door on his way home 

again, alas! it was shut. 

‘Mike no go out,” he remarked sadly. ‘Oh 

dear, dear, what a pity!” for the baby could not 

open doors himself. Then he slowly walked 

back to the foot of the pulpit stairs and called 

loudly :— 
“Uncle Yobert, tum down!” 

But as naturally nobody answered, he looked 

round in rather a mystified way, and observed :— 

“Uncle Yobert all gone! Music all gone! 

Evv’ybody all gone! an’ Mike all by hisself!” 

His lip began to quiver and the big tears to 

roll down his cheeks, when suddenly he remem- 

bered the restored treasure which he held in his 

hand, and a smile broke out over his baby 

face. 
‘“Mike’s vedy own yamb tum back!” 

Then he sat down on the floor of one of the 

pews quite contentedly and played with the lamb 
till he fell asleep. 

“Oh, Aunt Isabel! we’ve had such a splendid 

cricket match!” cried Peggy as the children rushed 
in to tea. 

“Cook is a regular W. G.,” added Jack enthu- 

siastically. “She made thirty, and if her apron 
hadn’t caught the wickets she’d have been in 
now !” 

“And Lydia’s very good at fielding,” chimed 
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in Oliver, ‘‘’cause she kneels down when the 

ball’s coming, and her petticoats stop it, you 
see.” 

“T can’t play cricket very well,” Roger owned. 
“T don’t like it so well as pretending games and 
adventures.” 

“He's no idea of throwing a ball, mother,” 
explained Jack pityingly, “and is a regular butter- 
fingers over a catch. Oliver has twice as much 
idea of it, and even Mike.” 

“Where is Mike?” somebody asked. But 
nobody knew. 

“Tf he’s lost again it will be another adventure!” 
cried Roger, beginning to jump up and down with 
excitement. 

‘He couldn't go far!” said Aunt Isabel, running 
into the garden to look for him, and the children 
scampered about in all directions. As a last re- 
source they peeped into the church, and, seeing a 
little fat leg coming out into the aisle, they soon 
found the baby fast asleep, with his head on a 
hassock, and the lamb clasped close to his 
heart. 

As he was being lifted up Mike awoke. 
“Uncle Yobert preached a vedy long preaching. 

I fought he was never tummin’ down again! Is 
it Sunday ?” he asked sleepily. 

The others could not make much out of Mike’s 
adventure, his recollections were so vague.
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“The big music is killed kite dead,” was his 

principal conclusion. 
‘“Baby’s adventure of being lost wasn’t nearly 

as big as ours,” said Roger proudly. 
“Tt was quite big enough!” exclaimed his aunt. 
‘The desert island will be a werry big one!” 

observed Oliver. 
‘What is that?” asked Aunt Isabel quickly, 

scenting a fresh danger. 
‘Another adventure—the next one!” cried 

Roger. 

“We only thought we might be cast on a desert 
island,” explained Peggy, ‘‘so we were getting 
ready. But only in case,” she added, seeing her 
aunt looked anxious. 

“That’s the splendidest thing about the coun- 
try!” continued Roger. ‘It’s so full of adven- 
tures.” 

“And there aren’t any in London, you see,” 

chimed in Peggy. 
“There isn’t werry many things in London,” 

announced Oliver ; “‘on’y streets and lessons.” 
“You forget the Museum,” Roger reminded 

him. 

“T don’t like it werry much, ’cause it makes me 
think one of those big bones might come walking 
after me in the night.” 

‘It's the great animal skeletons he means,” 
Peggy explained.
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‘““We did go to the Zoo once,” said Roger, 

“when Oliver was little.” 
“‘T rided acamel. He hada werry warm back.” 
“And we saw polar bears and brown ones.” 

The obstinate expression came creeping over 
Oliver’s face. 

‘Polar bears can’t climb poles,” he said very 

deliberately, ‘‘on’y brown ones—an’ ogres.” 

“ But I like fields much better than museums,” 

announced Peggy thoughtfully. 

“So do I!” exclaimed Aunt Isabel, and the boys 
quite agreed with them. So indeed would every- 
body else. At least everybody who was as sen- 
sible as Peggy and Aunt Isabel.
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CHAPTER VIII. 

“ Dear Farner, 

“Tam very happy. Jack gave mea garden 
for my very own. I have a row of peas, two 
brockleys, one carrot and two paths. 

“Your loving son, 

‘ ROGER.” 

So ran the important letter which Aunt Isabel 
had to stamp and direct to the professor, and then 
the children took it down to the post-office them- 
selves so that there should be no mistake. It was 
a dear, funny little post-office, not the least like 
those in London, but a great deal nicer; for 
together with the letter-department was a small 
miscellaneous shop, both kept by a great friend of 
the children’s called Mrs. Oakley. You could buy 
sweets and bootlaces and ginger-bread and reels 
of cotton and _ sticking-plaster and beads and 
mustard and things of that kind at the shop end ; 
and behind was the cosiest little kitchen imagin- 
able, with a wonderful big old clock in the. corner 
which always cleared its throat before striking,
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and had a moving moon at the top that Roger 
was never tired of watching. 

And Mrs. Oakley herself was such a delightful 

person. A round-about little old lady with a fat 

face, and a fat smile, and fat curls bordering her 

cap at the sides, and a fat brooch full of the de- 

parted Mr. Oakley’s hair, arranged as a weeping- 
willow, to fasten her handsome lace collar. There 

were fowls in her back garden which always laid 

eggs specially for the children’s breakfasts ; there 
was a fine white cat which always had a supply 
of kittens for the children to play with ; there was 

an unfailing plate of home-made plum-cake on the 

dresser, slabs of which Jack was wont to consume 

between meals; but above all these attractions, 

there was a wonderful little white plaster church, 

with coloured-paper windows, in which a lighted 

candle could be put after dark, and which the 

children thought to be the most beautiful work of 
art they had ever seen. 

“Now, my loves, and how do you all do?” 

exclaimed Mrs. Oakley, beaming on the little 

company which had come to post the letter. 
‘“Will you be sure and send my letter to Lon- 

don?” asked Roger seriously. 

“Tt’s werry portant!” added Oliver, standing 

with his hands behind him. 

‘Hark now at that!” cried Mrs. Oakley, 

“pretty dear.”
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‘“‘] aren’t a pretty dear,” argued Oliver, “I are 

a werry big boy.” 
‘Well now, to be sure! And shall we just go 

into the hen-house and see if there isn’t some 
fresh bantam eggs for your breakfasses?” 

“Will it be safe to leave my letter?” Roger 
wanted to know. 

“Aye that it will, ny loys and papa will get it 
to-morrow morning.’ 

Of course four eaueful little bantam eggs were 
found for the four younger children. 

“The hens might ha’ known the exact number 
as was wanted,” exclaimed Mrs. Oakley; ‘“ and 
now for a duck’s egg for Master Jack.” 

“Will my egg be ripe enough to eat to- 
morrow ?” asked Oliver anxiously. 

“Well, I never now. Hark at him!” ejaculated 
the old lady. 

“He couldn’t eat his egg this morning,” ex- 
plained Peggy. 

‘“Cause it wasn’t ripe. I knewed it wasn’t,” 
continued Oliver. “ An’ I don’t like eggs full of 
milk. I like them full of egg.” 

“T yike ’em full of egg!” echoed Mike. 
Just then a tapping on the counter indoors 

compelled Mrs. Oakley to return to her duties, 
and the children went back to attend to the pet 
animals which lived chiefly in the nursery and the 
barn. Jack very kindly allowed his cousins to
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share in the proprietorship, and great was the love 

lavished on rats and rabbits, newts and mice. 

A pair of piebald rats perhaps ranked highest 

in the children’s affections. 

“ They are such darlings, Aunt Isabel!” Peggy 

  

GREAT WAS THE LOVE LAVISHED ON RATS AND RABBITS, 

exclaimed reproachfully. ‘Why don’t you like 

nursing them?” 

“T’m not very fond of rats,” Mrs. Anstruther 

explained. 
“But these are not just common rats which



158 THE PROFESSOR’S CHILDREN. 

  

you might not like. They are awfully loving and 
dear, and they never bite unless you really vex 
them.” 

“They do seem wonderfully tame!” 
“ Let me put this one just up against your hair. 

Do, Aunt Isabel, ’cause it'll think it is hay and so 
enjoy it!” 

“Oh no, dear! And I don’t much like your 
bringing them into the drawing-room.” 

“Jack has taken the other one out in his pocket 
to get a little fresh air, and this darling seemed so 
lonely that I thought it might cheer it up to bring 
it to see you.” 

“T hope it will, ?’m sure,” laughed her aunt ; 
“but I think it would be quite cheerful enough in 
the nursery.” 

“Oh! but the little ones’are there and it might 
not like them. They are rather young for a real 
rat to play with. Look how it loves creeping 
round under my hair!” 

“Well, do take care, dear, that you don’t get 
bitten. Some rats are very savage.” 

‘Oh, Aunt Isabel, not if you love them! You 
see you don’t really love rats, do you? So you 
can’t quite understand about them like Jack and 
I do.” 

Then there was the colony of mice, in which 
Roger and Oliver had a share. The mice were 
most delightful creatures, only occasionally im-
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mense catastrophes overtook their domestic 

arrangements, which rent the children’s hearts. 

“Oh, oh!” screamed Peggy and Roger, rushing 

downstairs, ‘‘Uncle Robert, Aunt Isabel, Jack! 

come quick—such an awful thing has happened!” 

Mrs. Anstruther came flying out of the dining- 

room and the rector out of his study, both pale 

with the fear that Mike had fallen into the fire 

or Oliver tumbled downstairs. 
“What is the matter?” they cried, catching 

hold of the breathless bearers of such evil tidings. 
‘Oh! the mother mouse has eaten ten of her 

children,” sobbed Peggy, “and they were such 
darlings |” 

“Three of them were mine,” said Roger sadly, 

“and I loved them so very much.” 
“Never mind, dears!” said Mrs. Anstruther 

with a gasp of relief, “you can have some 
more.” 

“But, Aunt Isabel,” continued Peggy, ‘do 

think how awful for her to have eaten them! I’m 
afraid she will die of grief when she wakes up and 
finds she has only two children instead of twelve.” 

“J should think she would be more likely to 
die of indigestion,” said the rector. 

When Jack came in and was told the sad news 

he took a different view of the matter. 

‘She is a bad mouse and she must be punished,” 

he said severely.
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The others cheered up at this suggestion, it 

seemed as if it would be exciting. 

“Tt is the worst badness she could have thought 

of,” observed Roger gravely, ‘“‘so she must have 

the worst punishment.” 

“That is being caned,” Jack announced. 

‘‘P'raps she’s werry sorry,” suggested Oliver, 

who always took the opposite side. 

“When you eat ten of your children,” said 

Peggy—“ straight off!” she added impressively, 

as if thereby the crime were considerably enhanced, 

‘caning is not any too big a punishment, is it, 

Jack?” 

“Tf it had only been one or two of them,” 

announced the judge, “I might have let her off. 

But when you get to ten it must be put a 

stop to.” 
So Jack fetched a cane out of the hall, and, 

armed with justice, he solemnly approached the 

mouse’s cage. 

The culprit was somewhat sleepy, owing to the 

heavy meal it had just disposed of. 
“You make it sit up, Peggy, and hold out its 

hand.” 
“Its hands are a little small for caning,” said 

Peggy anxiously, seizing the mouse’s foreleg. 
The cane descended, but unfortunately hit Peggy 
on the knuckles instead of the mouse. With a 

scream she dropped it and there was a frightful
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skirmish among the little boys as they tried to 

catch the escaping criminal. It eventually ran 

behind the wardrobe, and Peggy, sucking her 

knuckles, was soon ready to take her part on the 

side of justice. The cane proved more effective 

in poking at the mouse than in punishing it; and 

at last, after a long and heating hunt, the guilty 

matron was restored to her cage and the children 

sat down to rest and discuss future penalties. 

“Tm thinking,” said Roger, wiping his hot 

little face with the hem of his pinafore, “ what 

happens to all the wickedest people in the story 

books. And I know,” he added suddenly, getting 

up and beginning to jump about, “the wicked 

robber was thrusted into a dark dungeon and left 

in cruel irons to bemoan his fate.” 

““Sometimes wicked people is eat by a ogre,” 

suggested Oliver, frowning at the mouse-cage. 

“Tt isn’t a bad idea about the dungeon,” said 

Jack, ‘‘let’s build a pitch dark one with the bricks, 

if nobody’ll hold it while I cane it again ?” 

Nobody volunteered to do so. 

“Tt’s awfully awkward caning such small things,” 

continued Jack. ‘“ Last term Packford tried to cane 

a canary, only it flew away. He vowed it shouldn't 

get off by that ; and that, when it was caught, he 

would cane it publicly, barring he wasn’t stopped. 

Only he was.” 
It was great fun building the dungeon, into 

Il
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which the mouse was finally bundled and left there 

to repent of its sins at leisure. 

“Tt used to be such a werry good mouse,” said 

Oliver solemnly. 

‘Nurse says, if you begin to do wrong things, 

you often go on quickly doing worse ones,” ob- 

served Peggy morally. And eating ten of its 

children for breakfast was certainly a very fair 

beginning. 

In the barn there was a large rabbit-hutch, and 

on the nursery window-ledge a bowl full of newts. 

The newts were Mike’s favourites of all the pets, 

because there was no fear of their biting, or indeed 

displaying any opposition, when he carried them 

about, squeezed tightly in his chubby hand, or 

stuffed head foremost into his blouse pocket. In 

fact he had a love for the whole reptile genus, 
and would go grubbing about for snails, which he 
occasionally stuck on to his fat cheeks, shells and 
all. 

“Ole mister slimy-slug” was a very important 
person in the baby’s world, and one about whom 

he seemed to think absorbingly, judging from the 
frequent references to it in his rare fits of conversa- 

tion. 
And there was the donkey too. Such a dear, 

gentle, good donkey, provided he was not called 

upon to canter. Jack always wanted him to canter, 
which resulted in rather strained relations between



 
 

  

 
                  

               

AND THERE WAS THE DONKEY TOO.
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them. But when you are playing at hunting, or 

steeple-chasing, or being Martius Curtius, or any 

really exciting game like that, you do want a 

donkey to go a little faster than a slow 

trot. 

Whether it was owing to the caning, or to so 

much exercise on the top of such a heavy meal, or 

the dark dungeon, or, as the children were inclined 

to think, grief caused by the contemplation of its 

crime, the mouse did not long survive its ten 

children. 

“Tt makes it werry solemn in the mouse-cage,” 

observed Oliver gravely at breakfast. 

“We shall have to play with the new white 

mice now,” said Peggy with a sigh, ‘and as they 

only came last Tuesday they can’t be quite such 

dear friends yet.” 

“T’ve an awful thought about those mice,” an- 

nounced Jack solemnly. 

“Oh, what?” cried the others. 

‘“They’re growing!” 

“ But why should not they grow?” the rector 

wanted to know. 

‘Tf, when you're the size of a grown-up mouse, 

you still keep on growing, it’s jolly likely that you'll 

end in turning out to be a rat!” 

“Oh, Jack, how awful!” cried Peggy. 

‘And the rat-cage is not nearly big enough for 

all those mice.”
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“T don’t like rats’ tails,’ said Roger, “ they seem 

so very like dry worms.” 
‘But I like dry worms much better’n wet ones,” 

argued Oliver. 

“T don’t like any sort of worms,” Roger con- 

tinued. 

“| do yike worms,” suddenly remarked the baby, 

lifting up his cherub face from his basin of bread 

and milk. ‘I yike to skeeze them till the juice 

comes out.” 
“Oh, Mike,” said Aunt Isabel with a smothered 

laugh, “‘ you must never do that. It is very cruel 

and naughty !” 
The baby looked surprised, but directly he 

had swallowed a huge spoonful of bread he re- 

peated :— 

“1 do yike worms vedy much”. 

“But they are a little dull as pets, aren’t they, 

Jack?” said Peggy. 

‘“Nobody would be fond of worms but a werry 

silly little baby of a boy like Mike,” remarked 

Oliver slowly. 
The baby’s face flushed crimson. 

‘’se not a vedy silly yittle baby of a boy yike 

Mike!” he screamed in passion, and flung his 

spoon across the table at Oliver’s head. Before 

Aunt Isabel could come to the rescue Mike climbed 

down off his high chair and instantly knelt on the 

hearth-rug almost balancing himself on his head.
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“They are very insubordinate children, these 

two little boys!” said Uncle Robert in amaze- 

ment. 
“They are darlings!” laughed Aunt Isabel, 

taking them with her to feed the fowls in a 

state of restored and abnormal amiability. Then 

Oliver had to visit his tortoise, and induce it to go 

for a walk, a proceeding which involved infinite 

patience and untiring affection on Oliver's part. 

He loved this tortoise very dearly, and it was his 

great ambition to take it to bed with him. Peggy 

invented a scheme with a pocket-handkerchief one 

day, and together they smuggled it under the 

pillow. When nurse found it, there was trouble 

in the nursery. Oliver was put in the corner 

promptly, as it was his tortoise and was found in 

his bed. But then Peggy owned up to her share 

in the matter and was doomed to dry bread for 

tea for three days afterwards. 

“Nasty beast!” exclaimed nurse wrathfully. 

“Tye half a mind to throw it in the coal- 

hole.” 

“Oh, my darling tortoise!” sobbed Oliver. 

“Never mind,” said Peggy soothingly, ‘she 

doesn’t ever really do anything she’s half a mind 

to. I’ve often noticed it. And I expect it would 

have been a little hard and uncomfortable in the 

night,” she added by way of consolation. 

“Poor thing!” continued Oliver in great grief.
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“It won't never know now the comfort of a proper 
bed, like I wanted it to so werry much.” 

‘I expect when you're as hard as a tortoise 
you like hard beds best,” suggested Peggy wisely, 
“so perhaps it'll be really happier in the green- 
house.” 

“ Do you think it’s werry disappointed, Peggy ? 
You might go out and bring me word how it 
seems.” 

So Peggy good-naturedly ran off to the green- 
house, while Oliver sobbed softly in the corner, 
and she brought back the astonishing information 
that the tortoise’s head was poking out, a thing 
which very rarely happened. 

‘That shows it’s werry upsetted,” wailed Oliver. 
“T never knewed it put out its head between meals 
before.” 

But when the corner time had expired and 
Oliver had gone downstairs, Aunt Isabel, to whom 
he told the whole story, was very sympathetic. 

“Don't you really think it minded werry much?” 
asked the little boy with a dawning hope. 

Mrs. Anstruther’s knowledge of tortoises led 
her to believe that there are few things which 
they do mind much, so she assured Oliver that it 
was now quite happy, and there was no need for 
any more crying. 

““ There’s one very comforting thing I’ve noticed 
about grown-up ladies,” said Peggy thoughtfully,
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‘they can so soon make there to be no need for 

any more crying.” 

‘What grown-up ladies do you know, dear?” 

asked her aunt. 

“Only you, Aunt Isabel,” answered the little 

girl simply. ‘And we do love you very much, 

you see.” 
“Werry much!” echoed Oliver solemnly. 

The two children did not quite understand why 

Aunt Isabel said :— 

“Only me, poor darlings!” or why she hugged 

them so tightly afterwards. 

“Your kisses are wetter’n what they generally 

are,” said Oliver rubbing his cheek. And then 

they all went off to visit the tortoise. 

‘Father hasn’t sent me a letter back,” said 

Roger at breakfast a few days afterwards. 

“T have a letter from him, dear,” replied his 

aunt. ‘He is coming here to-morrow.” 

‘“Oh, what fun!” cried the children. 

“Tt seems a thorough break-down,” observed 

Uncle Robert handing back the letter, ‘for the 

doctors to forbid his looking at a book, or making 

a note even, for three months.” 

“ Take care,” whispered Aunt Isabel warningly. 

“The gist of the matter is in cypher,” continued 

the rector, ‘‘and beyond their intelligence. [am 

afraid the illness will be a protracted one.” 

“Oh, he'll be all right after a thorough rest,”
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said Aunt Isabel ; ‘the doctors assure him of this, 

you see.” 
‘Should you be very disappointed if father 

were to die in London?” asked Roger with 
interest, putting his elbows on the table and lean- 

ing his chin on his hands. 
‘“My dear child!” exclaimed his aunt, and then 

she quickly continued :— 
‘“We must all help your father to learn country 

games, and not let him touch those nasty diffi- 
cult books while he is here ”. 

“There isn’t ever anything for father to do 
except read and write and make notes,” said 
Peggy. : 

“Oh, but he must learn! All of you, and Jack 
and I, and Uncle Robert and Mr. Fairfax will 
teach him. Let us think of things. I will teach 
him to fish.” 

“And I will to play cricket,” chimed in 
Jack. 

“And Mr. Fairfax can teach him golf,” sug- 
gested Pegey. 

“And me to find adventures,” cried Roger. 
“J will teach him to eat things in the garden,” 

was Oliver’s decision. 
“Capital!” exclaimed his aunt. “And I will 

to eat things in the house.” 
“And you can teach him to ride your bicycle,” 

Jack suggested to the rector.
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“T always thought father knew everything of 

himself,” said Peggy thoughtfully. 

“Oh, but that was only in London,” interrupted 

Roger; “the country makes a great difference. 

You can learn easy things in London like lessons 

and lectures and things, but though the country is 

so much nicer, it is much difficulter too.” 

‘Your father will find it so, I expect,” observed 

Uncle Robert. 

‘“‘T have a letter every day,” said Oliver, watch- 

ing his aunt put hers into the envelope. ‘It’s 

from a frog, you see.” 

“And what does he say?” Roger wanted to 

know. 

‘““He’s took old Mrs. Frog to the dentist's ’cause 

she’s got a bad glue in her mouth.” 

‘“There’s no such thing,” laughed Jack. 

“There is. Nurse got it. She telled me her 

own self.” 

“He means gum,” explained Aunt Isabel. 

‘Don’t you, Gear?” 

Oliver looked doubtful. The word sounded 

better somehow, and for a moment he wavered. 

But then his little mouth tightened in expression, 

and he repeated obstinately :— 

“No I don't. I means glue.” 

“Mother,” said Jack anxiously, following her 

into the garden, ‘Uncle Dick won't ask me 

questions, will he?”
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‘“What sort of questions? I don’t quite under- 
stand.” 

“Oh! youknow. Horrid ones about arithmetic 
and Latin and things like that. Father says he 
will, and itll make it so beastly ’cause I shan’t 
know them, and that'll be sure to end in rows.” 

‘“No, I don’t think so,” his mother assured 

him. ‘Uncle Dick is coming to rest here, for the 
doctors say he has been overworking himself 
terribly.” 

‘T wish he wasn’t a professor,” sighed Jack. 
“Aren't you glad father is coming?” Peggy 

asked her cousin. 
“T s'pose he’s frightfully clever?” said Jack 

doubtfully. 
“Oh, no, he isn’t! Not half as clever as you 

are. He can’t do anything but write books, you 
know.” 

“ But he’s werry kind,” chimed in Oliver loyally. 
And when the professor arrived in the country 

he found that Peggy was quite right in her asser- 
tion that he was not half as clever as Jack.



173 

CHAPTER IX. 

“Now, Dick, you are to go out of doors this 

minute, and only come in with the children to 

meals,” said Aunt Isabel decidedly, as she went 

into the study where the professor was examining 

the rector’s bookshelves. 

“But there is nothing to do out of doors,” 

sighed her brother-in-law. 

“Go and sit on the lawn and light your pipe. 

You'll be all right then. And the children are 

somewhere about.” 

So the professor obediently bowed to her de- 

cree. And it really was rather nice sitting still 

in the sunshine and looking out on the gorgeous 

summer world through a cloud of tobacco-smoke. 

The baby was the first person who appeared to 

distract his attention from the restful nothingness 

which the doctors had prescribed. Mike came 

slowly across the lawn with a most gloomy ex- 

pression of countenance and dragging a toy cart 

upside down, which he had not “apparently the 

spirit to set right. 

“Mike’s got a clean frock,” he said sadly. 

“Nurse has just putted it on.”
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“Asa penal dispensation?” inquired his father. 

‘An’ a clean pinny,” added the baby, recount- 

ing his woes with an increased depression. 

“Why, little one?” 

““She’s vedy cross!” explained Mike, sitting 

down and sticking his legs straight out in front 

of him. 

“ Roger,” called the professor, seeing his eldest 

son running out of the house, “what is the matter 

with Mike?” 

“ He upset nurse’s glass of beer, what she has 

for her lunch, all over himself. He was going to 

taste it, you know.” 

“ Mike pee it and a vedy great spill came 

running out,” observed the baby. 

“ Why i is there such a little lot of beer in a glass, 

father, and when it’s upset it is such a great lot 

more?” asked Roger thoughtfully. 

The professor was delighted. 

“Bravo, my boy! 1 must take a note of that,” 

and he dived into his pocket for a pencil and his 

note-book. Then a half-sad, half-amused expres- 

sion swept over his face. 

“They have made me lock up my note-book,” 

he said ruefully, “and I believe your Aunt Isabel 

has picked my pocket of its pencils too! What 

can I do without them, Roger ?” 

‘Never mind, father,” said the boy kindly, 

laying his little bronzed hand on the professor's
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shoulder. ‘‘There’s heaps of things to do in the 
country, you know. You won't want pencils and 

paper like you did in London.” 
‘Oh, shan’t I?” exclaimed his father. 

“You haven’t time for it, you know,” con- 

tinued Roger. ‘I’ve had to leave off being 

a poet even, “cause there’s no time in the 

country.” 

‘Then what are you going to be when you are 

aman? I ought to know of your change of plans, 

if you have made any.” 

“Tm going to begin with being a hay-making 

farm boy, like we saw lots when we came here 

first; and then | shall grow into a man to drive 

the corn-cutting machine, and a plough after, when 

the corn’s all over. Jack says he’d rather be a 

master of hounds if he was me. He’s going to 

be one himself if Uncle Robert will let him off 

being a clergyman.” 
““Your own decision is the more practicable, it 

seems to me,” said the professor smiling; ‘“ but 

why have you given up being a philosopher as 

as well as a poet?” 

‘Well, you see, father, being a ph’los’pher is a 

little dull when you might be driving a plough or 
cutting corn, isn’t it? I didn’t quite understand, 

you know, when I was little and in London. 

Lydia’s got a brother who is the splendidest 

man you ever saw. He's going to take me 
12
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ridin’ on the machine when he cuts the corn 
next week. You don’t know Lydia, do you, 
father ?” 

“T have not that pleasure,.my son.” 
“She's awfully nice, and plays with us! And 

she looks lovely on her Sunday out!” 
“And don’t you ever think about lessons now?” 

asked the professor with rather a wrinkled look 
across his forehead. 

“Oh, no!” laughed Roger. - ‘We've almost 
forgotten we ever did any. Jack says it makes 
him sick if Peggy or me says anything in French. 
I must go now, father, ‘cause I’m on my way to 
the farm. Jack and Peggy and me are going to 

have a rat hunt there, with Lydia’s brother. He’s 
awfully clever, you know, at exciting things like 

that. Only don’t tell Oliver. We don’t want any 
one at all little” 

And Roger ran off in a great hurry. 

‘T’se not at all yittle,” observed the baby, who 
had been listening intently. ‘ But I’se vedy 
clean,” he added with welling tears. 

“You need not continue so,” suggested his 

father to cheer him up. ‘You can play about 
now and get as dirty as you like.” 

Mike beamed with sudden joy and trotted off 
in great delight towards the wood. In a few 
minutes he returned and proudly displayed a 
patch of soil on his little pink palm.
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“That is the beginning of the dirt,” he ex- 
plained triumphantly. 

“Here, Mike!” called Oliver, “here’s your 
cake!” and he appeared with two large slices of 
a delicious home-made kind, which was specially 
adapted for the children’s lunch. 
‘The baby took a big mouthful and then care- 

fully picked out a piece of candied peel, which he 
handed to his brother. 

“Here, Oliver, take this. I don’t yike bacon 
in my cake.” 

“’Tisn’t bacon,” said Oliver scornfully as Mike 
went off again by himself. 

‘“Where have you been all this time?” asked 
the professor. “I haven’t seen you since break- 
fast.” : 

“T have just been speaking a werry long speak 
with old Green ’bout flowers and rain and things.” 

“Most appropriate subjects for a gardener. 
You have a sense of the fitness of things, my 
son, even though adaptability is not one of your 
most marked characteristics.” 

“Nurse says genklemen have half-moons on 
their finger-nails. But old Green hasn’t. I looked 
to see.” 

“Nurse has her limitations. By the way, the 
limitations of childhood would be a good subject 
to introduce into my book. I must make a note. 
of that when I go indoors.”
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“] was in the field before then,’ continued 

Oliver, “I wanted to catch a sheep, on’y I 

couldn't.” 

“What disobliging animals!” 

“JT telled them many times I weren’t going to 

kill them, on’y they wouldn’t wait.” 

“ Their discernment, as well as their faith, was 

at fault.” 

“And I haven’t quite finished yet,” said Oliver 

slowly, “so I’m going now to try again.” 

“Won't you stay and talk to me?” begged his 

father. ‘They have taken away from me all my 

books and I am a little dull, you know.” 

“The country is werry undull,” Oliver assured 

him. ‘If on’y you'd run about.” 

“J will to-morrow,” the professor promised. 

“ But stay with me for a little now.” 

Oliver looked longingly towards the fields, and 

then he said slowly :— 

“T will stay and tell you a werry short story, 

and then I will finish catching my sheep.” 

“Don’t you ever sit still in the country,” con- 

tinued his father, “as you used to in the study at 

home?” 

“No, never!” replied his son solemnly. 

“There’s no time here to sit still, you see.” 

“This change of scene seems to have had a 

remarkable effect on their development,” mused 

the professor. ‘It would be interesting to note
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the why and wherefore of this. I can see the 
same influence working on two such different 
characters as Roger and Oliver, and I have no 
doubt—— _ But this is forbidden fruit,” he added 
aloud. ‘‘Come, Oliver, tell me your story, and be 
assured you have the most obedient of fathers.” 

“Fathers can’t be obedient,” said the boy 
stolidly. “It’s werry silly to say they can.” 

“Perhaps it is. But I have to leave off being 
wise. At least so they tell me.” 

Oliver could not understand much of what his 
father said, but he repeated deliberately : “ Fathers 
can't be obedient. I knewed they couldn’t.” 

‘Nor can all sons,” observed the professor. 
“Once ’pon a time,” began Oliver, who felt that 

the question was settled, “there was a wicked 

lady, a werry wicked lady. She wore her best 
clothes on Monday!” 

“ How shocking!” remarked his father gravely. 
“Her husband tried to make her know better, 

on’y she wouldn’t, so the p'liceman took her to 
prison in a cab.” 

“You have the makings of a disciplinarian in 
you, my boy. And it doesn’t seem likely that 
you will err on the side of leniency.” 

“And she went to sleep in the cab and when 
she waked up she was dead,” continued Oliver im- 

pressively. ‘And now I think I had better go 
and finish catching my sheep.”
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“Wait a little longer!” pleaded the professor., 

“JT don’t know no more stories, you see.” 

“JT had an impression that London was the 

busiest place in the world. 1 appear to have been 

mistaken in not comparing it with Little Heyford.” 

Just then the baby came up quietly behind 

Oliver and knocked him over gleefully. 

‘Oh, Mike!” cried his brother, “‘ you’re werry 

naughty; you frightened me out of my wits!” 

And Oliver slowly got up again with a flushed 

face and a reproachful expression. 

‘“Go back to your wits and let me f’ighten you 

again!” begged the baby, who was delighted with 

the success of his exploit. 

But Oliver did not intend being trifled with. 

“Tt seems a werry big pity not to finish doing 

what you have begun,” he observed wistfully, 

looking towards the distant sheep. 

“And yet one of the commonest experiences of 

life,” said his father. ‘“ My own, for instance, at 

present.” And his face saddened as he thought of 

the broken work and half-written book which he 

had left behind him in London. Then he smiled 

at the resolute little face and questioning eyes. 

‘Go finish your sheep-catching, my child, if 

you can. Far be it from-me to play the tyrant.” 

“Mike can stay with you,” suggested Oliver, 

‘and | will bring you my sheep to see, when he’s 
caught.”
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“‘ Mike can’t stay with you,” said the baby after 

Oliver had safely climbed the hurdles, ‘‘’cause he’s 

vedy busy diggin’ for worms. An’ the funny 

worms say ‘All gone, my dear,’ but Mike digged 

an’ digged with his fingers till he finded ole mister 

    
“IT SEEMS A WERRY BIG PITY 

NOT TO FINISH DOING WHAT 

YOU HAVE BEGUN.” 

eh
 worm.” And the baby trotted o 

hurry. 
“Tt seems strange,” thought the professor, “ for 

me to be the only one of my family who is not 
busy !” 

in a great
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“T’m afraid you are dreadfully dull,” said Aunt 

Isabel, who had come out to see how he was 

getting on. 
‘Oliver assures me I| should be very ‘ undull’ if 

only I would run about. As I don’t feel inclined 

for that, I am exercising my mind in discovering 

my own mistakes. I was actually under the im- 

pression that there was nothing to do in the 

country, and I find my family far too busy to at- 

tend to me for more than a few hurried minutes.” 

“Of course there’s lots to do, only you don’t 

know how to do it,” laughed -his sister-in-law. 

‘But that is just what we are going to teach you. 

I mean to take you fishing myself this afternoon.” 

“Oh! but, my dear Isabel, you really need not 

trouble.” 
“Tt will be no trouble to me, I assure you.” 

“But I am afraid it will to me,” replied the pro- 

fessor ruefully. ‘‘ The destructive genius has been 

denied me.” 
“You must do as you are told. I have under- 

taken to cure you, and cure you | will, whether 

you like it or not.” 

The professor held out his hand. “I am the 

better already for this morning’s rest. I had 
forgotten how good it is sometimes to look at 
things straight through one’s eyes and not through 
the black and white reflection of books.” 

“You have never learned how to play, you
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know,” said Aunt Isabel gently. ‘We must 
teach you that, when you are not quite so tired.” 

“T’m a stupid, blind fellow in spite of the letters 
after my name. But I’m not too blind to see how 
much this visit has done for the children in the 
way of turning white faces into red and brown 
ones. There is a pretty powerful something in 
the country, even if I’m not very clear as to what 
It is.” 

“You will be soon,” said Aunt Isabel smiling. 
“Oh, here is Robert! And good gracious, he has 
got Jack with him covered with mud from head to 
foot |” 

The rector was speaking half angrily. 
“Look here, did you ever see such an object ? 

I picked him out of the worst ditch in the whole 
place. Go in and change your things at once, 
you good-for-nothing boy,” he added by way 
of severity. 

“Tm not good-for-nothing,” Jack answered 
indignantly. “I’m good for jography. Mr. 
Cardew says so.” 

His mother began to laugh. 
‘Run in and have a bath, dear. Make haste, 

for it’s nearly dinner-time.” 
‘You spoil that boy shamefully,” observed the 

rector in an aggrieved tone. ‘He had no 
business to have gone near that place at all.” 

“T’m so thankful the others weren’t with him!”
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exclaimed Aunt Isabel. ‘‘ Here they come, quite 

dry and fairly clean.” 

‘We've been enjoying ourselves right and left,’ 

cried Peggy enthusiastically. “It was a rat hunt 

in the barn.” 

“There wasn’t a rat to be found anywhere. 

Only it was awfully exciting waiting and watch- 

ing,” added Roger. 

“] was just a little afraid I might have felt sick 

if there had been a live rat killed,’ Peggy told her 

father, ‘‘so it made it much nicer and safer not 

finding one. Only Jack was rather disappointed 

and went away.” 

“Father,” said Roger hanging on to the pro- 

fessor’s sleeve as they went in to dinner, “ Jack 

says ‘arc-en-ciel’ is the French for archangel, but 

it isn't, is it?” 

“Not generally speaking.” 

“But don’t say anything about it when he 

comes,” pleaded Peggy, ‘“‘’cause French gives 

him a headache.” 

“Oh no, Peggy,” interrupted Roger, “it is 

Latin that gives him a headache. French only 

makes him sick.” 

“We will avoid both these contingencies,” the 

professor promised. 

In the afternoon they all went fishing. 

“We will take father and Mike,” said Roger 

kindly. “Jack says he doesn’t mind.”
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“That is very nice of Jack,” observed the pro- 
fessor, ‘but I rather wish he did.” 
“We will all go and we will all fish,” Aunt 

Isabel settled. “I have actually collected enough 
rods for everybody.” : 

“Mike fish too!” chirped the baby, beaming on 
the general company. 

“T will look on,” suggested the professor when 
they reached the river. ‘JI can’t fish, you know.” 

“Oh but, Uncle Dick, it’s jolly easy!” said 
Jack. “And you must. Mother says so. Here’s 
a worm.” 

The professor stood looking helplessly at the 
wriggling morsel, and then he consulted the baby. 

“Mike, what do you generally do with worms?” 
“[ kiss ’em. I do yove worms vedy much!” 
“T am not a demonstrative man,” continued his 

father smiling whimsically. ‘“ Here, Oliver, what 
shall I do with this worm?” 

‘Catch fish with it,” answered Oliver practically. 
“T caught a werry big fish one day.” 

“Oh yes, father!” cried Peggy; “it was a young 
pike. He was using Jack’s rod.” 

“Tt had a dreadful face,” chimed in Roger, 
“and was almost savage.” 

“Tt had a werry nice smile,” said Oliver. “J 
liked its face.” 

“Now, Dick, are you ready?” asked Aunt 
Isabel.
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“But you haven’t a rod yourself,” exclaimed 

her brother-in-law eagerly, in the hopes that she 

might take his. 

‘“‘T have to hold on to the two little boys behind. 

Otherwise half your family would be drowned.” 

“Here, Uncle Dick, I'll start you.” And Jack 

skilfully manipulated the worm and adjusted the 

float. ‘“ Now watch it till it bobs, and then land 

him not too quick or you'll lose him.” 

‘Jack, you are a wonderfully clever boy. I 

bow to your superior knowledge. Only be patient 

with your ignorant uncle. I'll do my best. I will 

indeed. Watching an inert top till it bobs, I think 

I can manage; but afterwards! Well we shall 

see!” 
And the professor pulled his cap to shade his 

eyes, and leaned back against a thick old tree 

which grew close beside the river. 

“Tt’s a float, not a top,” corrected Jack, and 

then with slightly flushed cheeks he looked up at 

his uncle and confidentially explained: “ I’m not 

really a bit clever, you know. There’s only one 

fellow in the school lower than me, and he’s my 

chum Packford. We never can remember the 

answers to things!” 

“T thought you were very good at geo- 

graphy?” 

“T forgot that. But it only comes from reading 

adventure books and travels and things. I like
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them, you know; so it doesn’t count as clever- 
ness.” 

“Oh! What you like doesn’t count as clever- 
ness! My dear boy, you and I are in the same 
box, and we will cheer each other up. We 
are both of us only clever in the things we 
like. They perhaps differ, but the principle is 
the same.” 

Jack looked a little puzzled. But when the 
professor held out his hand the boy shook it 
heartily, and from that moment uncle and nephew 
were the best of friends. 

Oliver was much the ablest fisherman of the 
party. Peggy and Roger grew impatient so 
quickly and moved on to try another place. But 
from the moment Oliver's float was steady, he 

_ stood perfectly still with his large eyes fixed upon 
it, and nothing outside this immediate business 
could distract his attention. 

‘Look, father, quick!” cried Roger, whose rest- 
less gaze covered all the floats, ‘‘you have got a 
bite.” 

“I have watched it most conscientiously till it 
bobbed,” said the professor. ‘In fact I was 
watching it too intently to perceive the bobbing 
at first. That is a link between ours and the 
child-mind. I have made a note--—” 

“ Hold still, Uncle Dick, or you'll lose it. Pull 
him out but don’t jerk him off!”
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“J had quite forgotten the fish!” explained the 

professor, lifting up the rod so suddenly that both 

bait and fish had disappeared. 

“Tam so sorry!” he said penitently, and with 

a guilty look at Jack. “It’s no use! I am incor- 

rigible, as the school reports say.” 

“Did yours say so too?” asked Jack with 

interest. ‘“ Mine often do. It does make it rather 

horrid with fathers, doesn’t it?” 

“Paternal parents are unreasonable beings!” 

replied his uncle. ‘‘ And now, please, will you let 

me off fishing?” 

“No, no!” cried Aunt Isabel. “You shan’t 

go home till you have caught something. Put on 

a fresh bait, Jack.” 

“T shan’t go home till morning then,” sighed 

the professor. ‘Oh, Isabel, what a disciplinarian 

you are! And I might have had such a nice after- 

noon if only I could have studied my family in 

peace.” 

“But you mustn’t study anything, you know, 

Dick.” 
Here violent shrieks from the baby indicated 

that he was the proud possessor of a minnow. 

“Mike eat it for his vedy own dinner, and 

b’ekky too, an’ tea, an’ supper.” 

“Will you give me some?” asked his father. 

“Mike give you a vedy big piece, and Aunt 

Is’bel, and Uncle Yobert, and nurse, and Yydia,”
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added the baby, who was in a more generous mood 

than the minnow justified. 

“Tt is, you know, absurd on the face of it,” con- 

tinued the professor, “for six and a half intelligent 

people—I count Mike as a half—to waste a whole, 

long, glorious afternoon, standing in silence watch- 

ing small pieces of painted wood ; the probable 

result of which may be what could be bought with 

no trouble for sixpence at the fishmonger’s. Really, 

Isabel, I do wonder——. Oh! my top is bobbing 

again. Jack, to the rescue!” 

“‘Can’t come,” shouted his nephew, ‘‘ I’ve got a 

bite too. Wait till he’s on this time.” 

The professor watched the tug of the line tll 

the float had almost gone under, and then he care- 

fully switched the rod back over his head and 

landed a fine perch in an overhanging tree. 

The children screamed, but the fish was restored 

with Roger’s help, and made a fine show in the 

basket. 

“That was very stupid of me,’ 

fessor, wrinkling his forehead. ‘‘I ought to have 

judged the distance more accurately. But I will 

do better next time.” And he threw his float 

d 

said the pro- 

again. 

“My fish is a werry long time bitin’,” said 

Oliver sadly. ‘I’ve stood till I’ve got a werry 

bad toothache all ‘long my arm.” 

‘Rest a little,” suggested his aunt.
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“Got no time,” answered Oliver, frowning at 

such a self-indulgent suggestion. ‘‘ But I do wish 

the fish would bite quicklier.” 

‘Mike got a fish his own self!” remarked the 

baby, hugging his minnow. He insisted on keep- 

ing it in the lap of his pinafore so that it should 

be safer than in the public basket. 
‘“Aunt Isabel,” said Peggy, coming back with 

Roger from the bend of the river where they had 

been standing, ‘please may Roger not pull my 

hair?” 

“JT did it to tease her,’ explained Roger, 

‘’cause it is a little dull, you see, not to tease 

anybody when you’ve been fishing a whole after- 

noon and not caught anything.” 

“So it is,” agreed Aunt Isabel soothingly. 

“But we must think of something much more 

amusing than pulling Peggy’s hair. Especially as 

she doesn’t like it.” 

‘““He’s spoiled my fishing,” grumbled Peggy, 

‘and I did want to fish as well as Jack, ‘cause 

I’m nearly as big.” 

“ Everybody big likes such real things,” sighed 
Roger, shaking his head over his sister’s am- 

bition. “I like pretending things best, you 

know.” 
“7 think it is almost tea-time,” said Aunt Isabel, 

getting up; ‘I perceive the dawn of fractiousness 

among the unsuccessful members of the party.”
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‘Oh, wait a little!” exclaimed the professor, “ I 

almost had a bite then.” 
“We will go on,” said Aunt Isabel smiling, 

‘and you and Jack can follow when you like.” 
‘“] aren’t ready yet too,” observed Oliver, ‘‘my 

fish won’t bite werry quickly, you see.” 

‘All right, you can stay with your father. See 

that he doesn’t tumble in, Dick.” 

“Tl be werry good,” promised Oliver. And 

he stood like a little statue. For Oliver’s 

promises were to be relied upon. 
Nearly an hour later the three arrived at the 

rectory. 
‘“‘ Awfully sorry we're late,” said Jack, ‘ only 

Uncle Dick wouldn’t come before.” 

“T caught a fish my own self, as Mike says,” 

boasted the professor. ‘And I landed him with- 

out a catastrophe. Moreover Jack has praised 

me as an embryo fisherman of the highest order, 

and he is going to take me with him again to- 

morrow. I shouldn’t wonder though I was soon 

able to even manage the worm myself.” 

Oliver looked very gloomy. 
“T kept on fishing and fishing but nothing 

never bited.” 

‘Poor little fellow,’ said Aunt Isabel, ‘‘ you 

must be very tired!” 

“T are werry untired,” replied Oliver frowning. 

“ An’ I will fish all to-morrow and all the next 
13
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day and all the next. Till p’r’aps I might catch a 

werry big whale!” 

“Father,” interrupted Roger, “what did Jonah 

eat while he was swallowed by the whale?” 

« Ask your uncle,” replied his father. 

“T should think he might have caught a sardine 

as it slipped down,” continued Roger thoughtfully 

as the rector was not in the room. 

“Tm jolly -hungry,” exclaimed Jack helping 

himself to jam. 

“Well, now you mention it,” observed the pro- 

fessor, ‘the thought of food is not ungrateful.” 

“ Hurrah!” cried Aunt Isabel waving the toast- 

rack. ‘‘ The cure has begun!”
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ROGER WAS WAITING FOR THE TOOTH-GLASS.
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CHAPTER X. 

OLIVER was naughty. There was no doubt about 
it. It first began over cleaning his teeth, for 

nurse told him to be quick as Roger was waiting 
for the tooth-glass, and that seemed to make him 
as slow and long as he possibly could be, just out 
of perversity. 

Then nurse, who was inclined to be short in -her 

temper, slapped him, and in revenge he swallowed 
some tooth-powder, which really annoyed him far 
more than it did her, as it had a very gritty and 
bitter taste in spite of its enticing rose-kind of 
smell. So by the time the breakfast-bell rang, 
Oliver was simply stiff with obstinacy and in such 
a tiresome, arguing mood that there was no doing 
anything with him. 

“What is everybody going to do to-day?” 
asked Aunt Isabel. 

“T’m going to show Uncle Dick how to throw 
a fly,’ said Jack. “Its such a jolly lot better 
sport than fishing with a worm!” 

‘“T used to be under the impression that fishing 

was the same thing as catching fish,” observed the
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professor gravely, ‘‘but Jack has shown me my 

mistake. My only doubt now is as to whether it 

is a science or a fine art.” 
“Peggy and me are going to fly a kite,” an- 

nounced Roger. “And Lydia’s going to help us 

when she’s dressed.” 
“That I should imagine would go without 

saying,” said his father. 
“Then you’ imagine wrong,” laughed Aunt 

Isabel. ‘‘‘ Dressed’ in nursery parlance indicates 

a thick frock instead of a thin one.” 
“And in drawing-room parlance it indicates a 

thin one instead of a thick one. The paradoxes 

of our current language would be an interesting 
study.” 

“T aren’t going to fly a kite,” said Oliver slowly. 

“T are going to eat green apples in the orchard.” 
“You are not,” exclaimed his uncle quickly. 

“They are most indigestible things, and fearfully 

sour.” 
‘“T are werry fond of sourness,” argued Oliver. 

“Well, you are not to eat those apples,” re- 

peated the rector decidedly. 
“JT like green apples what are full of juice and 

sourness,” continued his small nephew. 
The professor laughed, but Uncle Robert seemed 

dreadfully shocked. 
‘Little boys must do as they are told,” he said 

severely.
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“T are a werry big boy and not a bit little,” 

answered Oliver, looking more obstinate than 

ever. ‘An’ I like sourness werry much.” 

“Don’t you think it would be as well to break 

off this discussion?” suggested Aunt Isabel. 

“Intervention is sometimes also better than 

cure,” the professor remarked, as he pushed back 

his chair. “ But, oh dear! I am hungry for my 

note-book.” 

“T are hungry for sourness,” repeated Oliver, 

frowning at his uncle. 

His father took hold of the little brown hand. 

“¢ Alas, my brother!’” he said, with a whim- 

sical look, “ only you happen to be my son.” 

They all went their different ways, but Oliver’s 

way was not to be so easily disposed of. He 

tucked up his pinafore so that he could get his 

hands into his knickerbocker pockets, and, with 

his hat stuck on the very back of his head, he 

deliberately set off for the orchard. He whistled 

as he went, to show what an independent person 

he was, and occasionally he picked up a stone and 

threw it at nothing just to prove how happy and 

grown-up he felt. 

Such a quaint little figure he looked in the old- 

fashioned orchard. The professor, who was on 

his way to the river, caught sight of him and stood 

still and smiled. 

‘A dirty holland pinafore and a battered straw
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hat are in keeping with the picture,” he said softly. 

‘*A Sunday suit would have spoiled it.” 
“What?” exclaimed Jack. 

“Do you see Oliver over there? I was noting 

the fact that, though it is a picture, it is not a 

Sunday one, either as regards the dress or mood, 

I imagine.” 
Jack looked slightly bored. 
“He'll catch it if father sees him there,” he said 

practically. 
And the rector did see him there owing to his 

having gone expressly to look. He was amazed 

at such youthful depravity, and he moreover came 

to the conclusion that, if strong measures were not 

taken to check the downward career of this 
five-year-old culprit, terrible would be the end 

thereof. 
“Oliver, how dare you?” he said angrily. 
His nephew paused with puckered face in the 

middle of a bite. 

““T do like sourness werry much,” he observed 
thickly, owing to his mouth being full. 

“You are an exceedingly naughty, disobedient 
little boy!” 

Oliver’s face flushed crimson at hearing himself 
so sternly spoken to, but he bravely blinked back 
the rising tears. 

‘And I shall tell your father and see that you 
are properly punished,” continued Uncle Robert.
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“Meanwhile you will come back with me and 

wait in my study.” 

Oliver uttered a piercing defiant shriek, but, 

before he could afford time to burst out crying 

properly, he deliberately took another bite out of 

the apple. 

  
““T DO LIKE SOURNESS WERRY MUCH,” HE OBSERVED THICKLY. 

When the professor came home with the trium- 

phant news that he could now make a cast pro- 

perly, he was met with the sad story of Oliver’s 

sin.
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‘A true son of Eve,” he observed smiling. 

But Uncle Robert thought it was no smiling 

matter. 

“You must whip him, Dick. Indeed you 

must,” he said earnestly. ‘It is the only way 

to correct such a fault.” 

““T whip him!” exclaimed the professor incredu- 

lously. ‘‘I couldn’t possibly, my dear fellow. I’m 

not at all good at that kind of thing.” 

‘But why not?” urged the rector. 

“T might hurt him, you know.” 

“But the infliction of a little pain would have a 

most salutary effect, I feel sure.” 

The professor shook his head. 

‘““ He’s such a little chap! And besides he has 

no mother,” he added quietly. 

“Well, I told him I should speak to you. He 

is in my study. Will you go to him?” 

The professor wrinkled his forehead. 

‘“What on earth is the good of scenes like this 

if I can’t make notes on them?” he muttered to 

himself; and then a sudden smile swept over his 

face. ‘I, too, will be disobedient for once,” and 

he picked up a pencil and a sheet of writing- 

paper. 
Oliver was sitting on the floor with a tear- 

stained face and a gloomy expression. 

“Uncle Robert’s werry horrid!” he explained 

to his father.
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“The Effect of Conventional Correction on the 

Child-Mind,” wrote the professor in a great hurry. 

“Why is he horrid?” he asked absently. 

‘“He speaks so shouting stern. An’ I do like 

sour apples werry much!” 

“ Forbidden fruit, you mean. So do I, my boy, 

just now.” 

An’ he said you'd whip me!” scornfully. 

The professor dropped his pencil and picked up 

his son. 

“Do you think I shall?” he asked smiling. 

Oliver leaned his head against his father’s 

shoulder. He was feeling a little tired with so 

much obstinacy and naughtiness. 

“You wouldn’t know how, would you, father?” 

he answered confidently. 

‘“‘T must own that I should not!” 

“T knewed you wouldn't.” 

The professor looked at the sheet of paper, with 

its paragraph of writing under the heading, and 

then he looked at the little figure in his arms. 

For the first time the child seemed to him more 

important than the conclusions it afforded, and 

he wondered whether he was dealing well with 

Oliver. 

“‘T- have been rather naughty too,” he said in 

almost a whisper. 
An’ T was. It makes Uncle Robert look 

werry dark.”
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“J am sorry,” continued the professor. 

“T are sorry too!” echoed Oliver. 

“ Then that is all right!” said his father cheer- 

fully, ‘and we don’t want whipping after all.” 

‘“‘T knewed we didn’t,” agreed his son. 

The next morning when the letters were brought 

in Jack had one all to himself. 

“Oh!” he exclaimed sadly. ‘‘ What a bother!” 

“What is the matter?” inquired Mrs. An- 

struther. 

“Mr. Cardew’s mother’s got well again!” 

replied Jack gloomily. ‘ Packford was always 

afraid she would!” 

“Mr. Cardew’s mother appears singularly lack- 

ing in consideration,” observed the _ professor, 

“but will you explain why she should not have 

got well?” 
“We should have had another week’s holiday 

of course,” answered Jack, “if only she hadn't! 

And now I’ve got to go back on Friday.” 

“Oh, Jack! not next Friday?” exclaimed Peggy 

and Roger in a breath. 

“Rather! It’s a beastly bore!” 

Whether Jack referred to the reassembling of 

the school, or to old Mrs. Cardew’s recovery, was 

somewhat doubtful. 

“ But why did you build so upon her uncertain 

decease ?” inquired the professor. 

“Well, you see, when you hope a thing awfully,
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you get to look forward to it somehow,” explained 
his nephew. ‘At least 1 do. Last term I looked 
forward awfully to winning the junior handicap 
220 yards, and I made a wooden bracket to keep 
the prize on-—it was a jolly cup, you know—and I 
only came in third after all, and got a dirty little 
pepper-pot. That's just like Mr. Cardew’s mother 
over again.” 

“To you refer to the pepper-pot?” his uncle 
wanted to know. 

Jack laughed. 
“I make rather an ass of myself, I know,” he 

frankly owned, “only I can’t help it.” 

“But what shall we do without you, Jack?” 
_said Peggy sadly. 

‘““T never thought the holidays could be over!” 
sighed Roger. 

“T’ve had another letter from the frog,” 

announced Oliver. 
“What does he say?” everybody wanted to 

know. 
“He has got a new long-clothes baby called 

Eva, and he’s going to Russia by train. I ’spect 
he’s forgot the wolfs what are there. They'll eat 
him, I’m werry afraid.” 

“And is Mrs. Frog going too?” asked the 
professor. 

“Yes she is, on’y I shall write and tell them 
they better hadn’t ’cause of the wolfs. Mrs. Frog
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has eat so much tea she is quite hard,” added 

Oliver impressively, patting his pinafore. ‘She 

would have coffee and sandwiches and bacon for 

tea, and so much of them is werry hardening.” 

“Tt will be horrid without you, Jack!” con- 

tinued Peggy in despair. 
“Don’t fuss so!” answered her cousin im- 

patiently. He did not feel quite cheerful enough 

himself to bear with equanimity the condolences 

of others. 
“Oh!” exclaimed Roger suddenly. ‘I have 

just had a thought full of dreadfulness and 

sorrow.” 

“Let us hear it,” suggested his father. 

‘And we can very likely help you to put it all 

right,” added Aunt Isabel. 
“Does Jack going back to school mean us 

going back to London?” asked Roger with a 
flushed face and tearful eyes. 

‘Indeed it doesn’t!” replied his aunt quickly. 

‘You are very good,” interrupted the professor, 

“but look how unfitted my children are becoming 
for their practical environment.” 

‘‘What’s a practical vironment, father?” Roger 
wanted to know. 

Once upon a time the professor would have 
rejoiced in the explanation. Now he only 
said :— 

“Nothing you could understand. Run out of
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doors and play now, my boy. And don’t bother 
your head over metaphysical problems.” — 

“T won't never go back to London,” observed 
Oliver decidedly. ‘It’s so werry nasty and ugly.” 

“But must I go back alone then,” asked his 
father, ‘‘ when that sad time arrives?” 

Oliver deliberately nodded his head. And then 
a happy thought struck him. 

“Uncle Robert can go back with you,” he said 
cheerfully, ‘an’ we won’t want no Uncle Robert 
here. You might have Mike if you like,” he 
added kindly, “but he wouldn’t be werry good 
enough without his nurse, you see.” 

‘And couldn’t you spare nurse too?” 
~ “No. I do love my nurse werry much when 

she isn’t stern. I don’t like stern things. I 
wouldn’t like even a stern mouse.” 

‘“T have never met with one yet.” 
“Nurse is very stern over dirtiness, and doing 

what we're told not, and answering back,” chimed 
in Peggy, who had heard the end of the conversa- 
tion. “ And it does make it rather difficult for us 
all four not to be doing either thing generally,” 
she added lucidly. 

“Come on!” shouted Jack. ‘We've got to 
do heaps of things to-day ’cause the time’s so 
short.” 

“T shall sink back into a state of ignorance,” 
sighed the professor, ‘(and all because you are to



208 THE PROFESSOR’S CHILDREN. 

  

be sacrificed to the fetich of education! My dear 

Jack, what will become of me? I can’t stick on a 

bicycle, and I only know the golf clubs by sight 

at present. Who will teach me when you are 

gone ?” 
“Mr. Fairfax will. He’s been away on his 

holiday since youcame. He’s a stunner at games. 

No end of a swell in the Varsity sports, you know. 

You should just see his silver cups.” And Jack 

whistled to express his admiration. 

‘Tt was distinctly reprehensible on the part of 

Mr. Cardew’s mother!” continued the professor 

looking very grave. ‘I tremble to consider her 

deserts.” 
Here Jack was heard to mutter something which 

sounded rather as if he were referring to an elderly 

pussy. 
“Ah yes! as you were saying, your old catapult ! 

I would be glad to borrow it in your absence. | 

actually hit the trunk of a tree yesterday when I 

was trying it.” 

Jack looked up sharply at his uncle. 

“T didn’t say my old catapult,” he began to ex- 

plain with crimsoning cheeks, but the professor 

interrupted him. 

‘“Never mind what you said. Let us go and 

fish on the upper lake. When you have gone | 

shall have to return to the less exciting and more 

homely worm.”
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‘You made some jolly good casts yesterday.” 
‘“The worst of it is,” added the professor, ‘that 

the day is gone before you have properly begun 
to fish with a fly ; it is one of the latest phenomena 
of the country which I have noticed.” 

On Jack’s last afternoon there was a tea-party 
in his honour on the lawn. 

‘““A best-clothes party?” asked Peggy a little 
anxiously, for best clothes did rather interefere 

with the pleasure of things in the children’s 
opinion. 

“Certainly,” replied nurse severely, opening the 
drawer wherein lay Peggy’s newest white frock 
and the pink silk sash, which Aunt Isabel had 
brought from Great Heyford. 

“So much cleanness is the worst of parties,” 
said Roger sadly, “for cleanness is nastier even 
than best clothes.” 

‘Best clothes are pinchy and stiff though, too,” 
interrupted Peggy. 

“But cleanness hurts most,” added Roger, 

“especially when it gets to finger-nails, like 
nurse always will make it for parties.” 

“When I’m a man,” observed Oliver, ‘and 

give parties my own self, they will be werry dirty 
ones.” 

Mike cried three times before he was finished, 

and then nurse carried off Oliver bodily for a 
similar sacrifice. 

14
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The children did so long to be as big as. Jack, 

who washed his own face. They were always 

trying to persuade nurse to let them try now, but 

she would not hear of it. 
‘“‘T can do it my own self. Dolet me!” begged 

Oliver, seizing the sponge. He knew it was no 

use asking but still he always did. 
‘Now then, no nonsense!” said nurse severely ; 

“stand still and keep your mouth and eyes 

shut.” 
“But I’m speaking,” argued Oliver, “and my 

mouth can’t shut in the middle of my speak.” 

Nurse gave him a little shake. 
“Be quiet, you naughty boy!” 

“Don’t hold me so werry tight.” 

“Then keep your head still.” 

“Oh, not my ears!” pleaded Oliver. “You 

did them all this morning werry enough!” 

But nurse was not to be hindered in the execu- 

tion of her design. She washed Oliver till he 

cried, and then she rubbed him dry, and put him 

in the corner till he was wanted. 
‘‘T knew how it would be,” said Roger wisely. 

“Just Sunday makes nurse stern over the washing 

and dressing, but parties make her dreadful.” 
‘It’s horriblest for me,” groaned Peggy, ‘‘’cause 

of the tangles in my hair as well.” 
““T wish Uncle Robert would wash your face,” 

said Oliver defiantly to nurse as she was putting
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on his best shoes. It had taken him all the 
corner-time to think out this scheme of revenge. 

‘“Now then, none of your imperence. There 
they all are on the lawn. So be off, and see that 
you behave properly. Why, even Master Jack 
has got on his Eton suit.” 

“T would not mind any sort of suit,” explained 
Roger, “if only I could put it on myself.” 
“And tea-parties would be nicer if all the after- 

noon before wasn’t full of washing and punishing,” 
Peggy confided to her brother. And then they 
went downstairs looking so fresh and sweet and 
clean, that the professor caught them all in his 
long arms and would not let them go unless they 
paid kisses for toll. 

“Mike vedy good now,” observed the baby, 
beaming round on the assembled company. 
““Take note of the zow,” remarked the pro- 

fessor; “it implies more than a mere statement 
of time.” 

““T am behaving werry properly, aren’t I?” 
asked Oliver, pausing in the middle of a bun. 

“You are indeed,” answered Aunt Isabel. 
“Tt is weighing on my spirits,” said his father. 

“‘T can never rise to the supernatural.” 
‘Even though this is such a delicious party, 

with two kinds of jam and Mr. Fairfax, I can’t 
feel quite happy,” explained Peggy. “It is be- 
cause Jack is going to school.”
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“Nor I don’t,” Roger hastened to add. “ But 
that I think is moet because my clean collar is too 
tight, and makes it pinchy to swallow.” 

“JT shall ea to school when I’m growed a werry 
bit bigger,” announced Oliver, “and I shall know 

my lessons the rightest I can, else the school-man 
might whip me with a little broom.” 

“T expect he will anyhow,” suggested Uncle 
Robert. 

Oliver frowned fiercely. 

““T ’spect he won't,” he said stubbornly, “cause 

I shall be so werry good. Gooder than what you 
know of.” 

“T feel better,” observed the professor. ‘“‘ Less 

anxious on account of my second son.” 

“He won't whip me,” repeated Oliver with 
decision. 

“T have had a splendid time at St. Ninian’s,” 

Mr. Fairfax was telling Aunt Isabel. ‘I went 

round the links twice every day, and sometimes | 
got in a third round.” 

“T want you to teach my brother-in-law golf,” 
the rector suggested. 

“Tt seems a popular game,” said the professor. 
“ That, I suppose, arises from its not being too 
difficult.” 

“Tt is quite difficult enough,” exclaimed the 
curate. “And it is more than a game, it is a 

science,” he added enthusiastically.
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“Then I am your man. Whatever I may or 
may not be, Iam a man of science. I therefore 
trust I shall take to it easily.” 

“T daresay you will,” replied Mr. Fairfax con- 
fidently. ‘Jack has a very good drive.” 

‘But I am not as clever as Jack, you know. I 
am only a man of science. He is an all-round 
Englishman. I think I would like Roger to be 
an Englishman and a schoolboy, too. He can be 
a philosopher, or a poet, or a—ploughman after- 
wards.” 

“Mr. Fairfax will coach you first-rate,” said 
Jack. “Such a lot depends on getting into a 
good style to begin with.” 

‘That I should live to be coached!” exclaimed 
his uncle. “ Really, Isabel, you are renewing my 
youth with a vengeance down here.” 

‘There is a professorship vacant at St. Ninian’s 
University. You ought to go in for it,” suggested 
the curate. 

“ Of golf?” inquired the professor. 
‘No, of psychology, I think.” 
“I used to be good at that in the old days—a 

month ago in London.” 
“Oh, Dick! do write!” cried Aunt Isabel. 
The professor shook his head and wrinkled his 

‘forehead. 
“My work is in London, and my opportunity 

lies there too. You country folk underrate the



214 THE PROFESSOR’S CHILDREN. 

  

stimulus of being at the very heart of the world, 

and with your hand on its throbbing pulse. Don't 

think me ungrateful; I am enjoying my holiday 

immensely, but my work is my life, and they are 

both waiting for me in London. I could not live 

out of touch with Bloomsbury.” 

“This is a good party after all,” broke in Roger. 

“T have had some of everything, which is a thing 

nurse neyer would have allowed.” 
‘“T’se reached grace,” observed the baby with a 

sigh of contentment. 

“It’s very wicked to say grace out of doors,” 

said Roger reprovingly. 

The professor raised his eyebrows. 

“Are you going to be a theologian, my son?” 
he asked dryly. ‘This is your influence,” and he 
turned to the curate, who flushed up to the roots 

of his hair. 
Everybody laughed. Even Jack, though it 

was only a mirthless kind of chuckle he had at 

his command. 

“TI won’t go to a school what’s got a little 
broom,” announced Oliver slowly. “An I will 

be good—werry good.” 
‘“As a point of obstinacy I think you might,” 

replied the professor. ‘“ Not otherwise.” 
“We're all a little tired of sitting still,” sug-. 

gested Roger, “and being clean. Mightn’t we 

have our pinafores on now and run about ?”
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“Tt would be a good plan,” answered his aunt. 
And the children soon carried out Roger’s 

admirable suggestion. The rector went away and 
took Mr. Fairfax with him, and Aunt. Isabel had 

to write some letters. The professor sat alone 
with his pipe on the lawn. 

“JT couldn't entertain the thought of giving up 
my London professorship,” he was saying to him- 
self. ‘‘It would mean the sacrifice of my whole 
career, and the extinction of all my ambition. I 
am rather home-sick now for my study and my 
lecture-room and my friends up there!” 

Just then a wild little party rushed round the 
corner. Jack was wheeling Mike in the wheel- 
barrow, and racing Peggy, who was driving Roger 
and Oliver. Their hats were off, their faces bright 
and rosy, their hair all rough and tumbled by the 
fresh evening breeze. 

The professor saw another picture as they 
rushed by. A small, dingy, London nursery, 
where the children, pale and tired, sat toiling 

over their lessons. 
“What would the St. Ninian’s professorship 

mean to them!” he whispered in his heart, and 
thought of the bracing north-east coast compared 
with the narrow Bloomsbury street. 

And then he smiled a rueful smile. 
“There are four of them and there is only one 

of me. What is my arithmetic coming to, if |
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can’t see that four to one is more than a practical 

working majority? I will go in and write to St. 

Ninian’s to-night. And they may refuse to have 

me after all. Anyhow, as the children say, I can 

hope it.”
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CHAPTER XI. 

‘GIVEN a man, a stick and a ball; given alsoa 

distinct intention on the part of the man to hit the 
ball with the stick, it does seem an utterly in- 
explicable problem why the said man should not 
be able to do so.” And the professor rested his 
tired arms and glanced hopelessly at the clean 
white ball which remained untouched in the centre 
of a piece of mangled turf. 

The curate laughed. 
“Tt is a knack,” he explained. And then with 

apparently little effort he swung round his club 
and the ball flew away through the air like some 
swift bird, and fell a tiny white speck in the dis- 
tance, 

‘A knack!” exclaimed the professor scornfully, 
“it is a miracle. Or rather it is a couple of 
miracles. A miracle when | don’t hit it, and a 

miracle when you do.” 
“You should not try to hit the ball at all. Just 

get your swing properly and the ball will go right 
enough.” 

So the professor tried again and again, and just
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when he was within an inch of despair, he suc- 
ceeded beyond his wildest hopes. A sharp, clean 
click, and he turned in bewilderment to his in- 

structor. 
“Well done!” cried Mr. Fairfax. “Look! it 

has gone almost as far as the trees.” 
The professor breathed a deep sigh of satisfac- 

tion. 
‘This is power!” he observed raptly. 
And from that day he could think of nothing 

but golf. He and the curate walked miles and 

miles over amateur links, and then, as his play im- 
proved, they borrowed the rector’s trap and drove 
over to the nearest club links. And when they 
came home with the twilight they talked entirely 
of drives and bunkers, lies and puts. If 
occasionally some of the parishioners of Little 
Heyford were inconsiderate enough to require the 
curate’s presence at their christenings, marriages 
and burials, the professor shook his head over the 
follies and frailties of mankind, and played against 
his own record until Mr. Fairfax was ready for 
the real business of life again, in the shape of 
another match. 

Aunt Isabel smiled to herself as she saw a faint 

brown burning itself into her brother-in-law’s white 
cheeks, and the straighter set of his shoulders, 

which indicated a return of health and strength. 
‘There's one thing I should like to know,”
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said Roger thoughtfully, “which is the impor- 
tantest—to write books as father used to, or to 
play golf matches as he does now ?” 

“You had better ask him,” suggested Aunt 
Isabel with a little laugh. 

“My dear boy,” said the professor gravely, 
though a smile was hovering round his mouth, 
“the most important thing is to possess a correct 
sense of proportion, and then you can accurately 
gauge the importance of other things. Unfortu- 
nately your poor father is singularly lacking 
therein. Once upon a time, he was convinced of 
the paramount importance of an occult science ; 
now, the number of strokes for the next hole 
seems an all-important consideration. He is 
blameworthy but content.” 

‘Which is the importantest ?”” repeated Roger 
with a puzzled look. 

“The thing that comes next, I suppose,” 
answered his father. 

‘But I don’t understand !” 
‘“Never mind, my son. It is a great mistake 

to understand anything too soon. Come out with 
me and | will teach you how to hold a club. It 
seems a pity to be talking indoors while it is fine 
and light outside.” 

‘Oh, Dick! what a credit you will be to Little 

Heyford!” exclaimed Aunt Isabel. 
Before the summer quite went away, at least
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that lovely little postscript of summer which folks 

attribute to St. Luke, Mike had a birthday. Now 

birthdays had never been much of a success in 

London, but this was to be quite different. Aunt 

Isabel promised, if it was fine and warm, that 

Mike should have a picnic away on the real golf 

links, where the professor and Mr. Fairfax could 

join them, and everybody decided to give the baby 

a birthday present, which made plenty of interest- 

ing thought and planning beforehand. Indeed, . 

poor Mike was so hurried out of the way of the 

conspiring donors and so shunned by them alto- 

gether, that he began to feel even the glories of a 

birthday could be dearly bought. 

“Go away, you naughty boy,” said Peggy 

severely, as a wistful little face peeped in at the 

pantry door. She and Lydia were making a plan 

about a present and of course secrecy was un- 

avoidable. But Mike could not help feeling a 
little depressed as he clambered up the stairs and 

made for the nursery. At the sound of his ap- 

proach the door was slammed in his face. 
‘You can’t come here!” cried Roger. 

“We're in the middle of a werry big secret,” 
shouted Oliver; “go away!” 

“T keep goin’ away,” said the baby sadly, 

‘nobody won't let Mike stay,’ and he sat down, 

a forlorn little heap, on the top of the back stairs. 
A few minutes afterwards, Oliver looked out.



 
  



  
“SE ON’Y SITTIN’, PLEADED THE BABY MEEKLY.
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“He's a werry wicked, listening boy!” he 
announced in an outburst of righteous wrath. 

“T’se on’y sittin’,” pleaded the baby meekly. 
Oliver frowned at him severely. 
“You're listening an’ telling stories bout it 

after. And once,” he added impressively, nodding 
his head to enforce the lesson, ‘there was a werry 
wicked baby what listened and telled stories, and 
he was eat by a ogre and smacked and pinched 
till he died. He was werry like you.” 

‘He wasn’t a bit yike me!” cried Mike, whose 
spirit was becoming roused. 

“He was just the same as you then, so 
that there wasn’t no difference at all,” argued 
Oliver in a superior and supremely irritating 
manner. 

‘“He wasn’t! he wasn’t!” shrieked the baby, 
flying at his brother like a minute turkey cock. 
Oliver hit back and repeated angrily :-— 

“He was eat by a ogre, and his bones was all 
cracked by teeth”. 

Such a noise of screaming and crying on the 
landing brought nurse in haste upstairs. Roger 
was in the nursery, calmly continuing the cutting 
out of pictures to be pasted on the new kite for 
Mike and humming a little tune to himself, quite 
unmoved by the noise outside. 

‘““My word! here’s a pretty kettle o’ fish!” 
said nurse, seizing the combatants by their
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pinafores and dragging them asunder. “How 

dare you both be so naughty ?” 

“He said I’d be eat by a ogre,” explained the 

baby through a flood of tears. 

“ An’ you will, ‘cause you're so werry wicked,” 

repeated Oliver loudly. 

“ Be quiet this minute,” continued nurse severely, 

and she bundled them into two opposite corners 

with a little slap apiece. 

“Now you'll both stay there till you're sorry.” 

“T aren’t sorry,” said Oliver sulkily, ‘‘’cause a 

ogre will eat him ——” 

“Do you want me to give you a good whipping 

and put you to bed?” asked nurse in her most 

threatening manner. 

Oliver’s very ears looked obstinate, but he 

thought it prudent to say no more. 

“Tt's very solemn in the nursery,” said Roger, 

running into the drawing-room. ‘Two corners 

are full and nurse is bursting with sternness.” 

“T shall stay down here then,” replied Peggy 

wisely, “for one thing I’ve often noticed is, that 

when nurse is in a stern mood, naughtiness is 

generally found in everybody.” 

“And there are two more corners,’ added 

Roger, ‘what are still empty. I suppose people 

who have more than four children have nurseries 

with more than four corners.” 

“Tt must be rather awkward if there are ten
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children,” said Peggy thoughtfully. “I never saw 
a room with ten corners.” 

“Are you sorry now?” asked nurse, addressing 
the culprits after a silent half-hour. 

‘““Mike vedy sorry!” replied the baby, “ an’ 
good boy now—all over.” 

“Then you may come out!” and nurse wiped 
his tear-stained face and put him on a clean pina- 
fore. 

‘Are you sorry, Master Oliver?” 
“A ogre will crack his bones. I knewed he 

would,” answered Oliver, deliberately ignoring 
nurse’s question. 

“Very well!” she replied severely. ‘‘ There 
you'll stay till you say you are sorry, you naughty 
boy! And if you speak about that ogre-rubbish 
again, youll be put straight to bed. So now you 
know.” 

Oliver whispered something into his hands, but 
nobody could hear what it was, and nurse showed 
great discretion in not inquiring. 

However he stood there so long without any 
indications of penitence, that nurse was afraid he 
would be physically exhausted, so she supplied 
him with a small hassock on which he sat instead 
with his face still to the wall. 
When - tea-time came she made another 

attempt. 
“What are you thinking about all this long 

15
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while?” she asked more persuasively. ‘Isn't it 
that you are sorry for being a naughty boy ?” 

Oliver looked slowly round. 
‘““T was thinking ‘bout a ogre, and what would 

be the taste of Mike,” he answered sturdily. 

Of course nurse was dreadfully angry. 
She picked him up and carried him off to bed, 

and all during the process of undressing, she told 
the sternest possible stories about naughty little 
boys who would not say they were sorry, and the 
dreadful things that happened to them in conse- 
quence. Oliver cried a little at first, but, after he 
had disposed of a slice of bread and a cup of milk 
and been tucked into his cot with penal severity, 
he cheered up considerably. Such a funny little 
figure he looked with his round face and solemn 
eyes, sitting bolt upright on the pillow and tracing 
imaginary pictures with his fore-finger in the air. 

‘She asked me!” he muttered to himself, ‘‘an’ 
I was thinking ’bout the ogre and what would be 
the taste of Mike.” 

A few days previously the professor had tried 
to check a habit among the children of telling tales 
to him, or any one downstairs, of the sins of the 
others. But to-night the temptation was terrible. 
Roger struggled with it for a time and then his 
quick wits suggested a solution. 

‘“There’s trouble in the nursery!” he observed 
in an impersonal and nonchalant way.
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“What kind of trouble?” asked his father, im- 
mediately falling into the trap. 

Roger rubbed his hands with satisfaction. 
“Oliver is dreadfully naughty. It was only 

corner-naughtiness most of the afternoon, but he’s 
been put to bed now.” 

“It’s a warning to us, nurse says,” added Peggy, 
““not to never say we’re sorry ourselves.” 

“Sorry for what?” inquired the professor, who 
was cleaning his golf clubs. 

Nobody seemed to know, so the baby was 
fetched and consulted. 

‘‘He was in the beginning of the naughtiness, 
you see,” explained Roger; “it was on the back 
stairs.” 

‘‘Mike vedy sorry!” repeated the baby. 
“What for?” asked his father. 
Mike’s bright face clouded over with bewilder- 

ment. 
‘“‘Fordet what for,” he said at length. 
“T think it was his birthday present,” suggested 

Roger, “but I was busy and not listening.” 
“Tl go up and have a look at Oliver,” said the 

professor, folding up his sand-paper. 
And he found a very solemn little son perched 

up on the pillow. 
“She asked me and | on’y telled the truth,” 

was his defence. ‘“‘ Mike telled stories. He said 
he was on’y sitting and he was listening too.”
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“How do you know?” asked the professor. 

Oliver continued to draw his imaginary pictures. 

‘“‘T knewed he was!” he answered slowly. 

His father smiled. 

“Well, look you, little one. Aren’t you a tiny 

bit sorry even?” 
“No,” replied Oliver, ‘I are werry glad I telled 

the truth.” 
“For which I suppose you are to be highly 

commended. Well, good-night, my boy. I am 

going a round with Fairfax before it is dark.” 

‘Isn't it werry wicked not to say Mr.?” asked 
Oliver, who was simply inflated with self-righteous- 

ness. 
The professor laughed and went downstairs. 
“There’s only been two quarrels and three 

punishments over Mike’s birthday,” Peggy calcu- 
lated on the eve of that important day. 

“And one accident,” added Roger ; ‘‘ breaking 
the tooth-glass with the boiling water for the 

glue.” 
‘“‘T haven't kept count of the cryings.” 

“I ’spect there would be quite a hundred of 

them, ’cause Mike ae cried so often over not 
knowing the secrets.” 

= lem getting a little tired of secrets,” continued 
Peggy, ‘it’s so difficult not to tell them!” 

The day itself was a great success, 

So many presents loaded Mike’s plate at break-
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fast that his small three-year-old head was fairly 
turned. 

A Noah’s ark from the professor, a kite from 
Roger and Oliver, a gorgeously-dressed nigger 
doll from Peggy and Lydia, a woolly lamb from 
Aunt Isabel, a book from Uncle Robert, and a 
pair of knitted reins from nurse. Then there was 
a dirty birthday-card by post from Jack, and a 
splendid cake baked by cook, with Mike’s initials 
on in pink comfits, and two white sugar mice with 
string tails. Mr. Fairfax brought a whip with a 
whistle, and Mrs. Oakley sent a real live white 
kitten for Mike’s very own. 

The baby stretched out his fat arms as if to 
embrace the whole world in a spirit of gratitude, 
and held up his flower-face promiscuously for 
kisses of thanks. 

“Tt makes it a werry little bit dull for those 
people whose birthdays it isn’t,” observed Oliver 
somewhat gloomily, as he stood with his hands on 
his knees, looking down on the crowded hearth- 
rug where Mike sat in state. 

“ But we are all going to the picnic,” said Aunt 
Isabel soothingly, “in fact it will be quite difficult 
to find out whose birthday it really is, because the 
treat will be equally for all.” 

Oliver smiled reluctantly. He always looked 
as if he were pleased under protest, and was 
obliged to smile against his will.
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” 

‘‘T wish there could be a birthday every day ! 

cried Roger enthusiastically. 

Peggy thought the matter over and then 

announced :— 
‘““T do wish father had three hundred and sixty- 

five children, and then there would be, you know!” 

The professor groaned. 

“What have I ever done to you, my daughter, 

that you should-wish me such a doom ?” 

“Don’t you like your children then, father?” 

asked Roger in amazement. 

“T do, my boy. But it is possible to have too 

much of a good thing.” 

“Ts it?” said Roger doubtfully. ‘1 should 

like just to try and see for myself, without nurse 

being always there to say we’ve had enough when 

we've only just begun.” 

‘She is so strict about helps,” chimed in Peggy. 

“That's why we always so enjoy having meals 

with you, father dear. You never seem to notice 

and count up the number of helps.” 

“YT am profoundly sorry for that kitten!” ob- 

served the professor, looking at Mike. ‘ The cat 

that is loved by a child has a chequered existence.” 

‘““What’s a chequered existence?” Roger wanted 

to know. ‘“ Do’splain to me.” 

“Something you ought to know nothing about 

yet, my son. But I am rather afraid you do, and 

that it has been my fault.”
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“You don’t ’splain things nearly so well as you 
used,” said Roger. “I s’pose it’s with getting so 
old. Nurse always says that when we ask her 
questions.” 

“ No, she doesn’t,” argued Oliver, “she says it’s 
‘cause she’s got a bone in her leg.” 

“Oh, no!” corrected Peggy, “that’s about run- 
ning and climbing—a thing we always wonder 
she doesn't like to do.” 

“Do you think me so very old then?” asked 
the professor. 

“Oh, awfully!” exclaimed the children in a 
breath. 

The picnic was frightfully exciting. It began 
directly after dinner, because the days were grow- 
ing short, Aunt Isabel said, though the children 
themselves had not noticed it. 

They had never imagined anything so delight- 
ful as picking the sticks and making a real fire 
themselves, and when the kettle actually boiled, 
loud were the shouts of delight. 

The professor and Mr. Fairfax finished their 
first golf match just in time to participate in the 
great picnic, and then to get in a second round 
afterwards before dark. 

Uncle Robert was doing the curate’s work at~ 
home. It was part of the conspiracy, which he 
and Aunt Isabel had joined in, to make the pro- 
fessor quite well again.
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“You don’t like bacon in your cake, I remem- 
ber,” said his father, removing a piece of citron 
from Mike's slice. 

“T yike lean in my bacon,” announced the baby 
cheerfully. And then he breathed a deep sigh of 
satisfaction as Aunt Isabel dropped one of the 
sugar mice into his lap. 

““T am enjoying the memories which haunt the 
taste of a bun,” remarked the professor. ‘It is 
years since I met a bun, much less ate it in the open.” 

‘““Why does everything taste so much deliciouser 
out of doors?” Peggy wanted to know. ‘We 
have noticed it,—even with cough lozenges.” 

“’m werry fond of lozengés,” observed Oliver. 
‘““T would like one now for my tea.” 
“Tam afraid I didn’t provide them for the pic- 

nic,’ Aunt Isabel owned. 

Just then a great disturbance was caused by the 
baby’s sitting down suddenly upon the tea-pot. 
Whether as an experiment, or by accident, nobody 
knew. By the time his tears were dried, Aunt 
Isabel thought they must be packing up again, 
so as to get home before it grew cold. 
‘When it’s my birthday, where shall we be?’ 

asked Oliver gravely. 
“I cannot tell you that yet,” replied his father, 

“for your birthday is in the winter.” 
‘I will have a picnic too—an’ lozenges,” added 

Oliver, with a reproachful look at his aunt.
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But the best birthday present of all lay awaiting 
Mike in a thin orange envelope on the hall table 
at the rectory. And it was not even addressed 
to him, but to his father, whom it announced to 
be the newly-appointed professor of psychology in 
the University of St. Ninian’s. The children did 
not know anything about it till the professor came 
home. 

“Tt will be nice telling them!” he said softly to 
Aunt Isabel, as he entered the room. 

“Look you, little ones. Would you rather go 
back to live in London or have a new house in 
the country ?” 

“Oh, not London!” they cried imploringly. 
“T have accepted a new appointment,” began 

the professor, but Peggy interrupted him. 
“Are you the next postman?” she asked 

eagerly. ‘‘The one here has been given a 
higher place, you know.” 

Her father shook his head. 
‘“My new professorship and your new home 

will not be in London but at a place called St. 
Ninian’s.” 

‘Near here?” asked Roger. 
‘““No, my boy. In a new country away by the 

Seam 

“The sea!” exclaimed the children in rapt 
amazement, and then Oliver smiled all over his 

round face.
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“It'll be werry nice to have the sea’ in our 
garden!” he said slowly. 

“We've never seen the sea,” observed Peggy 
in an awe-struck voice. 

“Tt is a fine playfellow,” her father told her. 
‘Oh, how splendid!” cried Roger, clapping his 

hands and beginning to jump about wildly. ‘I 
never imagined anything quite so glorious and 
lovely as having the sea for our own.” 

“Are you going to be a fisherman, father?” 
Peggy asked with interest. 

“Ttll be werry nice,” repeated Oliver with 
solemn satisfaction, rubbing his hands slowly up 
and down the sides of his pinafore. 

‘““T do hope nurse won't get drowned ” continued 
Roger, in a tone of flickering fervency, such as 
grown-ups are sometimes wont to use concerning 
the possible calamities of their friends. 

‘Does the sea last long enough to be ours_ 
always, or will it sink away like some of the 
pools?” said Peggy thoughtfully. 

‘Tt will last your time, little one,” her father 
assured her. 

‘‘ Shall we live there always, father ?” 
‘“T shall take a house for seven years to start 

with, my boy.” 
“Will that be over before the summer comes 

again?” asked Oliver anxiously. 
The baby had not understood all this talk, he
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was so sleepy and tired after the excitement of the 
day. But the others tried to shout the glad news 
into his muddled little brain. 

“Uncle Robert won’t go with us, will he?” and 
Oliver looked rather sober again. 

‘“Nor Aunt Isabel,” added the professor. 
‘Nor Jack?” asked Peggy anxiously. 
‘We'll have Jack to come and see us in the 

holidays,” the professor promised, ‘‘and Mr. Fair- 

fax as well as your uncle and aunt. We will have 
great fun!” 

‘Oh, father! how splendid of you to be going 
to live there ’stead of London,” cried Peggy, 

clasping her hands. ‘It makes us almost too 

happy to eat our suppers.” 

“Must you go soon?” asked Aunt Isabel, when 

the children had gone to bed in a state of mad ex- 
citement. 

“Yes, I shall start on Monday. I intend to 

take over the last professor's house,—stock, lock 
and barrel, and then I shall be glad to move the 

children before the cold weather begins.” 
“And do you feel quite strong now, Dick?” 
“T am a young man again,” said the professor, 

holding out his hand to her, “and it is your and 
Robert’s doing. I owe you more than I can 

say for all you have done for me and the children. 
I want to thank you, Isabel, in their name and my 

own-—and Hers!” he added in a low voice,
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Aunt Isabel looked away with tear-filled eyes. 
“T am so glad!” she whispered tremulously. 
For the next few days all was bustle and con- 

fusion. Then nurse went away to London, to 

pack up, and from there to Scotland to make 
ready the new home. 

The children could talk and think of nothing 
but the great move, and their sorrow at leaving 
the rectory was quite swallowed up by the new 
and joyful excitement. 

“It is very good of you, Dick, to have given up 
London for the children,” said Uncle Robert, as 
he bid him good-bye. 

“There are compensations,” answered the pro- 
fessor smiling. ‘‘ Here are some of them,” and he 
shouldered his case of golf clubs. 

‘Good-bye, good-bye!” sang Aunt Isabel, as 
the cab door was shut. 

“Tm werry glad we’re going to our own sea,” 
observed Oliver, mechanically kissing his hand, 
“but I hope Mike will be good, or else he’ll werry 
likely be drownded dead !.” 

‘““Shan’t vedy yikely be drownded dead!” re- 
torted the baby with spirit, and it required great 
diplomacy on the part of the professor to avoid a 
passage of arms in the somewhat restricted arena 
of a four-wheeled cab.
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““T DO LOVE MY SEA WERRY MUCH!” EXCLAIMED OLIVER.
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CHAPTER XII. 

Tue professor sat correcting his manuscript for 
the press. He smiled a little ruefully over some 
of his old notes, and drew his pencil through many 
of his scientific observations. 

He was very well and very happy in his new 
life at St. Ninian’s. The bracing air of the north- 
east coast brought physical strength and vigour, 
such as he had never dreamed of in Bloomsbury ; 
and the splendid exercise of his daily round on 
the golf links kept him fresh and healthy in mind ° 
as well as body. 

The children were running on the sands. Those 
glorious, dry, hard sands which the sea swept and 
rolled every day, as it crept up to kiss the feet of 
the proud little town which had looked down upon 
it for so many hundred years. And what such 
sands would be in the summer to play on, the 
child-imagination could hardly grasp. They were 
splendid enough now, though it was too cold to 
stand about and dig and paddle. 

“I do love my sea werry much!” exclaimed 
‘Oliver, holding out his arms towards the big waves 
which were tumbling in from the north.
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‘“And I yove the cockies,” added Mike, point- 
ing to the numberless sea-mews which waddled 
about in the bed of the brook that came down 
from the land to the sea. 

‘“‘T love my new school!” cried Peggy. ‘“ There 
are such lots of girls only as big as me, and they 
don’t know nearly as much,” she added proudly. 

“T don’t like my school werry much,” argued 
Oliver, ‘it has such a nasty lady.” 

_ ‘That is a very naughty thing to say,” corrected 
his sister, “and rude, when I daresay she’s quite 
nice.” 

‘“No, she isn’t. She's werry nasty and savage,” 

Oliver continued impressively. 
‘Going to school is heaps jollier than having 

on’y a Ma’mselle or Fraulein to ourselves as we 

did at home,” was Roger’s opinion. “I might 
even get a prize this term, Mr. Macdougal 
says.” 

‘“And you are the littlest boy in the class,” 
Peggy reminded him with elder-sisterly pride. 

“But I’m the most freckled,” boasted Roger, 
whose ambition it had always been to rival Jack 
in this respect. 

‘“She’s a werry horrid lady,” repeated Oliver. 
‘She makes all the children stand in a quantity ina 

row and then she points about with questions what 
we've all forgotten. She puts us to stand on the 
form when we don’t know things always, and the
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next boy to you gener'ly pinches your leg. I 

think she’s werry nasty.” 

“You're so naughty, I expect,” said Peggy. 

“T aren't naughty hardly ever. I’m going to 

be a sailor soon,” he announced decidedly, turning 

again towards the sea. ‘And if Miss Crosby 

comes in my ship when I’m a sailor, I shall push 

her into the sea,” he added with determination. 

“That would be most unhonourable,’ said 

Roger reprovingly. ‘Mr. Macdougal says we 

mustn’t ever do such rude things to ladies as we 

do to each other. He said it about a boy throw- 

ing a snowball at a lady. And drowning her 

would be much ruder.” 

‘‘T shall push her into the sea if I am a sailor 

and she sails in my ship,” repeated Oliver obsti- 

nately, ‘I’ve settled it in my mind.” 

And then he walked on with his head so high 

in the air to show his determination, that he did 

not see where he was going and fell down, through 

treading on a slippery piece of sea-weed. 

‘“‘Serves you right for being so unhonourable!” 

cried Roger teasingly. 

Oliver slowly picked himself up. 

“T like tumbling down werry much,” he said 

deliberately. And then he walked on without 

deigning to rub the sand off his pilot coat. Of 

course this made nurse a little disagreeable when 

they reached home. She always was so fussy 
16
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over trifling things such as sand on the carpet or 

jam on the table-cloth, and the new home seemed 

to have made her much worse than ever. 

The professor had a caller downstairs ;—one of 

the other professors, who was very kind to the 

children and generally made them so excited that 

they were naughty as well. Indeed Roger became 

so noisy and mischievous that afternoon that his 

father could not do with him downstairs. 

‘““There’s one thing I’ve often noticed,” said 

Peggy thoughtfully, “excitedness turns quickest 

to naughtiness of everything.” 

“T’m sorry,’ owned Roger penitently, ‘‘ and 

now Dr. Urquhart has gone.” And he rested his 

hot little head on the staircase balustrade. 

“You did not behave at all well this afternoon, 

you know,” the professor told him when they went 

down to say good-night. 

Roger looked serious. 
“T will apologize,” he said suddenly; “can ] 

go now, father, to Dr. Urquhart’s ?” 

“Certainly not, as it is nearly eight o’clock.” 

“Then T’ll go to-morrow morning before 

school. Mr. Macdougal says, to apologize is 

what gentlemen do to put things all right when 

they’ve been horrid.” 

“Please yourself, my son,” said the professor, 

stroking back the boy’s rough curly hair caress- 

ingly.
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“You don’t write nearly so many notes ’bout 
us as you used, do you, father?” observed Peggy, 
“but you kiss us much oftener, and play splendid 
games, and generally understand things now, you 
know.” 

“Is your book nearly finished?” asked Roger, 
catching sight of the manuscript on the table. 

“T’m afraid not. I made so many mistakes 
that I have to write most of it again.” 

“ Like we have to our exercises, when there’s 
more than twelve mistakes.” 

“There are more than twelve in mine,” said 
her father smiling. 

The next morning, directly he was dressed, 
Roger seized his topcoat and hat and started for 
Dr. Urquhart’s. Breakfast was half over when 
he came back. 

“You did not stay long,” remarked the pro- 
fessor. 

“When you go to apologize you feel too shy 
to stay long, you see,” explained Roger, “so an 
apologizing call must be rather a short one.” 

‘“What did you say to Dr. Urquhart?” 
“T told him I was sorry for being rude, and- 

that it was quite an accident, and that I’d come 
to apologize. It was a little difficult to talk 
much about other things after that, so I came 
home.” 

‘Bravo, my boy! You are going to be an
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English gentleman first. We will settle about 
the philosopher or the ploughman afterwards.” 

‘{ feel rather like nurse when she’s got on her 

spectacles,” continued Roger. 
“‘ How is that ?” 
‘Why, seeing things clearly, you know. Apolo- 

gizing made me see my rudeness as clearly as 

spectacles would.” 
“T should have hated to have gone,” said 

Peggy. ‘It was very good of you, Roger.” 
‘““It was because of honourableness, which Mr. 

Macdougal says is the importantest thing for 
boys.” 

“ Perhaps it isn’t so important for girls?” Peggy 

hoped. 
‘‘T shall call on this new master of yours, my 

son. I owe him something.” 
“Much?” asked Peggy a little anxiously. 

ONS 
‘“As much as eight and fourpence?” 
so More? 
** When shall you pay it, father?” 
‘Never. It is more than I can ever repay.” 

“Tt must be quite twenty pounds!” Roger 
decided, and the professor did not contradict him. 

“T’ve writ to the frog,” announced Oliver, look- 

ing up from his porridge, ‘an’ he says it was all a 
mistake, you know, about going to Russia. He’s 
going to live at the sea and learn his long-clothes
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baby how to swim. He’s got two other children 
‘sides Eva. Their names is Willie and Vase- 

line.” 
“T should not be surprised if you were to turn 

out the literary man of the family after all,” said 
the professor. ‘‘ There is a solidity about your 
imagination which the others lack.” 

“Shall I read you my letter?” asked Oliver, 
holding a piece of writing-paper up before his face. 

‘“Do, please,” begged his father. ‘‘ There is 

plenty of time before you need start for school.” 
Oliver began in a sing-song voice :— 
“When the stars had gone down and the light 

had come, and the angels and cows were just 
walking out, little Vaseline was given by her 

nurse the beautifullest piece of lace with nothing 
the matter with it. The day because she put it 

on was Sunday, and which was werry nice she 

hopped to church.” 
And Oliver peeped over the top of the paper 

with a satisfied smile. 

“T am deeply interested,” exclaimed the pro- 

fessor. ‘‘ Pray go on.” 

“Now Lizzie Frog, which was the mother, had 

a nice long-clothes baby which she loved im- 

mensely. She liked the baby quite as much as 

the ribbon and werry beautiful lace which she kept 

in a drawer who pinched her. Directly Willie 

was going out he saw a raven among the trees,
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and when he went to stroke the raven it beaked 

him. His nurse was werry stern, you know.” 

‘* How stern?” 
‘About my nurse when we're dirty. So what 

do you think they saw?” he continued in his 

narrative voice, and then without waiting for an 

answer :— 
‘A tiger with a basket. So fetching nurse’s 

sword they killed the tiger and brought the skin 

to make a werry Sunday coat.” 

“Tt is a long and diversified letter,” observed 

the professor ; “I am enjoying it very much.” 

“] knewed you would,” said Oliver confidently. 

“Isn't there any more?” asked his father. 

“Just this: Willie thought Vaseline was a cat 
‘cause she was sitting up, you know. And he said 

‘What’s ever this?’ And his nurse said ‘ Good- 

ness me, it’s not! How ridic’lous of us to say it is 

a cat when it is little Vaseline Miss!’ So they 

had a funeral after dinner—a nice big one like 

those we enjoyed so werry much at Little Hey- 

ford when Uncle Robert wore his night-gown out 

of doors. And there’s no more.” 
“Thank you, my son. Your style is inimit- 

able.” 
‘Good-bye, father dear,” said Peggy, looking in 

at the door, “I am going to school now. What 
time is your golf match to-day ?” 

“Ten o'clock, little one.”
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““Mind you're not late.” And Peggy swung 

her bag of books over her shoulder and ran down 

the road as happy and healthy a little girl as could 

be found in the whole kingdom from John o’ 

Groat’s to Land’s End. 
“Come, Oliver,” called Roger, “we must go 

now. I shall come and meet you after twelve, 

father, if I don’t stop to play with any of the boys, 

or if Sandy Ogilvie doesn’t ask me to have a ride 

on his pony, or if I don’t know my lessons nor 

turn out naughty by accident and get kept in.” 

“ Allright. The contingencies upon which your 

promise rests make its fulfilment a little uncertain, 

I'm afraid.” 

“T think Miss Crosby’s werry nasty,’ said 

Oliver, trying to force one more book into his 

satchel than it could possibly hold; “she shaked 

me when I| squealed a pencil across my slate. | 

did it on the purpose.” 

“That was not specially good of you, you 

know.” 
“T would ratherer go to Roger’s school,” con- 

tinued Oliver, “’cause [I’m _ werry big, you 

Seem 
‘Oh, no! you're only pinafore size,” said Roger 

scornfully. Since he went to a proper boy’s school 

three weeks ago, he had discarded that livery of 

the nursery. 

Oliver could not deny the imputation.
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“But they’se werry big pinafores,’ he said 
gloomily. 

When the boys had started, Mike trotted down- 
stairs to see his father. He had a box of little 
tea-things under his arm, and his sunny face was 
quite serious with the earnestness of his 
plans. 

“Sit me on,” he demanded, coming up to the 
high chair by the table. . 

The professor obediently lifted him up, and he 
at once began to unpack his box. 
“se got all the family,” he explained, pulling 

out the tea-pot and sugar-basin. “ Here it is, an’ 
all the yittle cups and saucers. It’s all the family, 
you see.” 
“We will have an extra breakfast of our own,” 

suggested his father, filling the tiny jug with real 
milk. 

Mike clapped his hands. 
“Tt’s the nicest b’ekky I ever heard,” he ex- 

claimed enthusiastically. ‘Now Mike going to 
wash up. Will you turn the tap for me?” 

“Can’t you turn it yourself?” 
“Oh, but it’s so fierce when Mike turns it,” the 

baby owned with a grave face, “an’ makes a vedy 
quick spill.” 

“All right. And I suppose you are going for 
a walk this morning ?” 

Mike ran to the window and stood looking out
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over the wide, wave- Soccer sea, and up towards 
the cloudless heavens. 

“ Not raining,” he announced at length. No 
hole in the sky for the rain to come out.” 

“Tt’s a lovely day, my child. And now I must 
be off to the links. Good-bye.” 

In the middle of Mike’s walk he and nurse 
called at the school for Oliver, an attention which 

annoyed that youth extremely. 
“T don’t want to go with you and Mike,” he 

said sulkily. ‘I hate walks!” 
“Little boys shouldn’t say ‘hate’. And come 

along directly. I want you to be measured for a 

new pair of boots.” 3 
Oliver kicked the gate post with a fervency 

that implied his wish that it was nurse’s shin. 
And then he dragged slowly after her as she 
walked off towards the town. A herd of cattle 
was the only excitement, and Oliver’s scorn was 
thoroughly aroused by nurse’s insisting on their 
all going inside a gate until the cows had gone by. 
In the boot shop they met a neighbouring nurse 
and a little girl with whom they sometimes went 
to tea. A good, gentle, little thing who adored 
Oliver and ‘Mike, and was on the whole treated 

fairly well by them. 
While Oliver was being measured, the little 

girl embraced the baby so enthusiastically that he 
cried.



250 THE PROFESSOR’S CHILDREN, 

  

‘“What’s the matter?” asked nurse, looking up 

from the boots. 
‘Oh don’t let her yove me so much!” begged 

Mike. 
‘‘We must go now,” said the little girl’s nurse. 

“Say good-bye, my dear, and come along.” 
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“OH DON’T LET HER YOVE ME SO MUCH!”’ BEGGED MIKE. 

The little girl obediently saluted Mike again, 
and he bore it resignedly, but when she ap- 
proached Oliver with the same docile intention, 

he gave her a violent push which hurt her arm
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and her feelings so much that she was instantly 
dissolved in tears. 

“ Now, now!” exclaimed nurse severely, “that’s 

not the proper way for a gentleman to say good- 
bye toa lady. Kiss her nicely this minute. Do 

you hear ?” 

Oliver sulkily complied. 
‘““She’s a werry silly little girl,” he said loudly 

as they left the shop, “and I don’t like playing 
with girls.” 

“You are a very rude boy,” corrected nurse. 

“No I aren't, old frightened-at-cow !” retorted 

Oliver, who was hurried in his selection of an ap- 

propriate term of derision. 
“Very well, Master Oliver. Dry bread for tea 

this evening, remember.” 

‘“T like dry bread werry much. It’s my favourit- 

est thing to eat,” observed Oliver, pushing his 

sailor hat on to the very back of his head, and 

putting his hands into his pockets just to show 

nurse how little he cared for her punishments. 

“Father, what shall I do with the hoofs of my 

pony when he is dead?” Roger suddenly asked 

after dinner. 

‘“‘T did not know you had a pony, my son.” 

‘““T haven’t yet. But I’m saving up my money 

to buy one. I’ve got sixpence halfpenny towards 

it. Mr. Macdougal has an ink-pot made out of a 

horse’s hoof. My pony would make four ink-
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stands, you see, but that is rather many for one, 

father, isn’t it?” 
“You might give Peggy one, and the two little 

boys.” 

‘““T couldn’t come to meet you after all, you see, 

‘cause I was kept in.” 

“What for?” 
“Not doing my sums. Fractions are very un- 

easy things, aren’t they, father?” 

“‘T don’t find them so.” 
“Oh, but then you’rea man. And everything 

is easy for a real man to do.” 
“Indeed!” remarked the professor dryly. 

‘Now I like French history,” continued Roger, 

whose thoughts and limbs were equally restless ; 

‘‘only there’s one thing I notice. All the kings 

were not exactly very good men, which is a 

thing you would expect with kings.” 

“Well, not exactly,” said the professor, who was 

arranging his papers. 

‘“T like about Napoleon. He was such a great 

conquering man. But do you think it’s quite 
right to be a usurpater? I asked one of the boys, 

but he only said, ‘Shut up shop’. He was a little 
vexed, you see, ’cause I got top marks in Napoleon 

and he was lowest but one.” 

“What: did you say?” asked his father ab- 
sently. 

““T see your thoughts are turned inwards,” said
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Roger wisely, “so I won’t stay and bother 

you.” ; 

“You never bother me,” answered the pro- 

fessor, looking up with a smile from his work. 

“But I am rather busy just now. I am going to 

give a big lecture this afternoon on the Psycho- 

logical Aspect of Child Life.” 
“How horrid it sounds!” exclaimed Roger 

frankly. 
“ But it won't be,” chimed in Peggy confidently. 

She had just entered the room with Oliver. 

‘“ How do you know ?” asked her father. 

‘Oh, because everything’s so much nicer here 

than it used to be in London, so your lectures 

will be too, of course.” 

“T wish I were sure of that!” said the pro- 

fessor. 
“But I am sure, father,” Peggy eagerly im- 

pressed upon him. ‘“ Look how much nicer this 

place is, and out of doors, and school, and playing, 

and you, too, father dear. Everything is heaps 

and heaps nicer!” 

‘Nurse is not nicer,” interrupted Oliver. ‘‘She’s 

werry un-nicer. But. I do like dry bread for my 

tea werry much,” he added with his most obstinate 

expression. 

The lecture-hall was crowded that afternoon 

with the university students in their picturesque 

coloured gowns, and most of the residents of the
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old Scotch city. Their new professor was so dis- 
tinguished a man that every one was anxious to 
hear his inaugural address. 

It was a long lecture, full of profound thought 
and wide learning. It cast the light of science on 
the initial stage of life, as it dawns in the cradle 
and slowly develops during the expanding years 
of the child. It traced the phases which are 
of psychological importance throughout that de- 
velopment, and touched with a master hand the 
subtle points of that most delicate problem. 

“So do we see,” said the professor in conclu- 
sion, ‘‘that this psychological study of childhood 
brings us not only to the deeper significance which 
its simplicity hides, but to the fuller knowledge of 
all mental and moral development, as it begins in 
the baby and slowly Boy, through the bay into 
the man. 

“The charm of childhood we are all conscious 
of, but there is a deeper knowledge underlying its 
artistic beauty which science alone can reveal. 

‘Ladies and gentlemen, I have given you my 
precepts, but,” and the professor looked up with 
his whimsical smile, “my examples, which are far 
better, are playing in the nursery at home.”



  

 



 



 



 


