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Deo., 1888 THE FARMER’S ADVOCATE. f>851888

“It’s all very nice, and rather like a fairy tale. I 
mean a sort of fairy palace, where everything is 
made of silver and crystal, and things are done for 
you, you don’t knowhow,” said Chrlstabel, as they 
pursued their way: “only it makes one just a little 
afraid of the sound of one’s own voice, and I don’t 
feel quite as if I knew what to say or do. It’s jnst 
a little bit like a bad dream sometimes, when one 
can’t breathe freelv. you know, and then I wish I 
were at home with father and mother; but it’s 
ymnsing to hear people talk, and It will be great fun 

llng them all about it when we do get back. But 
t is a long time-at least it seems so

night. That is why we are so horribly afraid of 
being late !” answered Chrissie with equal frank
ness.

He laughed as he led the way onward with rapid 
steps.

“Oh, there’s nothing to be afraid of. The old 
boy’s bark is worse than his bite, and my aunt never 
scolds. Besides, we shall be in lots of time. I’ll 
take care it’s all right.”

“Oh, I don't care a bit now we have a companion 
in distress,” cried Chrissie. “They will be much too 
busy greeting you to think of our misdeeds.”

Somehow, the appearance on the scene 
young creature of their own generation made a vast 
difference In the feelings of the two girls ; it was 
reassuring and cheering, and being used to the 
society of big brothers, they felt at home with this 
stranger from the first.

It was plain that he was a great favorite at the 
Chase. His
warmest welcomes, and the hosts and guests alike 
combined to make much of “Donald.”

There was nothing oppressive in the atmosphere 
now, as the girls quickly discovered. Donald got up 
a “four,” and they played tennis all the afternoon, 
and when tea was over he took them out on the 
lake in the punt to see the moon rise.

After dinner he instituted games and music, and 
was the life and soul of the party; but naturally he 
and the two sisters, being the only young people of 
the company, d*ew together by mutual affinity— 
and not only that night, but during the following 
days. He attended them frequently on their walks, 
taught them the mysteries of all sorts of Indoor 
games on wet afternoons, and got up tennis matches 
on fine ones, making their visit to the “grand house” 
altogether a different thing A fortnight did not 
seem at all a long time to look forward to now. In
deed, Christie sometimes expressed a doubt as to 
whether she should feel ready to return home when 
the appointed day came.

“Sensible girl ! sensible girl !” muttered the old 
doctor ; and, disregarding Donald’s remonstrances, 
Gertrude followed him to his surgery.

Chrissie was left a long time alone ; but at last her 
companions returned, both of them looking very 
pale, though Donald tried to make light of the 
whole thing, and was only vexed that the girls 
should have been “let in" for anything so un
pleasant.

Great consternation reigned at the Chase when it 
became known that Donald had met with a disabling 
accident ; and great praise was bestowed upon the 
two girls who had shown so much sense and pres
ence of mind. The doctor who came on later in the 
day to see how his case was going, spoke plainly as 
to the danger there might have been if the injury 
had not been promptly looked to, and openly wished 
that all girls had the sense and calmness and gentle
ness of Gertrude Denzil.

Donald had no Idea of playing the Invalid, and 
appeared at the dinner-table with his arm in a sling. 
Gertrude sat next him, still almost as pale as him
self, and much less disposed for food. He saw this, 
and presently Said In a low voice—

“I’m so sorry about this morning! It bas quite 
upset you.” . ....

“No indeed. It is silly of me to keep thinking of 
it. But I never saw anyone shot before; and It 
might have been so much worse.”

“Would you have oared If it had been."
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“Time will go more quickly when we get used to 
things,” answered Gertrude wisely. “1 know just 
what you mean, Chriss ; but I’m sure Mrs. Chester
ton is very kind, and, if we may take walks together 
and amuse ourselves as we like, we shall quite enjoy 
it after a little bit. But we must take care of our 
dresses and things, for you know we have not got 
very many, and mother would not like us to go 
about looking dirtv or draggled. We can’t be grand 
or fine, and it would not be suitable to try ; but we 
can be neat and clean and fresh-so please be care
ful to keep so.”

This bit of advice was not altogether superfluous, 
for Miss Chrissie was fond of rollicking about in a 
fashion that left speedy traces on her attire. At 
home this did not much matter, as she would take 
her rambles in an old frock that wanted no saving; 
but it certainly would not do to submit the pretty, 
dainty morning- dresses they had made for “visiting” 
to any such rough treatment, and Chrissie recog- 
nized this herself with a little sigh.

“Visiting is certainly a doubtful joy.” she re
marked, and Gertrude laughed at her sorrowful 
look. . . .. .

Nevertheless, the sisters enjoyed their morning 
ramble very much ; Indeed they enjoyed it so much 
that they rather overlooked the time, and being used 
to an eight o’clock breakfast, forgot what a differ
ence it made to the length of the morning when that 
meal was not concluded till half-past ten. All at 
once Gertrude looked at her watch, to find that It 
was just one, and thev were, they knew, a long wav 
from the house. The thought of being late for 
lunch after what Mrs. Chesterton said was dreadful.

“We must find a nearer way back,” said Chrissie, 
with decision. “If we go through 
shall out off a long piece. The road has made two 
sides of a triangle. Come along, I will take you. 
You know I never lose my bearings. It is all Mr. 
Chesterton's property-we shall not be trespassing. 
They said we might go anywhere we liked.

Thus urged, Gertrude gave way, though» Uttie 
against her better judgment : for she was afraid the 
woods might be wet and brambly, and she had a 
suspicion that “short outs" sometimes proved 
treacherous. However, Chnssle had a capital 
“bump of locality.” and the wood was very pretty 
and pleasant that bright September day, and cer
tainly they got over the ground very fast.

“I’m sure we are nearly back at the lodge!—we 
shall be in time after all ! ” cried Chrissie eagerly— 
when a few minutes later they were brought up 
short by an obstacle they had never dreamed of. 
To be sure. It was only a narrow little stream, a 
stream that a good wide jump would clear. Chrissie 
could have taken it herself a year or two back, 
when she was in the happy stage of short petti
coats ;” but she knew it was beyond her present 
powers, and, besides, the ground beyond was soft 
and boggy with the recent heavy rains. A jump
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“Of course t should have cared she glanced up 
at him as she 
her eyes. A

e spoke, and then suddenly dropped 
deep flush suffused her face, but she 

could'hardly have told what brought it there.
“I never thanked you for-all your kindness," said 

Donald, in a low voice. “I’m a dreadfully bad band 
at that kind of thing ; but, indeed, it made all the 
difference having you there.”

When the gentlemen rejoined 
drawing-room, Donald gave one hasty look round, 
and then walked to the open window and stepped 
out on to the paved walk beneath the verandah,

“Ought he to go out ?” said one kind old lady, with 
an anxious look at their hostess, “Young people 
are so rash. They never think of chills, and so on ; 
but. erysipelas so often follows gun-shot wounds if 
the cold gets at them. Do you not think he should 
come in?" . , ...

But Mrs. Chesterton leaned forward with a mys
terious look on her face, and spoke in a whisper that 
expressed volumes of meaning— ... . .

“Ah, don’t be cruel to the poor bov ! Indeed, be 
will take no harm, for it is as warm as summer; and 
he is ach ng to have it out-one can see that at a
8'“0h l” breathed the old lady, nodding her head 
with a look of great wisdom. So that Is how the 
land lies, is it ?7’
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CHAPTER THE SECOND.
One of the pleasures provided by kind Mrs. Chest

erton for her two guests was the use of a little 
village-cart, and a steady pony to draw it. Both 
girls could drive, and it was very pleasant, when 
nothing more attractive offered, to go out In the 
cart and explore the country for themselves.

Donald had been requested to go out with his gun 
and try to exterminate from a certain piece of land 
the rabbits, who were suffering from fluke owing to 
the wet season, and were In danger of Infecting the 
sheep ; and so his mornings were not always his 
own, and when he went out shooting, the girls 
generally took a drive.

They were walking the pony along a narrow, 
rough lane one day, when the sudden sound of a 
gun startled them, or, to speak
clamation that foBMvedVfThe sisters looked at

^lV^rM“ Oh ! Gerty, can
anything have happened ?”

“Perhaps I had better go and see,” said Gertrude 
quietly. '‘It may be nothing ; but—- 
N “Oh, do go ! I am sure something has happened. 
I will wait for you here.”Gerlrude was far more useful on an emergency

» mi sm
got through the hedge -it was no time to think of

was trying to bind up. In a moment she was by his

“K&r&til, I sm In luck ! Only It’s too 
had to ask you to do anything so disagreeable. Oh, 
thanks ! You understand this kind of thing better
than I do. How clever you are !—an old hand at
surgery, evidently. I’m awfully sorry to be such a
""‘How did it happen ? Are you much hurt ?"

“Not more than I deserve, I dare say, for my care
lessness. Gun went off as I got over the gate. I 
thought it was only on half-cock. There s a good 
bit of the charge lodged in there”—indicating his 
hand. "I suppose I’d best go off to some surgeon 
and have it looked to.’

“We have got the pony-cart cl
tr“will youereail1y?r,lVThat is good of you. ‘A friend

'"“That is what you were to us when we met you

«tort off on his rounds. He was a clever but some
what rough-and-ready kina of man and. when he 
heant wbat was amiss, he at once demanded that 
one of the young man's “sisters” should come to the
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A week later Gertrude and Chrissie had returned 
to their pleasant country home. The tribe of 
brothers and sisters were enchanted to have them 
back, and, if Gertrude was a little more silent than 
was her wont, the younger sister made up for It by 
her endless flow of exuberant spirits. The number 
of stories she had to tell seemed exhaustless—the 
little ones were never tired of listening.

The story of the first walk and the last drive they 
had taken were always the favorites,and * Donald, 
as the children persisted in calling him, was quite a
^“Chrissie ! Chrissie !” cried young Roland, In wild 
excitement, rushing up the long garden-path to tbe 
summer-house at the end, ‘There s a gentleman 
jnst come to see papa ; and he’s got a yeuow mus
tache and grey eyes, and his band In a sling—and oh, 
I do believe it’s Donald !” .A laughing look crept over Chrl;sie s face as she
be”weutl*reaUy should not wonder if it were."

The children went back to their tasks, and Roland 
pranced up and down tne path In restless excite
ment ; but Flossie, the next sister below Chrissie, 
pressed up to her and said in a whisper

**Do tell me why he’s come ; Î m sure you know.
“T don’t, I only guess.”
“Please tell me what y
Chrissie laughed, and 

Flossie’s“I guess he’s come to ask papa for Gerty—for the 
loan of her for good and all.”

Flossie’s eyes were round with wonder.
“ Does he want to main/ her/ Ob Chrissie 1 
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“Oh, dear! oh, dear!” cried
tQ“Anything the'matter, ladies?” asked a pleasant 
voice behind. They turned quickly, to see a tall,

a friendly smile in his frank grey eyes.
“Oh ah! you want to get across. Let me see, I 

think we ought to manage that:’’he looked quickly 
about him here and there, and then took a flying 
leap, and recommenced his search on the opposite 
side of the stream.

ttiankfwhich he dexterously ran across from bank
l°“*You s°e, it’s always across the brook in winter ; 
but in any ordinary summer there s no water here,

across! quit^steady. ^PlPkeep* n^foot olfiL 
Onc’S a tirae. There ! that is all right. Here we

tl“Wehav?toebe back for lunch, and I’m afraid we

_itPii us if Jt is far from here to the 
fWe°I thinküiey call it—Mr. Chesterton’s house?”

•Tre you for the Chase ? That’s jolly ! So am I ! 
If vou’ll come with me, I H
is my^ù1ntakei^ftenrru1ü across and see her when I 
have an odd week to spare. I’m quite the son of 
the house, y u’ll find’’-he laughed in his pleasant, 
frankfashion—“but I don’t remember seeing you
th“No!>tblsl3toar‘fir:st visit. We only arrived last
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“"That remains to be proved, my dear : but I 
almost think lie may say ‘Yes.’ You see, be and

•one good turn deserves another ! ' ”

English family of tourists visiting Zoological 
Garden, New York.

Sister—“What a fine large 'en '!
Brother—“It's not an 'on, it’s a 'awk.
Mother—“It’s not a ’eu, nor a 'awk. It’s a

Father—“It’s neither a 'on, a 'awk, nor a howl. 
It’s a heagle, the hemblem of this blawsted 
country."

A letter with the following address has just 
been sent to the Dead Letter Oflice at Washing
ton :

“These ladies are not my sisters,” said Donald 
, . e “You must manage alone. They have
Mndjy brought me to your door ; but we must not
d "Humph""’1 gtonted the old man ‘Seems to me 
thev’H™ave tostay and drive you back. \ ou don t ‘s^ose you’ll ^^riStoA/imploring look at 

Gertriide, who answered it by descending from the
Ca"î wiîîw) me^Uhyou,”t1hersaid. “and my sister 
wilt wait with the ponv. I understand enough of
surged I UtinV tv of a little use."

luturan 
ion and 
rst visit 
country 
than a 
toue of 

More- 
>f their 
all the 
y older 
y. The 
ked, in 
• house 
id been 
ter had 
a grand 
pon the

show you a short cut 
Mrs. Chesterton

Sylvester Brown, a web-faced scrub. 
To whom this letter wants to go.

Is chopping cordwoml for his grub 
Silver City, Idaho,In
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