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uur;l\ after thoir flight to the drawing room.
Lady Horsinghaw and Lady Bannerot talked

of their respective pronohers and the failings
of their respeotive moaids.  Mrs. Marmadoke
and Mre. Marygold, having had 8 Book-
Club feud, did not speak to each cther, but
communicated through the medium of Miss
Finch, whose doafness rendored this & some-
what unsstisfaotory process. Aunt Deborah
wont to sleep, as usual ; and I tried the two
Miss Bannerets coascountively, but ascor-
tafned that neithor would open her lips, at
lips, at least in tho presence of mamma. At
last 1 found s vucant placo by tho side of
Mrs. Plumnidge, and discovered immodiately
with tho peculiar frcomasonry which I be-
heve men do not possees, that sho was one of
myjsort. Bho liked walking, riding, driving,
dancaing—=ell that I hked, in short ; and she
bated scandal-gossiping, sensible women,
morning visits, and worsted-work, for all cf
whicts I confess to an unquahfied aversion.
Wo wero getting fast fnonds when tho gon-
tleinun came 1n from their wine, honest Sir
Brinn’s vuico eounding long beforo ho entered
the ruvum, and the worthy gentleman bimsolf
rolling in with an unsteady stop—partly from
incipiont gout, and partly, I fancy, from a
gouu deal of port wine. He took a vacantseat
by e almost 1nmediately, chiefly, 1 think,
Lecause it was the nearest seat ; and avow-
ing upenly Ius great regard and adoira-
twn for my neighbor, Mrs. Plamnidge, pro-
ceeded to make nmsolf agrocable to both of
us 1o Ins own way,~though I am conceraed
that hio trod heavily on my sprained foot,
and s{)ilt the greater part of o cup of coffeo
over her satin gown. The Squire, whose
nerves for tho present were strung above
blushing pitch, soon joined our littlo party ;
and whilst the two Miss Bannersts perform-
ed an endless duet on Aunt Horsingham's
luckless pianuforte, and their brother, chiok-
ing in big stiff whito neckeloth, turned over
the leaves, Sir Brian bantered Mr. Haycock
gracefully on his abstomiousness after dinner,
an effort of sclf-denial of which no one could
nccuso him, and vowed, with much laughter,
that Haycock must bo in love ! inlove, Mios
Coventry—don't you think se? A man
that always used to tako bis two bottles as
regularly as myself—I am a foe to excecs,
Indies, but Haycock’s an anchorite, d——
mo—a monk ! Haycock, monks mustn't
murry, you know !—Wouldn't he look well
with big foct shaved, Miss Coventry, and his
head bare, and a ropo round his neck ? Sir
Bran was geiting confused, and had slightly
transposed the clerieal costume to which ho
aliuded ; but was quito satisfied that his
httle badinage was witty ond amusing in tho
extreme ; indeed, Mrs. Plumridge and I
cowdn’t help Iaughing : but poor Squire
Haycocl’s embarrassment was so intense,
that be orderrd bis ecarriage immediately,
and took leave, venturing, however, at the
very last, to shake me by the hand, and
braving onee again the Lavter of the inebri-
ated baronct.

* Stole away,’said Sir Brian ; ¢ o shy wan,
Mixs Coventry—a by, diflident mun, my
fnend Haycock, but true as steel—not a bet-
ter lnndlord in the county—excellent neigh-
bur—useful wagistratc—goodhouse- - beauti-
ful garden—1lots of poultry, aund a glass bee-
hivi —wants nothing but a wife! Order the
carmage, 10y lady.  Mrs. Plumridge, you
st coue and see us at Slepperly, and
dun ¢ forget to bring Plurpridge.  Miss Cov-
¢Diry, You're & charmmng young lady, mind
Yun colue 100" S jolly Sir Brian wished us
both 2wt aletienate good-night, and
shakmg Aunt Harsingham violently by both
Lande, packed birasclf into his carriage ip a
state of bigh goed bumor and confusion. 1
Liave swee biard that en bis arnval at Slep-
perly b atently refuned to et out, declaring

that hie preferredte st in the earnage wialst ¢

they changed horao<, and avowing, much to
1us old butler s astomshm. nt, lus resolution
to go at least one more stage that night.

——

a}mrt on & 8ofn ; thoy were doop in thé merits:

Tmmor ot broskinst-time, particularly on
Sundays. Cousin Amelin suggssted my
tuwols were tov coarse—they had rubbed a
color into my checks like a dairymaid’s.
John said I looked htke & ross ; a tea-rose,
ho added, as I banded bim his cup. Cousin
John is gotting quite poctical, and decidedly
fmproved sinco he loit Yondon. I wonder
whom ho got thot letter from that was
ling on Dbis plate whon ho came
tﬁ:wn ? I am not ourious, but Xjast glanced
at the direotion, and I am certain it was in
& lady's hand—not that it's any business of
tmine, only Ishould think Miss Molasses
would hardly have the face to write to him.
I wonder whether there is anything between
John and Mies Molasses. I asked him, half
spitofully, tho other day, how ho could bear
to bo partod from her now tho season was
over ; and ho geemed 8o pleased at moy tak-
ing an intercet in tho thing at all, that I bad
no patience to go on with my oross-question-
ing. I don’t think she's good enough for
John, I must corfuss, but he is easily im-
posed on by young ladics—as indeed, for
that matter, are the rest of his great thick-
headed sox. Wheon breakfust was over, and
Cousin Awmelia wont off &5 usual to practice
her musis for an Lour or two, I thought I
might steal away for a visit fo my favorites
in the stables ; indeed, I saw John at the
front door, in a bhideous wico-awake, with a
long cigar in hig mouth ; but I was waylaid
by Aunt Horsingham, and as these visits to
the stable are strictly lorbidden, I was
obliged to follow her into the drawing-room,
and resign myself for the whole morning to
that dreaaful worsted-work, more es-
pecislly as it was coming on a drizzling
mist, and there was no pretext for my nsual
walk.

* I amglad to see you getting moro sociablo
Kate,' said Lady Borsingham, in _her dry,
barsh voice, as I took a seat beside Ler and
opened my work-bagket. ‘It is never ad-
visablo for any young lady to affect singu-
larity ; and I have observed, with some
concern, thet your demeanor on many oc-
easions is very unlike that of the rest of your
sex.’'

1 never give in to Aunt Horsingham ; after
all ske’s not my own aunt, so I answered as
pertly as ever 1 counld—

* No ; you mean I don’t spend the morn-
ing in looking in the glass, sud talking evil
of my neighbors ; 1 don't scroam when I see
a beetlo, or go into convulsions because
there's & mouse in the room. I've got two
legs, very good legs, Aunt Horsingbam—
sball I show you them 2—and 1 like to use
them, and to be out of doors smongst the
trees and the grass and thoe daisies, nstead
of counting stitches for work that nobody
wants, or whnting letters that nobody reads.
1 had rather give Brilliant a good * {ucket-
mg” (Aunt Horsingbawm shuddered—I Kuew
she would, and used tho word on purpose)
* over an even heath or a line of grass, than
ro bodkin in a chariot, seven miles an hour,

lady out of mo—a uscless, sickly, lacka-
dnisical bring. icstead of a healthy, active,
light-hearted woman ; much obliged to you
I bad rather stay as I am.’
{ * Miss Coventry, saxd my aunt, who was
completely posed by my volubility, and ap-
| pareutly shocked beyond the power of ex-
| pression at my opimons—* Miss Coventry,’
she ropeated, * of these aro indeed your sen-
timents, I must beg, nay T must insist, on
yoar keeping them to yourself whilst under
this roof. (Ameha, mydear ' 'to my cousin,
who was ghding quietly mto the room’,
* Amolia, go back to your music for ten
mnnutes.) T must insist, Miss Coventry,
that you do uat noculate my daughter with
these pernicious doctrines—this mistaken
view of tho whole dutics and cssentials of
. your sex. Do you think men appreciato a
woman who, if shie had but o beard, would
be exactly liko ono of themselves ? Do you
. think they like to sco their ideal bot rnd di.
"shevell d, plastered with mad, and anggled
with wet 2 Do you think thoy wish her to

digeussion ; and wo bei‘mlea the timo till
luncheon by alternate fits of scandal and

most of the neighbors for twonty miles, and
completely demolishing the reputatiou of my
friend, as thoy nalled her, lively, raroastic
little Mrs. Plumridge. John was off rabbit-
shooting ; so of course did not uppear at that
neni 80 essontial to ladies ; and after Cousin
Anaolin, by way of being delicate, bad got
through two ontlets, the best part of a
cbicken, a plateful of rive-pudding, and a
large glass of sherry, I ventured to propose
to her that if the afternoon held up we
should have a walk.

¢ I'm not equal to much fatigue,’ snid she,
with a languid air and a heavy look about
her oves which I attributed to the luncheon ;
*but if you like, we'll go to tke garden and
the hothouses, and be back in time for a oup
of toa at five o'clock.’

¢ Anything to get out of thn house,” was
my reply ; and forthwith I rushed up-stairs,
two steps at o timo, to put on my things,
whilst my aunt whispered to her dauvghter
loud enough for me hear, ¢ Sho really ought
to bave bern & man, Emmy ; did you ever
see such a hoyden in your life ?°

It was pleasant to got out even into that
formal garden. The day was soft and misty,
such as one often finds 1t towards the close
of autumn—dark without being ocbill, and
the withered leaves strawed the carth in all
the beauty of wholesomo naturaldecay. Aut-
umn makes some peoplemiserable ; I confess
1t i8 the time of year that I like best. Spring
makes me cross if it's bad weather, and mel-
ancholv it it's fine. Summer is very enjoy-
ablo, certainly, but it has a luxuriancoe of
splendor that weighs down my spirits ; and
in those slorious hot, dreamy, bay-making
days, I scem unable to identify myself suffi-
ciently with all the besuty around me, and
to pino for I don't exactly know what. Win-
ter is charming, whenit don't freeze, with its
early candle-light and long evenings; but
autumn combines everytbing that to meo is
most delightful—the joys of reality and the
pleasures ot anticipation. Cousin Aunelia
don't think so at all.

¢ A nasty raw day, Kate,’ she remarked, as
we emerged from the hothouse into the moist,
heavy air. ¢ How I bate the country, oxcept
whilst the strawberries areripe. Let’sgo back
to the bouse, and read with our feet on the
feader till tea-time.’

¢ No*, vot, Emmv,' T pleaded, for I really
pined for a good.walk ; ¢ let's go on the high
road as far as the mile stone—it's market.
day at Muddlebury, and wo shall see the
tipsy farmers riding home, and the carriers’
carts with their queer-leoking loads ; besides,
think what a color you'll have for dinner.
Come on, there's 2 dear !’

The last arzument was unanswerable ;
and Cousin Amelia putting her best foot fore-
wnst, we sann eleared the garden and the ap-
proach, and emerged on the high road threo
mwiles {frrin Muddlebury, and well out of the

t

« perched the well known mile-stono, and my
| cousin began aleady to complain of fatigue,
? the sound of hoofs behind us caused us both
to step and laok rouund.

¢ It's cavalry, said Amelia, who jumps
rather rapidly to conclusious, and is no judge
of a horse.

* It's a stud,’ was my reply ; ¢ somebody
coming to hunt with **tho Heavv-top.” Let's
stand in this gate-way and seo thom pass.’

We took up a position accordingly , and if
1 felt keen about the commoncrment of the
season, how much more so id I becomo to
watch the string of gallant well-bred horses
now joggiug quietly towards us with all the
paraphernalis and accossories of tho chase ?

Two, four, six, and a hack, all clothed and
hooded. and packed for travelling. Such a
chestnut in the van, with a minute boy on
him, who cannot bhave weighed four stone—
strong, flat, sinewy logs (tho chestnut’s, not
the boy sy, hocks and thighs clean, full, and

a long, square tail, and a wickoed eye—howI

work, running tbrough tha charactors of

wuscular as Brilliant's, only twice tho size ;|

- ’
wearisoms meal, and tho long evening drag-
ged on in their accustomed monotony ; but
1 did not find it as dull as ususl, though I
wag moro rejoiced than ever when the hand-
:;‘-t;)dlém came, and wo were dismissed to go

ed.

And now they are all fast aslecp, and I
can sit at my open window, and think, think,
think, as muoch as I like. What a lovely
nightitis ! Tho mict bas cloared off, and
tho moat is glistening in the moonlight, and
the old trees are silvered over and blackened
alternately by its beams ; the church tower
stands out massively against the sky. How
dark the old belfry looks on such a night as
this, contrasting with tho white tombstones
in tho churchyard, and the elated roof shim-
mering abova the aigle ! There is s faint
breeze sighing amongst the few remaining
leaves, now riring into & gleading whisper,
now dying away with a sad uneartbly moan.
The deor ara moving rostlessly about the
Park, now standing out on bold relief on
some open space brightened by the moon-
light, now flitting like spectres athwart the
shade. Everything breathes of romance and
illusion ; and I do believe it is very bad for
one to be watching here, dreaming wide
yawske, instead of snoring heslthily in bed.
* T wonder what he is about at this moment ?
perbaps smoking a cigar out of doors, and
enjoying this beautiful night. I wonder
what he is thinking of l—perhaps, after all,
ho's stewed up in some lamp-lit drawing.
room, talking nonsense to Lady Bcapegrace
and Mrs. Lumley, or playing that cdious
.whist at his clab.  Well, I suppose I may as
well go to bed. Ono wore Eook into the
‘night, and then—hark { what is it? bLow
:beautiful { how charming! distant musio
from the wood at the low ond of the Park ;
ithe door aro all listening, and now they troop
,down towards the nise in scores : how soft-
{ly it dies away and rises again : 'tis a cornet-
'a-piston, I think, and though not very skill-
‘fully played, it sounds heavenly by moon-
light. I never thought that old air of * You'll
remember me * half 8o beautiful before. Who
‘canit be ? Ihaveneverheard it since I came
‘here. It can't bo Captain Lovell's groom ;
it 8 not quite impossible it might be Captain
Lovell himeelf. Ah! if I thought that!
"Well, it has ceased now. I may as well go
tobed. What a happy day this has been,
and what dreams I shall have !

——

CHAPTEB XII

—

Friday.—This has been an eventfal day. I
thought somehow it would be so; at all
events, the first day’s uunting is alm.gs an
era to me—s0 when I came down to break-
fast in 1y riding habit, and braved the cold
glances of my aunt and the sarcasms of my
cousin, I was prepared for a certain amount

with both windows up. Thauk you, Auntjsight of the windows of Dangerfield Hall. | of excitement, although, T confess, I did no¢
Horsingham ; you would like to make a fine * As we rose the hill, on tho top of which is | baraaiu for quite so much as I got.

¢ You'll enjoy yourself to-day, Iirust, Miss
Coventry,’ said Aant Horsingham, looking
as black as thunder.

* Mind you don't get a fall,” observed Cou-
sin Awelia, with a sneer ; but I cared little
for their remarks and romonstrances. White
Stockiugs was at the door, Cousin John ready
to lift mo into 1y saddle, and X epvied no
mortal woman on earth, no, not our gracious
Queen upon the throue, when I found my-
solf fairly mounted, jogging gently down tho
Park, in all tho dolighted anticipation of a
good dny's sport. Ithink I would rather
have ricden Brilliant of the two, bat John
suggested that the coantry was cramped and
sticky, with small fields and blind fences.
’Ii'o‘v. White Stockings is an animal of great
icxrcumspcction, and allows no oarthly con-

sideration to hurry lum. Hoe is, moreover,
as strong as o dray-horse, and as handy, so
Jobhn declares, as a fiddle. To bim, there-

o

Iy

* 1 saw your horses on
lt,t:]:y, yosterday,’ I at longth found cotrgs

ay ; ' are you going to hunt
son with the Heuvy-teg ? ant ol theen.
Howlong do you stay 4t Daungo i
was the counter question from Frgﬁkr?e-m:n
800 I know tho namo of the place alrm&;
hoe

the way to Medg,.

1 believe I could find my way nowaboy

i’{qtk ;Cvory fmturg)sqnes it is, too, by night,
188 Coventry. Do you lik i

moonlight 2’ yoR TRe musicly

! Not if it’s played out of tune, I angw,
with a laugh and a blush ; but just ;ﬁ'
Squire Hayocock, whom I sosrcely know in
&is hunting costume, rode up to us and beg-
ged o5 & personal favor to himself that we
would accompany him to a particnlar poizt,
from which ho could ensure us a good gt
if thefox went away—his faco becom
soarlot as he exrrossvd 2 hope Miss Coren.
try would not allow her fonduess for the
ohase to lead her into unneccssary danger;
whilst Frauk looked at him with a b,
amused, half-puzzled expression, that seer.
ed to say, * What a queer creature you are;
and ;vhnz the deuce can that matter to
you?'

I wonder why people always wanm to
oblige you when you don't want to by oblig.
ed ; too civil by half, is muach more in th
way than not half civil enough. So we rods
on with Squire Haycock, and took up a pogi-
tion at.the end of the wood that commanded
a'view of thu whole proceedings, and, u
Frank whisoered to me, was the likelieg
?lace in the world if ho wanted to head th
0X.

Tho Heavy-top hounds are an estabich.
ment sach ag, I am given to understand, is
not usually keptin Leicastersbire, Northamy.
tonslure, and other so called *fljing
counties.’ X like to gain all tho information
T can—Cousin John calls this thirst for
knowledgo, ¢ female curiosity'—and gather
from bim that the Heavy-top consists of
twenty-two couples of hunting-hounds, ind
that the whole twenty-two come out three
threo times a week during the season 1
don't s0s why they shoulin't, I am suwe;
thoy look fat, and remind mo of the cier
hounds pvor Uncle Horae« used to lep
when T was a child. He (that's my orsle,
Cousin John) further adds, that they arere-
markably ¢ steady’—which is more thanean:
be said of their huntsman, who is continully
drunk— and that they consume a vast qun.
tity of flesh 4 which, far from beiug a mmi-
torious, appears to mo to be a disqustingln-
dency. Thoy are capital line hunters, s
says John ; a line hunter, I imagne, is s
hound that keeps sniffing about under (ke
horses’ feet, and must bo a most usoful sax-
illiary, when, as is often the case, the spate
men are star.ding on the identical spot when
the fox has crogsed. He considers thems
very killing pack, not in manners or appar
ance certainly, but in perseverance andco
dying determination.

Their huntsman is what is ealled * czech
tbe old sort ;* if this is a correct deseripliny
1 can only say that the old sort must b
worn the brownest and shabbies of boots, ke
oldest of coats, and the greasiest of c1s;
must have smelt of brandy on all occasics;
and lived in a besottod state of geacral oz
fasion, vibrating botween * delirum aclv
ocious’ and ¢ delirinm tremons. They lase,
howover, a certain whip, called Will, w
appears to me to do all the work, and tosep
overvthing nght. \When old Tippler driths
himself to death 1a casualty wiich m
shortly happeni, Will is pratty suro to &
ceed him—an event which I fancy wall grse
ly dd to the officicucy of the Heaveyld
hounds. To crown sll, Frank Lovell &8
the whelo thing *slow;’ but I have r
marked, gontlemen make use of tins epitiet
to convoy therr disapproval of that whd
thoy cannot find any positive fault with=
just as wo Iadies call a woman ¢ bad sty
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i fore, was entrusted thes honor of carrying mo
on my first appearance with the Heavy-top
bounds. The meet was at no great distance

when wo have nothing elso to say in ber &-
paragement.
(To de Coutinued.)




