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280 THE BOX WITH BROKEN SEALS

the moorland over which he had wanJcred with his

gun, the meadow round which he had tried the wild

young horses. In those few seconds of ecstatic joy,

he seemed for the first time to realise all that he had

suffered during his long exile.

More and more unreal seemed to grow the world

in which Sir Deris Jocelyn Cathlcy passed that day.

Time after time, the great hall in which he had

icr-played when a boy, draughty now but still moc

ateiy weather-tight, had echoed to the roars of wel-

come from old associates. But the climax of it all

came later on, when he sat at the head of the long,

black oak table, presiding over what was surely the

strangest feast ever prepared and given to the

strangest gathering of guests. The tablecloth of

fine linen was patched and mended— here and there

still in holes. Some of the dishes were of silver and

others of kitchen china. There were knives and

forks beautifully shaped and fashioned, mingled with

the horn-handled ware of the kitchen; silver plate

and common pewter side by side; priceless glass and

common tumblers ; fragments of beautiful china and

here and there white delf, borrowed from a neigh-

bouring farm. The fare was simple but plentiful;

the only drink whisky and some ancient Marsala, m
dust-coVered bottles, produced by Timothy with

great pride and served with his own hand. The

roar which had greeted the first drinking of Sir

Denis' health had scarcely died away when Michael

Dilwyn led the way to the final sensation.

"Denis, my boy," he said, "there's a trifle of
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