
THE OWL.

It wvas flot tili the sunimner lîad departcd
that 1 learned this story.

\\Tlilst the Sun shone and the roses
bloomned, and the iiighitingales sang about
the %%indows tii! mnidniglît, I tried liard to
shlut niy eyes to the miemory ot old Nelly's
hint. So long as the suminer lasted the
Thatched Hiousew~as a dwelling ofsunshiinc
andl sweet odors, ,)nd brighit fancies for
nie. It wvas different, how'ever, when a
wintry sky closed in around us, when
solitary leaves dangled upon shivering
boughs, to shudder at the windows al
throughl the dark niglits. Tlien I took
fear to nîy heart, and wishied that I lîad
never seen the Thatched House.

Aunt Feathierstone w~as a dear old, ner-
vous, cross, good-natured, crotchety, kind-
hearted lady, who %vas always xîeeding to be
coaxed. 'l herefore, as long as it was pos-
sible, I kept the dreadful secret froni her
ears. About thec middle of Noverrber

* she noticed that 1 was beginning to look
pale, to, losc± my appetite, and to start and
tremble at the most common-place sounds.
'l'lie truth %vas that the long nights of terror
%vli passed over my head, in miy pretty
sleeping-roorn off the ghost's corridor,

* were wvearing upon miy health and spirits.
Mforning after niorning I awakened, weary

* and jaded, after a short unsatisfying sleep,
and resolved that I would confess to niy
aunt, anid imiplore hier to fly froin the place
at once. But, whe.px seated at the break-
fast table, miy heart invariably failed me.
I accouinted by the mention of a headache
for miv pale cheeks, and kept my secret.

Some weeks pissed, and then I in niy
turn noticed that Aunt Featherstone had
grown cxceedingly dul in spirits. " Can
any one have told lier the story of the
Trhatched F-louse ?» was the question I
quickly asked niyself. But the servants
denied having broken their promise flot
to mention it in h-r presence. Things
wvent on in this way for some tinie, and at
Wat a dreadful niglit camie. I hiad been
for a long walk during the day, and had
gone to, bed rather earlier than usuial.
For about two hours 1 slept, and then 1
was roused. suddenly by a slight noise just
outside my door. I sat upl shuddering
and listened. 1 pressed my bands tighitly
over miy hleart to, try and keep its throb-
bing froin killing nue; for distinctly in the
merciless stillness of the winter n.ight. T

heard the tread of à stealthy footstep) in
the passage outside ny rooni. Along the
corridor it crept, down the staircase it
'vent, and was lost in the hall below.

I shahl neyer forget the anguish of fear
ini which 1 passed the remnainder of that
wvretched niglit. WVhile cowcring into rny
pillowv, I made up my mmnd to leave thc
Thatched House assoon as mnorning broke,
and neyer to enter it again.

I hiad heard.of people whose hair had
grown gray irn a single niglit, of grief or
terror. When 1 glanced in Uie lookin«-
glass at dawvn I almiost cxpected to, se a
white head upon my own shoulders.

Durin.- the next day, 1, as usual failed
of courage to speak to miy aunt. I desired
one of the maids to sleep on tic coucfi in
mny room, kecping this arrangement a
secret. The following nighit I feit sornie
little comfort froni the presence of a second
person near me; but the girl soon feil
aslcep- Lying awake in fearful expecta-
tion I1 was visitcd by a repetition of the
previous night's horror.

I suiffered secretly in tiis way for about
a wveek. My aunt groaned over nie, and
sent for the docter.

1 said to hini: " Doctor, 1 ani only a
litile moî)cd, 1 have got a briglît idea for
curing myscîf. Vou must peciem
schoolfellow.»

Hereupon, Aunt Featherstont began to
ride off on hier old hobby about the lorui-
ness, the unhealtliiness and total objec-
tionableness of the Thatched House. She
neyer mnrtioned the wvord " haurited "
thoughi 1 afterwards kîîcw that at tîat
very timne, and for some weeks previous]y,
she hand been iii full possession of the
story of thc nightly footstep. 'l'le doctor
reconmcnded mce a complete changi,,e of
scene ; but instcad ot taking advantage- of
this, 1 asked for a comp-anion nt the
thatched house.

The prescription I hiad beggyed for %v'as
writtcn in thîe shape of a note to miy dear
friend tida Rivers, imploring, lier to corne
to mie at once. When 1 wrote '.'Do conic
for 1 ani sickl" I waspretty sure she would
obey the sumnmons; ,but w'1 cii I added,
ccflhave a mystery for you to explore," 1
was convinced of lier *compliruice beyond
the possibility of a doubt.

It want-d i.îý-L one fortnight of Christ


