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CHRISTMAS AT SUNBERRY DALE,

CHAPTER L
BUNBERRY DALE

SUNeRREY Daik is the nama of a country
house and grounds in one of the most beanti-
ful of the western counties of England I
have secn many of the most lovely spots in
our country, but none foirer nor richer than
this. )

Sunberry Dala is abont a mile from the
quaint old town of Chesterton, and the house,
standing in a dell and well surrounded by
trees, is not seen until you come almost
upon it I do not know whether I can de-
seribe the house to you, but I will try. It
is & long old-fashioned house of three stories,
each window of the third story being set in
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a high pointed gable. A rustic gabled porch
gtands out from the centre of the house, and
over this porch and around the lower win-
dows of the house the white clematis and the
sweet honeysuckle twine and twist their
branches until the windows themselves and
the roof of the poreh are almost hidden,
Above these, and resching nearly to the
points of the gobles, are trained some of
the finest poar-trecs I evor saw. A large
- oval lawn spreads iteelf before the homse,
having for its central oroament an antigue
stope sun-dial, now almost hidden by luxu-
riant lichens. The carmage drive passes
round the lawn aod skirts & deep fosed,
which divides tha lawn from a well-stooked
orchard; beyond which stand the fine old
woods of Leyoak Park The house is ap-
proached from the town of Chesterton by a
wide well kept gravelled road, bordered for
8 long distence by greensward and nestly
trimmed hedges; whilst on the one side the
olear waters of a little brook are hasting with
many &0 addying ripple on their way to join
& distant river. As you draw near to the
house the drive passes through & fine avenue
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of lime-trees, through whose branches you
catch many a glimpes of the stately Norman
tower of Chesterton Church, snd of the slopea
of the nof distant Weldeot hilla,

I have seen Bunberry Dele at a1l seasons
of the year; when the limes were without
a single leaf, and the cold wind whistled
through their bars branches and daneed round
the house, making the old gables shake, and
then shrieking and howling in its reomy
chimneys, I have seen it, too, when the
limes began to put on their summer dress,
and the warm sunshine made the birds thas
flittered amongst their branches =ing their
. aweetest songs; when the old garden grew
gay with bright coloured fiowers, and the old
house grew young again in its robea of
clematis and woodbine, I have seen it, too,
when the trees wore their robes of antumn
brown, and when almost every pulff of wind
caunged gome of them to fall shivering to the
ground, and they piled themselves up in
brown heaps beneath the branches where all
the summer long they had danced and langhed
in the sunshine. Many a time I have walked
amongst them and enjoyed the rustling noise



