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1AhiING N HINT,

And left one o the stable! you old
vet ! osddnuned the dignant Mr. Saw |
W\ hat the deueo hiave you douo that
or )

« Yom il want a sccond horso to-dny,’” nh-
- wered the groom.  ** You'll have a bid  for
Murathon before you've been on himn half an
bour,  Lenstaways, if yow've the discretion
not te go a-showing him up.” .

“ What dv you mean . asked AMr. Saw
vyer, with . dawning of intelligence over.
tending Lin countenance, for he knew his
warvant’s diplomatie talents of old i

* Oply that they're all of ‘em wanting n
uag to win this here donkey race, a1 callit;
it nono but o donkoy would be concerned in
wuch n tomfoolory ; and Mr. Crasher, ho's
. atsficd by this timo that Marathon's the
<nensju tcan.  You sit «till upon him to-
Jday, aud keep jogging »f bim about. to
qunlify  like, till the honuds find, and
A.- w opn your mouth, ad take what  they
o Tor yott o

M:. Sawyer had implizt confidenee in hix
. d sorvant ; 66l ho could not help  wirkhing
t. Lo further cnlightoned )

“ You must have tcdd some precious
yalie,” said hie, ¢ to make people _Iu-lu-w-
Alarathion could run up with & man in wud-
Loats 1" ‘

* I ne

\:gaénid:n word " nnswered Tenae -
"o}

: beliove their own eyes. Ay

Tytep I, wo ftried ‘un this vory ]
s ting again Chanee * and though she's
we -t in town, we beat hey by more than
all m:lh." .

o Aarathon beat that mare " oxclaimed
M, Sawyer, now completely taken aback.
“ What do you mean "

011 Inago's fonturc’a wore  distorted once
s 1. oto the msliogany grin

W, if Martion Aint, Jock d
A he quietly. * You conldn't toll one from
JoSther in their clothing when it's dark.
aug the Dandy would win the Derby it it
wials't over half o mile.” .

It was tco truo : though the smart little
ung uever could stay a mile at & racing pace
I Lus bost days, hie was as quick on his legs
1a 0 rabbit, and nothing_could touch him,
tor tive furlongs.  Swaddled up n his o.loth(:s
wider the dubious twilight of a winter's
e ruing, Mr. Tiptop never suspected  him,
aud wont home with tho conviction that
\Marathon, and nonc other, was the horse
hat had beaten his favorite.

Mr. Sawyer lnughed to himeelf o~ he rode
Juck very gingerly on to Rurkby.
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1f M1. Sawyer had kept o huutiug yournal
awinneh bo didn t1 ho wouid bave noted dowa
the mieet nt Barkby, as vne ot thuse gurgeous
e etacles, which makes an effaceablo jm-
pression on the eye of the unpractieed  be-
hedder. ‘There appeared to bo more hounds,
w. ro borses, More servants, nore CArnages, }
and altogethor a lorgor stafl aud retinuo at-
tacked to the cstabushment, tban bhe lad
aver litherto seen paraded for the purpuse of
klhng n fox. Novertheiess, with all thes
shoar. there was no unstake about the work-
manhke teadoney of the turn-out. If the
pack was numerous, 1t was siso caccedsagly
lovel and 1 faultless condition ; the hauts-
man and wiups looked as if they must Lase
been born and bred for the  ospeanl offices
they respectively tilled, and the second-horo
men, notwithstanding their numbers, ap-
cared to be all cut from tho samo pattera.
F\s for tho hunters, Mr. Sawver would have
wishied no Letter luck than to nde tho worst
of them at o hundred and ufty guineas. OQuo
magndicent bay with a sidv-saddle, destined,
no Joubt, to carry a veautful and precisus
burden, quite put i cut of couceit S
Bo tepur and tho giey. As for Marathen!
wity he would mever tave got ou b,
w auch company, had not the pleasiug
rol. el crossed hie samd, that perbaps

ingly.

of & wan whe vxpests overy moment to bo
o b back.

‘the Honorable, shghtly amused, pulled up
dongede.  ** Hollon, Sawyer,  satd he,

vyoll be  bard to beat to-day: tho

ttecple-chostl seems uncoramon full of run-
ning."

# It's oply his ploy ** answered Mr. Saw

yer, modestly ; indulging Marathon, who was
propuring for auother kick, with a vicious
jerk
groom to mve a
sent mo o second herss out to-day |

.

of the curb, * I can't got got my old
hiw work onough, and ho's

1> wies teant to woply that the  kicker
wae too valuable an animal for a mero hun-
ter, and the Honorable interproted it accord-
As he rode alongside, ho scanned tho
bny's points with tho critical oye of a pur-
chaser. A horse never looks so well as
when ho is trottiug besido you on & strip of
rrass, oxcited by the presonce of iounds.  If
tncked by n good horseman, the voricst brute,
under theso ciroumstances, makes tho most
of lus own appearance. Marathon going
witlin lumsdlf, playing lightly with his_ bit,
and bringing his Lind logs under his girths
at overy stop, was a very difieront Jorse
from tho satne Marathon extended and labor-
g 1n a sticky ploughed field. I have al
ready said L possessed many qualities saffi-
ciontly taking to tho eye. As tho Honorable
oxnmiucd lum frum Lis muzzle to his hocks,
ho could not Lut acknowledge that the horse
lovked uncummonly like a  galloper. ¢ If
bo can only juwp,” thought Crasher, ¢ and
get pretty quich over his fences, ho ought to
be o mattler. T suppose I shall hiave to buy
bim.’

M antage Mio Sawyer, who, as ho
remathed o iunsddf ¢ was not such o fool
as s suohed, but on the contrary resom-
blew tuwse ¢ still waters " which tho Ger-
wan vrevab says ¢ run so deep,” convers d
adlatey witn lus friend on a number of topics
totally urcounceted with horseflesk or the
pleasures of tho hunting-field. Tor once in
1us life, Lie did not want to got a start, that’s
the trutl: , and as lus companion was one of
thuse indolent. nasy-going people whose
fancy cau be led astray withont difficnity in
any given direction, they were soon deep in
a vancty of subjects, originating no doubt
with Mi. Sawyer, but to which, { am bound
to say, le bad never deveted much of his
time v1 attention. They touched npon the
last wisadventuro Lrought under the notice
of Sir Cresswell Crosswell—discussed the
agricultural prospects of the season, and on
this theme it would o difficult to say which
was most iucnpnb]o of giving an opinion—
argued on the 1mportance -f 8 movemeont for
taking the duty off sigars, and lastly got in-
voh e in the interminabie question of what
use the \ olanteers vzould be, inthe event of
an wvasion, and whether or not they would
bo killed to a man, when their conversation
was cut short by an obvivus bustle ard con-
fusion about a wilo ahead of them, denoting
that a fox had not only been found, but gone
away.

“Douo to a turn I exclaimed the Hon-
orable, mterrupting his own explanation of
low be should handle skirmshers if he was
o gonern! offizer, which, by tho way, it was
fortunate for the skirmishers he was not.
“\Wbat a bore ! Wo shan't catch them in a
wook ! bio added, turning Bondices’s head
at the fence, aad starting ber at score
througl. a deep ploughed field. In a fow
stnides be hiad furgotton skirmishers, and
Marathou, aod Mr. Sawyer, and everything
inthe woild oxcopt that be bad lost his
start.

Thoe latter, watching the line * fine
Ly degrecs and  beautfully  less ™ on
the honzon, rather congratulated Inmself,
that L.- cha.co was completely out, and
that therec was now no temptation for him
cither to exert his own onergics, or draw
upun tLo faliug powers of Marathon in the
pursuit of that which ho felt c.uld scarcely
Lo called pleasure. Ho jogged alonézuthc
laue accorditigly, contented enougl, think
i what fuu e would have on the grey, in
the afteraoun, with a second fox !

But a few of us can have hanted much
without remsrking a pecularity conuected
with tho chase, that occasions constant irxi-
tation and annoyance to its votarics. Have
jou nover observed, that if you loose your
chanco of gottingaway with hounds, whether
fur procrastination, inatention,or the landable
Jlyectiun cotertained by o rational man te
rido at n large fenco, do what you vwall, you
only succeed in increasing the distanco
between yonrself and tho objeet you wish to
nach * Iu van you * nick,” snd ** gkirt,”

to.dowe ha should gt rid of  the brate  alte-

aud nde to points that you think likely to

wtnbe Cra-Ler, late 2= usunl, aud cnutering  sucls as are with them ; these have, nevers
Lot hent o DBoadioes by Bellerophon | theless, leisure to observe your movements,
outot Blne Light—with the preocenpied awr {and to wonder why you are not uwen

tl
j them, Thoy are all your own purticu ar |
lfl‘icllﬂﬂ. oud you know you will be colled

upon, nest buuting morning, to answer that
dificult question—-* What beeame of you,
after wo left you in the rond at So-and-so?
Disua soemns to delight in the rule of con-
trary. Liko tho rest of her sox, she takes
you up and persccutes you, when you don't
want }wr ; and whea you are most ardont
and zealous in her pursuit, she rebufls you
and puts you down.

Nothing could bo furthor from Mr. Saw-
yer's wishes than to find himself, on the
occasivn, in & cunspicuvus position wigh the
Quorn huunds.  Hud Lo wanted to besingled
out in front of all that talent and benuty,
Marathon was certainly tho last animal he
would have chosen on wineh to make an ap-
pearance in  such  choico company;
neverthcless, tho torce of ciroumstances
is boyond the control ovon of men like Mr.
Sawyer, and however averse ho might be
to ** achicvo greatness,” he found, most un-
willingly, * greatness thrust upon him.” For
awhile ﬂc hind lost sight of everybody, and
was in tho act of pulling out lus cigar-case
to onjoy onn of his Laranagas insolitude and
repose, proposing to hang on the line, keep-
ing n little down wind, nnd as soon as he
should spy tho second-hurses, mount the
groy. and send Marathon straight lowe.
Crasher, ho thought, would buy the horse
withont asking auy more questions

Searcely, however, had ho got his weed
fairly under weigh, thanthe music of a pack
of hounds broke suddenly on bis earfrom bo-
Lind s high impervious bullfinch that shel-
tered one sido of the grass-lane along which
he was proceeding so leisurely. ** Confonnd
the brutes ! za1d Sawyer to himsell, * here
they are again " As he opencd ‘*he gate
through winch the track led into a sixty-acre
pastare. the whole pack swept under bis
| horse's nose, running with sutlicicat cnergy
1to denote what sportsmen call a bolding
scent ; they carried a capital head, and were
forcing their fox at o pace which kept him
going, but was not good enough to come up
with hira.

It was just the sort of gallop that enables
people who ride to hounds to look about
themn, and enjoy not only tho sport, but the
accompauyiog humors of tho scene.

In these days, a real qrick thing is snoh an
affair of hurry, that the lucky fuw who arein
it cannot sparc a ™~ment's attention from
anything but their borses’ ears.

Had he been riding a donkoy, it wasnot in

i

the animal’s head towards the hounds under
such temptation ; morcover, hedistinguished
amongst the first flight his Harboxough com-
panions, including the pale face of tio Hon-
orable Crasher, who by * bucketing” Boa-
dicea most unmercitally, had got there some-
how, and appeared quite satistied with his
cituation. What could our friend do, but cut
in, and go to work at once ?

Marathon, excited by the turmoil, was fain
to set his back up once more. Xe found,
however, that the kicking was now all the
othér way. Taking bim in o grasp that
would have lifted a ton, Mr. Sawyer drove
his spurs into the balf-bred brute, and set
him going close to the hounds at the best
paco he could command. For 2 shorl dis-
tance. and when held well togother, Mara-
thon could stride away ina very 1imposing
form. The sensation of having a lead is, in
itsalf, provocative of emnlation’; behind onr
friend wero four or five intimeate companions
who woro not Iikely to let him hear the last
of any sentenco of shirking that should come
under their notice. Close on their track were
the flower of Leicestershire ; and thess sgain
were succeeded,so to speak, by a whole army
of camp-followers, * maddening in.the rear.”
Had the styx Leen in front of him, Lo must
have charged it ** in or over.”

Iunstead of tho waters of Acheron, however,
there was nothing more formidable in his
line than a straggling, over-grown bullfinch
at the far end of the feld ; just such s fence,
indeed, as Mnarathon was in the habit of de-
clining, but yet which be hoped the turmoil
behingd, the general excitement, and the per-
suasive powers of his own spurs, would en-
ablo lum to inducoe his horse to face. Ho hiad

lenty of ime to scan it as he approached.
f a milo or so of ridgo and furrow, oven
at o hunt. x's best pace, gives leisure for con-
sideration. Ere the hounds had strung
through it in single file, he was aware
of a wide ditch to him; on the {fmxther
side was obviously a grass-field, and an un-
certainty.

Marking him with his oye the weakest

place, through _wl{igh,ﬁnovenhclcss, h¢ oould

Mr. Sawyor's nature to abstain from turning | b

‘was amusipg though alarming.  Four m.
perinl crowners at ono and the samo instant
—four loose liorses galloping wildly away—
[ four red_coals rising simultancously fiom

Motuer Earth—cight top-booted leps shuf-
tliug in ludicrons haste aiter the doparting
steeds. Hud our fricud been Briareus him-
solf, he could not have caught all their
horscs.  Ho was a man, however, who sel-
dom lost an opportunity, aud was not hkely
to miss such a chance as tho present. Seleot-
ing Boadicen, lie galloped after her, and sue-
ceceded in pinniog ber agniust npound : not-
withstnnding that the maro lashed out at
him meore than once, he brought her back in
triumph to her panting owner.

Mcanwlhile, tho four dismounted sports.
men condoled breathlessly woith ench other,
18 thoy labored ovor tho grassy slope.

“T'm but o poor hand at this gamo,”
observed Strugeles, who did not fancy carry-
ing his own weight across country.

“ T wish I'd gone faster at it,” said Sav-
agey who had been grinding his teeth and
?nﬁldning his heart tho whole way up the

101U

“ My chestnut mare would have jumped

it 1" oxclaimed Major Brush, inwardly regis-
tering a vow to abstain from ¢ oxers ™ for
tho future ; whilst the Honorable, though
Do held his tongue, was thinking what a
capital horse that was of Sawyer's and dis-
mally reflecting that if Boadicea hadn't
kicked at hin when he was dotwn, he never
would bave been such a tailor asto let her
go0.
%74 Gatehhold I said Mr. Sawyer, throw-
ing tho maro's reins to her owner, whoso
gratitudo he thereby earned for tlhie rest of
his life. ¢ There’s no hurry,” he added, as
tho Honorable, *r a coat plastered with mud
and a bat stov  a, dived wildly at his stir-
rup; ** thoy've over-run it a mile back, and
checked in the next field.”

Tho latter part of tho sentence was truo
envugh. His quick eyo had shown him the
pack at fault, as e secured Boadicea in the
corner whero the pound ,stood ; the former

It was a5 much a5 to say, * Wihilst you fel-
lows are hustling and spurting, and tumbling
about, I am so well mounted that I can ob-
serve matters as coolly asif I was hunting
in a balloon.

It was not without its effoct on his listoner.
As they rode through the hand-gate together
in the enclosure where the hounds were at
fanlt, the Honorablo Crasher no longer
scanne? Marathon with the eyo of a pur.
chaser. Xfe looked on the horse now as his
own propen”. He was determined to have

im.

By vomo mysterious law of nature, when-
over ono individunl succeeds either in what
is termed pounding a field, or in getting such
a start of them that nobody shall have a
chanco of catching him whilst the pace holds
—and this, be it observed, is no everyday oc-
currence in countries whero the best riders
in England congregate for the express pur-
pose of riding as well as they can—it invari-
ably happens that the immediate failure of
scent, or somejsuch untoward contingency,
robs the lucky oneof his anticipated trinmph.
On the prosent occasion, much to Mr. Saw-
yer's delight, they never hit off their fox
again. By degrees, the teil of the fisld strag-
gled up, having found their way by every
available gate and gap ; then came the sec-
ond horses, carefully ridden, cool, and com-

aratively, clean, not having turned a hair ;

astly, arrived & man in a gig, by a con-

‘venient bridle-road, hotter than any one pre-
sent, wiping his faco on a coloured handker-
chief, which ho afterwards put in the crown
of bis hat.

\Whilst sandwiches were being munched,
and silver horns drained of their contents,
ginger-cordial, orange-brandy V. O. P.,* and
other enticing fluids, Mr. Sawyer giving The
Boy stringent orders about taking Marathon
home. He could not feel thoroughly com-
fortable till that imposter was fuirly out of
sight, and ho should find himself ostablishod
on the assaming little groim

When he had made up his mind, the Hon-
orable Crasher was 2 man of fow words. Re-
freshed by a mouthfal of sherry, not unae-
coptable after a rattling fall, and comforiably

rched on the back of Confidenco, a delight-

al animasl tuat o child could ride, and per-
haps tho best and safest hunter in his stablo,
he ranged alongeideof ourfriend, and plunged
at onco in medias res.

 So you want {o sell tho bay horse you
have just sent home 2" said he, with none of
the hesitation and beating about tho bush to
which Mr. Sawyer had lutherto been accus-
tomnd in his horso-dealing operations. **If

u do, and will name the prico you ask for

im, altogether. _

was a bit of what theatrical people call ‘gag.' |i

CHAPTER \VIIL

“CTEMPTED TO BUY.”

And now for the well-pleasod John Stadge
dish Sawyor, came in what may bo callef
the ¢ swoet of tho day.”  His horso dispofs
ed of, two handred and sixth-two pounds tof
slullings in his pocket, for the HonorabR
Crasher's word was as good usa bank-biljR
aud the wiry little grey under him, nan anfie
mal for which ho had not given a fourth d
the above sum, and yet in whose pacoe andi
foncing he had the utwmost confidonce, wit
tho additional delight ofa cortain find for th
gecond fox—all these influonces combined
were onough toput a man in thorough goods
huwmor with himself, To do our friend jusjis
tice, ho was not of u mercouary disposition j
but having been kept oxceedingly short
funds duriug his youth, and in those hards:
tines hunted under considerable pecuniarg
difticultics, he had insensibly imbibed n horj
ror of what ho called * riding under todl
much money.” ‘A man must havo goodg
nerve,” he used to say, * who is not afraidi
to risk & couplo of hundred overy timo Lo!
jumps a fenco ;" and I really beliove hdg
would shovo a forty-pound serew along wit 3
grentor satisfaction than the winner of thgp
Liverpool. The groy was a right good littla g
nag, casy toturn, quick at his fences, andid
thoroughly accustomed to his master’s hand
It is wonderful what n deal of time is saved}
by a horse that is pleasant to ride, and howj
rapidly a moderate galloper, with a fincl
mouth, and quick upon_his legs, can _slipy
over a country compared with an animalf
that may have the pace of a racchorse, butfs
requires a segundo bridle, and a hundred §
acre field to turn him in.  Mr. Sawyerfl
drew the curb-rein gently through his finzsrs, M
struck his heels down, and mingled in theSs
crowd upon the best possible terms with$}
bimself.

As the smoking, laughing, chattering cav- K
gleade trotted merrily along, he had anj
opportunity of scanning many well-known
individuals whom his business advocationsj
of the morning hagd prevented his hitherto &
recognizing. ** The talent,” as it is called, §
was present, from Mfelton—A2lelton, once the |
very metropolis of the hunting world, now,
thanks to railroads, rivalled, if not supassed, §
by Leicester and Market Harborough ; §
and yot, what & nice place it is' Who |§
that has ever spent a season in the cosy, K
cheerful, joyous little town, bnt would wish to §
turn the stream of time, and live those golden ¥
days and pleseantnights ovor again ?—would §
wish to bo galloping Ins covert-hack once
moro through the fragrant air and u' ler the
dapgled sky of a February morning, with a
good horse to ride from Rankshoreugh Gorse f
or Barkby Holt, ashis day’s amusement, and
a choice of et least & couple of invitations, #
offering him the I?lensantest. society and the §
best dinner in England, for his ovening's §
gratification ? :

1t is not more than thirly yearssince Nim- ¥
rod wrote his celebrated ** Quarterly Review §
Run"—the best description of fashionable
hunting that has over yet been printed,
though many a hand, as light upon the bri- §
dle as the pen, has portrayed the samo sub-
joct since then—not more than thirty years, §
certainly and tho ways of Melion are but
little changed, only, of the dramatis personc &
there are not many left. Of those who §
oharged the flooded Whissendine sp boldly, &
tho mpjority have already crossed the Styx. B
Nevertheless, a few of the old lot may still
be scen ready, whon the hounds run, to face
* wood and water," as of yoro.

Mr. Sawyer, for un unimaginative man, §
was tho least thing in the world of a horo- §
worshipper. As he rodo along, contemplat-
ing from behind them tho fins powerfal frame
and the slim and graeeful figuro of two Mel-
tonians, who for many years have ehone, a |
couplo of lucida sedira, in the front rank,
and of whom, indeed, 5o fast have they al-
Ways gone it may almost be said that

 T-anting Time toils after them in vain,”

he was accosted by tho pleasant, gentleman-
like personago with whom he had epent an
agreeable quarter of an hour in the hovel,on
that memorable day when his ambition had
50 completoly * cooked the goose™ of Hot-
spur with the Pytchloy.
* % Good morning, sir,” said this afiablo in-
dividual, bringing Lis horso alongside of our
friend, with & bow such as nobody 1n the Old
Country could over have perpstrated. “ X
thought you'd be out to-day, s0I've a couplo
here for you fo look at.”

When a nobleman not only touches his
hat, bat takes it off 10 you, at tho same time

__tasgif ue were abont to make von a present of

offering you ** & conplo of horses to look at,”



