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It was not until early summer that Warrington took possession of
Marvyn Abbey. He had bought the property in the preceding autumn, but
the place had so fallen into decay through the disorders of time that
more than six months elapsed ere it was inhabitable. The delay,
however, fell out conveniently for Warrington; for the Bosanquets
spent the winter abroad, and nothing must suit but he must spend it
with them. There was never a man who pursued his passion with such
ardour. He was ever at Miss Bosanquet's skirts, and bade fair to make
her as steadfast a husband as he was attached a lover. Thus it was
not until after his return from that prolonged exile that he had the
opportunity of inspecting the repairs discharged by his architect. He
was nothing out of the common in character, but was full of kindly
impulses and a fellow of impetuous blood. When he called upon me in
my chambers he spoke with some excitement of his Abbey, as also of
his approaching marriage; and finally, breaking into an exhibition of
genuine affection, declared that we had been so long and so
continuously intimate that I, and none other, must help him warm his
house and marry his bride. It had indeed been always understood
between us that I should serve him at the ceremony, but now it
appeared that I must start my duties even earlier. The prospect of a
summer holiday in Utterbourne pleased me. It was a charming village,
set upon the slope of a wooded hill and within call of the sea. I had
a slight knowledge of the district from a riding excursion taken
through that part of Devonshire; and years before, and ere Warrington
had come into his money, had viewed the Abbey ruins from a distance
with the polite curiosity of a passing tourist.

I examined them now with new eyes as we drove up the avenue. The
face which the ancient building presented to the valley was of
magnificent design, but now much worn and battered.

Part of it, the right wing, I judged to be long past the uses of a
dwelling, for the walls had crumbled away, huge gaps opened in the
foundations, and the roof was quite dismantled.

Warrington had very wisely left this portion to its own sinister
decay; it was the left wing which had been restored, and which we
were to inhabit. The entrance, I will confess, was a little mean, for
the large doorway had been bricked up and an ordinary modern door
gave upon the spacious terrace and the winding gardens. But apart
from this, the work of restoration had been undertaken with skill and
piety, and the interior had retained its native dignity, while
resuming an air of proper comfort. The old oak had been repaired
congruous with the original designs, and the great rooms had been as
little altered as was requisite to adapt them for daily use.

Warrington passed quickly from chamber to chamber in evident
delight, directing my attention upon this and upon that, and eagerly
requiring my congratulations and approval. My comments must have
satisfied him, for the place attracted me vastly. The only criticism
I ventured was to remark upon the size of the rooms and to question
if they might dwarf the insignificant human figures they were to
entertain.

He laughed. "Not a bit," said he. "Roaring fires in winter in
those fine old fireplaces; and as for summer, the more space the
better. We shall be jolly."

I followed him along the noble hall, and we stopped before a small
door of very black oak.

"The bedrooms," he explained, as he turned the key, "are all
upstairs, but mine is not ready yet.

"And besides, I am reserving it; I won't sleep in it till--you
understand," he concluded, with a smiling suggestion of
embarrassment.

I understood very well. He threw the door open.

"I am going to use this in the meantime," he continued. "Queer
little room, isn't it? It used to be a sort of library. How do you
think it looks?"

We had entered as he spoke, and stood, distributing our glances in
that vague and general way in which a room is surveyed. It was a
chamber of much smaller proportions than the rest, and was dimly
lighted by two long narrow windows sunk in the great walls. The bed
and the modern fittings looked strangely out of keeping with its
ancient privacy. The walls were rudely distempered with barbaric
frescos, dating, I conjectured, from the fourteenth century; and the
floor was of stone, worn into grooves and hollows with the feet of
many generations. As I was taking in these facts, there came over me
a sudden curiosity as to those dead Marvyns who had held the Abbey
for so long. This silent chamber seemed to suggest questions of their
history; it spoke eloquently of past ages and past deeds, fallen now
into oblivion. Here, within these thick walls, no echo from the outer
world might carry, no sound would ring within its solitary seclusion.
Even the silence seemed to confer with one upon the ancient
transactions of that extinct House.

Warrington stirred, and turned suddenly to me. "I hope it's not
damp," said he, with a slight shiver. "It looks rather solemn. I
thought furniture would brighten it up."

"I should think it would be very comfortable," said I. "You will
never be disturbed by any sounds at any rate."

"No," he answered, hesitatingly; and then, quickly, on one of his
impulses: "Hang it, Heywood, there's too much silence here for me."
Then he laughed. "Oh, I shall do very well for a month or two." And
with that appeared to return to his former placid cheerfulness.

The train of thought started in that sombre chamber served to
entertain me several times that day. I questioned Warrington at
dinner, which we took in one of the smaller rooms, commanding a
lovely prospect of dale and sea. He shook his head.
Archæological lore, as indeed anything else out of the borders
of actual life, held very little interest for him.

"The Marvyns died out in 1714, I believe," he said, indifferently;
"someone told me that--the man I bought it from, I think. They might
just as well have kept the place up since; but I think it has been
only occupied twice between then and now, and the last time was forty
years ago. It would have rotted to pieces if I hadn't taken it.
Perhaps Mrs Batty could tell you. She's lived in these parts almost
all her life."

To humour me, and affected, I doubt not, by a certain pride in his
new possession, he put the query to his housekeeper upon her
appearance subsequently; but it seemed that her knowledge was little
fuller than his own, though she had gathered some vague traditions of
the countryside.

The Marvyns had not left a reputable name, if rumour spoke truly;
theirs was a family to which black deeds had been credited. They were
ill-starred also in their fortunes, and had become extinct suddenly;
but for the rest, the events had fallen too many generations ago to
be current now between the memories of the village.

Warrington, who was more eager to discuss the future than to
recall the past, was vastly excited by his anticipations. St
Pharamond, Sir William Bosanquet's house, lay across the valley,
barely five miles away; and as the family had now returned, it was
easy to forgive Warrington's elation.
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