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poommmm———

what 7—I should havo said Hopeful any other

mornfug you look like—Ilct e

Wy . . e
see—like Mr. Ready-to-Iialt, l'lm ) ccl;:uti'aal
city lies behind that fog—doesn't it, Chris-

A 7] . v .
u“‘?‘}?dou’t liko to hear you tatk so, Charley,”
said bis sister, sniling in his face.

« They ain't in the Bible,” he returned.

u No—and I shouldw't mind if you were only
merry, but you kuow you are seoffitug at the
story, and 1 love it—so I can’t be pleased to
huenr you." :

o [ beg your pardon, Mary—but your celui-
tin] city les behind such a fog, that not one
crvstal turret, one ponrly gate of [b wag ever
sovn, - At least we have pever caught a glim-
mer of it; and wmust go tramp, tramp—we
don't know whither, any more than the blind
puppy thnt hud ciuwled too far from  his
mother's side.”

i 1 do see the Yight of i, Charley dear,” said
Mary sadly—not as if the light were any great
g:(jlll.“i)l‘l 1o hier at the moment,

S 1f vou do ree something—bow can you
11t what ivs the Jight of 7 Tt way come from
e city of Dis, fur anything you know.”

d ] dow't know what that is.”

wOh ! the red-hot city—down boelow,
will tind all ubout itin Dante™

o It deesn't took Hke that—the Hght T aee”
caid Mary quictly.

v ifow very il-bred you arce—to eay such
wicked things, Charley ¥ raid Clara,

A [7 Phey are belter unmentioned,
ot us eat and drivk) for to-morrow we die!
Oaly don't alude to the unpleasant sibject.”

He burst out singing @ the verses wure poor,
tut T witl give thein,

day, but this

Y ou

o Lot the sug abimer!
Y

All sx o nion
What du we
fat the mogn g
Lot the atre
ESIET R I AL
Froand gt

f.or the o wither !
Tt the staps glow!
Lart the rain hattler—
it sfent and snow
Being the tears hither !
Lot the senides go!
What dees if matier !
T ated fro)

Lo nued o ever,
Matiop spsi shinw !
Nothing goes vnwasd -

Hearry oy e’
Al ix vne river:
Sectwand.

L7y

Toaret fro!

Prodalom sweoping
ich, and now bow!?

Thist atar
T

[ 1 ST O

Hiny o
Thot fewers
Teoawd vl
Sueh a ~ovth
Mighe
Bipring an 3
oy vonny ne!
l!-};\z“!. R‘l}ﬁ- I “ii’kﬁi:lf .
Chasrries-J e
Wihat i e~
To nnd §ys

"Tadl thre befle s
Dinging nod donging
To atod f1o!7

wOh, Chrrley 1 said bis sister, with sup-
presad agony, @ what & wicked song ¥

st ira wicked song T osanl, o Bat 1
tirunt——it only rep sts un unbelioviog,
hupebess mood !

" Feu wrote 1L, then?” she sadd, giving me
—ax It seemed, tnvoluntarily-—i Jook of
proach.

e, 1 did ;) bt

b Thent T think you are. very horrid, suid
Ulura, interropting,

“Charley I L kaid, 44 you must pot leave
your sister to think: zo badly of me! You
krow why I'wrote it—snd what I mcant,”

T wish. I hind written 5t mysel) he re-
turned. 1 think it Csplendid,  Anybaody
might envy you that xong” )

Y But you know 1 didu't mval it for aotrue
one R

HAVHe kuows whether it is troe or false 70

“lknow,” suid Maey 5 D know §tisfulse ™

o And f Bope i)Y Tadjuined. S

* What ever put sueh horrid things'in your
head, Wilfrid 7" asked Qlars, . ’

" Probalily the fenr Just they shoald be trae.
The verses chure ns T st i a conntry chuvels
ance, not long ago,”

“Inachurch ¥ exelnimed Mary i

B O hie dovs go o chureh: sutctimes,”
suid Chinrley, with a laugh, : !

Y How' conld you think ‘uf it in church
pureisted Aary, ‘ i

“ IR move
Ulara, )

At owas in an old church i u certain deso-
Inte: sen-forsaken  town,” 1 said: 4 The poen-

like * the  churchyurd,”  snid

Milnm of the clock-—a huge; long, heavy,

slow thing, hangs far down  into the church,

m"‘.’"“’"-‘“ swing, swang over your head, three

ur tour gecondy o every swing,  When you
have heand the tre, your heart, grows funint
every time “between—ewaiting  for- the tae,
which deewin naif it wonld never come ”

We wero ascending the acellvity, and no
one spoke ugain before we reached the top.
There o wide landscupe lay ‘stretched before
us. The mist was rupidly melting away be-
fores the gathoering strength of the sun : as we
stood und gazed we could ree it vanishing. By
slow degrees the colours of the sutumn woods,
duwned out of jt.. Close under us luy a great
wave of gorgeous red—becches 1 think—in
the midst of which, here and there, stood up,
tall’ aud straight and doik, the uncbanging
green of u tir tree, The glow of o hectic death
wia aver the lundscape, melting sway into the
wisty fringe of the tar hotizon, Overhead
the sky was blue with a clenr thin blue that
told of withdrawing suns and coming frosts,

S For omy part” Teabd, ¢0 caunot helieve
thiut beyoud this loveliness there lies no great-
¢r.  Who Knowa, Chartey, but death muy be
the tirst recognizable step of the pro ress of
which you despuiv 77

It wan then T ennght the ook from Mary s
vye, for the suke of which T have eecorded the
little incidents of the worning, Gut the samae
woment the look fuded, and the veil or the
mask it over ber face,

S Lam wfraid,” she said, 901 there has heen
so progress before, there will be Hude indeed
after” ’

Now of all things, I hated the degmatic
theology of the party in which slie lind been
bronght up, amd T toened from ber with sibent
dirxlike

sReatly,” xaid Clara, & yongentlemen have
Bren very enbataining this morning.  One
watld think Polly and I had conee out for a
stroll with a s ouple of underiaker's-men.
Threee's surely 1 enough to think of such
things vet! None of u< are at death’s door
exactiy.”

o Sweel gemetnlraneer Ve Wi Knows 27
andd Chariey . )

oo Now I to o comfort s, U 1 followed,
squoting Mrs Quickly conrerning Sir fohn
Falatid?, <0 bid him, n should not think of
Genl o 1 hopod there was 1o rieed to tronble
Bl with auy such thoorbds vet,” ©

S0 o beg your getrdon,” Aated Muarv——- there
watr ue wand of Him bn the wmatter ©

o see, sadd Claes s you meanit thiat ot me,
Wilfeid,  But Tassure vou 1 mn. ue heathen,
I wo ta chun b regulady —oncea Sanday when
oan, and twive when Tean’t help it. That's
more than you do, Moo Comberngede, 1 osise-
jret t’

< What makes vonr think ~o 7 asked,

Soeanti bmagine yon enjoyinganything but
the torial serviee”

#1e e W omy mind the mort consoling of

tiocrsy atl” b answeored,

s Well, ] haven't reached the potut of want-
iny that coosolation vor, thank heaven

o Porhaps seane of us wonhd rather have thie
consaintion than ;.:i\‘r.' thanks thatowe didu't
veed iU T said.

Socan't say Dumbiestand youl bat f koow
vou e sotie thing disagrecable, Pallv, o
think we had botter do b o bpenk fusg, ™

Mary tuve<d, and we all fetlowed Littde
wayx xahl on the way bome  Woedivided iy
the hall—the laedtes 1o breahiost, and we 1o
any warl, .

We had not sapoken for an honr, when Char-
teoy breke the stlenre,

“*What s brute Do, Wilirid Y he o saidd
Wiy shenbdurt 1 obeas moodas Joests Christ?
It sconts alwayvs as 80 a man misht. But just
look ot e’ Beeatse Dwias miserable mysels,
I went amd wande my poor Htthe stster twiee as
miserable as she washbolore,  She'll never ot
over what T said this morning.”

o Tt eas Drolishe of vou, Chiarley”

GOl was Tratal T oam the most seltish crva-
tre in the workib—always taken op with ug -
self. 1 do bebieve there i a devil, atter all.
Fam o devit, And thee undversal self i G
devil, . 1 there su- b a thing as a self
ahways giving itsell away—that solf would te
[H :

sRemething very ke the God of Claise
tianity, 1 think”

SF it were so, there swanld e a chanee ter
e W might then one day wive the Goishing
Bow to the devibin us, Bat no: e does all
for his vwn glory ™

st depends an what hids glory a0 11 whit
thv sof-sec Ky self wonld call L:lvll‘}', then 1
At with you-—hat is aot the God we nead.
But it his glory shoald be just the opposite—
the perfeet giving of himscif away—then.—
Of conrse 1 know nathing about it My uncle
used to say things Dke that”

He divd not reply, and we went en with vor
work. . Neither of the ladivs cawe near us
wgaedn that duy.

T Befure the end of the week, the Hbmey was
in toterable ordevto the vye, though it conld
not be perfectly araanged until the conuence-
ment of o catalogue should be us theadawn ot
w canreiousness i the df-restored mass,

Wiy

CCHAPTER NNXNIN.
A BTORM.

So many. boeks of ravity “and value bid ve.
verlied themselves, that it was not difienlt to
make Siv Giles comprehend in some degree the
fmportance of sueh 1 possession 17 he had
grown oty amd wore interestid an the work
went on - and even Lady Brotherton, althioueh
she much desired o have nt least the oldest
and most valueble of the -books. vébound in

red . morocco first, was so far eatisfied with
what she was told coricerning the worth of the
library, that she determined to invite some of
the neighbours to dianer, for the sake of show-
ing it. The wain access to it was to be by
the armoury ; and she had that side of the
gallery round the hall which led thither, co-
vered with a thick carpet. )

Meautime Charley had looked over all the
papers in iy chest, but, beyond what I have.
already stated, no fact of special interest had
besn brought to light,

In xending an invitation to Charley, Lady
Brothertou could hardly avoid sending me ono
e well: T doubt whether T should otherwise
have been allowed to enjoy the admiration be-
stowed on the result of my labours,

The dinner was formal and dreary enough -
the geniality of one of the heads of a bouse-
hold is seldom sutlicient to give character to
an entertainment,

CThey tellme you are s buyer of books, Mr.,
Alderforge,” said Mr. Mollet to the clergyman
of a neighbouring pacish, a8 we sat over our
witie,

» Quite amistake,” returned Mr, Alderforge.
1 s a reader of books.

s Phat of conrse! But you buy them first—
“don’t you "

“ Not always. [ sometimes borrow thamn”

“Phat 1oever doo I a book is worth bor-
rowing, it Js wortl buyving”

S Perhaps—if you can attord it,  Bat many
buoke that book-boycers value, T count worth-
less—for all their wide margins and uncut
feavaes ™

“ Wil yon come and have 8 look at Sir
Giles's Hbrary,” T ventured to say.

¢ 1 never heard of a hibrary at Moldwarp
Hall, Sic Giles)” said Mr, Mollet,

Pl am given to understand  there is avery
valualde cue” suid Mr. Alderforge. ¢ 1 shall
b glad o accompuny you, sir he added,
taruing to gy W—if Sir Giles will sllow
e

“Yaou cannot have a better guide than Me,
tmbermede said Sir Giles. @ T am indebted
te him almost for the discovery—altogetiy
for the restoration of the Hbrary.”

= Assisted by Miss Brotherton
feicnds, Sir Giles" T said,

A son of Mr. Cambermede, of Lowdon
Farm, 1 presume 77 said Alderforge, Lowinyg
interrogatively

A nephew )’ 1 answered,

# He was a most warthy man.—HRy the way,
Sir Giles, your young friewd bere must be o
distaut connevtion of your own. [ found in
sonre ook or other Iately, T forget whers at
tise wmement, that there were Cambermedes at
ohe tioee i Maldwarp Hall”

< Yesemnbont two hundeed rears age, T bes
Hoeveo Tt passed (o our branch of the fnaaily
somie time during the troubles.or the seven-
tectith senturyve——I bardly kuow how—! am
not much of an historian,”

I thonzht of my precious volume, and the
nawre of the title-page,  That book mighe
bave onen becn in the Hbrary of Moldwarg
Tall - If =0, how had it straved inte my pos-
senstoti—tlene, vot more to we than all that
was lett behind ?

We hetuok ourselves to the lthmary. The
vizitors expressed themselves astonished ot s
extent, and the wealth which even a glane.
revealed-—tor T took care to guide their putice
tg its vichost veins,

< When itois enee arranged,” 1 osaid, ol
funey there will be fow private libracies te
stand wocomparison with it—1 am thinking of
ol Fngtish Htersture, and old editions : there
15 ot a siogle volume of the present ceutury
tn it 5o fur as T know.”

and her

reonees fixed Lers and
there, bt as yet there Were o means of really
tighting the vooms.  Hence, when a yredt
flash of lightning broke from a cloud that
hunge over the patk right in front of the win-
tdows, it doaded them with w dazzling splen-
dour. 1T went to find Charley, foe the library
was thie beat place to see the Hizhtning from.
As T entered the drawingsreom, a tremendous
pead of thunder burst over the house, causing
so muach  consternstion amongst the Jadies,
that, for the sake of company, they all fol-
lowed o the Hbrary,  Clarg seemed  more
frightened than avy. - Mary. was perfectly
caim, Charley was mueh excited, The storm
grew in vialenee,  We saw  the lightning
strike o tree which stood alane a fow handred
vards from the house. When the next fdush
came, half of one side seemed torn away. The
wind rose, first in terce gusts, then into o
tempest, and the rain pouved in torrents,

+ Noue of youean go home to-nighe, Indies;
said Sir Giles, @ You must muke up your
minds ta stop where you are. Fow horses
wutthdfues such-a storm #s that.”

= It wonld beto tax your hospitality toe
grievousty, Nir Giles” said Mr. Alderforge
s 1 darvesay it will elear up by and by, or at
teast mederate sufficiently o ket us
hieme ™

1 hiad had a few old

B

wut

I don’tthink there's much chaunce of thag,”
returned Siv Giles, The barometer has been
steadily - falling for the  Just three days. My
dear, vour had better give your orders 8t once,”

“ Yau had better stop; Chavley,” T said,

» 1 won'tif you ge,” he retuined,

Clar was beside. )

Y ourmnst hot think of going ” she said.

Whether she spoke to him or me, I did not
know, but ag Charley made no answer—

] cannot. stop without being asked," I
said, “and it is not likely any one will take
the trouble to ask me.” .

The storm increased. At the request of the
ludies, the gentlemen left the library and ac-
coinpanied thein to the drawing-room for tea.
Qur hostess asked Clara to sing, but she was
too frightened to comply.

“ You will sing, Mary, if Lady Brotherton
usks you, I know,” said Mrs. Oshorne,

¥ Do, iy dear,” said Lady Brotherwu ; snd
Mary at once complied. ) .

I had never heard her sing, and did not ex-
pect much,  But although she had little exe-
cution, there was, I found, a wouderful charm
both in her voice and the simplicity of her
wode. I did not feel this at first, nor could 1
tell when the song began to lay hold upon me,
but when it ceased, I found what I had been
listening intently, I have often since tried to
recal it, but as yet it has eluded all my efforts.
[ still cherish. the hope that it may return
some night in a dream, or in some waking
moment of gquiescent thought, when what we
call the brain works, as it were, of itself, and
the spirit allows it play.

The close was lost in a louder peal of thun-
der than had yet burst.  Charley and I went
again to the library to look out on the night,
It wus dark as pitch, except when the light-
ning broke and revealed everything for one
intense moment,

i1 think sometimes,” said Charley, ¢ that
death will be like one of those flashes, reveal-
ing everything in hideous fact—fur just one
nome=nt and no more.”’

“ How  fur one moment and
Chart 1 usked.

¢ Because the sight of the truth concerning
7 musi kil the soul, if there be one, with
disrust at its own vileness, and the miserable
contrast between its aspirationy and attain-
ments, its pretences and its efforta. At least,
that would be the death fit for & life like wine
—a death of disgust at itsedf. We claim fm-
mortality ; we cringe and vower with the fear
that fmmortality may wof be the desting of
man: awd yet woe—/—do things uanworthy not
metily of immortality, but unworthy of the
puttertdy  existence of a single day in such a
warhid as this sometinies sceius to e, Just
think how | stabbed at my sister's taith this
morning—uqireless of waking her as miserable
as myselt! Bocanse my father has put into her
wind his fancies, and I hate them, I wound
again the heart which they wound, and which
cannot help their presence !

Jut the heart that can be sorry for an ae-
tiot is far above the action, just as her heart
s better than the notions that haunt iv'”

¢ Sumetinmes T hope so. But action deter-
mines character. And it is all such a muddle!
1 don't care much about what they call im-
mortality. I doubt if it is worth the having,
I would i thousand times vather have onedry
of conscious purity of heart and mind-aad soul
and body, than an cternity of such life as |
have now . ——What am T s 7 he added,
with a despairing laugh. It ix a fool's com-
parison ; for an ceternity of the furmer wonld
bi Bliss—aone moment of the latter 12 misery.”

I could but admire and pity my poor {ris
l;(r!?j at-atiee,

AMiss Pease had entered unheard,

< Ap, Cumbermede,” she said, © T have been
fpeking for you to show you your room. Itis
uot the one [ shondd like to have got for you,
Brat Mrs, Wilson says you have cccupied it be.
ipre, and Tdaresay you will find it comfort-
whle enough”

~Thank yvou, Miss Pease, I awm sorry you
should have taken the tronble. I can go
home well enough. I am not afraid of a little
rain.”

A Hutde rain!? said Charley, trying to
speak lightly.

<Well, any amount of main,” 1 said.

3ut the lighting ! "-——expostulated Miss
Pease, in a timid voice.

<[ wm something of a fatalist, Miss Pease”
1 osaid, s Every bullet has its billet,! you
know. Beside, if 1 had a cholee, T think I
would rather dic by lightning than auy other
way.”

“hen't talk ke that, Mr,
Uht what o flasht”

1 was ot speaking irreverently, I assure
you," I replied, 41 think I had better set
out at onee, for there secms ho chance of its
clearing.”

ST am sure $ie Giles would be distressed it
you did.” ) :

“ He will never kuow, and 1 dislike giviug
trouble.” :

S he room is readys 1 owill shiow. you
where 1t iy, that you may go when vou like”

ST Mrs, Wilson says it is aroom | ohave
ceenpivd before, [ kuow the way quite well”

“Thers are twaoways to it she said, ¢ But
of vourse one of them is enough,” she added,
with a smile, - < My, Osborne, your room is
in another part quite” :

o more,

Cumbermude.,

“1 kunow where my sister’s room 35, said
Chatley, I3 it anywhere vear ters 27 .
# T hat isothe toow you are to ‘havel Miss

Osborne is to be with your mamma, 1 think.
There is plenty of accommodation, enly the
wotice was short.” L R
I"began to button my coat.
“Dowv g, Wiltrid,” said Charley. “You




