Lot Bl of e Totne maber s

fve e = Ialpeett” it Harbor-nzh,
atad ] veguch o bud mmery for paues.
Jorg lari whatthe dens 1wt 2 Soin
Inn pearege, if § rometnbor nght 27

Mugor 3wl fany bert out laghang.
NS e o a boad then youoare, Bawyer,”

md Lo beughe Leerrt you, be ought to
Tow Imk 1 thonght everybody knew Mr
Ya Lirl, ¢ horsedeali e U And the Major
Wt ¢ F o rerpe upmir, thinking what
copatasd Moy ha-l’ got ngaintt Sawyer for
that day at dinner, and « good many days
aftir. A joke, you seq, lasts o long time in
L Lutling reumol, when the g.pply 18by
e e e cual to the danand.

41 d M Sawyer turtied Jus horae's head
cup 411 eroewd, lechng a bttle humibnted,
ur by ot htthe disgpurted  The five gminess
fir thoo e gars stuck hornbly in his throst.
However, Woound M Vornish, as will pros

b b wnlalby 0om - closd ae
¢ Wite et

Lut whae st ote the Jo v apnts, blucd sile,
or necom.crtanfe retlict ens that can Liold
then oWr sor an soetasd guinst the chor
g et of  Gonc away 102 Three notes
ot 1l huntmnan’s horn, five or six couple
of hoonds strenming nosclusly  neross n
i, the rest mere elamorous, loaping and
dnehistod thrutigh 6 guise, a rach of horvmen
[OR Y18 ds tie l:vlht at » hich the fx bhaoe
o) nens s, atd tue tman who s really foud of
huntasg b ot the vestige of an iden to
spare for anything clse in the world.

Johu Standish Sawyer could nide *abov -
alit " Even m astrango country, and with
honnds monmg ** liwe sinoke,” he was 1ot
awap to ghrink from takwg Ius own line
ami rcarerly valuing the grey, perhaps, ace-
cordasigz to s dencrts, ho had no scruploan
rekang that guod little  uniwal at whatover
ciige s way.

A quick tura to tho five couple of leadiug
hounds, that he sped  racing down the side
of 4 0 gerow, nud the happy negotintion of
nvery nasty place, with o stuko 10 1t that
wonld c.rtamly have nnpaled 2 moro costly
uag, plucad cur fnend on terns with the
pack. A fino grass country lay sprend out
briore lnm.  The fox, evidently a good one,
bere strmght across the  mmddlo of the ficlds.
Il Lotnus, witlont forcing avy extraordin-
ary pace, apprar-d well settled to the scent,
and pot inchiael to flash overata yard. A
targo fenee and a httlo brovk bad cumbined
10 nfford them more room than usual. Every-
thing seewned to look uncopmonly liko o
mn ; aud the Hunorablo Crasher, shooting
by our fnend, op Cuntidence, whom ko rolde
with o suzncfully loose rein, observed that
« It was sl night ; and hesbouldn't wonder
if they wero gong te havea gatlop.’

Mr. Sawyer Im2 hold of the grey, and de.
termnied to ussutne o place in the frout yauk
—uf whtoh tho.oocopants would have been
equally at howme 11 tuo rows of stalls nearest
tho orcheatra ut the Opera. There was more
soan uno 1ady adugy ot be acver saw lu.ﬂy
e before—perfeetly straight ; turning aside
fruin 1w ¢ bstacle » Juwpiug o gato with  ax-
e cor hality, 1t st aliv.dd ve soched , aud
takun? 3t At tho carnist, 3t off imud,
goueiul nisnner, With Which w wolnan coly
atout doiug Whus she fikes vest.  Tao Mai
tomaus, stride for stnde, aud fenco fur
fengo, Wlilo satling away with perfect ease,
looking as if thpy ware sestculy out of a
canter , yob, do wlat Lo would —and it mast
bo owaned ho Was vory Lard upun tho groy
Mr. Sawyer could nut, for the tife oflam,
deoronse tho distanco bitween bimseil wold
theso Icading uorsemen.

uo lonoravle Crasher, haviag gt conl
denpe RMongst sutio vory antneate fenees ou
ho 1ght, thoggu-a litkie wader than he 1iked
of tho hounds, was disporting lumsclf theren,
with considerablu gratthcation.  Straggles

and tho Revercod Dove, to-day with tho

Captry. i a0y hsd notliod pre for tos
evienr e i, poeresope for the far - feue »,
cuch ot wine's, tho agh he did thom so pallant-
5y, cutatied tos greut an cxortion o baar ire.
e st ropbitg, Nowwisturtanding two falls,
however, he struggled  gumely o the cud
aud it speuks w:-ﬁ hoth for man aud  hurse,
that they nhoutd bave got thero at il

Mr. Sawyer, bowever, wus now thureugh.
ly titten.  He bad never feit so keeu 1 s
iife.  He would never bant anywhere else,
He could nide with any ol them, iie thought:
be was determmned to be ag well mounted.
Mr. Vamish and he discursed the sabject 1
all 1ts bearings, as they rode home ; nud the
result of thar conversation was—the arrival
f the chustnut v -yeer old and a goud-
jvoking brown at Mr. Sawyer s stables, sud
the transf rence to Mro Varush, a0 lieun
theriof, of the Ionorable  Crashior's
savque, aud anoth 1 mgted an fuli with tue
prrfectly solvant mumc o1 Jobn Stapdisy
bawyer.

~

CHAPTER XVIIL

THE HOVE-COTE.

L.t us take &t peep suto Dove-cote Rictary,
ambing 1 the wintry sun, as it lies  enagly
shait ¢ d from the north wans by o thack
piantation, and rejociug in that woest e
rirable advantage in cur chimate—a sotthern
aspect.  ‘Thia houss 1s ono that would make
any sportswnan « blivious of the tenth com-
mandme nt.  \Who could refrmy from covet-
iug possession of those clhieerful rooms , that
fine- e st usive view ; abuve ally th-oxe Hent
and commodious  stables witlhin reach of
thr: ¢ packs of hounde, and suuatdd the
best grase country 1n Buglaud ?

It 1, however, with the 1uside of tie man.
fion tuat we have now o do, and with
those gentio beings who constitute a hune,
witsoul whom a palace Is little better thau a
dungeon.

Breakfast has bacn over at thh Dove-cote
for an liour erso. C(issy aod ber mamwen
have established themselves in what tuey
call tho lttlo drawing-room "—a snug
apartment ofsmaull dimensions,with windows
apeniog to the ground, and *“ giving,” as the
French sny, on o neatly laid-out gardes, in
spring and summer the peculiar care of the
daughter of the houso. To-day, however,
flowers and blossowms are replaced by a m.l-
liwa sparkling gems, formed by last ngit's
white frust, which is miélting rapidly under
ths noou.day sun. Inside. tho furnitursds
of a rich and ssimewbal gaudy paitern, os-
surting well with thy rosc-tinted muslin cur-
taws snd uultiplicty of luoking glasses,
witicas are 8o chiuractonistic of a lady’s bower,
wlulst o thousand protty knick-knacks, aud
o grooeful litter of bouks, music, work, paper-.
ligzuts, stray gluves, and gussamer haudher
cbiofs betray at oace the sex of ths ocea-
pants. A little statuette of a Cupid in tears,
with notliog on but a quiver, occupics a
ncho Letween the winduws, under a por
teait of Miss Dove, depicted by tho actist in
a graceful attitude on tho clicstout Lurse, at-
tired 11 8 blue nding habit, with her hat off,
aud ber bour falling about her shonlders, as,
it 15 only right to observe, gho is not io the
balit of weanng it when taking  equestrian
«x. rciss. Altogethicr the paint r's idea scems
to have been borrowed from a Fronch print
catitled @ The Readezvouns,” ropresentingla
d.«consolate dams.] waiting for a gentlemat!
in a woud Lot iu the Lest of hamors, as is
aatuial ander th: urcumstancos, -and st
ung her white horse in o listless, woe-begons,
sttitude, unwortby of an Amazon. The Iag-:
gard, however, is purcepliblo in tho far dis-

tance, maling up for tost time on an exceed-

auable 1 coBtlfoverl o sl VT -
!mr.llnu TN (I ) '..nck on thar Harbor.
ovugh fricnds.

“ Mr. Crasher never comes exerpt on

Sandays. or when thar 1+ 8 bard frost 5 and
the r 8t of tho gaog | would just as soon be
withuut, for they will haiit their cigars In
the hall—a thing 1've guite broke your papa
of doing, till the whale” place swells like a
yublic-house.  But T do thnnk that Mr. Saw.
l»ri]go, or whatever his naine is, might bave
ealled in common civility, if it was only to
ask Yow you were alt ¢ your long day.”

Cissy was of th saw- epinion; but slfo
adlurcd st adily to the crechet, and said
nothing : vethaps #he thought the moro.
She bad confided to hier momma certain

sansages of the nocturnal ride into Mar-
!&(-& Harboraugh, and Mr. Sawyer's eat-gori-
cal answers to her very pertinent queries.
I du not think, however, she had quite made
what s called ¢ a clian breast of it.”

The mother, as is often the case in these
days of improvement, bad scareely 8o much
forcc of charncter as the daughter. She
never dared cross-question ** Cissy'  beyond
a ccrtain point.  Not that the girl was  re-
beliious, but she had u quiet way of setting
her nnma down, which was as uncomfort-
able gs it was irre-istible.

\rs. Dove, however, was not without ber
<tare of natronly cuoning. She had been
young herself, and had net forgotten it : nay,
ahie folt qnate young npamn  some-tiunes, cven
now. It does not follow that because a lndv
incieases in bulk she should decrease in sus-
ceptibnlity. Louok at a german baroness—
filt.en stone good, in her ball dress. and
.itic to the tips of hor plump Sngers.
Mamma got up to fetch her seissers ; cut
the hittle boy's shirt to the true Corazza
pattern, und, bolding up that ridiculous
Il garment as if to dry, went on wath her
arguinent.

I don't think much of that Mr. Saw-.
bridge after all, if you ask wne,” said she,
Juokiug over the collar fall in her daughter’s
face. ** Hescems very shy, by no means
zood louking, ard I should say had not seen
mmuch of tho world ! Steadier perhaps than
Brush, and not so stout as Struggles, but
yet he don't give mo the idea of o very gen-
tlernanliko person—like Mr. Crasher, for in-
stauce.”

‘T:s Honorable was onc of thoe good lady’s
areat favorites, She aamired hugely, as
country dames will, his langaor, bis insou
ciancs his rucklesnees and dandyism-—above
all, istendency to become torpid at a mo-
ment't notice, which latter faculty fraquenily
provoked the strong-minded * Cissy™ beyond
endarance.

‘T'ho girl's color, always high, rsse porcept-
nly. Like o true woman, she stood up for
her now friend.

¢ Indced, Mamma," saidshe, ** Mr. Saw-
yer is quits as gentlemsn-like as anybody
we meet anywhero, abd a8 for being shy, 1
confesa I like people all the better for not
being forward, like that rude Mr. Savage,
who told e I shonld Jook hideous with my

least tries to wmake himself agreeable,™

* And secms to succeed, Cissy,” rejoined
Mamas, with an arch smile that deeponed
the young lady’s colour still more, and con-
stquently made her ressmble her buxown
parent. ** Well, dear, I must yemiod Papn
abont asking some of them to dinner, Shall
I tell ldmn to send Mr. Sawbridge an invita-
tion ?"

“Really, T don't the least care,” answer-
ed Miss Dove, with o tuss of her shining
Liuck Lead. “Y supposo you can’t well leave
Lim vut. Buat, Mamms, I wish you would
callthe wnn by his night name. It isn't
Sawbridgo, but Sa "

* I'll try and remembper, Cissy,” answer:

ed her mothier wath another of those provok-

Lauir a i Linperatrice. Now, Mr. Sawyer at,

* Graciong Hewvens! Mrs. Dove!™ ex-
claumdd the Reverend, plamping down into
an arm-chair, and raiging both hands in -
ritublo deprecation, ** knewing what you do,
how can you ask such n question ? Cf cour-e,
if this house is too uncumfortable to live iu,
and it don't matter abeut the porish going to
the d— to the dogs, and the Bishop is to be
o nunentity, and my dutics s farce, you are
perfectly right w go gadding about from here
to Brigliton, and trom Brighton te Lundon,
and from Loudun to Halifax. if you like, and
1 shall be happy to indulye 3ou. I only wish
you would tell me where the money is to
come from-—where the monsy is to coine
fromn, Mrs. Dove—that's all !  And, baving
thus spoken, the Reverend took up the
Lciceater Journal, aud Jooked over the top of
it «t his wifo, as if he had indeed propounded
A poser.

This was e¢xactly what that d.ar artful
woman wanted. She knew that when he
had viuswas o s steam, ber Imsband would
Suttle duwae 1ato bus usual casy temper, and
become pericchy unlleable in about five
wainates. Soshee folded the poor parish-
teuer's Bt 1o st wath the nic st accuracy,
and vopaed o the most perfect good-hum-
om i —

Wil dear, 'm sure I dm't want to
mey ‘1 . here ill we go to Lu .don. You
ht -« "m0 8u fond of iy garden v tue spring,
at [lheyouts gty ur haatingaslig as
yorecan it d esyou so mmebh poud. My
ie o~ Lonr 0w avoat tao Uttes o the D oy
ta aAscat for a week ; nud boine  ugaia by
the o pnng of July. After all, we are won-
derfully well »ituat d here for the country as
regards saciety, and Harborough never was
su full as 1t seems tlns senson.  What should
we do 10 this part of the world if it waso't
for hunting 2”

Precious, in proportion to thewr rarity,
opivioos so vrthodox sank like music in the
Reverond's ear. Five-and twenty years' ax-
perience had failed to teach him, that such
cougenial sentiments wust as necessarily be
followed by a request, as o soft southerly
wind 18 succeeded by rain.  Aud this is the
strangest feature in our subservienco to the
other sex. Tuough thoy deceivo us minety-
nme tunes, we bolieve tbein the hundredth,
and, woro foolish than the feathered biped,
though its meshes be spread in our very
sight, rush open-oyed, neck-and-heels into
the net of the fowler.

Tue Reverend glutced at the wife of Lis
bosom, aud thought her wonderfully like
that picture done n scove of years ago. He
said as wuch :but the compliment by no
wesns diverted Mrs. Dove from-the object
ghoe had in view. * Cissyaud I were just
talking,” said ghe simply, **of your friend
Mr. Crasher. and the rest ot them. By th:
bye, you really ouzht to usk rome of them
to dinner. There's a barrel of oysters come
by rul last night, and our turkeys tlus
year are finer than usual. Better say Taes-
:ln)i, dun't you th.uk, Papa ?’ added shecoax-
ingly.

Bat the Roverend was not s0 hospitably
iuclined 8s hie would heve been Lkad the old
borse beva suund.  ** Puey can bave plenty
o1 uysters at Harborough,” said Lie.  * They
won's care to dnve all thet way wn the dark.
Bad roads, wet nights, perhaps, und nobody
to mee} them. Betterpat it off, I think,
Dottie, t.ll the days et o littio longer.”

You or I wonld hardly lLavo thought of
calling 50 smple & lady =3 Mrs. Dove, whose
baptismal name indecd-was Dorothy, by the
above -dimingtive. Novertheless, when .ia.
Lis bost hamor, it was the Rceverend’sbiabit

1 4o addeess Lier by the old pet. vame, and sho.

returned to tho cLarge ascurdingly.

** Better do st atopee, .dess,:’ gho. replied. ;
* Theend of the senson comes upon.:us
hefore.wo know-whers weare.  And if frost
should arrive, or anytinng, tlier are all. off

A

Jory, Friday.

uve-co

There is nothing ambiguous in the above.
It scems a supple invitation to dinner
cnough 7 youor I can gather its drift at
& ulance. Wiy the man should have read
it over at least half-a-dozen tumes 13 1more
than I can divine.

S S
CHAPTER XIX.

‘“THE BOOT ON THE OTHER LEG.’

Meznwhile in the stable of the Honorable
Crashier 18 considerable consternation and
bownderment.  The helpers look wise, and
wink at each other, as tuey pass from stall
to stall, in the execution of their duties. Mr.
Tiptop 18 completely at his  wits’
end. Cau ke, tbhe knowwmg Tiptop,
looked up to as the great unerring authority

on traiming, pace, weight for age, and
other racing mysteries—Nawmarket all

over—can ke have made s mistake 2 He
begins to thiok, not only that he can, brt
that he has.

First of all ther gave tbe hapless
Marathon a spin with Chaoce, as a2 mere
breather, aud I have already .a1d with whet
result.

Mer. Tiptop being determined to get at
“ the rights of 1t,” then ¢ried the horses a
mle at even weights ; the consequences ad-
nitted of lees doubt than ever. Marathon’s
“ form'" was 80 obvivusly bad, that the groom
concluded he must be amiss.

* \Why, be cau't go no faster than our
mare cra trot,” solil.quised Mr. Tiptop, as
ho contemplated the bay grinding away at
his afternoou’s feed {{o do Marathon justice,
ho was always zood at this part of lus day's
work), and thouzht that tho animal did by
no means show to advantage amongst his
stable companions. * Can he bs oue of
those extraordinary horses as I've hear'd of,
wot can gcarcely wag without they're trained
a'most to fiddle-strings, but as nothing nor-
tal can touch if once yon gets them fit 2 He
almost persuaded himself that the new pur-
chage must indeed be such a phenomenon,
and resolv-d un putting hun through asevere
course of physic, aud 1ato strong {raining
lurthwitu. Before, however, resorting to
such ulterior measures, he had the wisdom
to think of applyiog to old Isaac for a solu-
tion of the mystery.

1:e found the senior busy :n lus Lttle sad-
dle-rovin. engaged 1 no less  important an

roccapation thau tiie improveunent of The
By« momnis acd general deportment, for
which I grieve to-observe, since Ins arrival
at Harborough, there was sullicent room.
.The youth, though ho worked hara, was sel-
dom sobter now, and nover told.the truth but
by accident. Iuenc’s method of imparting
cthical instruction was ancompromising, if
not agreeable. 'With the lad's collar in one
‘hand, and o spare stirrup-lesther in the
other, he iusisted furcibly on those maxims
«whick ho consmidered most salutary to the
-tender muod, sccompsanying cach with a
stinging illustration from the strap ; the dia-
logue Letween tho sage and ks discipie besng
conducted mnoch 1n this wise ;—

Isnac: ** I've told you over aud over
.again, yo young warmist, and I'll tell it ye
exery day I live, if I larrup the skin off ye.”
(¥¥heck.)

Tho Boy : “* Oh, pleasa !”

TIsaao ;. * You'll never rise 1u life, nor be
fit to bocalled'q stabletuan, ‘without you can
work-them qualities which have . made me
what I am ; thit's what I om a teaching of
ge.” (Whack.)

The Boy :*** Gh, pleaso {”

Isaac :  Firet-uud foremost, sobriety.”—
(Whack, and .« Ob, please’!™) ¢ Sccondly,




