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st Care el wath godis futon Ios nibs and
many tuek on b antlers, Thickemng, tos,
& b whnt i the nok, for already the clear
aiv ot au antann mght tellx of carly froets,
aod -onn the penectu) ngedty of his repose
wi'l change to turmonl and love and war, [n
te ueantimo he tecds Jaaly on, tarnng
wibout apparent objeet m o dithorent diree-
tion from the herd.

Ths he wande re over a broad surface of
country—now cropping therank grasses that
bopder the Fae, ere ho dashes throogh ats
ww1t und shallow strenm as though  disdain-
3upr u bath that only renches to his  kuecs.
Avon dnllymg with the standing oats, that
pire thin und scanty on a bare bill farm, by
the virgo of the torest ;. then crossing the
swanpy sKirts of Eymoor nt his long. jerk-
e tiod, G poune the tttern and the curlew
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e their rost, e makes b way by many |

A Lroken path ated deviows sl op-track to the
Huje rvious coppics s and steep wooded  de-
el tties of ( loustbaan Ball. It s an honr or
1w b foro duwtt when ho reaclics  this well
ks haunt, and the lerdly beast, penetrat-
my tots mmost tueket, Inys  Innsell down
with the sntention of sleeping undistucbed
Lt late i the day.

With anndolent hoist of his hauuches,
that hardly scomned an effort, he has cleared
the husel grown bank round his restling-
Pplaco 1 o spring thut covered some five or
sx yands, but Jeft imbedded in the yielding
cluy & distiuet impression of his cloven focet.
Fhe.reforo Bed Rube, stovping over tho slot
at day-brenk, chuckles inwardly, and ob-
gorves to his  tlnek & warrautable dear 1
knceling down to examine the impiot mor.
clo~ely, and measure its widih by the fing-
or~ of his own brown hand.  Then he takes
awtde circmit, eanbracing several favorite
passes for duor, and sutisfies himself that,
siave anc light hart or ** brocket,” as ho calls
a8, nol another animal of the species iy this
mortung harbored in Cloutsham Ball.

Thu otag-hounds are to mect some two
aules off the eartward. It must be travell-
1 that distanco with the sun in Ins cyes
thut canses Red Rube to blink and grin and
accasionally hiccough all the way to their
accustomed {rysting-place.

Ho is thore betanes with his broken-kneed
pony, yot two riders have appeared before
hir. Rubo obuckles a4 slides up to them.

Your servant, Mistreas Carow-—your ser-
want, your honor,” says he, n'a deferential
tone.  The spura had need Lo sharp to-day,
master. I'll warrant there'll bo wicked nid-
Sug. mith the hkeliest luss 1 Devon looking
on!

Nelly Carow descrved the omthet.
<lose-fitiug blue habit so well set off her trim
figure, the saucy littlo hat was so beconnng
to Uer frosh dolicate face, that it seemed no
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wenit gotee it Wintsuntude, by Upeot
Shecp warh, atl rhowerad nix hours atter-
waurds in the tnarket at Teunten town.  It's
fifty mulos, rquire, af 1t's @ furlong, Ab, ay, o
good horse, naghbor, and a bad trade,’

* [ heard tell he wae hunged ! sad  the
listener, opening round oyes of astonish-
e nt.

*He did cught tu have been,” replicd the
other. <DBut Gulloping Jack had good friends
m the West, and o goud friend he's been
Latoself, not so long ago, neither, to one or
two honest fellows you and me would be
matn vexed to see called to account.  Live
and Wt Live, says I, “but if wo find a nght
stag 1 youder huzeols who knows bis way to
the rea, why, thay gray horse and s nder
aro bound to be at ouo end of the hunt, and
1 leave it tu you, neaghbor, to say wlueh

With these words hie dismounted licavily
to sdjust girths and brdl:, for Red Rube
was alrendy in close confabulation with the
huntuman, and business geemed about to
hegn,

The harborer looked more than half-
druuk, yet not tor an instant was theat sagac.
ity of lus at fanit which parwok rather of
apimal istinet than human experience.

**‘The old stag will mmove the brocket,”
said ke, with a laborious wink, * and it's
your buciness to drive him to the inoor,
Abelk  I'll warrant 1 briug vou within a
land-yard of "un, and all as you've got to do
is tocatch ‘un if you can I”

“Tancred and Tarquin will do that wuch,
replied Abel,” a man ofifew words, and in less
than a minute those venerablo * tufters "
were uncoupled and at his horse's heels,
forci?g their way through the taugled under-
wood.

To control twenty couple of hounds hunt-
ing diflerent lines is no easy matter. Ono
or two or held in command without difti-
culty, so thet their stauach pursmt may be
transferred from seent to scent till thoy bave
forced the right deer into the open, when
they can be stopped, while the body of the
pack are brough up and laid on.
Then for the crash, the chorus, the
jubilee ! Hark together ! Hark ! and For-
rard away ! !

The brocket's heart beats fast at tho first
nole of the ¢ tufters,” nnd well it may.” Tan-
cred and Tarquin are two majestic black-
and-tan hounds, six and twenty inches high,
| with sweeping ears, pendantiowls, and large.
lengthy frame, nearly as heavy ag himself.
For one palpitating moment the wild deer's
instinct prompts him to leap from his lair,
und scouring at speed across the moor to

Tho | scek the distant fastnesses of Swincombe,

the gourge of Badgeworthy, or wheeling down-
wind, ltke o bird on the wing, by Culbono
slopes, to take refuge m the hanging woods

wonder John Garnet's eyos should be fixedy of Glenthorpe, where they fringe the Severn

on his boautiful companion rather than on
the opposito ridgo of moor, over which
houuds and horscuen were oxpected overy
motnent {o nppear.

Aud Nelly, too, was more than proud of
her cavalior. How handsome she thought
hun, and how princely, with Ins dark cyes,
s rudy checks, lus ploasant, careless smulo,
aud clustenng bair.  Nover another nder 1o
the West, thought Nelly, could et lus horse
5o fairly, aud where 1 tho bounds of Eng-
1aod was the steed to compare with Kater-
felto ‘¢ T used to think Cowslip the most
dbeautiful creature in tho world,” said she,
patting her favorite’'s meck; ‘“ but your
tiorso hins quute pat e out of conceit with
saine.”

** 1 know who is tho most beautsful crea-
turo in the world,” answered Johu Garnet,
not unconscious that e had arrived at tho
1diotie stago of his malady. ** I have pever
aocon her equal, and never shall ; bre we'll
arguo that point going Lome,” b added,
winlo his bright oye grow brighter “‘Thero’s
na timo to wranglo now, sw+.t Mistress
Nelly, for hero como the hopnds !

Sca. But tho next, a deep, loud and melo-
dious roar, seems to paralyze s very henart,
and he crouckes to the carth, scarce danng
to move an ear. Suddenly the branches
crash behind lum, ap antlered lead looms
wide and stately between him and tho sky,
while ho leaps to bis mmbloe feet in a bound
thiat 15 bastened by the sharp thrust ofa horn
aganst bis haunch. 1aless than a minute
tle old stag crouches in the young one's
lawr, and the brocket, scared wnli fear,
1s darting across the moor like an arrow from
o bow.

* Hark back, Tancred ! Tarquin! Tar-
Quiy ! hark back I Morose and solemn,
consciontiously, yet soro agniast the grain.
$hose veteraos desist from their pursuii, soon
tu bo rewarded for this disciplined cagacity
by & nobler quarry, a higher and strouger
scent. But for a leap that covers twenty feet
of distance, and hils lus antlers {wice hisown
height in air, tho old stag's flauk would be
torn by Tancred's renking muzzle, his haun-
cbes crushed under Tarquin's weighty paws.
But no ' with half-a-dozen bounds be crash-

cs through tho hnzels, speeds np & narrow

Seets tromy the \,mtu;.'n!-lrn--n thiough that wtronghold, wud torce |

pround gbeve, they goomed to be romng at{into the open once more, shall he not make !
uo great pacs, though with maen energy and | hus pownt in the ehils beyoud Combe Martin, | gurhing copre that clothed these abrupt buil-
de termminatien ; but Jolin varnet, who had | stecring for yonder thread of blae on the hon-

dunged 1nto tho valley ut thar «terns, connd
1ave told a duferent tale. 1t taxed even
Katerfelto s powers to heep on termys with
them as they rose the oppostte hill, Tarquim
and Tgnered swinging along at head with a
steady peraistency  that iwplied enduranco
till tho close of day.  Excopt the stranger on
the gray horse, not another nder was within
a milp of the pack.  Abel had adopted the
same line, though not o slkilfully, thought
the Parson, as bunself, and was leading lng
active, eat-like horse up o precipitons ascent
to regain the gronnd he had lost.  Mistress
Nelly could b seen on the white pony, a
speck in the distance, making for some rocks
on the mour, where her (xperience taught
her the deer was Likely to pass, and was fol-
fowed by no mnconsiderable eavaleade. Uthier
sportameu rode at speed for other points,
some in bold relicf agaiust the sky-hne, some
mere spots of red on the brown expanse of
moor, all with their borses’ heads in differ-
ent directions, yet cach persuaded that his
own hno was the best, and would eventually
land hun alonoe with the hounds !

Alas for the facilities of experience itself
when pitted agaiost chance!  Alas for the
caution of age and the cunning of wood-
craft ! Alas for the heavy weight rider and
tho borse that knew not now to gallup!
After this one turn, of which tho Parson so
readily took advautage, the stag never paus-
ed nor wavered, but sped across the open
straight as an arrow six miles on end, with.
out halt or hindrance, and hounds ran him
without a check.

“ Curse him ! curse him ! how le rides 1™
muttered the Person, watching that gray
horso sail over the moor, in smooth and
easy stride, like the stroke of & bird's wing,
whilo John Garnet sat howe n the saddle,
and chose Ins ground with the judgment of
one bred in the West. Katerfelto carned his
master without diflicuity alongside of the
hounds ; Parson Gale, lhalf-a-mnle off, with
no immediate prospect of getting nearer, ad-
mired and envied tho daring rnider, even
while he swore to bave Ins blood.

Half-a-mile astern, in an enclosed coun-
try, is bad enough ; bat to be half-a-mile be-
lind a good burse crossing Exmoor at speed
with a pack of hounds in front, is virtaally
to be i another kingdom! To save
his life, the P’arson could not como with-
in haihing distance of his foe, do what he
would.

Yet he tried his wickedest! Cassock's
side was scored with the unaccustomed spur.
Cassock’s speed was taxed uniairly up stee
incline nand over level marsh. The black
vag wasas good a benst as ever looked
through a bndle, but he carried a stone and
8 helf more weight, and had neither the
blood, nor the size, nor the speed and scope
of Katerfeltv. ** He's a heavy decr,” mut-
tered the Parson, with an unclerical oath and
& strong pull ut lus horse. ** He'll hang in
Badgoworthy woods, or * so1l’ 1n Badgewor-
thy water. It’s the only chance in the game
now, for at such a paca as this, the farther T
ride the farther [ am left bebind."”

Nt once in a season, not once in ten sea-
sons, had the Parson been so out in his reck-
oning. Tho wild red deer, while ho is the
noblest and most courageous of those forest
creatures that trust for safety in their speed,
15 also the most eccentric and unaccountable
in his flight. Let us borrow the gray-
speckled wings of the moor-buzzard hunting
leisurely overbead, and accompany our stag
through the rush-grown swamps of Exmoor,
88 lo crosses its undulating sarface
at that free Eitching gallop which ho seems
so rarely to hasten in alarm, or to modify
from fatigue.

His taper bead and noble antlers amn
thrown slightly back, his dark and gentle eye
seems faller than in  repose, but brightensd
by a cunscionsness of intelligenco rasher than

i thut promises death or treedom in the
Severn Sea ?

Who shall #ay that all this caleulation,
this strategy, this retlection, 13 so far below
renson as 1o be called instinet 2 Lven Red
Rube, 1nauy & mlo belund on his pony, tax-
ing bus resources of intelleet and cunnviuyg,
back: d by the observation of fifty years, that
he may arrive somnchiow at the fipish in time
to Liear the ¢ bay,”* confesses he 1x but a fool
when his wits are pitted agamst thuse of a
deer driven to its last shifts,

Ife i= riding slowly and doggedly, due west
w:thout a foul in sight.  He could not ex-
plain why he should have chosen this dir
ection, but some mysterious instinet of the
hunter tdls him that thus only hashe the
slightest chinnce of seeing any wore of tho
chnse.

In the meantime, vexation, confusion and
distress provail tor many a weary milo of
rocky steep, tangled heather and holding
swamp. Hero a good horse, floundering to
the girths, emerges from the mire with o
throbbing flank and staring eve that tell too
plainly their own sad tale. Ihis master,
pretty well exhausted also in the siruggle,
standing hopelessly on foot, while friends
and neighbors, in bat little better plight,
come laboring past. cach man riding faster
than lis horse, and pointing eagerly forward |
to that distance he must never hope to
reach.

The last of the string, whose powers are
dying out like the flame of a candle, sinks
from a false and laboring trot to a reeling
walk, which soon collapses in a dead stop.

“ I’ve shot my bolt too, neighvor!” says
the defeated sportsman to his comrade in
distress. ‘* It’s many a long day since |
we'vo scen such a brash as this over Exmoor |
and I'd try to finish the run now in 1y |
boots, only I've grown so plaguy lusty for
chimbing these Inlls!”

So they lead their horses homoward dcs~l
pondently enough, with many a longmg,
lingering look at those lesseniug forms that |
aro yet far in the rear of the actual chase, ‘
and many a speculation as to when it will
end, what direction it will take, and who
are the lucky ones with the hounds.

There can be no run so good in reality as
that whichk we lose in imsgipation when
beaten off by exigencies of country or pace.

Tancred and Tarquin are leadiong no long-
er. The grandson of the former, nearly an
inch higher than himself, has come to the
front, and for the first time since s puppy-
hood vindicates the purity of his lineage,
and proves the staunch, determined qualities
of hig race. Ho has hitherto never run at
head, but now, when the pace is the best, he
takes the scent from his grundsire by sheer
forco of nose and wind and spoed. Not another
bound in the pack can wrest fromx him his
post of hunor in the front ; and it is a pity
that John Garnet, who knuws nothina about
him, and cares as little, should be the only

wan near enough to mark the oxcellence of
his performance. Wero they but there to
see it, the yonng hound’s dash and style,
tempered by undoviating stradiness in pur-
suit, would fill Abel's eyes with tears,
and call forth a blessing from Parcon Gale's
lips.

p'l‘hnt keensportsman is cursing volably in-
stead, though none the less does he take
every advantago of ground, cut off every
angle, and avoid cvery swamp in the live ;
therefore Cassock gallops steadily on at a
fair, regulated pace, which neither increases
por decreases the disheertening interval be-
tween his rider and the hounds.

* T wonld give five ioars ofmy life,” mut-
ters the Parson, ¢ to be lited up by some
supernatural power and set down half-a-mile
farther on {—ten to be riding thatgray horse
instead of the man that owns bim ! But the

reckoning must come at last, and may my

borseman - for hdp he was  upable e
aflord. The ground rose <teep and  high, the

sules shint out the ight of the day. — Jolm
Gaonet was at aloss.  Had the deer lun
down ? or was it furward sull, and in which
direction ? He naturally looked for Tancred
tuntorm Lim, but Tanered was nowhere to
be seen.

The Parson, meanwhile, laboring dogged-
Iy on, had caught a distant glimpse of the
hounds even ar ey disappearcd over the
brinl. of the precipitous coombe, in time to
play a bold stroke and mented success. Ho
determined not to cross the valley at all, but
to steer for that side of it on which the line
of chase now seemod to lie, and so hopad to
come in on the deer, refreshed by the bath
he never doubted it Lad indulged in, as it
rogo the hill side onee more and made for
the open woor.  Urging Cassock to further
offort, he increased the pace for a streteh of
anothier mile, but when he halted his good
horse—who stopped willingly ¢nough at the
wished-for station—not = living object was
to be scen dotting the brown expanse, not 2
sound to be beard but the wail of the curlow
flitting softly over the waste. Deer and
hounds and John Garnet must have sunk
into the earth ! The solitude seemed un-
broken, the chase bad come to a standstill.
and the Parson was at fault !

—_——
CHAPTER XXIV.
AT BAY.
Tancred, 8 marvel of canine sagacity, had

good reason for deserting his comrades, to-
engage ia some quict researches of his own.

1t is unnecessary to inform those who love .. A
stag-hunting—and those who do not wille i

bardly care to learn—that scent often hangs
over rugning water, and truvels downwards
with the moving stream ; therefore the decr

vading craftily towards the river's source,
emerged on its farther bank, refreshed and
strengthened by tho bath, at some consider-
able distance above the place whero it plung-
ed in. Such tactics were only in accordance
with the caleulation and reflection we call
instinct ; but Tancred was possessed of in.
stinct too, and remembered, no donbt, many
acast he bhad made on similar occasions
witt successful result. The old hound,
therefore, assuming an expression of ludic-
rous solemuity, dashed tbrough the water,
to enter without delay, on a close serutiny
of hisown, along the opposite bank, in the
reverse direction from that mistaken line on
which his grapdson was insisting with un-
becoming clamor, and snufiled at every peb-
ble, poked his black nose into every turf of
brushwood, qrass or beather, he came across.
Soon, with a flap of his tendant ears, a lash
of his storn against his mighty ribs, up
went the wiso and bandsomeo head in a rosr
of triumph —a roar that, for the first, struck
terror to the ced deer’s heart some turlongs

1 on in the front—a roar that brought the old

hound’s comrades to his side, with an alac-
rity sufficiently denoting how, by the best ot
all judges, this lord of tho kennel was trust.
ed and revered.

¢ He's torward !" exclaimed Jobn Garnet,
plungiog tbrough briar and brushwood, with
the rein on Katerfelto's neck.  * Hold up,
old ! we shall soon be i the open sgain;
and, by George, this is the best run yon or L
ever saw in our lives.”

{70 BE coNTINUED.]

The son of Tom Sayers, England’s pugil-
istic champion, is & jockey in New Xork,
and won a handicap race a few days since
on ear’s colt, Top,in a very cool snd
creditable manner.




