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At e of notlng bnd buppeued o batout ull
o vouts 1an glad Ive rouned Mr. Haycock ;

.1 ~ball 1o ad Fraok » note over, once more,

an | then gu tu bed.

—

CHAPTER XIV.

I need quote no more from my diary, a8
1Lt 10 3t lew days off: red uo incident worthy

! recording to” breuk the monotony of our
LfCay Dangerficld Hall. Drearier than over
A wan, and more cepecially to me; for I felt
Loan, aalls 4 b Veclured, there was *war to
2y ,fet Twtwern moveelf, my aunt, aod
Tl latter searcely spoke to o at
il and my aunt, whose defeat was rankling
pittexly in er heart, macly took ruch rfulleu
1 e of o 88 was ubrolutely necessitated
ot Ul 1aws of hospitahty acd the usages of

“ecgy  Tor Ayt Deborah require
KoL very ie
atid qnuevRLCes.
J et poeatd, sthe -

Coeh to v to

LN 1)

vt
wis no bupting—the frost got harder and
Larder—that ¢ bebnate wentuer-cock over the
trlles keptvecnug from north to north-cast
—the grooms went to exercige wrapped up
w0 erent conts and shawl handkerchiefs, and
wtitved ot a- thort & e as was cowpativlo
wity the midest stable disciphne: there
would be uo change of tho moon for a week,
apd 1t was obvieus that 1 suould have but
hittle use lor Boliant aud White Stuchiugs
befuro onur return to town.

OL ! the pon b ssness of a real bitter black
{r st coung on early w the season, especslly
aher, von are not at yeur own home, and
s ur (ins 18 } wited 5 to get up mormng after
Tretning wib the famt hope that the change
mny have come at last; to seo lhe' dry slates,
amd the clear horizon, and the iron-bound

r}, and to ascertaiu M your own proper
persen that the water gets colder and colder
cvery iy You puzzle over the alinnnae
tili your eyes ache, and study the thermo.
weter Gl vou get a crick in your neck. You
wately the spoke irom every farm bouse and
et age within your ken, and still, after curl-
ing high up into the pure, rarefied atmos.
shere, 1t floats hopelessly away to tho south-
warl, nnd corroburates the odious dog vane
that you fondly unagmed mught have got
wiurk 1 M5 northerly dirccivn.  You walk
0t and ask every lnbonrer you meet, whether
be *docs not think we nre gowmg to havea
change? Tho man looks up frow Ins work,
wondersat yoursolictude, upines * tho gentry
folks have qoeer ways, butanswers honestly
¢ noygly, Bccording 10 Lis CORVICLILLS, 10 the

t, nud free from il WOITis iy compusure of comsfurt,
o Th 1 ore she slept, the | buve such a kunck of making each otber
wer she would get well | miserablo equally by letter as by word of
London for turther ad- {moutts ? I gave tue epistly of Mr. Lomley
{ Lad not even her to talk to—there § vervatan, vnutung vuly that the daslies and

wenty » Where conldd ho be 2 Perhaps'at
the inn ot Muoddlebury, I conid eee the
smuke of the town from the breakfast-room
windows, and used to watch it with a pain.
ful woterest.  Lvery time a servant came into
the roow, 1 thought something mpossible
was going to happen.  Ifa carnage droveu

to the house—if a horse’s trnms) was hear

n Lhe approach—if the door-bel: rung, 1 fan-
ciod it must be Captain Lovell coming to
call —perbaps to explain evorything—pos-
s1bly to request an interview with my aunt,
such as Sqmre laycuck bLad andergepe,
*but, ns I easd to nyself with o beating
beart, * to have a very different result,’ If
the dwelling solely on one idea by a specics

bundred vards along (be beath, . sha
not get nd of iw unier an bour, and the
poet will by that timo bo gone out, I must
wish you good-bye. Ever my dearest Kato's
wmost affeotionate, ‘M. L.

I throw tho letter on the floor, anud stamp-
cd upon it with my feet. And was this the
end of all? To bave brooded and pined,
and made mysell miserable and well-
nigh broken my heart, day by day, for a man
that was to provo so ufterly unworthy as
this. To have been thrown over for a Lady
Scapegrace | or, worse still, to haye allowed,
oven to myself, sbat I cared for one who
was ready and willing to be sold to a Miss
Molasses.

of madaets, tuen was 1 vndoubtedly wad— " "poo degrading I 1 thought; *mo, I'll

notinag was su witd aud vatravagant s to
appear swpusaible to my  beated fancy.
1 was nlways cspected, and always disap-
puinted.

The tourth mormug I got a2 letter from

d to bu{ Mrs. Lumiey, which did not _2dd much_to

Wby s it ladies

notes of admiration with which t was etud
ded :—
¢« My Deankst DEAR KATE.—

‘Here wo are, scitled comfortably at
Bngbton, wuch to the benefit of my poor
dear Lugband, whum you have never seen,
but who knows you well by name,and baving
evervthng, cven the weather, all we can
wish. The only drawback to me 1s the loss
of your charmeng socioty, nnd the absence +f
your dear merry face.

* I am terding a mghly virtuous and praise-
worthy life, and bave not done the least bit
of mmschuef sice 1 came bere, except makiog
tho deans wife jcalous, which I can hardly
call & crime, as she 1s & vulgar httle woman
with a red nos: and a yellow bonnet—the
dean is o fat, good-natured ran, and calls
licre nearly every dey. His wife abuses me
1 alifsozieties, and tries to pass me without
speaking, You koow how I alwaysr.turn
goud or evil, so I gu up ard shake hands
with her, and ask aft-r bher dear children,
and patronise her till I make her so angry
she don t know wbich way to look—it's rather
gosd fun e such a slow place as this. My
time 13 fuliy vecupied pursing * my old man,™
who was very 1l before we camo hers, and
can only go vut in a porny-carriage for an
Loz or two at a ttme, so I have brought
the pomies down and drive him myself.

* The only chauce the brown mare has of
& gallop 15 10 the mornings, though next
weck I menn to have o day with the biarriers ;
mdeed, they bave appomted tiem at a good
place on purpose for me. I inepected the

uegative—perkaps gviug sowe local rensons | remment of Dragoons quartered here, yester-
for bis optton, which it an old man, he Wili | gay morming ; they were at cxercise on thejsee me, 1 watched him with paninl aunxiety

tell vou be uas uover kuowo to 1l Lastly. | Downs, and as the Gitana \my brown mare) 'nnd & beating heart. He stemed to

never care for hun again, the dream is over,
what a fuol I've been ! and yet—why did be
send Ius horses down to Muddlebury  \WWhy
did he serenade me thatnight from the Park ?
Wby is be not now with his Lady Seape.
grace at Scamperly, where, I see by the
Mormag Post, Sir Guy is * entertaiomyz a
party of fashionables during the frost ?” No!
I wutl not give bim up quito yet.”

Un reading her letter over again, which 1
ydid many tunes dunuyg the day, I found a

:.f}ﬂy of cumiurt 10 my voluble correspondent's

own opivion that Irank did not bimself care
a pin for either of tke ladics, to bothot whown
the world gave him so unhesitatingly. Well,
that was somsthing, at any rate. As for his
wildnees, and lhis debts, and bis recklessness,
and wany escapades, I liked him none the
worso for these—what woman everdid 2 I
thought it all over duringthe whole day ; and
by the time that I opened my wndow for
my usual look-out into the night before going
to bed, I atn afraid I felt more inclined than
over to forgive him all that had gone before,
and more determined to find some means of
torwarding bun the answer I had written to

gmes on the point of burning daring the
ay.

What a better cold night it was 1—yet the
keen north wiad felt ploasant and refreshing
on my fevored forehead. There had been a
sprinkling of snow, too, since sunset, and the
apen surface of the Park was completely
whitened over—how cheerless and desolato
it looked ! I hada't tho heart to stay very
long at the window, it reminded me too much
o the pleasant evening one short week ago.
I felt weary and desponding and drowsy with
uncertainty and unhappiness, so I wasin the
act of shutting down the window, when I
saw a dark figure moving rapidly across the
snow jo the direction of the house. Not for
en instant did I mistake it for a deor, or a
gomckeeper,.or a poacher, or & house-break-
er. From the moment I set my eyes on it,
something told me it must be Frank Lovell ;
and though I shrunk back that ho might not

knotw

vuu quarrel with every one of your uuu-hubl | gywags hehaves well with troops, which my lus way quite well, he camo straight to the
g irends, whose unfeching ul‘mn..uous 9L | enemies would affirm 1s more than can be moat, felt his way cautiously for a step or
“fine seasonable weather, and *healthy Urac-; sa1d of her mistress, § am able to report upon j ¢wo, and finding the ice wounld bear him,

g frosts, you feel to be brutal i the <X-{their generai appearance aud  cfficiency. crossed at once, and took up aposition ander 4 to the right or left, or allowing her attention
Such a se1 of * gigs, my dear, 1 never saw|my wiadow, not twenty feet from where I to waunder for an instant {from the ponies she

ir me.

Hew I biate the frost at Dangerfiell! My |in my life; large under-bred horaes, and not | was standing,

~nly cuanes of wecting with Frank Lovellja good-looking man amungst them. The of-

wag ~ut bunting.

wwer o Ing pote <1 bave often beard Aunt  privates, and they uever mve balls, or thes-

Herangbam say, that notulag s s0 1wexcus- tricals, or anything, so we nced wasto no,

Wl ug pat to answar a ettert, and 1 1:ad no | more words upon them.

v v ole menns of dobvering at.

1 could not

* 1 am improving my mind, though, vastly,,

He must have seen my shadow across the

1 bad wntten bin an an- | ficers are, 1f pussible, more hidevus than the candle light, for be whisperad my name.

¢ Miss Coventry, Kate, only one word.

Wihiat could I do ? Poor fellow, he had
walked all that distance ia the cold and the
snow fur only one word—and this was the

;\m W the bag, for mv auat keeps the key. 1 pickng op sbeils for my hiutle cousins, and  man I had been doubting and misjndgiug all
T dul ot Wke 1o mirust it to any of the ser- ; porfecting my education besides by learning, day. Why, of conrse, though I kncw it was

AMide, and 1oy oxn maid 15 the last person in ;to swun. I wish you were here—what fun. very wrong and improper and all that, of
1 <henld choose to place myself. 1 we would bave enacting tho part of mer-;oourse 1 spoke to bim, and listcned to what

ALY ‘n BY} ln RIS

1 ddvot 12k of asking Cousn Jobm to give , maids ! though I fear the cold wall now put he had to suy, and carricd vn a long conver-

t1.. Franh aud throwing wyself on kind, astop to my aquatic exploits. The other,sation, the effect of wnich ws somewhat
ool Jobn'a goneronty, and confessing every- | morning I stvam nearly tiwo hundred yurds;ludicrous, mm consequence of the distance
1bneg 10 b, aud asking for s advise ; but'on a stre.ch ; and tuo tide baving taken me, between the parlics, question and answer ro-
semelrow 1 could net bring mysell to1t: if jout of wmy reckomng, I trought up, as the quiriog to be shouted, as it were, in & whis-
fie Liad been my brother. nothing would have j sailors say, opposite tuo gentlemen's batlung-  per. The night, too, was clouding over, mora
been ensiers but J.bn 16 only o cousin, and | mucmnes, What could 1 do? It was as,suow was falling, and it was getling sc dark,
. e or twe litth theugs of late had made me Huwpossible to walk along the beach as to I conld not see Frauk, even at the distance

oM

et thne B Thed e even better than gt back agmnst the current. Presence of jof twelve or fourteen feet, and it could not

congine gege rally do t s altogetbher 1 thougtt 1 nuud, hate, 18- tho salient point of the ueroic have been much more between my.bedroom
I w all bave W alen —besudss, Jobe was - character; the door of 8 machine was open, ; window and the ground.

gong o to shoot pheasants o Wales. Tue‘and 1 popped . 3y dear, there wero all, * Did yon gev my note ?* said he, with san-
tlnrd mvrning of the frost be cawme down to lus clotues, s hair-brust, lis button-heok, dry comphmentary expressions.

lus note, apd which I had been so many.} and dont forget the stonejug of bot water

thought of alerming the Luuse, lu g
not courage, 60 I followed mv aunt to lwer
room, and lay awake that live-Jong
night in such a state of agony and sus-
penso as I hope I may never bave to eadure

again.

CHAPTER XV.

—a

It may easily be believed that I took an
carly walk next morning before breckfnst,
No sooner had I mado my eseape from Aunt
Horsinghaw's room, than, in utler defiance
of the cold thaw just commencing, I put wy
Lobnet on aud made the test of my way to
the moat. Sure enough, large fragmonts of
ice were floatiny about where the surface had
been Uroken, closs to the side furthest frow
the Hall, There were footprints on tho snow
though, leading away through the Park in
the direction ¢f Muddleborgh, and T ocame
back to breakfast with a heart lightened of at
least balf its load. Wo were to refurn to
London unmediately. Aunt Deborah, pale
and redaced, but undoubtedly Dletter, was
able to apprur at breakfast; and Lady
Horsingbam, now that we were really
about to takoe leave of her, seomed to value
our sosiety, an@ to be sorry tu pari with
us. .

¢ My dear Deboral, I trust yoa are well
wrapped up for this cold raw day,” said onr
hostess, pressing on her departing guests all
kinds of provision for the journey. ¢I have
ordered them to put up a paper of sandwich-
and some eherry, and a fow biscuits, and a
bottle of peppermint-water.’

*And Aunt Deboraly,’ putin Ceusin Amelia,
‘liere'’s a comforter I've made you mysell,
and a box of cayenne lozenges for your throat;.

for your poor feet; and mind you write
directly yon arrive—you or Kate,’ sho added,
turning to address mo almost for the first
time sinco the memorable mistake about
Squire Haycock.

Aunt Deborah was completely overpowered
by so much kindness.

+You'd better have the carriage all to your-
self—yon and your maid'—presisted Lady
Horsingham. *I'll drive Kate as far as the
station in the pony-carriage, Kate, you're
not afraid to trust yourself with me in the
pony-carriage 2’

¢ Not I, mndeed, aunt,’ was my reply;®oor
with snybody else, for that malter. I've
pretty good nerves—there are few things
that I am afraid of.

*Indeed, Kate, I fear it is so,” was my
aunt's reply. ‘I own I should like ¢ see you
a little mor2 of a coward.’

So it was scttled that Aunt Deborah and
Gertrude being eafely packed up in the closs
carriago, I shonld accompany Lady Horsing,
ham, who was rathier proud of het charioteer-
ing skill, and drove stiff and upright, as if
she had swallow®d the poker—never looking

. bad undortaken to control.
: Now these said ponies bad been doing no-
i thing during the frost, except consuming

their three {cods a day with vigorous appetite,

and a considerable accession of high spirits.
¥ Consequently, they were, what is tetmed in
stable language, very much ‘above them.
selves *—a state of self-exaltation which they
demonsirated by sundry unbecoming squeaks
and gambols as soon as they fornd themn-
selves fairly started on their journoy. Tiny,
the yoangest and bandsomest, would persist
in shying, planging, and swerving against
the po'e, much to the demoralization of his
comrade, Mouse, a stiff-built little fellow with
a thick neck, who was ordinarily exiremelry
well-behaved, but apt, on oceasions like {he
present, to lower his rebellionsliltlo head and
defy all conirol. "

Lady Horsingham was tolerablv courage-
vus, but totally destitute of what is termed

!
1
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my proposal wes met with derision and an:
tempt. .
¢ I shiould hiave thought such a maseq}in:)
lady as yourself, Kato, wonld have lll,le'?:
noove requiring any assistance. I am )
ways in tho habit of driving theso pomy; [
quite by mysel; but, of covurse, if youre
ofraid, I'll.have a groom to go with us ip.
wediately,’ |

Afrdid, indeed ! T scouted tho idea ; py
blood was up, and I almost hoped somethirg
would hapyen, that I might fling the wer
in wy aunt's teeth, and ask her, *Whos
afrgtld‘now ?' Tt came sooner than 1 b
g:x'xrz}fgl for. °*° I

(e ponies were pulling hard, and had g
their mouths 5o thoroughly set against uuzz:;’;
iron hand, that she might as well have been
driving with o paicr of halters for apy
power sho had over them, when a ruy
of colts in an adjoining paddock on opp
side of the lane, and n covey of paririda.s [
whirring up out of a turnip-fiela on e
other, started them both at the same mom, 4,
My nunt gave o slight screawm, clutched at
Lier reins with & jork; down went the punies
heads, and we were off, as hard as ¢ver thet
could lay legs to the ground, slonga deep
gut:od narrow lane, with innuwmerable twist.
ings and turnings in front of us, for a cer.
tainty, and the off-chance-of a waggon and
bell team blocking up the whole passage be
fore wo could cmerge upon the high-road.

‘Lay hold, Xatel’ vociferated my aunt,
pulling for bher very lite, with the veins on
ber bare wrists swellivg up like whipcord,
¢ Gracious gooduess! can't you stop ‘em!
thcre's & gravel-pit not half a mile further on'
I'll jump out! I'll jump out!

My aunt began kicking her feet cleur of the
suudry wraps and shawls, and the leathe
apron that kept our knees warm, thongh |
must do her the justice to say that she st
tugued hard at the reins. I saw such aner
pedient would be certain death,and I wouo}
one arm-round her waist, and held ber lore:
bly down 1n-her seat, while with the otherl
endeavoured to<assist her in the lLopdles
tesk of stopping the runaway ponies. Every.
thing was against us; the ground was slight
ly on the decline; the thaw had nos 8
reached the sheltored road wo wers trave:
ing, and the wheels rurg against its froze
surface as they spun round with a velocfy
that seemed to add to the excitement of or
flying steeds. Ever and anon we boundel
and bumped over some rut or mequahty thy
was deeper than usual. Twice we were witk
in an inch of the ditch; once, for anawfd
bundred yards, we were balacing on twe
wheels; and still we went faster and faste: §
than cver. Tho'trees and hedges wheeld
by us; the gravelroad streamed away belind
us. I begah to get giddy, and to lose my
strength. "X ‘conld bardly Lope to hold mj
sunt 1 mu‘;]é longer, and. now she began.¥-
struggle frightfully, for we were nearing il
gravel-pit furn ! Ahead of us was a comfork .
able fay farmor, jogging drowsily to marké
inlus mg. I can see bis broad wellto-d
back, now. What would I have given toh
seated, I bad slmost said enthroned, by k.
sile. What a smash if wo bad touched himl
I pulled frantically at the off-rein,and w §
Jjust cleared- his wheel. He said somethinf |
I could not make ont what, I was neary
eshausted, and ehut my eyes, resigning my
self to my fate, but still clinging to my auz-
I think that if evor that nustere wasneX .
famting, 1t was on this occasion. I juk’
caught a ghmpse of her whits stony face and
fixed eyes; hier torror aven gave mo a oet
tan confidence. A figuroin front of us eont
menced gesticulating, and shouting, a2t
waving us bat. The ponies slackened ther
pace, and my courage began to revive.

{To be Continued.)

Samuel G. Bobinson, who died a fow dsjt.-
ago at Augusta, Maine, at the age of seveulf

‘bang,’ a quahty as necessary in driving as
in riding, particularly with fractious or high
spirited horses. Tho seat of a pony-carriage,

years, was the best player upon the fife, pé-
colo and clarionet in that region, and ¢o
play vne thousand tunes from memory.




