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CHAPTER XXXVII,
THE OLD CHEST.

{ vasyor help dwelling for 8 mowment ou the
seene, although it is not of the slightest con-
requence to my story, when Sir Giles and
Lady Brotherton centered the reading-room of
the rosuscitated libeary of Moldwarp Hall, 1t
was a bright day of autumn,  Outside all was
brilliant.  The latticed oriel looked over the
tawn and the park, where the trees had begun
to gather those rich hues which could hardly
Le the heralds of death if it were the ugly thing
it appears. Beyvond the fadivg woods rose a
line of blue heighits meeting the more etherial
biue of the sky, now faded to a colder and
puler tint.  The dappled skins of the fallow
deer glimmered threugh the trees, and the
whiter ones among them cast a light round
them in the shadows.  Through the trees that
on one side descended 1o the meadow below,
came the shine of the water where the little
brook had spread into still pools.  All with-
out was brizht with sunshine and clear air.
But when vou turned, all was dark, sombre,
amd rich like an austumo ten times faded.
Through the vpen door of the next room on
one side, you saw the shelves full of books,
and {rom bevond, through the narrow uplifted
deor, came the glimmer of the weapons on the
wall of the little armoury.  Two ancient
tapestry-covered settees, in which the ravages
uf moth and worm had been met by skilful
repir of chizel and needle, & heavy table of
ok, with carved sides, as black as ebony, and
a few old, stmigzht-backed chairs were the sole
furnitnre:

Sir Giles expressed muck  pleasure, and
Lady Brothertun, beginning to enter a little
into my plans, was more gracious than
hitherto.

“ We must give a party as soon as vou have
finished, Mr, Cumbermede.” she said ;¢ and

«That will be some time yet.”” 1interrnpt-
ed, not desiring the invitation she seemed
about to foree herself to ntter; s+ and 1 fear
there are not many o this peighbourhood
who will appreciate the rarity and value of the
Hbrary—if the other roomes bkonld turn ont as
rivh as thut one.”

I belicve old books are expensive now-a-
days,” she returned . o They are more sonught
after, | nnderstand

We resumesd our work with fresh vigour,
and got on faster  Both Clara and Mary were
assiduous in their help.

Te go back for a little to my own old ches
—we found it, as I have said, full of musty
papers.  After turniug over a few, seeming, to
my uneducated eve, deeds and wills and such
like, out of which it was evident | could gathe
no harest meaning without a labour T was not
inclined to expemi on them—for T had no
pleasuee in such detals as involved nothing of
the picturesque—IJ threw the oue in my hand
upon the heap already tasen from the box,
and to the indignation of Charley, who was
absorbed in one of them, and had not spoken
a word for at least a quarter of an hour, ex-
claimed—

~ Come, Chacley ; I'm sick of the rubbish.
Let's go and have a walk before supper.”

“ Rubbish " he reprated; 1 am ashumed
of you ™"

] see Clara has been setting you on, |
wonder what she’s got in her head. | am sure
I have quite a sufficient regard for family bis-
tory and all that’

1 Very like it said Charley—¢ calling such
4 chestful as this rubbigh 1"

“1 am pleased enough to possess it,” I said ;
wbhut if they had been such books as some of
those at the Hall — )

“Look boere then,” he said, stoopiog over
the chest, and with some difficulty hauling
ont a great folio which he had discovered tw-

.

Jow, but ha'l not yet examined—% jost sec

what you can make of that.”

I openedd the title page, ratber eagerly. |
stared. Could I believe my eyes ?  First of
all on the top of it in the neatest old hand,
wis  written—=* Guailfrid  Combremead  His
Boke. 1630  Then followed what [ will
not write, lest this M8, should by any acei-
dvut fall into the hands of bookhunters before
my death. T juimaped to my feet, gave a shout
that brought Charley to his feet also, and
danced about the empty room hugging the
folio ¢ Have. you lost your seuses?” said
Charley ; but-when he had a peep of the title
page, he became ag much excited as myself,

and it was xome. time before. he could settle

down to the papers again, Like a bee over a
flower-bed, I went dipping and sipping at my
tredsare.
bore u flavour of ancient verity such a8 I had
vever before perceived in'them, At length 1
tooked up, and finding him as much absorbed
ue § hiwd Leen myself, :

Every word of the well-known lines

% Well, Charley, what are you finding there ?”
1 asked. i

““Proof perhaps that you come of an older
family than you think,” he answered ; ¢ proof
certainly that some part at least of the Mold-
warp property was at one time’ joined to the
Moat, and that vou are of the same stock a
branch of which was afterwands raised to the
preseut baronetage, - At lesst I have little
doubt such is the case, though I cau hardly
suy I am yet prepared to prove it

“ You don’t mean I'm of the same blood as
—uas Geotfrey Brotherton!” ['said. 1 would
rather not, if it’s the same to you, Charley.”

«] can't help it: that's the way things
point,” he answered, throwing down  the
parchment. ¢ But | can't read more now,
Let's go and have ¢ walk. I'll stop at home
to-morrow, and take a look over the whole
set.”

“ P stop with you™

“ No, vou won't, You'll go and get un
with your tikmry. I shall do better'slone. It
I could only get a peep at the Moldwarp chest
as well!”

¢ But the place may have been Lought and

¢

understand. It seems to me alwayd as if sho
weré—I will not say underhand, but as if she
had some object in view—some design upon
you—"

d # Upon me 1" exclaimed Charley, looking at
mo suddenly and with a face from which all
the colour had fled. .

«Xo, no, Charley, not that, ‘I answered
laughing. “ T used the word impersonally: {
will be more cautions. . One would think wu
had been talking about a witch—or & demon-
lady—you are 5o frightened at the notion of
her baving you in her eye”

He did not seéem altogetlier relivved, and 1
caught un uneasy glance seeking my coun-
tenance, ) ‘ )

“ But isn't wiwe charming 77 1 went ou. It
is ouly to you I vould talk about her so. And
after all it may be only a fancy.”

He kept his face downwards and aside, ns if
he were pondering and coming to no conclu-
sion. The silence grew and grew until ex-
pectation ceased, and when T spoke sgain, it
was of something different,

My reader msy be certain from all this that
[ was not in love with Claru,  Hur beauty and

W
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o Bell, Charley, whit are youﬁmlin{; there 1 1 shed.

sold mnany times.. Just look here though,” |
said, a¢ [ ghowed him the crest on my watch
and seal. ¢ Mind vou look at the top of your
spoon the next time you eat soup at. the
Hall." '

s 'That i unnecessary quite. I recognize
the crest at onece, . How strangely thewe cryp-
wgraphs come drifting along the tide, like the
gilded ornaments of a wreck after the hull has
gone down 1

wOr, like the mole or squint that reappenes.
in successive generations, the legacy of some
long-forgott-n ancestor,” I said—and séveral:
things unexplained occurred to me ag possibly
hiaving a common solution. s ‘

w1 tind- however,” said Charley, % that the
name of Cumbermede is not wmentioned in
your papers more than about a hundeed years
back——as far w6 [ have yet made out.”

“That. is odd,” I retnrned, # seeing that in
the same chest we tind that book with my

‘name, surnams and Christian, and the date

1630." : .

1y i stounge,” he scquicsced, and will
perhaps require. a4 somewhat complicated
theory to meet it L

We hegan to talk of other. matters; and,
naturally enough, #oown came to Clara,

Charley war never ready to talk of her—in-

“deed avoided  the wnbjéct in a way that con..
“tiaued to perplex ne.

“ 1 confess to you, Charley * 1 sard, ' there
in something sbovt her T-do not and cannot

liveliness, with a gaiety which not eeldom
assumed the form of grace, attraced me mach,
it is truc: but nothing interferes more with
tho growth of any passion than a spirit of
gqueationing, and that onee aroused, love - bes
gins to cease and pare into pain, - Few, per-
haps, could have arrived at the point of ad-

~miration ;- had - reached without falling in-

stantly therefrom iuto an ahyss of «xbsorbing
pansion ; but with me, inasmuch as T acarched
every feeling in the hope of - finding in it the

everlasting, there was in the present case a

reiterated check, if not indeed recoil ; for |
was not and could not make myself sure thnt
Clarn war_ apright ;—pirhaps the raoré com:
monplace word straghtfuncard wonld expross
my menning botver, :

Anxivus to get the books arsnged before
they all left e, for | knew T should have bot
Tittle heart” for it after they wers gone, 1
grudged . Charley the foretinon ke wanted
amongst my papers, und prevailed npon him:
to gzo with mie the next day as nsual. Another
fortnight, which wax slmost the limit of theie
stay, would, T thonght, suflice ; and giving up
everything else, Charley and T worked from

“morning till night, with much though desul-

tory assistance from. the ladies. T contrived
to keep the earpenter and housemaid in work,

and by the end of the week began to see the'
Atronds of ordes 1t genttering the rear of dicke

ueRs thin »
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CHAPTER XXXVIII,
!Al‘{\’ Q¥BORNE,

Au this time the scqualntance betwieg
Mury Osborne and myself had not i
Save as - the sister of my friend
repent, found: hér iuteresting.
seem at all to fultl the promise of her child
hood.  Hardly once did she address m - und.
when [ spoke to her, would reply “}m, a
simple, dnll directness,  which  indicateg
nothing beyond ‘the fact of the passing gven.
sion,  Rightly or wrongly, 1 concluded that
the morv fudulgence she cherirbed for Char.
ley, the less she felt for his friend—that 1,
him she attributed the endlessly sad dociog.
sion of her darling brother.  Once on her fuee
1 surprised o look of unutterable sorrow ru..
fog on Charley's: but the moment she wo
that I observed her, the look divd oyt and
her face stiffered into ita usual (l\l“llt‘m: atid
negation.  On me, she turned only the upe,.
lightened dise of her soul. Mre, Osborys
whom T seldotn gaw, belimved with wuch mmj,:
Kindness, though hardly more cordiality 1t
was only that she allowed her bright “ing,).
wenee for Charley to cast the shadow of Lis
tmage over the mults of his friend i and exvepy
by the sadness that dwelt in every line of her
sweet face, she did ol attrsct me [ wy.
everawdre of an inward judgment whicly [ dig
not beliove Tdeserved, and T would vurn g
her look with a sense of injury which yreate
love would have changed into keen pain.

Ouce, however, T did weet a look o Sy -
pathy from Mary., On the sccond Monday f
the fortnight I was more anxious thau ever (o
reach the end of my labours, and was iy the
vourt, accomprinicd by Charley, a3 carly as
cight o'clock.  From the hall o dark ;v:lr;u;(.
ted past the door of the dining roous to
wanden, Through the dark tube of the pasag,
we saw the bright green of o levely Tt o
sward and upon it Mary and Clara
white morning dresses, We joined the

& Here come the stuve-drivers ' remarh.
Clam,

S Already 7 sabd Mary.in alow vobo, wia ks
I thought had & tinge of dismay in its ton.

# Never mind, Polly,” said hes companing
—we're not going e bow o their will ang
pleasure,. We'll have our walk in spite of
thetm

As she spoke she thiew aglawec atuewnn b
seemed to sy — You may vone 17 yoen e
then turned to Mary with auother win b
SCWe chall see whether they prefor old baahe
or young lndies”

Charley Tooked st me—tnteriogativeis

“ Hrooas you tke, Charley [ 1 said

oD witl doas vou de,” e answered

Wl 1 owabd, 2 1 have noonghit —e

0Ok, bother I said Clarn—s Yorre ac nsa-
nificent always with vonr rights and wrones
Are YOU coming, ar are you not 77

“¥er, P ocoming,” 1 orepliod convioted
by Claras directness, for T was quite seails w

BProved
» F hiad not, 1
Ske did ney

atd {n:

i

ro

We eromsed the conrt, atd atrobled U
the park, which was ot creat entont in the
direction of o thiek woed, voverine a o
wards the cast  The morning alr was
Iv still: there was a- Titele desw on the i
which shone mther than sparkled e sun
wrs burning throngh & Hght fop whtn b oow
decper ax we approachsd thie woed o the o

faournfal seent,
wide opening or glade, stretebing ~temizh
far towardr the euat, and along thiswe wa
with that exhilaration which thr :
antumn »o RtERAEely beatows. Fuor setse dis
tance the ground ascended woftly, hut the view
was finally closed in by a wmore abimpt ~we
over the brow of which the mist hung s dag
zling brightness,

Notwithstanding the palety of annaai -u
rity produced by the'scason, 1 felt unusualic
depressed that merning.  Already, T loliove,
I was beginning to feel the home-boro madness
of the sonl whose wings are weary sl whow
foot can And. no firm soil on whivh to rest,
Sometimes 1 think  the wonder §» tat o0
many men are pever and.  Tdoubt it Charley
wenld have suffered xo but for the wiongs ‘Yn--
father's sehish religion had done b which
perhaps wens thetefore so far well tsuoeh
s otherwise he might not buve cared el
abont religion even Lo doubt concomingil
But in iny caxe now, ity have boen “hl}‘
the unwitisfying presenee of Clars, hasube
by wdim regret that T couid not love her mos
than [ did. . For with regacd to her, my ~oul
wiet Hike otie whin in o dreatn ot delight e
outspread before him s wide viver, whetet th
mwhkus baste to plunge that hiv may th~'[-:u¥
himself in the fine velement ; but, wading
engurly, mlag! finds not s single pool devper
than his knees, L

“ What's the matter with you, Wilfrid 7 ~aid

fadiog

“Charley, who, i the midst of . gome gy talk,

suddenly pereeived my sileneo—s You s
to lose all your spirits awny from your pee-
cious library, - I do believe you grodge every
moment not spent npon these wmgged ol
bookx.”’ .

S waan't thiuking of that, Charley {'I it
wandering what les beyond that mist.” =
W] ew A clinpter of the Pilgrhu’s Fae
grovs! Here we are—Mary, you’rc_(}hrm‘tmm,
and, Clars, youw're Mercy. - Wilfrid, yonie—




