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AN ORIGINAL NOVEL.

CHAPTER XIL
THE HUNTERS AT HOME.

« May 1 come in for a few minutes?" asked
Stannie, hesitatingly, still standing in the win-
dow. “This is such a pretty room! [ have
only once before been here.”

** Yes: come in, Miss Ross.
me civilly on my ewn ground.
conld aceuse Lotty of doing.
Elma's dress 17

Stannie looked at it thoughtfully for a few
minutes, sud then replied, “ It's gorgeous ! She
puts me in mind of & tropical bird! .Hmv well
red and purple blend together! Don't you like
it, Loty "

“[t's not ugly,”” answered Lotty, who was
busv collecting the scattered papers  ‘‘ Gordon,
if yvou really object to remsrks which I can't help
making, von shorld lock the door and bar the
window ! I don’t mean to be unfecling ! Are
vou very angry with me "’
© ¢ Nothiog in the world is worth being very
apgry about, but T am going to sugwest that you
kesp your own opinion to vourself respecting
this particular pieture until it is finished. 1
don't consider myself a genius, but this is to be
a gnoead portrait, if T can manage it. You would
disccurage Rubeus himself if he were in the
flesh, and had the misfortune to know you.”

«No, 1 wouldn't : I would give him all the
praise he deserved.  He gets enough to this day,
in all conscience ! Stannie, what do you think
of the wsthetic furnishing of this room !

“1+'s  beautiful !  Are those dishes ever
used i** she asked, pointing to the china-laden
walls.

““No; those old cracked things are sacred
relics of an enlightened age. 1 am going to de-
sign a few peat shelves to be putin the draw.
ing-100m for the best dinuer set : the soup tur.
e-ns will look quite touching Hanked with the
pnidis g-dishes.”

A fizure came gliding silently fu at the open
window, and laid a reproving hand upon the lap
full of papers.

“ Caught in the act !™ =aid Lottvy.
it’s unladylike to surprise people so !

““Yon have no business herr —jo my -desk,
toe ¢ f.otty, you must wot ! [ uever go and
ramavage in your drawers !’

“ You may if vou like. I am about ta read
some ¢f your ideas aloud. You are willing, !
suppose

1 am very unwilling” said Alice. thrusting
Ter M3 into a drawer, and turning the key in
thelock.

* Don’t you think we have a good deal to put
up with ¥ Alice suid, with a smile, tnming to
Stannie.

“Yes, I do; she laughs at eversthing, |1
shouli like to hear some of your poetry very
much, though.  May 17

“Some timy, perhaps, but uot io her cow-
pany.  She has no idea of what is poetry ;
consequently she makes some envious remarks on
wine.

*¢(th, Miss Hunter ' grouned lotty. ¢ Eu-
vious ! How frightfully some people are mis.
understood ! Gordon will say that [ am envious
of himnext ! Well. perhays I shall be in India
or Jerusalem some day, and then you will regret
bitterly having been o unkind to me. Alce,
why will you persist in wearing those dressing
gowns, with putls like balloons upon vour shou-
ders.  Are they considered classical ¥

“They ure quite a ditferent cut trow a dress-
ing-gown. 1 wear them becanse they are pretty
and bhecoming.”’

““ Ah, none so blind as those who won't see !
You have spoilt all the fun, so 1 think I'il
go.”"

You wiil treat
A thing no ene
How do vou like

“* Alice,

“* 1 came to give you this,”
ing her an envelope.

“* What is it '—¢ Mr. and Mrs. Blennerhasset
at home on Tuesday afternnon the 15th, at four
o'clock.” They generally are at home ; they
necdn’t give publicity to the circumstance,”” said
Lotty, tossing the rard upon the floor,

*Will you go 1" inqguired Alice.

* Who else are aske& w

* Gordon and 1. | am going.”

**lam not. [like a jolly dance, or even a
substantial dinner-party, when youn get a man
to speak sensibly to you ; but one of Mrs. Blen-
nerhasset’s afterncon at homes! No, thank
thank you, sister dear.’”

‘“ They are charming—quite too charming "
said Alice, enthusiastically.

““Theyare quite too frightful ' This is the
programme, Stannie. Drive ten miles to the
county town ; sit down with ycur hat on or off
ad Wlituia ; drink some weak tea, unless it’s in
the dog-days, when you are treated to a course
of ices well warmed and diluted ; listen to some
ear-ruginf; music and songs, and pousibly a
duet, the latter as harmonious s if a peacock
aod an anti?ue owl wers the performers. Then
a pyramid of photographs are dragged out, and
you must simper and gaze enraptured for the
ninety-fourth time over a Venetian gondola, and
glance up now and then at the solemn young
man who is exhibiting them, and ask if he
doesn’t think the handle of an old bucket, or an
Irishman's crownless hat, beautifully realistic,
Then, perhaps, Mrs. Blennerhaaset, who is ad.

said Alice, hand-

v

vanced (she js the Bishop's sister), will make a
Jittle speech about the cmancipation of woman, |

or she will read you the last report of tht‘)
¢ Flannel Petticoat and Peppermint Tea Club,
of which she is president. ~No, you don’t eatch
me there at such times.” .

“¢Is that really the way you are entertained!”
asked Stannie, iooking intently at Mrs. Blen-
nerhasset’s limp unglazed card which she had
takeu up. ‘1 don’t think ! should care much
aboutit.”

“1t’s something like » truo bill,” said Gor.
don, pausing an instant from his work ; “but
it's a nice enough houselto go to. Tuesday, did
you say, Alice 1’

** Yes, Tuesday.

1 think s0.”

** You can tell Mrs. Blennerhasset that Tam
not so strong as I look," continued Lotty, “and
the {atigues of afternoon parties tell upon me
very seriously. The ireny expressed upon that
card doesn’t seam to strike you as it does me.
At home, indeed! When Alice collects her
friends of an afternoon, we all look and feel in.
teksely at home—about as much so as the fat
woman in the purple silk, who sat wedged into
a box too tight for her, and sold tickets for the
wild beast show in the village last month. That
perspiring, long-enduring woman put me in
mind of myself at a high art tea-party. Bill, in
particular, has a very at home aspect on such
occasions ; his dress clothes never fit him, and
he fidgets on his chair like a poor relation at s
Christmas dinner, apd says, < Oh, indeed 1" when
he ought to say, “Ah, really ! and takes a
header over his neighbour's train, generally
when his hands are occupied with a cup of seald-
ing tea, which he is carrying to some old lady.
And the vapoury small talk that goes on—oh I

Miss Lotty’s feelings at this point became too
much for her, and she gave utterance to a pro-
longed groan, which afforded great amusement
to Stanunie.

** Are there any girls at this place—any
Misses Blennerhasset ¥' she inquired.

““Yes,” answered Lotty; *‘two very nice
grls—Lily aud Eily. Qo orndinary days 1 like
to go and see them, but not when they are fleat-
ing roumd the rooms in extraordinary costures,
and Jdoing high-pressure conversation.”

*“ How do they get on when they are alone t”
asked Gordon, with something like interest in
his tone.

¢t Etly unties her dress, and sits with her feet
upon the fender, and works or reads, and eats
chocolate creams ; and Lily rushes all about the
marden, and cuts the tlowers, and feeds the
chickeny, and does lots of things. They am
quite ditferent when yvou kpow them that way.
In society everybody is like beans growing in a
row, only not so natural.”

“0Oh, no, Lottv; people assert their in-
dividuality even in society now and then,’’ said
.\“l'\‘.

I suppose you refer to the scribbling, paint-
ing devotees,”’ saidl Lotty, scornfully--.¢ the
amateuns like yourself and Gordou. There's not
much variety amony them, except thag they all
ride a hobby, and the ido-nothings don’t.”

“Towhich do the Blennerhasset girls belong
—the do-nothing or the other set ¥ inguired
Stanuie.

* The do-nothings,” auswered Gordon, laugh.
ing. ** Lotty, what has crossed you this morn-
ing 7 You are in a shockingly unchristian frame
of miud.”

1 veryoften am. Mrs. Blennerhasset is to
blame in this instance, for informing me of her
domestic arrangements. It's wonderful what
lives some people lead.  The autobiogmphy of
a foll-grown cabbage, if it could become ani-
mated aud endowed with the gift of writing,
would be quite as interesting a8 many & human
being whom you meet in society, only the cab-
bage leads a more peaceful, truer, more natural
existence.”

“ Well done, Lotty ! You are eloquent. 1
have always had a little respect for that rather
valgar vegetable, but I shall lift my hat when.
ever | see one in future, dimly recognizing in it
something better than myself."”

“ Ifeel as if I required a soothing sedative,
in the form of oue of Stannie's mild rebukes.
Do give me one--calm and telling, Stannie,””

““1 can’t, because [ don't understand what
you have been talking about exactly ; and I never
rebuke you, Lotty.”

‘¢ Nnt intentionally ;
often.”

* Miss Charlotte comes down strong upen
eccentricities in others,” said Gordon, ‘“‘and she
is full of them herself ; they are always cropping
out. What do you say, Elma—isn’t Lotty a
queer girl ¥’

‘‘She’s a very nice girl.
Elma, on her little slate.
noons’'—I like picnics.’’

““That’s an idea,” gaid Gordon. ** Shall we
have a small picnic while this weather lasts,
girla? 1 beg your pardon, Lotty ; I forgot that
youare not 50 strong as you look. You would
faint before we got out of the park."”

“Ont of consideration for me, you might
have it in the kitchen garden,” said lLotty,
gravely.

“* et us go into the woods, where the fairies
are;” wrote Elma.  ‘*Stannie would like that.”

‘ Notsafe,"” aaid Gordon, shaking his head.,
** If the fairies saw you they would run off with
you. How would you like that 1’

** Not at all; but I would keep tight hold of
Bill or Tom’s hand. Your green clothes are
very like what the fairy gentlemen in my pic-’
ture books wear ; they would take you for a big
brother.”

“Andso I am a fairy's big brother," said
{rordon, laying down his paints} and brushes,

Will yougot”

but you do, very

I like her,” wrote
“ T don't like *after-

and lifting his little sisterupin hisarms. “You
bave sat long enough for one day, and may run
away now. And you shall have n pienic when
and where you please.  Our present visitors are
all elderly, Alice. I suppose they wonld not
care to join us.  Shall we ask one or two out-
siders 1"

 Yes ; the Blenuerhasset girls,” cried Lotty,
eagerly. .

 Ah, perhaps Miss Eily will untie her dresy,
and be natural,’’ said Gondon.

“ And Madame Berg will come with us,” con-
tinued Lotty. * She will never be too old to
anjoy herself.”

*“3iay 1 jook at yeur pictuie "
stepping nearer the easel,

“CCertainly ; there's searcely anything to see
vet. Uan you muake out what it ix intended
for 1

¢ Elma,
that.”

“ Thank you : that's high praise.  Friendly
critics atfect to mistake mv jertraits for fancy
subjects genemlly. 1 don’t think that this will
prove such a total failure of you see the likeneas
already.”

“ Remember Lot’s wife,” said a solemin voice
at the open window.

* Have you been long there, Bill 1" asked
Gordou, without turning his hewd.

** For one minute and a half have | been paz-
ing in rapt admiration on my beloved family.
I am damp, as you may observe, or I wenlid step
in and jeiu you.”

“You are drenched,”” saild Aliee, going tothe
window, and looking at him.  ** Your very hair
is soaking ! Whete have you been ! Has any
thiug happened ¥”

“ Nothing. D'm merely moist. 1 think Iil
£o and put on something dry.”  And whistling
a tune he sauntered away.

““ What can he have been doing ¥ said Alice,
lookiug after him.

“You will never know, so don’t hazard a
conjecture,” said Gordon.

But he was wrong ; they knew later.

That afternocn a working wan ealled at the
Chase, and asked if he could see Master Willtaw,
But Master William was nowhere "o be found
in the house, nor out of it.  He then expressed
a wish to see the Squire, and on being wimitteld
to his presence, told him, in a husky, faltering
voice, how Bill had saved his two littde lad’s
lives that morning.

They had ventured within the grounds of the
Chase, and in an audacious moment unchatued
the “ young people’s ” pleasure boat from her
moorings, paddied hier out inte the deepuest and
most daugerous part of the river, and there wups
set her.

Bill was not far off when it happened, wnd the
childrens first shrick brought him 1o their s«
sistance, A neighbour—a cripple--had aeen it
all from the oppositebank, but was pawrrless to
help in any way.

Bill was a good and tireless swinumer, aml had
aceomplished a noble deed.

Colonel Hunter's countenance glowed with
paternal pride as he listened, and he andertook
to convey his tenant’s thanks te Bill. But when
they met at dinner-time, and hr consteneed 1o
do so, Bill langhed, and said, carelesly, ** 1 hap-
pened to be in the woods at the time, w0 mun
down to the bank and pulled the voungsters
out. They were irot much the worse far their
ducking, and the fright would da thew goad.”

said Ntaonie,

of course. No one coubl doubt

CHAPTER X1
ELMA'S FICNTe,

tither more than five miles’ distance trom
the Chase, on the banks of a dark, sjuygish
stream, by ecourtesy called a river, stood the
crumbling foundation and walls of an old mon-
astery, which, acvording to tyadition, had
flourished six hundred years before.

In that distant er, judging from the great
thickness of its walls and the vastuess of ity dark
dungeons, the house must have been a great
stronghold and centre of power; but for well.
nigh three hundred years it had stood 2 weird,
rootless ruin.  The inonks who ouce lived
jovially within it were all gone, and hal left
no memory or trace behind them ; the very name
and order of their house had been as evanescent
as the smoke which once rose curling from the
chimneys. Antiquarians, no doubt, had they
cared to do so, might have unearthed satiatac-
tory information regarding the date, onler, and
final dentruction of the old pile ; but none had
ever shown any zeal in the matter, and it was
left undisturbed in its desolate deeay. All around
it, and on both banka of the river, were great
trees, ancient oaks and elms, with trunks of
marvellous circumference.  Those old patriarchs
of the forest knew all about the abbey and the
vanished monks, who, with hood and cowl and
sandalled feet, had once glided in and vut among
the ferny glades in the greenwood.

But trees keep seerets well.  We hear their
leaves whispering and laughing in the warm
sunlif;ht when we lie under their cool shadow on
& midsummer’s day, but we need not strain our
cars to listen to them, for no mortal man can
interprot their Janguage or hold converse with
them, We can decipher the mystic hieroglyphics
sculptured on old Egyptian stones, and rend the
testimony of the flinty rocks; acience can evan
moko dead bones reveal their misty origin ; tut
the living, whispering, moaning troca—the
gisuts of ghe greenwood,—who have seen race
afterraco die out,—tley tell no tales ‘o sgien.

tist or uutiquarian.

So retirnd was the situation of the old mon.
astery that few strangers ever ponotrated to it
Sometimes a stm{ pedestrian, whom the heny
had driven to the cool covert of the forest
would comu acruss it by chance ; but such a nn:x
never liu‘:orml to examine the vaults, or caley.
Inte how large an ox in bygone days might have
been roasted whale in the yawning kitchen fire.
ace,

The place was damp and uninviting, and wher
floors had onee been, a rank covering of tail
noisome weeds now renred their unsightly heads.,

At this deserted place Elmn decided to have

| her picnie, which fact she communicated to Ner

brothers wnd sisters through the medium of hor
slnte.

* Ax you like,” said Gordon, tossing her up
in hix arms. “ Bat there iy no road within 4
mile ot the place, and I shall be sorry for th,
servants, whe will have to earry the lunclicon
haskets so far”

** What a jolly place, to besure " cried Tom,
“ It's almost as goud as picnicing in the Uaty.
comby, or among the sarcophaguses in the
British Muwum ; but if you fancy iCs all righe,
'l o hadfan hour before and frighten away the
bats and vampires.” :

*C What ure vampires 7 wrote FElma,

Y Great big bats that fly round at night, and
crawl in at open windows, and suek voar veins
tilt you die 1"

Elma grew pale, and hastily seribbled, ¢ Are
there any wt the ahbey 17

* There's swartmx of them ™" answered the
imaginative Tom, wino had never geen even a
common bat in all his hife. ** They would dn
for you fast enough, Lut they wouldn't touch
me. My sapguinary tluid is teo wuch like vin.
egar to suit their taste.”

* Wounld they harm Gordon or Bill 1

“ No ;| think they're all right.”

“lam not afraid, then [ the angels will make
the vampires blind when am near them ™

“That will be very Kind of thie angels *° quild
Tom. Pl tuke my new rod ;) maybe they
wen't make the fish blind.”

1wk they would 5 fishing 18 eruel
*COh, eome, now, Elma 7 vou eat tiah, soovey
mustn't say t's crael to Kill them nret. T 1y
waould bee mnre cruel to eat them alive.

Elma laughed, and ran away to Lok for her
allv, Loty

“ The monastery " waid Letty, lifting her
evebrows in sarptise. *C Why, Flma, the plaes
v all frags and snails "

1 like frogs! The little green anes are
dears ' Wauld von rather go woomewhere sl 7
she asked, with a disappointed look.

If Lotty had felt at Liberty to act on her owy
Judgent, she certaiuly would have cheen a
more cheerful loewditv: but the Hunters had
been treined o saentioe their own wishes for
others, =a <he quickly answered, ** No: not at
all. T darexuy the Blennerhassets will like o
see the place, and Stannte and Madame Berg
will be charmed 1o gy anvwhere,  No one elsan
cares abaut going.  They all sngeested dams,
rheumatism, hay fever, stid summer eobls when
Alive mentioned the wond ple-nic last night 1«
there will just be our six selves, Madame,
Staunie, and the twa Blennerhassets, Wha
are we to o when wee ot there t Throw alwnt
serapw of mewspaper and empty champagne
bottles in the true old Eoglish pieonic styin 17

1 e so, af i's alwave done, and e
happy.  Bill will take a Bttle hwnwer, and
crack stanies he slways does . Tomis geing t
fish in the niver.”

* Tom may as well fish in the bath room; |
never saw so much aa the tail of a minnow in
that stream. You know the place is said to be
under a curse, and nothing exeept what 1green
or that crnwls will live there "’

“ 1 don't knew., How strange !
more abautit ** wrate Kl

1 wish 1 hadn't mentioned 31" said Logty.
“1 think 1 had better not tell you the story,
Elma ; it's anly a foolish ol legond, with not a
word of trath in it,”

“1 wu-t hear it Please tell wme”

CWell, long age, before there was a house
called Camrie Chase, the ohl monastery was a
very grand place ; very long ago, remember,
no one knows anything abont it now. Hun.
dreds of moanks were always knocking about 1t
then ; rough, unwashed creatures in hair shirts
rnd bare feet. Well, one day there was a divi-
sion in the house (that's parliamentary lan-
guagel, and things begau to get very uncomfort-
able, and thers was endless fighting and squab.
bling among the holy wmen ; and at last a mu-
tiny broke out, and they all set to and killed
aone another, and the streamn ran red for twenty-
four hours. A few of them, however, egcaped
in the confusion, and found an asylum in
France. One of them, a very old and vener.
able monk, as he was leaving, turned and Jooked
back at his old home, and cursed it and every
living ereature within and near it, and predicted
for nh such unfortunates a speedy death.  Not
rontented with that, he said that no man or
child, bird or tish, nothing but crawling crea-
tures, should live within a mile of the place,
until the erimes of that night had been expinted
by the xacrifice of a sinleas life,”

““ What does that mean 1

““I sear ely know,” anawered Lotty, *‘It's
all nonsense, at nny rate. [ supposc it means
until vome very good person tumbles into the
strentn and gots drowned, or a bit of old wall
falls upon them and smashes them, but both
things are very unlikely. So vegotablo life in
likoly to predominate there for aome time,
Have 1 frightened you, little ono 1

0l no ; the angels arv very strong."”

Do tell me
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