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CHAPTER XXV.—Continued,

¢ Al! but, Mr. Cumbermede, there are other
departments of the law which bring quicker
retirns than the bar, If you would put your-
self in my hands now, you should be earning
vour bread at least within a couple of years
or s0.”

4 Yon ate very kind,” 1 rveturned heartily,
for he spoke as if he meant what he said;
*put you see I have a leaning to the one and
not to the other. 1 should like to have atry
first, at all events™

HWell, perhaps it's better to begin by fol-
lowing your bent. Yon may find the road
take a turn, though.”

* Perhaps. T will
though.”

While we talked, Clara had followed her
father, and was now patting my mare'’s neck
with a nice, plump, fair-fingered hand The
creature stood with her arched neck and head
turned lovingly towards her.

< What s nice white
thing you have got to
ride !’ she said. > 1 hope

go on till it does,

tosa profusion of roses, and through a trellised
porch - entered a- shadowy  little hall, with

_ heads of stags and' foxes, an old-fashioned

glass-doored bookcase, and hunting and ri-
ding-whips, whence we passed into a low-
pitched drawing-room, redolent of dried rose-
Ieaves and -hyacinths. - A little: pug-dog,
which scemed to have failed in swallowing

some big dog's tongue, jumped up barking

from the shee¢pskin mat, where he - lay :before
the fire,

«Stupid pug!™ said Clam. - ¥ You nevev
know friends from foes! I wonder where my
aunt is.”

She left the room. . Her father had not fol-
lowed us. 1 sat down on the sofs, and began
turning over a pretty book bound in red silk,
one of the first of the annual tribe, which Iny
on the table. I wasdeep in one of ity eastern
stories when, hearing a slight movement, I
looked up, and there sat Clara in a low chair
by the window, working at a delicate bit of
lace with a needle.  She looked somehow as
if she had been there an hour at least, T laid
down the book with some exclamation,

# What is the matter, Mr. Cuambermede 2
she asked, with the slightest possible glance
up from the fine meshes of her work,

“ 1 had not the slightest idea you were'in
the room.” :

« Of course not. How could a literary man

with a Forget-me-nnt in bix hand, be expected

# No, no, the evening ;—aund of courso I was
a little frightened, for: I was not accustomed
" : : . B .

« But you were never out alonc at that

hour,—in London 7" :

tt Yes, I was quite alone,
to meet—a friend at the corner of
know that part, doyou?"' .

« [ beg your pardon.  What part

¢ Qh——>Mayfair.  You know Mayfuir, don’t
you?”

“« You were going to meet a gentlanan at
the corner of Mayfair—were you?" I sald,
getting quite bewildered. :

She jumped up, clapping her hands as grace-
fully as merrily, and crying— e

1 wasn't going to meet nny gentleman,
There! = Your six questions are answered. ' [
won't answer a single other you choose to
ask, except [ please, which is not in the least
likely”

She made me a low half-merry half-mock-
ing courtesy and left the room.

The same moment, her fathercame in, fol-
lowing old Mr. Coniugham, who gave mea
kindly welcome, and said his horse was at my
service, but he hoped 1 would lunch with him
first. 1 gratefully conzented, and soon lun-
cheon was  anncunced.  Miss  Coningham,
Clara’s aunt, was in the dining-room before us,
A dry, antiquated woman, she greeted me with
unexpected frankness, - Lunch wax half over

T had promiserd

You

it is your own.”

“ Why do you hope
that 7" 1 asked.

v Because it's best to
ride your own horse,
isn’t it? she answered,
looking up naively.

< Would gew like to
ride her? 1 believe she

has  carried 4 lady,
though not since she
came it my  posses-
sion,”

Instead of answering
me, she looked round at
her father, who stood by
smiling benignantly. Her
look satd—

< If papa would let
me."’

tHe did not reply, but
seemed waiting, T resume-
od,

<= Are youa rood horse-
woman, - Miss
Clrra 7" I said. witha feel
after the recovery of old
privileges,

++ 1 must not sing my
awn praises, Mr

CWilfrid," she  rejoined,
“hut I fuee riddea in
Rotten tow, and |}
believe  without  any

S signal disgrace.”

“ Have you got a side-
sddle 77 1 asked, dis-
monuting. '

= Mr. Coningham spoke
now,

- Pou’t you think Mr,
Cumbermede’s horse a
little too frisky for you.
Clara? I know so little about vou, I can't
tell what yon're fit for——She used to ride
pretty well as a girl,” he added, turning to me.
o Pvenot forgotten that,” I said, 1 «hall
walk by her side, you know.”

“ Shall you ?” she «aid, with a sly look.

# Perhaps I suggested, « vour grandfather
would let me have his horse, and then we
might have a gallop across the park.”

* The best way,” said Mr, Coningham, ¢ wifl
‘be to let the vardener take your horse, while
you come in and have rome luncheon,  We'll
see about the mount after that, My horse has
to crry me back in the evening, else I shonld
be happy to join you. She's a fine creatar,
that of yvours,”

¢Bhe’s the handiest creature 7' [ said—%a
little skittish, but very affectionate, and has a
five mouth. Perhiaps she onght to have a curb-
bit for yon, though, Miss Clara.”

“ We'll - manage with the snaffe,” she an:
swered, with, I thought, anothwe siy glanee at
tne, out of eyes sparkling with suppressed
marriment and expectation!  Her father had
zon: to find the gardener, and as we stood

~waiting for him, she still ‘stroked the mare’s
RN

“Are you uot afraid of taking cold,” § said,
“ without your bonnet 7 ’ ’
-t never bad o cold inomy life,” she re.
tarned, ’

“That is saying much. You would have
me belivve you are not made of the same clay
a8 other people.”

H Bilieve anything you like,"” she answered,
cnrelessly, '

# Then 1 do believe it,” [ rejoined

She looked me in the face, took her hand

" from the mare's neck, stepped back half-a-foot,

and looked ronnd, saying—~

T wonder where that man can have got to.
- 0h, here he corner, and papa with him "

We went acress the trim little lawn, which
Jay waiting for the warin weather to burst in.

- terday .’ :

A RIDING LESSON,

to. know ‘that a girl" had ‘come into the
Toom IV ) T
“ Have you been at school all this time 2 1
asked, for the rake of avoiding a silence. -
# All what time?" : R
# Ray, kince we parted in Switzerland.”
“Not quite. 1 have been staying with an

aunt for nearly a year. Have you been at col- -

lege all this time ?” .
¢ At “school and college. When did ‘you

come home 7"

“This ix not my home, but § came here yes-

* Don't you find the

Londoun 7 !
1 haven’t had time yet,”

2 Did they give youn riding

lersons = at
school 7" :

“No. Butmy runt took care of my morals in

that rerpect. A girl might as well not be able.
to dance as ride now-a-days.” !
¢ Who rode with you in the park ?
riding-master 7 ' : v
‘With & slight flush on ‘her facé she re-
torted, . ’ .
“ How many more questions are you going

Notthe

toark me?’ [ should like to know that 1"

may make up my mind how many of them to
answer.” : S :
“ Suppogre we say gix,” ; s
“Very well" she replied. “ Now [ shall
answer your last question and connt that the
first, - About nine o'clock, sne——day—""
“Morning or evening 7' T asked.
¢ Morning, of course—I walked out of ——
the house "
 Your aunt's houge 7"
% Yes, of course, my aunt’s house.
me go on with my story. It was getting a

“little dark, "

“ (Jetting dark at.nine in the morning 7"

“In the evening, I said.” )

% 1 beg your pardon, I thonght you uaid the
morning.” R :

_habit, her hat on, and

Do let’

before (ara’ entercd—in o pen’uétly fitting
‘her: skirt thrown over
her arm. : : : :

" 4 Soho, Clam {” cried her father ;' # you want

to take us by wurprise——coming out all at once
a‘town-bred lady, ¢h ? )

Y Why, where ever did you get that riding-
habit, Clara ?"* ‘said heraunt. )

#.In my box, aunt,”! said Clara.

# My word, child, but your.father has kept
you in pocket-money I returned Misx Coning-

] > ham. - :
country dull. after.

4 I've got a town-aunt as well as a country
one,” ‘rejoined Clara, with an expression [
could not quite understand, but out of which

" her laugh took only half the sting.

Miss Coningham reddened a little, [ judged
afterwards that Clara had beeni diplomatically
allowing her just to feel what sharp clawx she
had for use if required. :

But the effect of the change from loose

white muslin to tight dark cloth was marvel-
lous, aud T was bewitched by it. So slight yet
50 round, 50 trim yet so pliant-—she wig grace
itaelf. 1t seemed as if the former object of
my admiration had vanirhed,and I had found
snother with snch surpassing charms that the

- logs could not be regretted, T may just men-

tion' that the change appeared also to bring
out a'certain louk of determination: which 1
now recalled as having belonged to her when
a child. s :

“Clara 1" said her father ina very marked

tone ; whercupon it was Clar's turn to hlush
and be silent, ‘

I started rome new. subject, in the airiest
manner I could command. * Clara  recovered
her comporurs,- and -1 flattered- myself she
locked a little grateful when onr eyes met,
But I caught her father's eyes twinkling now
-&nd then'as if from some sonrce of merriment,
and could wot help fancying he wax more
amused thao displeaned with his danghter.

CHAPTER XXVI.
A mDING Lxsuo_s;

By tho time luticheon wds over, the horsey
had been standing some minutes at the lawy.
gate, my mare with a side-saddle, We hasten.
ed. to ‘mount, Clara’s ¢yes full of expectant
frolic.. - I managud, as I thought, to get before
her father, and had the pleasure of li‘mng hér
to the saddle.” Sho was up ere I could feel her
weight on my arm.. When I gathered her
again with my cyes, she was seated as calmly
ag if at her Iace-needlework, only her eyeR
were sparkling, ~ With the alightest help, she

‘had her foot in the atirrup, and with a single

movement had her skirt comfortable, I left
hier to mount the horse they had brought me
and when I looked from’™ his back, the white
mare was already flashing across the boles of
the trees and Ciara's durk zkirt flying ont be.
hind like the drapery of a descending godidesy
in an allegorical picture. With a pang of ter-
ror 1 fancicd the mare had run away with her
and sat for-a moment afraid to follow, leat thu’
sonnd of my horse's fert on the turf shonld
make her gallop the faster.  But the next
moment she tarned in her saddle; and I raw 5
face alive with pleasure and confidence, Ay
she recovered her seat, she waved her hand to
me, and I put my horse to bis speed. |
had ot gone far however before T purceived
a fresh eause of anxiety, - She was making
straicht for a wire fence,
I had heard that horwes
could not  gee snch a
fence, and if Clura did
not see it, or should bhe
careless,  the result
would be frightfal, |
shouted after” her, tay
she took no heed.  For.
tunately, however, there
was right in front of them
a gate, which I'had net
at first observed, into
the bare of which had
breen  watthed SOt
brushwood, « The mare
will see that!" | suid 1
myself. But the warde
were hacdly through my
mind, before I saw them
fly over it like a hird.

On the ather side, she
pulled up, and waited for
e,

Now 1 had sever
Juapeda fence inmy Line
[ did not know that e
mare could do such a
thing, for | had never
given her the chanee.
sowax not, and gnevey
have beeonie what wonld

e vomsihirad an e
vatiiplished horseman, 1
seareely know o wornd
of stable-ginng. 1 Lave
never fellowed the
houtds wmore than twice
or three times in the
courst of my life, Not
the less am 1 & true

fover of horses—but |

have been their com.

panien more in work

than in play. 1 have

) slept for mileson horse-

tusek, bt evennow I have not a sure seat over
a fenee.

I knew nothing of the animal I rode, but |
whs bound at Teast to maks the attempt to fol-
fow my lender, 1 wax too inexpericneed vat
to put him to hig speed instend of going vent.
Iy up to the gate; and I bad w bad habit o
Teaning forward in my saddle, besides knowing
nothing of how to incline myself backwards
axs the horse alighted.  Henee when 1T found
myself. on the other side, it wis not on my
horse’s back, but on my own face. T rose un-
injured, cxcept in my self-esteem. T fenr 1

Cwas for the moment as much digsconcerted as

if I bad been guoilty of some moral fanlt. Ner
did it help me much townrds regaining my
composnre that Clars was shaking with sup-
pressed Jaughter.  Utterly stupid from morti-
fication, I laid hold of my horse, which stoed
waiting for me beside the mare, and serambled
npon his back, " But Clava, who with all her
fun, wag far from being il-natared, fancied
from iy silence that [ was hiner, Her merri-
ment vanished.,  With ¢uite an anxious ¢x-

"pression on her fuce, she drew to my side

RILY DL L i

“ T'hope you are not hurt 7

< Qnly. my pride,” I answered.

# Never mind that” ahc. returned gaily.
1 That will soon be itself again.?

“1'm not so sure,” I rejoined.. Do make
such a fool of myself bhefore you 1

it Am 1 such o formidable  person 2 she
waid, . o

HYer,” L unswered, ¢ But 1 never jumped
a fence'in my life before.”

S If you had been afraid,” she maid, * and
hadd pulied up, I might have despised you, As
It was, T only laughed ab you. "Where was the
harm ? - You shirked nothing,  You followed
your leader.. Como along, I will give you u
leésson or two before we get back,” >

' Thank you,” 1 saiil, beginniug to reeover

my spirita n fitthe s o whall bee o most ol




