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A PLOT WITHIN A PLOT;
OR,

THE MYSTERIES OF THE DOG’S NOSE.

CHAPTER XI.
JT was a sad and spiritless cavalcade that threaded its difficult 

way along the tortuous bridle-patli leading inland. Even the 
ace of the callous Frenchman wore a sombre, half-daunted look ;
aventrfw Z7 in the Pale moonlight, as if ghostly
ringing in Ms eTrs ^“d fte °f tbe dead were still 

As for Calvert, it isthe hand dasher] n° shame to his manhood to tell how often

ï ïïïï itzr** z “mi,es’they atCalvert leaped
v'oupe. Her brother beffig UkewTse 1Um “ ** ^ behind 

the men’s horses, the party broke 
incline, rattled

on
en

accommodated with one of
a„rnaa , ., int0 a smart trot down the 

•rates eWf , f the bndSe> an<l after brief del 
b A1 , 6d UP the broad drive towards Ansdell Hall
fc«4, ‘Tring over the biU»'j -» of
swelling out into roo P°1 1C°’ \tS balconied tiers of windows—here 
mers and peaked ZZ ? * 1<>ng a”d lanceolate; oval dor-
the monotony ,/tl 5 and ornate chimney-stacks aloft to break 
eitheHrand and a c 6 ^ Broad ^ flunked it
tened like ’a gLier^The 7 Wh°Se CrJStal Walls and roof glis“ 

open-work balustrade of aZ

acces^sories^ere well"fitted TPu°-e °f the pictm"e’ the surr°unding
shadows and ghostly !h °Ut the eflbct- The filing
open lawn and bosky ehP* 1 m°°nbeams Pla7ed 

into the d,y„5 L°'mdin

com,onion ««.
“ Why, what a charmin 

be very happy here.”

ay at the park

on

sweeping terraces, with their carved 
one, formed a richly-fretted base line.

over 
g away

around.

as his

g abode you have, Calvert! One could

*


