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When we had parted for the night, my
brains began to go about, and the contre of
their gyration was not Mary now, but Clara.
What could bave induced her to play me false?
All my vanity, of which 1 had enough, was
insuicient to persuade me that it conld be
out of revenge for the gradual diminution of
my attentions to hev. She had sven me pay
noue to Mary, 1 thought, e¢xcept she hnd
caught a glimpse from the next room of the
Hetle passage of the ring, and that T did not
believe,  Neither did T believe she had ever
enred enongh abont me to be jealous of what-
ever attentions 1 might pay to anether.  But
in all my conjectures, T had to confess mysclf
utterly foiled 1 could fmagine no metive,
Two possibilitics alone, both cqually imjpro-
bable, sugpested themselves—the one, that
she did it for pure love of mischicf, which
false as she was to me, i conld not believe s
thie other, which likewise T rejectad, that she
wanted to ingratiate Gierself with Brothertan,
I L still, however, scarcely a donbt Laat she
had laid the sword on my bud, Trying o
imagine a connection between this possible
action and Mary's mistake, I built up o con-
Jectural form of conjeetural facts to this effvet
—that Mary had seen her go into my reom:
had wken it for the rcom she was te shure
with her, and had followed her cither at onie
—in which ecage T suapposed Clam to have
wone out by the stair to the reof o aveid be-
g sven—ar afterwards, from seme acciident,
withont a light in her band, But 1 do et
care o set down nioee of my specunlationz, for
note cuncerning this cither were satistuctory
to myvself, amd 1 remain almast as much in
the dark to this day., In any case the {ear
remained that Claza must on the bor-
ders of the discovery of Mary's sceret, 17 in-
eed she did uet know it already, which was
readinl thonshit—maore especially as 1 eonld
po o conftdence o ber, T owas giad to
k., however, that they were 1o be partad
sooseon, and I ohad Hotle fear of any corrés-
pondenee between them.

T mext morning Charley set ont teowe
Jay them at a cvrtain point on their home-
ward journey, 1 did not proposs o accome
any bim. 1 preferred having him epeak for
st not Koowing how muceh they might
heard tomy discredit, for it was oofrom
: ste the matterbad bieen kept o fom
After be had started, however, I could not
rest, and for pure restlesstoss sent Styices to
forech my mare.  The loss of my swaord was a
tride to me npow, but the proximits of the
place whire 1 should henecforth be regarded
as what [ hardly dared o realize | was alinnst
mendurable, As i [ had actually been guilty
of what was lald o my charge, T lonaed 10
Lide myzelf in some impenetrable depth, and
kept looking out imjpaticntly for Bivles rue
turn. At lenath I eanght sight of my Liliay
bead rising white from the hwilow in wi
the farm lay, and ran up to my room to make
a little change in my attire, Jast as I soatch-
ed my riding-whip from a hook by the win.
dow, I spied a horseman approaching from
the direction of the park gates! Once more
it was Mr. Coningham, riding hitherward from
the windy trees. In no degree  jnclined w
meet him, I hurried down the stair, and arriv-
ing at the very mowent Styles drew up, spripe
into the saddle, and would have galloped off
in the opposite direction, confident that no
horse of Mr, Coningham's could overtake my
Lilith.  But the moment T was in the saddle,
1 remembered there was a pile of books on the
window-sill of my uncle's room, belonging to
the Jibrary at the Hall, and 1 stopped a ino-
muent to o give Styles the direction to take
them home at ones, and, having asked a word
of Miss Pease, to request her, with my kind
regards, 10 sen them safely deposited amongst
the rest. Tn consequence of this delay, just
as [ set off at fall speed from the dagr, Mr,
Coningham rode round the corner ¢f the
house,

“ What a devil of a hurry you are in, Mr,
Cumbermede ™ heerfod. # ] was just coming
to see you,  (lan’i you spars me o word 7 %

I'was forced to pull up, and reply as civilly
as might by,

I am only going for a ride” I said, # and
will go part of your way with you if you
like.”

t Thank you. That will suit me admirably,
I am going Gastford way. Have yvou ever
bewn there 77

HNo" T answered. ¢ 1 have only just heard
the name of the village *f

1t is a pretty place. But there's the oddest

o

e a

old church you ever saw, within a couple of

miles of it—alone in the middls of a forest—
or at least it was a forest not long agn, Tt is
moktly young trecs-now, There jsn't & house
within. a mile of it;and the nearest stands us
lonely as the church—quite & :place to suit
the fancy of & poet like you! Cowe alonyg and

sec it. ‘You may as well go one way as An-
other, if you only want a ride.”

« How far is it ?” I asked. :

10 Only reven or eight wiles across country !
1 can take vou all the way through lanes and
ficlds.” :

Perplexed or angry 1 was always disinclined
for speech ; and it was only after things had
arranged themselves in wy mind, or 1 had
mastered my indignation, that I would begin
to feel communicative.  But something pru-
dential juside warned me that I conld not
afford to lose any friend 1 bad ; and althouxh
Lowas not prepared to conflde my wiongs to
Mr. Coningham, | felt 1 might some day be
zlad of his counsel

CHAPTER XLV,

CMBERDEN CHURCH.

My companion chatted away, lauded my
mare, askedd i€ T had seen Clars Iately, and
how the library was going on, 1 answered
him carclessly, without even a hint at my
troubles,

fn the whole place, two or three of which only
had gravestones on them,  One lay open with
the rough yellow lumps all sbout i, and
comploted the desolation. - The ohuu:h wus
nearly square—small,and shapeless, with but
four Iatticed windows, two on one side, ona
on the other, and the fourth in the cast end,
It was built partly. of bricks and partly of
flint stones, the wally bowed and bent, and
the roof waved and broken,  Its old sge had
gathiered none of the graces of age to soften its
natural ugliness, or elevate ity insignificance,
Except u few lichens, there was not'a mark
of vegetation about it.  Not a single ivy leaf

grew on its spotted and wasted wails, Tt gave

a hopeless, pagan expression to the whole
Inndscape—for it stood on a rising ground
from which we had an extensive prospect of
height aud hotlow, corntield and pasture and
wood, away to the dim blue horizon,

“ You don't find it enlivening, do you—eh 7
said my companion, : )

#§ never saw such a frightfully desolata
rpot,” 1 said, ¢ to have yet the appearance of
n place of Christinn worship. It Jooks ns if
there were s curse upon it. Are all those the

Mr. Cumber.
Youve been taking too little exer-
o Luet's have a canter. It will do yon
good.  Here's a nice bit of sward.”

I was only too ready to embrace the excuse
fur dropping a conversation towards which T
wag unsble to contribute my share. .

Having reached a small roadside inng we
gave our horzed a little refreshment; after
which, crossing s field or two by jumping the
wtiles, we entered the loveliest lane | had ever
seuny, It was 0 narrow that there was just
room for horses to pass each other; and cover-
e} with the greenest sward rarely trodden, It
ran through the midst of & wilderness of tall
hazelt,  They stood up on both sides of it,
riraigbt and trim ag walls, high above our

“You seem out of spirits,
medd

hends as we sat on onr horses: and the lane

wiui =0 serpentine, that we conld never see

further than a few yards ahead; while, to-

wards the end, it kept tirning 'so much in ons
direction that we scemed to be following the
cirenmference of a little circle, Tt censed at
length at o smntl doublé-leaved gate of iron,

to which we tied our horses before entering .

the churchvand,  Bat instead of s neat Bnrial

place, which the whole appronch would “have
given ns to expeet, we found a desert... The:
extraordinary coarseness, and .

o wias of
mingled with quantities of vile-looking weeds,
Several of the graves had not even a spot. of
green upon them, but were mere heaps of
yellow enrth in huge lumps, mixed with large
stones,  There wai pot above 4 score of graves

ARR

graves of anicides and murderers 7 It cannot

surely b consecrnted groond.”

“ 1t not nice,” he eadd, 91 didn't expect
you to like it T anly sald it waa odd

4 Is thire any service held fn 1077 T asked.

4 Yes—oneo s fortnight or so.  The rector

“har another living a few miles off)”

“ Where ean the congregation come from 7"

* Hardly from anywhéra, o There sin't gene-
rally more than “five or «ix, I bidieve., Let's
have a look at the inside of it )

-4 The windows are much too high, and uno
foothold.” C ’ : :

Wl o in :

“Where ean you get the key 7Tt must be
n-mile off . a8t least by yeur own acconnt:
There's no houge nearer than that, you gay 7"

He made me no reply, bt going to the anly
fiat . gravestone, which stood on short thick
pillars, he put his hand beneath it, and drew
out a great rasty key, . s

n_ mecret or two,”

S Country lawyers - know
he said, - e ; -
_“Nat always much worth knowing,” T re-
joined,— 4 the ingidi be no better than the
outside,” : o .

Wt have a ook nnyhow ' he'snid, as he
turncd the key in the dry o ) .

The door suarled on its hinges and diseloged
a-space dreirier. certainly, and - if possible
uglier thaz ita promise, : i -

“Really, Mr. Cordngham,” T sabi, 1 don't
se¢ why yon should bave brought e to look

.

at this place,”:

~struotively.”

i

at all evenyy,
which was ()ya
hat o wretched

“ It anawered for a bait,
You've had a good long ride,
best thing for you.,  Look w
little vcsl‘ry that s :
1t was but n corner of the es ,
off by a faded red curtain, cast end, divided
¢ 1 suppose - they keep n parish re
here,” be satd, -« Lot's have o logk »
Behiud tho: curtin hung o dicty surplice -
and a gown, . ITn the corner stood 5 '«lt.;sk liko
the schoolmaster's in a village school The 0
wag n Bhelf with a few vellum-bound .bmkx‘v:;‘
ft, and nothing else, not vven a chair, ip u,,:
place. . .
¢ Yes; there they are P he said; ag by
down one of the volumes fmm’ thy
¢ This one comes to a close in the middi, of
the last century. T .dave say there jx smiw-
thing in this now that would be interaegiy,
enough to somebody. Who knows how may
properties it might make change hindg 7 Y
¢ Not mauy, 1 should think., Those Miatters
are pretty well seen to now.” o
i By some one or other—not always (ha
rightful heiew. Life ix full of the gty )
facts, Mr. Cumbermede,
now, like you, my experience woubl make
me (im’v a good deal more in the way of inveg.
tion than any novellst.T happen to have roag
Look there, for instance!™ ’
He polnted to the top of the last page,
rather, the st lnlf of the cover, T
follows :—
< MARRTAGES, 1743,
@ Mro Wilfrid Cumbermede Danyil, of 4,
Parish of , secand son of Sie Bichand
Daryll, of Moldwarp Hall, in the County of
e, 0 Misteess  Elizaboth  Woaedigte
were married by a license, Jau, 157

gistgr

{ook
shelf,

sting

AiTeRt
10 L were a noveljag

B S
I Teud as

¢ 1 don't know the wname of Darvil |
raid. :

“oIt wax
name,” be
that much”

¢ Yon kaew this was here, Mre Conis
[ gabd. < That is why you breaught .

s You sre right, I did koow it Was |
wrong in thinking it would interest oy -

o ertaindy not, J am obliged to you But
why this mystery 7 Why not have whd e
what you wanted me to go fos 77

AT will why vou o tarn, Why dhentid |
have wanted to sliow you uow mere thay
other timae what [ have kpown for as mans
yvears almost as you have lved ? Yoo
of n ride—why sbouldn’t T give s diret
it that might pay vou for yaur trouble? gt
why shonldo’t T have n Httle amasement oo
of it if I pleaged”  Why shanlis
your surprise at finding o oa place
bardly bean! of and would eortaind
most shinteresting, the record of o ia
copcerned you own  existenve
There!?

s 1 confess it interests me more
will easily ihinke——inazmuch as it seoma o
offer” to socount for things that kave preatis
pugzled me for some time, have of Iate
met with savernl hints of & coabnection st one
time or ovther hetween the Moat wnd
Hall, but thess hinta were g0 deolatod that |
could weave na theory o eonpsct them,
Now I dare say they will clear theoiselves
up.”

«i'Not a doubt of that, i{ von st abont itin
earnest 7

v How did be come to drop his surpame 77

“ That has to e accatiuted for.”

S 1t follnwremdoes it note—that Tamw of the
same blood as the pregent posse
vearp Hall7”

1 You areewbut the relation Ixonot a close
ope,”" satd Mr. Cegingham. o Sir Gils was
but distantly related to the stock of which
you cone.”

T vThen-—but 1 mnst turn it over inomy
mind. I am rather in & maze™

“ You have got some papers at the Maat®”
he satde—intervopatively,

s Yes: my friend Oxborne has beon Tooking
over thew, “He found ont this muacbe-that
there was gome connection between the Moat
and the Hall, but at a far earlicr date than
this points to, or any of the bints to which !
just now refrrred, The other day whea [
dined at Siv Giles's, Mr. Alderforge satd that
Cambermeda. was a name belopging to S0
Gilew's ancestry—or something to that wdvets
but that again could have nothiug te e with
those papets, or with the Moat atall”

Hare 1 stopped, for I conld not biiag my-
solf to refer to the sword, [t was not werely
that the subject was too painfal; of ail
things, T did not want'to be eris-questionad
by my lawyer-companion. ;

“H [ is not amongst those you will fod any-
thing of impartance, 1 suspect. Pid eonr

YOur  awn
returned,

great-grandiathore
S 1 happen to kuow

wham,”
5

80

A

thie

great-grandmother — the. same, w0 duubt,

whose marriage is here registored—lrave 10
letters or papers bebind her 77 !
i 1tve come. upon.a_fow fetters. T donl

know-If thero is anything more.” .

~ e You havew't read them, apparentls!
«] have not. 1've been always gedog o
“rend thom, but I haven't opencd one of thet
yeb.”! ) o o
4 Then 1 recommend you—that: is, if :
eare for an interonting piece of family lgm«fr.‘
—to rend those: letters curefwliy, that iv cob

you

 What do you weaun?"




