
ment ; the Squire gives the word, on go thes
houinds to drawv the wvoods to the right,
crack go the ivhips, too-too-too goes the
horn, and with rnuchi lh«urry and commotion
the whole body of riders folloiv in the wake
of the master.

Tien there is the usual ivaiting about at
the cover side, the gleamn of red coats dotted
about the field turns the grey background of
brushwobd and the sombre ploughied field
into a holiday scene, ail voices are hiushied
in the suppressed excitenient of the mo-
ment, save only the Squire's, wsho sivears
roundly at everything and everybody within
hearing, Nvhiilst the hounds draiv silently but
closely through the wood.

Tien ail at once a ;vhiniper is hecard,
soon deepening inito a rnellowv chorus:
"Tally hio! Gone away ! clone away !

In a moment the bounds have burst frorn
the ivood, and after thern dash the whole
company helter-skelter, as fast as their
horses can lay legs to the grouind.

Such a confuîsion at the firs, few fences
Sone refuse, somie jump on each other,

sorne inake for gates, whilst the timid riders
turn back, and those who are left with the
first flighit seutle themnselves doivn to their
work in earnest, and soon disappear over
the slîoulder of the bill.

In an incredibly short space of tinie
Waneberry Green is deserted. The car-
riages have ail driven off, sorne few to foIlow~
for a mile or two aloi the lane iii hopes of
corning across the hounds again, but most of
theni to turn ini the direction of their re-
spective homies. The lookers-on and follow-
ers on foot, who often se a glood deal of
the fui), have ail disappeared; not a living
soul is left;- and the rooks, îvbo have been
disturbed from their hiaunts by the morn-
ing s noise and coniotion, come cawing
contentedly back tr, the elm trees in the
miiddle of the littie common.

'rhey liad a good mun thiat nioming, and
foremost in the field wvas of course Georgie
Travers, pressing close in lier father's
wake, and followed near by Wattie Ellison.
Georgie knew every inch of the country,
every gap, every gate, every ditch.

She picked bier own line with a cool head
and scientific reckr>ning; she knew better
than to wvaste lier own strength or hier
horse's at the begirining of the day with un-
necessary exertions, but when there did
corne an unavoidable thick-set biffifinch or a

;tiff bit of timber, Georgie put the chest-
iut's head well at it, ranimed inilier little
;purred beel, set bier teeth bard, and ivas
over it in a inanner that made everv man
-ournd lier turn for an instant to admire.

Jutiet Blair did not ride to hounds after
tbis fashion. I arn not sure thiat she wvould
not at heart have considered it rather inf/ra
dýr for the owner of Sotherne Court to go,
rushing over lied-es and ditches during the-
whbole day in thne reckless way that littie-
Georgie Travers did.

Juliet folloîved for a littde wvay in a lel-
surely lady-like manner, follo'ved by lier
groom, and keeping rather aloof front the-
ruck of the hunt, tilI they carne to the tlrst
check, and then she turned lier liorse's.
heaci intre a side lane, left the lhounds be-
hind, andi ient for a quiet ride on bier own
account.

J ust îvhen she %vas going honie, and long
after she thoughit she bad left every trace of
the bunt behind lier, she suddeiîly camne
upon -Georgie an d young Ellison riding side
by si 1- down a narroîv lane w'ith their
lîeads andi hands suspiciously close toge-
tber.

"Halloa, Georgie! I left you in the front;
ho'v do you conie hiere? "

I got thirovn out! " said Georgibuh
iîîg, and we have lost the hounds ; have
you seen anything of then ?"

"Nothing %vhiatever, and I don't suppose
you waiit to sec thern, you very disgraceftit
youngf people !"said Juliet, !aughing, as
she cantereci by.

Georgie andi lier lover rode on slowly.
Yo u wi'il tell your father to-night,

Georgie ?" said the young man.
Il es, 1 think I liac better;- but papa

lias been very, iorried lately by Cis."
"What bas poor Cis beeii doiîîg now?"
WhV1y, Juliet lias refused bini aga«in," said

Georgie, laughing.
"Iarn sure I amn not sirprised ; hiow

caîî your father expcct bier to, bave hm ? "
IlWell I don't know, but even now papa

won't give up tlîe idea ; lie is very savage
witb Cis, and it is a flood thing the poor
boy is awvay. Certainly Cis inlierits papa.'S
dogged determnîation if lie inherits nothing
else, for lie won't give lier up a bit. I rather
like îirn for it. Oh Wattic, XVattie I"' she
cnied suddenly, "ltlere are the hounds;
corne along."

And Georgie was over the bridge iii a.
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