e the wlv at sz of thut geotleman’s we
quaantar ¢+ Wit he il arrived at yeors ol
wtunty, 1 gather, nowover, that o watn-
culutd ut Oxlord, aud was  rustioated fromn
that plousnut Uoiveraity for soms breach of
collese dinesphne, sufliciently venial in itaclf,
but inbued with o searlel tingo in the cyes
of the authorties. I have hosrd that be
ros: an Ayrshiro bull across Peckwater in
brond dnylight having previously attired him

sclf in a red cont, with teathers, cte, com:
pints, and clad the patient animal in & full
suit of acadimmenls. Afgo that ho cndes

voured to thelhfy his julges by aportropliz-
g tho partocr of lua trespass, in the words
Horaco puts into the mouth of Europs,

o

++ 81 auis infamom mih! nuno juvensum ;"

aud #o on to tho oud-of the stanza.  As, al-
though Mr. Sewyer's flueney in all 8azon ¢x-
olctiven 14 undemable, I never heard him
muke uso of any language bunt his own, 1
confers to my el ths bears upon the freo
of it the wtamp of unprobability, and that
“pervi reaon of the truth fram wineh Oxonun
annals are not entirely free.

[t 13 goud old fashion fo cotnmenco a
narrative by 8 personnl descripticn of its
hureo s such ns yon would geo in the * Hué
aud Cry," or tho wivertsewmnents for that mis.
sing gentlemen in tho ¢ Tuncs* who bas
never beeu found yet, and whose humblg
contume of balf buots, tweed trouners, um}
an olive surlout, with a bunch of keys an
thye -balfpence in  the  pucgets, donotes
neither aflluenes nor displey.  Upon tng
principle Iet o codeavor to bring beforo the
mmd's eye of my renders tho outward sem-
Algygo of may worthy {friend, John Staudish
Bawyer, o mau of mark, forsooth, in s ownt
pnasl, and * justico of ponco in hus couuty,
aimplo though he stand bere.”

Mr. Sawyer 18 & woll-built, able-bodied,
personage, standing five feet oight 1n the
worsted stockings ho usually cfivets, with &
framne aduurably calculated to.resist fatigae,
to perform fents of strongth rather than
aglity, and W puton boef ; the lust endency
he keeps down with constant and severo
exercise go thot tho twelvo stone which he
&w. a4 into his anddle is soldom exceeded by
a pound. ¢ Aalong as I rido tirt en stoue,”

woth Mr. Sawyer to his intimates after
‘Amnm‘. « poman alive can take the shine
out of mo over 6 country. Mason! Mason’s
all vory well for aspurt | but whero is he
at the end of two hourz and forly minutes,
fhrough woedlgnds, mn deep clay 2 Answer
1. that ! and pass tho boitle.”

Qur friend's admirers term his porson;

aquare ; lne cueruwes, and ho hins o fow,
call 1t * clulsy ;" corfainly his haods and
foet aro large, Ins limbs robust, but not well
turn d, and though it would ake bun very
angry to bear me, I confess b is not_beau
1denl of of the figure of n horsoman. Neover-
theless, he hns an honest English face,
round nnd vosy, light grey oyes, such as
usunlly belong to an encrgetic anl persever-
ing tcmperament, with thin sandy bair, and
a good deal of stiff 1 1 winsker,

Altogether, be luoks like a man yen wonld
rather drink with than fight with, any day.
Porhinps, of very fastidivus, yon tnight prefer
Titung lim alone, to dotag cither.  OF his
eostuine, 1 shall only say that it partakes on
aovery-day oceasions of ti decdedly sporting
wath a shght tendoncy towards the slang.
Tts dvtanls are thoso of & dress in which tho
owuor is rcady to get on horscback at a
momnent’s dutice ; nay, in which he is quali
fiod, without further preparation, to rido
four mmles straigut onud, over n st
country; so enduring arcits materinls, and
so supgestive of cquestrinp oxercise iS its
goucral it.  Also, on Sundays, as on weck-
days, 1n town or country, ho delights in a
“fivo to two " sort of hat. with tho flat
brim and backward set, which denoto indis-
putable knowlodge of horscfesh, and a
&a acity that almost amounts to d.shonesly.

Mot t{mt Mr, Sawyer over bets ; far from
it. He clbuwe his way indeed into tho ring,!
angd enticizes tho two-yoar-olds as they walk,
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with hunttng throe und four s o weelt,
talking of it tho remaining days, and thick-
ing of 1t ull the seven, with constnnt visits to
tho stable und o perpetual foud with bis
blacksmufth, Mr. Sawyer's mind was oonj-
pletely fillsd with na muoh as that receptacly
could bo thought capablo of containiog. .

My hoero, hko tho champions of Roun
‘fablo, 18 perbaps seen o tho groatest ad-
vantago on borsoback. Let mo introduch
lun to my reader, riding hke o kmgh}
through tho wilds of Lyonnesso, up ¢ do-p
muddy laue, as ho roturns from hunting 1
the dull Novembor twiligit.

¢ Capital bit of stuff,” says Mr. Sawyer,
knooking off tlio nshies of bis cigar witn his
dogshin-olud Apger, apd npostrophizing his
“ mount,” a very hittle gray horse, with an
arched neck and Jight mouth, and s tail sof
on high on his quarters. ** Capital it of
stull,” ho repents. danghng his feot out_ of
the stirrups’; ** 28 gamo as a pebblo, and as
neat as o pink.” * Two bundred—two
hundred and fifty ' You're worthh two hun-
dred and fifty, ovory stulling of it ** the had
bought bim of a fishmonger for l’ort(x; pounds
and 8 broken-winded pony). ¢ Worth as
much as any hores can be to carry thirteen
stono. Hung it; you'd fotch all the monoy:
at Tattersall's if any of the customers could:
ouly havs been soen you goto-day I”

Tuen Mr, Bawyer placed his feet in the
stirrups, und fell to thinking of his day’s
sport.

They hac really had a good run—a fine,
wild, old-fashioned fox-hunting sort of run—
from two bundred acres of woodland,
down a couplo of miles of bottomless
ravine, and away over deoy stiffi
ploughs and frequent stragsling fonces, till
they reached the far-stretching downs, Hero
their fox had madoe his point good up-wind,
and the gaco oven of thoso square-headed,
desp-nibbed, heavy-timbered hounds had’
beon hberal enough to satisty tho most ox-
acting. Mr. Sawyer remembored, with a
glow of pride, how, when they descenddd
into the low couantry onco more, he had led
tho field, and jumoed an awkward stile, into
a lane, to the adunration of all beholders.
He cvald nde, to give him his duo; and,
moreover, he knew what hounds were doing,
and was familiar with the country. Thore-
foro he had slipped away with them, when
the pack, after three or four turns round the
hugo woodland, had forced their fox into the
open ; thereforo he had kept on the down-
wind side of the ravine aforeaaid, and there-
fore be had been fortunate enough to soe the
fox handsowmely run into, in an old double
bedgo-row, after an bour and forty minutes,
dunng which bo had unquestionably  gone
best” frow end to end. ‘Iho huntsman said
so—a wary ancient, who, nover showing n
front at any period, or running the slightest
risks 1 the way of paco or fencing, had a
bhuntsman’s peculiar kuack of turning up
when bo was wanted, particnlarly towards
the ficish. The doctor said so-—an old nval,
whoso lugh character for riding entitled him
to bu generous, and the fishmonger, previous
possessor of tho grey, loudly affirmed, with
many oaths which 1t is uonecessary to re-
peat, tuat** Muster Sawyer always was a
hout-anid-houter, and had gone audacious!”
Contrary to custom, none of the rest of the
ficld Lad been acar enough to give an opin-
1un, thuugh excuses as usual were rife for
noun-appearance. To judge from his own
accumul, 0o man ever misses & run, savo by
o concatenation of circumstances totally un-
precedented.  Besides overy normal casual-
ity, hie would always scem to bave been
bafifed throughout by sm opposing fiend
of remnrkable persevcrance and diabolical
wgenwity.

As the sun went down in o deep crimson
segment, liko the giow of a ruby, or tho dan-
ger sigual of 3 railway, Mr. Sawyer It o
fcesh oigar, and began to ponder on the

merits of his own riding and ‘the capabilities
ofhis stud. Asthe doyhght wended, and
tho grey ash of his * choico Luranaga™

nerver), ho rang tor the old braudy labelled
V.0.P,, and mixed himself o real stiff one,
with boilipg water aud ono lump of sugar,
I bave my suspicions thit his final decision
was partly its result.  Tho groat difficulty
was whero to go. A wan of hun ted acquaint.
anco and reserved muanpers bas at least thi

sdvantage—that all ports of Englind t\r;
equally attractive as xegards society. Thoen

tho old files of * Bell’'s Lite * assisted hi
uo whit to o conclusion ; also being of a
inqujring twrn of sind, wherover fox-hunt.
ing was concernad, ho had amassed such
quanity of information conoermng th
* flying countries,” that it took hima con<
siderablo time and duother glass of hrandy
and-water to digest nnd classify his facts.
Altugethey it was o complicated and puzzling!
question. First o thoukht of Leawington
and the Warwiekshire North and Soubh,with |
reqular attendonco on tho Atherstone and,
one ficld-day per week with tho Pytchley:;
but many considerations combiued to render
tho Spa incligible as his head-quarters.  In
the first place, the evening guities mado bis,
hair rtand on end.  Siuov his rejcction by
Miss Mexico, Sawyer wns no dancing man ;
and indeed oven in the first flush of bis
courtship he was secn to 1.ss adyvantage-in at
white neckeloth then u blue bird's-eye.,
B.me men's hands and fuet are not made to |
fit boots and gloves as constructed by onr
neigghbour the fiery Gaul, and for such it is
wge to abstain from “tho mazy,"” and to’
rest their hopes of success on another and
more sterling qualies than the vapid demoan-
our aud cool agsurance which trivmphine
ball-room. Then, with all his fondness for’
the applause of his fellow-creatures, he did |
not guite fancy making one of that crowd
of irregular-horse who appear on a Ved-
nesday at Crick ot Misterton, to tho un-
speakable dismay of the Pytchley lady pack,
who, 1{thero s anything hko a scent scour,
awny from them a8 if for their wvery lives ;
end although it is doubtless a high compli-
ment that two hundred gentlemen in gearlet
should patronize the samo establishment,
Mr. Sawyer thought that as fur a8 he was
concerned, the number might as well stop at
one hundred and ninety-nine. :

1 believo, howerver, that the dread of those
wide and fathomless nvers which are con-
stantly jnmped, in Warwinkshire, by at least
one amphibious sporteman out of & daring
field, and of whiéh the width from bankto
bank, acoording to the newspapers, is sel-
dom less than sefen-and-twenty or more
than soven-and-thirty foet, was what
principally ternfied our friend.  Ac-
customed to a leading ohampionship at

fand resolved that, withall 1ts fascinations,
Warwickslnre at least should nos have the
benofit of his patronage.

Once, after a steaming galp of tho stimu-
lating fluid, tho idea of Melton flashed bhis
mind, but it was dismissed as soon as enter-
tained. ¢ I'm notauch & fool 48 I look,”
quoth Mr. Sawyer; “and I don’t meap o
keop cight hunters and a couplo of hacks to
mect & sct of fellows every day, who won't
condesornd to notico me nnless 1:do ag they
do. Wiust and dry cbampagns, and off to
Tondon at tho first appearanto of frost ; ride
liko a butcher all day, risking twice as much
neck as I do here, anl then come out ¢ quite
the lndy' at dinner-time, and choke in a
whito tiemcting tho part of & walking gon.
tleman alt tho avening. Nol AMelton won't
swt my book at any price. Fesides, I'd
ncver sell my horses there ; thoy order their
hunters down from London just as they do
tleir “bacey’ nud their breechos.” So the
iden of Melton was discussod ; and & vision
of Oakham, or Uppingbam, or even Billes-
don rusoan his stead. He could not quild
got those tempting pastares, with their sanny
glopes and flying fences, out of his hoad. |

(soven and-forty shillings tho pound) grew
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ho bLiad hunted too muoh to believa newss !
poper accounts of sport, eo that luoking up '

Ehiorae, ho shrank from such aquatio rivalry, |-

“Fanboth., Tearing-the 'k

snother before 18 camo her turn (here Waif's
small white teoth closed hard on her dainty
lip), and would deceivo more, no doubt,
hereafter, with tho samo a‘luring smile, if
through her agency ho woula escapa the

enalty of his mixdouds, aud surviva for
?uturo trénchery. How could he bo sa falso,
so eruel, 80 heartleas 2 Were all men tiko
thig, Fin Cooper and tho rest, or was John
Garnet a vilo exception to his kind P She
know not, sha c.ved not.  Good or bad, she
fuved hun 1 sbo loved him ! 1-ow could sha
over have thought otherwise? and she
wopld do all in her powor to eavo him, cost
what it might..

Ob, that endlens stretoh of moor—thosa
weary, dragging mules! Cursethem ! Carse

4lihemw ! 1t was oroad daylight already, and

sha bad only no v canght sight of the Severn
Sea, lowering o dark and sullen line boyond
the suowy wast- A band of iron séerued to
encloso her hoad o weight to drag at each
of her limbs, & cold hand to tighten round:
her heart,  What if her strength werg to
fail, and eho should be too 1ste after all ?
To sco him onco again 1—ooco again !
Ounly to look in lus faco and die ! She would'
be content then, and ask for nothing moro.
But tho time passed, ah! so quickly, and
her laggmg feet so labored in the snowdrifts,,
that he nught be taken long before sho

Her lips wero parched and dry, her knees

ing speed no longer, and yet she had scarce
accomplished half the distance to her goal.
Bhe know tbat deep, dark ravine well, nar-
rowing yonder in her front £ somo eight or
nine yards from bunk to bank. It would
savo more than & mile conld she cross it at
that point where tho blighted fir-trev stood.
Above and below it widened into a dvop,pre-
cipitions coombe, tangled with brusnwood,
through which silver thread of running svater
laughed and whispered many a fathom
down in its slippery bed of stones. No. It
was far to leap, and she must go round. Bhe
lost hoart utterly ; and the wind, rising once
moro in mocking gusts, seemed to flout and
l{:ﬁct her, driving another snow storm in her
CO. coa

Bat on its wings it carried a dull, smother-

ed heat, faintand distant, yet drawing neaver
with each regular monotonous foot-vall, It
was tho tzamp of horses, gnlloping at speed
over the snowy surface of the wmoory
Land Waat, eager, erect, motionless, listening
"with every nervo, as the red hind listens to
litho tufters, made out distinctly that the
incarest rider was far ahend of two .or three
‘others 1 pursuit.
Astho blinding storm passed over, that
:doath-chase camo fairly into: view. Along
‘the sida cf the opposito hill swept two horse-
‘men at headlong paco, the one a quarter of
a mile biforo the other, and increasing his
‘distance with every stride. A third Irbored’
hopclessly in the resr ; and two more, one
‘of whom,she regogaized as her affianced hus-
band, were making for the head of tho
coowbe, with the-obvious intention of hem-
ping in and cuttiug off tho object of their
pursuit.

Kcener even than & gipsy's eye-sight, the
justinets of Jove and Liate told Wail that the
first rider was Jonn Garnet, the second
Abner Gale.

-« Have I found thee, oh, mine enemy 1”
fnuttered the Parson, plying Cassock with
his gpurs, whils he scanned the ravino before’
them, and refleoted, mot without a gim
huomor, bow impossible it sgemed that dny
éreature unprovided with wings should reach.
the other sido. Ho knew that deép: and
yawning chasm, where the fir-troe o)
wéll.aa hio knew his own stable-door ;
did not- know tho gray haree’s dauptlods
Gourage, nor tho recklessness of & .man Jike
' John ‘Garnet riding for his lifo {

: Waif; liowaver, conld ung:zgltnnd and rely

rchief or
Bosom whilo she ran,-she, hafriad ,%g%?to

| sontiments, regretin} or otherwise, at such a

could arrive at Porlock, and éven then the:
nly mercy sho asked of heaven might be,
| denied.

trembled, sho conld bold out such cxbaust--

{

stood, |
but ho'l;

opposite bunk, the concussion shot tne hap-
less pair, agaf from a catapul, to the very
bottom of a chasm,

Even n the turmopil of her feslings, Waif
turn-d sick, whilo ler imaginntion, rather
than her sensos, told hier the hideous truth ;
bul Johu Garaet, peering over thio brink to
where a dead man and lorse, with bardly a
bone unbroken in eithier of thoir frames, lay
rolled up 1o a ghastly beap, could not help
murruring, ** 'Tis a.pity sure, for vile asho
is, & scuundrel not worth hanging, no better
rider, nor bolder, over buckled a pait of
spurs 1"

CHAPTR XXX,

REPARATION, !

But thers w<s no timo for intcrchange of

weriste.  [fin Cooper and Dick Boss had
already coasted round the cuombe, and
wero hastemng down 1its side to the fafal
gpot. Katerfelto, earrying lus nider's gaddlo,
vahse, and pistols, galloping across them
‘mast.rless, into the wasie.  Jobn QGarnet,
dismounted and disarmed, for ¢ven the shoxt
sword he wore had been jerked out of its
bele in his Jdesperato ride, felt that Le must
surrender at discronton.  What chance had
ho aganst two resolute men on bhorseback,
who knew tho moor, wers provaded wath firg
arms, and had legal anthonity to use them if
required ?

* Tho gamo's up, Waif,” said he, ** but
you and 1 huve played it out, my lass, to the
very last card ! X was thinking ot you only
this morning at daybreak when I stol away
from Porlock, and my friecnds over yonder
set up a shont of rage {0 seo my tracks not
threo minafes old in tho snow !  I£ X had
but known the country! Well, well!l
"Iwas.n rare burst and a noble Jeap! You
showed mo the only spo:s where 1t could be
done, and I understood with tho first wave
lof your arm ; but how came you to be here,
my pretty Waif, in the nick of time 2
~ Oh! the lund, crael vorce ! the kind, erael
iwords! It was snowing fust, and the wet
Waif dashed from lher oys-lashes might nob
:have been tears afterall. .

¢ I knew they meant to kill you!” she
sobbed. * 1 heard their vile, wicked plot,
:and Fin Kept me a prisoner in his tent lest I
should warn yor. Ay! they little kdew
“Waif, 1f thoy thought she could sit and count
.ber tingers while you were n dangerl I
swors to save you, and I will! Thank your
God, if you Gorgios have one, for this snow-
storm. No man living can soe iwenty
paces before him winle 1t lasts. Take off
your boots !”

He stured, wondering if she bhad gone
mad, but Wuif was already on her
knecs dragging at ono of his feet will all her
mught.

Sho oontinued, in an eager, hurried whis-
per, without dusfsting for a moment from
uer task ¢ ** Close by here, under the birch-
tree, is o sheep-track that will lend yon safe
to tho bottom of the coombe. Kecp in the
brushwood by the waterside, and fullow the
stream. A mile lower down you will come
to Red Rube's hut. They will nover think
of looking for you there. Tell bim Thyra
Lovel seut.you, and ho will hide you for may
'dako. Farewell, Master Garnet.  1—¥ <rish
you good luck, and—do not—do not guite
fo%ic Wmf l‘l Pl .
| Ere sho bad dono speakingy, his beavy rid-
ing-boats were drawn on.her own--shapely
Aimbs:: Then she turned away fo ‘plungs
through the snow without anétiier word, Ny
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