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THE HIDDEN TREASURE.

CHAPTLER L.

*Happineas | theu lovely name,

Whore's thy etat f=—oh, 1] w@e wheoe!
Lewrulbg, Pleasure, Weadth, nud Famr,
Al ery ouk, Tt fa vod Lera

Not the wisdom of the wise

{Cpn loform moe wherse it liea )

Hot the grendent of the preat |
Can the bliss [ ook oreats,”

oLy wish I had becn one of the
Knighta of the Round Table, and
wouldn't [ have sought for the
Sangreal, and found it toot If ene conld find
it, he would obtein true happiness, they say ;
and surely that would make up for long years
perhiaps spent in the scarch. Yes, il is & thow-
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10 The Hiddsn Treasure,

sand pities T was not born a Bir Galahad; 1'd
nave been off to-morrow in the queat '
Tha'apea.ke-r was 8 lad of some sixteen years,
with & bright, good-looking face, who sat in the
widet of & group of yonng people, under the
ghade of dome old trees in the lawn of Amberley
Fark, in Westmoraland, The summer sin-
shire waa bathing with its golden light the
wholy smrromnding eeene,—resting caressingly
on the brilliant-coloured flowers in the terraced
garden, and playing on the walers of the nol
far distant lukes ; and, despite of the thick fali-
age, Torcing ita way through the delieate preen
teaves of the cluster of beech-frees where the
youngetera sat.
Bhouts of laughter greeted the boy's speech

Harry Wilmot tumed & Sir Galshad ; and io
acarch of happinesa too, as if he were dying ot
misery | Come, Hurry, you must pull a longer
face era we boliorn that "
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But Hary was not to be put down by ¢
laugh. *All very fine to langh, Csborne,' he
said ; ¢ but, after all, what is the great ohject in
the lives of all men, but just s sesking to find
happiness +—only sll are not agresd a8 to what
vonstitutes it, and e seck it in differont ways.
though they may call it by different names. |
bave not made up my mind yet how or where
I am to seck it; but find it T must, and shall.
I beliove it is a hidden tressore, to be got for
the seeking.  What say youo, Stewart ¥

The perscn thus addreszed was a young man
of twenty-ome years, with a clever, studious ex-
preasion of countenance, whose name was alreedy
attracting witantion, by the honours he had waon
at Cambridge.

‘ Buppose we refer the qoestion to Aunt
Mary,” he suid, rising, ns he spoke, to make
way for an elderly lady and o young girl, whe

Lad come to join them. *Now, Aunt Mary, o
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question of great importance has been started;
and a8 some differences of opinion have arisen
on the subject, you ruust be judge, and decide
who is right and who is wrenye.  Is true happi-
ness a hidden tressure, to b found by seeking,
as Wilmot deelares ; or is it something that we
| all possess, ns Osbiorme says, nnd therefore need

not to be sought for at all, seeing we have it |

already? We wait for your decision.’

Vory kindly did Aunt Mary emile at the |

youngsters, who had gathersed around her; but
the smilo changed to o more serious look pe she
answered : ‘ Ilarry 18 vight. True bappiness @
a hidden fressurs, only to be found in one
place ; but surely to be fowul there by those
who seok it aright.  The Groeat Tremsurer, who
keaps the key, Himsell hath said, " Seek, and
yo ghall find. "’

All understood Aant Mary's words. 1t might
bo that, in their own hearts, all acknowledged
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their truth ; but, ss yet, the paths which they
nad marked out (theugh they scarce acknow-
iedged it) as leading to the treasure, lay far
away from the only true one.

dtewart wae the first to bLreak the silemce
which had followed Aunt Mary's words. *1
mean to soek for happiness,’ said he, fin books,
and in wisdom; and you know, euntie, your
Book #ave, “Happy is the man that findeth
wigdom, and the man that geiteth undoreiand
mg"” Does it not §'

*Yen, Hobert ; but it also says, “7The fear of
the Lord is the beginning of wisdom: a good
anderstanding have all they that do hiz com-
mandments.” And apain, “The fear of the |
Lord, that is wisdow ; and to depart from evil
is understatding.™'

‘Well, Aunt Mary,” wus Lhe laughing reply

youw've gut the better of me there; snd one
thing I do believe—gyou have found the Hididen




