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w3 s wlow thear
ther  te tabe the pas ey eanter
v bn vowd eyl rentkad
th by tvhe o bt toders 10 pought. DBut
o1 o al the gocks thought ths, the eyes of
th  wiale were upon thet, and oneh re
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A Conver 3 tostart them, and walks
e e ety away some half pale distant.,

oAyt deady, gentlemen 7 ushs the
MU L s e st e s stardy cover huck,
woro o hette pod flag an los hand.

se bt tinsWers encels vackey

) v red thay as dpepped, and the nval can-
dulrte are denpatched on thew Journey.

<P yre of),T s shouted, as the two are
teov contrnne gently along, A flisht of
rtoo p hordle s as the fivat jump, Bluster tukes
it el i advanee, and Dufler follows ;
the 1o .t 1s 0 bank, Bluster charges it gnllunt.
1y, but i1s shot on to the home's withers, und
huge s by the neck.  ** He's of," scremms
1w Jise 1 of varees, ** they're both off,” roar the
preoples ns Duffer s seen e the sune posi-

tien bt 1t s nat so, botls gentlemen mun-
nge U oot mto ther seats ngam,

A bread simnle s on all the gentleman s
fiyers, tor they evpeet at,

“ Guity Yo cnpples, 13 shouted on ull
tre' . e tmtor tromn Breutford—old
Basgeee  cote to tife agun,  all this s maed
uge woth wild hurrhe.

Lt L aey are both nding Letter now, and
wittaned to thetr work, and the next two or
thioee gaanps are well done, and  they are
cutinn ; ut & fair paee at the water,

* soud bun ot at, Bluster, screams Major
aeper. 18 e rnw s friend had not steam
croneels an, ¢ send him at . *

$iner heard the ery awd knew the voree,
lae did ~ nd am at it, and cleared at, but Ins
hor e t 1] on landing, and sent him spinning.
Dutic hone did not clear 1, but fell in,
g1 0oz las nder acold bath, but both wer
st oo narly at the samo time.

* Nos cock’s eye out, Mr. Daflr,” suid Pas-
tern. o e shot the wet gentloman ante Ins
seal.  aesun b ten dengths anay, ave at “us,
HY SN

Piae o 1 aoon tnde up lost gronud, amld was
Lys - wetta two lengths of Guhian's girths,
Dut 1l gentlemen found out that huntig
et o pht-cinsiug are two ditlerent thangs
—that it 1equites condition to ridefour mles
ue:e - cattntry. they were becomng ex-
Cetimgty tred  howeves, they Kept going,
seveg were the nustiaps, vat they managed
tor boop withun atow lengtns o cach other
thie y veere tow Joat tu the mass of people, tor
the ground tovh u dap.

©tboe ey are ngiub, they rea-culnng,
s eceated out as the two were seen strug-
b smong nealy nmleasway.  The glasses
wi Lo eccupants of atl the carmages are at
thuu eves.

© amuater s deading, saud Mayor hasper,
i b Borse s beat.

* Dutter s, exchumed  Charhe.
** Lo oot s pen Lo choore bitween them.
Car vensee them, Many @

©oamg, ses, Cisatiie, bocan ace tacm beauts-
fuiy . veth bersos and wen seem utterly ea-
It v

* tane wins ! Givhian wans 7 rears the
creva, e Bwster tahes the hurdles shghtiy
I v, Id sasat! Guardsinau i o
i i o WL daco IS geitige caating.

M PV 1. th bust thar horses,” says
N il to Tastaru, * Blow e if they wall
220t Lo ever the water, Dashiat! Civilian's
dene 't was o true Wil the poor horses’a
o s bt e 1ol on the landing side, and
Ia, .o .~ vathic top of the nder. ©The
i o aee s band aita anwanr and thard s a
watseotowand e Dutia is tnmmphiant

A

he o v Laun ) the bats, old chap.”
B - veasus as b cantas towards  the
AL :.

T bt at it 1o wut the l’idihg

s bratio dad ses bt Geardsiwan con-
MG b fiiat aaed Gt of at L hie refused
wew e Dane 1 daa e dedds & seculd
ti ot bat ted hiasc wasdy remained
ot v Ll off ade. ae slinchs, the

Slisve ceitegitol WU wid tineg but pleasant
10 Mutlids cans os e anaged  from his
ba‘l.

©AL g agam, sir, send the wary Das-
feru. taere s 10l ol titoe.

Josi o1 sermibica over Wi teace and on to
the back of lus twed horse. That somctlung
wus up with Bluster hie was nware, for there
was a large crowd of people nssewnbled where

peene ' e

Iy thees who conbbiale g thonr pay aned
purti-colored utag ket nnd caps tashing
in the bnght <un-haie 5 for at wan o Jovely
day for the tune of vear,

The raee s desenbed in a fow words, it
wis well contested  throughout and wan by
the poptlar Master of tho Hounds’ nephew,
Blnke sccond, and Mupor Rasper third.

1t wus now all the slete Jeft their earringes
for the tent, where n beautiful luncheon was
wanting.  They were admtted by ucket, to
keep those out who hud no busmess msido
the enclosure,

‘The Warcheel Hunt were funous for the
way i wineh they did things ;5 they mado
no great pretensions, but it was well done.
1t was 2 sort of laryge funuly party—a tent to
hold three or four handred people 15 not a
small one—it war bearded and carpeted to
keep the feet dry, double-walled, water.
proofed, heated, and benutifully decorated ;
and in the centro of thoe table stood, on a vel
vet pedestal, ** ‘The Ladies' Cup,” presented
by the members of the Warcheel Hunt, for
lndies hnnters belonging to the two rmal
hunts. 1t was a beautiful design, and oue of
the best efforts of n celebrated London house.

¢ Oh, Charhe, how beantiful 17 exclaimed
Maury ‘Thwunlull, who was leaning on the
young man's arm.  *Itoas lovely ! If
should win it how happy 1t would maheme.”

* 5ot would me, dearest, I hope in
anotier hour st may be yours; Sultan was
never better than he s now.”

W hat a clatter of hmves and forks, what o
confusion of vueces and pupping of cham-
pagne corkis, what a shout for Lottled beer
and sherry, chichen aud ham, rased York-
slurd pre, that g of goud dishes.

Dutier could 1ot ke up his mind to go
near Ins lady-love, but was seated far away
at the other end of the tent ; he was lighly
indignant to see Magor Rasper by her side,
so he determined to punish her and ke p
away.

]S?xtlhe business of eating and drinking
gradually comes to an end, and Sir Herbert
Jocelyn, the silver-haired MJF.H. of tho
otber hunt, is on hix legs, e las carried
the Lorn for more than { aty years, Lis father
and his gaandtather did s bofore Lim, he is
unversaiin b leved and rospeetad, fud one
of the muat pepular aaan i the whole of
Yorkshirc.

** Ladies, 1) lords, and gentlemen,” Lo
cutmensced, ¢t 13 nod usual ot ruce meet-
ings to make speeches, but you know I am
an ohl-iaslsoned tellow and hi‘e vid-faslioned
way~.  These stecplechases are atsongst vur-
selves, and 1 Lave loohed upon tlus mceting
as n luge fanaly party since 1 have camed
the hora—1 wont say for how many vears
for it auahes one Jook bach watis r et wien
we thank of what we could Lave done and
what we anght have dune. Our thvuglts
dwdll ondiar aud vidued fiends, dead aad
gotie—ue remerbur we are getting old, and
that wo must mour tarn be run to carth.
Nu, it will not do to luuk Lack ; the proesent
and the future ate wnongh fur 1aee 1 caunot
but tank my dear ol fnend Conyars, and
the gentlonen of the Warcheel Hunt, on be.
half ot s and manbers of iy huwt, whe

el

have never 3ot had a misundarstanding with |

youns 7 gchieers), ¢ for the very handsome
and liberal mauncr in which you have enter-
tained us to-day. We have nover snarled
at cach other boeatuse wne Lamt may Lase
had i fow tuere noses nailad to the kauned
than anuther, we have been above such pal-
try foding ™ ichieus).

“ I regret enecedingly that the first racc
to-day should have bean attended with such
scrivtis Cenuseqiences - at least o one gentle-
wnn, but I ma glal, and <o I am sure are
you all, that it is Lo worse,

"¢ When T enct my ey s on that beautiful
cup, atad hnowi zas T that it s for Indies’
Lnters, aud scan around me sv many who
waale b feseees it ] cannct but vt that
yott cantivt all win it 7 (cheerst, “ hut I am
acdfishi i agh to Lope 8 taay be burne away
Ly alddy of gy hunt. 1 kuoi. you will for
givd e £ saying this, for it i~ a trophy to
Le cunied. Al T can say is, may the e)cst
horse w1 will detain yoea no lunger than
to Projoese. the Liealth of mny old friend Couni

Charhie, who 1 sull scated by Ins conan s
snde.

I must go now, dearest, and look after
your horse; he is a httle restive in company.
Ho will not be cantered past the stand, but
be saddled down near the starting-field
the httle hollow.”

¢ Oh, Charlie, T am 8o nervous,” she said,
* | hope the gentleman you put up will use
him w.ll. 1 nlmost wish he wasg not
entered; of anytling should huppen him, I
shotld never furgive myself.,”

* Nothing, Mary, will happen to him,
depend upon 3t My dear unclo, don’t et
Mary exente herself.  You may depend that
the gentleman who ndes nm will do Ins
duty by *Sultan,” andif possible render »
good account of Inmself.”

* I'll tuke care of her, Charlie.  There, go
away, for you have not much time.”

—_——
N

CHAPTER XXVIIL

WON IN A CANTER.

Never did a race cause mnore excitement
awongst those who were engaged in it than
the Ladies’ Cup, wlich was now displayed in
frout of the stewnrds’ staud, a litttle wooden
Luilding put up for the oceasion.

How the orowd crushed tu get 2 peep at it,
and wany a longing ¢yv was turned towards
it.

Ihe raco on tho card was, *

Tue Lapies' Cur.

Value 200 sovs, presented by the gontlewmen
of tho Warekeel Hunt for horses regularly
hunted for the last month, and bona ride the pro-
perty of ladies of the Warchecl and Fly.awny
Hunts; c¢ntrance 5 sovieach, pp; over tne
snmne course as the Member' Cup Plate, about
four miles. Gentlemnen riders; entrance money
to go to the sccond horse.

Lady Lavender's bg Blind Tom, aged. Black
jacket nud eap.  Lord Wildianu.

Lady Slyfox’s gg Harkaway, aged. White
jacket and cap.  JMr. Sharp.

Lady Vernefast's ¢ g Stranger, aged. Blue
jacket aund white sleeves, Llue ecap.  Mr
Sualljvan.

Lady Verncfast's bg My Lord, 6 years, Blue
Jackot, wlate sleeves, blue and white cap.  Hon.
G. Cole.

Miss Thornhill's ¢ g Sultan, 6 years. Scarlet
jecket, purplo sleeves, black cap.

Mrs Allsnob’s b g Old Ircland, aged.  Green
jacket and cap. Mr. Blake
dMrs. Allsnob's ¢ g Paddy, 6 years. Green

jacket and whiie cap.  Major Resper.

Mrs. Conyer's b m Hope, aged.  Scarlet jacket
anud cap. Mr Fred Greenway.

Miss Datchlnld's ¢ mn Smoall Hopes, aged.
Jcllow jacket a1 d cup.  Mnyor Bounucer Brag.

Miss Merty's b g Gipsy King,  vears. Green
body, yellun slecies, black cap. Mir. Winkworth.

Lady Joucehu's b 5 Stolo Anay, 6 years.
Black body, white sleeves, white cap. Mr. Nesbit,

AMiss Georges b g The Beau, aged. Pink
Lody, black sleeves, orange cap.  Alr. C. Slap.

Miss Darley’s . g Old York. aged. Purplo
body. white sleeves, crimson eap. Captain
Passingham.

All the geutlenian Lut one arce weighed
out, and are engaged with their different
animals in the cnclosure, but 2 man as he
secs the weighing-tent empty, enters it with
a saddle, and a tall pale young 1nan follows
quickly after him, he throws his top-coat
and goloshes off, and scats himself in the
weighing-chair.

** Surely, sir,” says the clerk of the ccalcs,
** you are not going to doit: it's madness—
don’t think of it.

* Holl your row,Johnson—eleven two, do
T draw it 2"

* If you say one single sylilable, Johnson,
Il never speak to yeu again;” and he
Lastily put on his goloshes and tep-coat cver
the acarlet jacket and purple slecves.  The
cap he gave hismaus; he then drewon a
par of ovemnils, completely hiding his
troeches and boots; and, putting his hat on,
mounted a cob and rode away.

** Now then, look alive,” he sald, as the

man with the saddle and saddle-cloth came
d wn ta thr little hollow where Sultan was
Leing walked about, “there’s no time to

vers, and the ladies and gentlemen of the | lose.”
Warchieel Hunt, in the old styla—three times | Tite horse was quickly got ready; and tlze

three.”

Ihen sucdi a shout aruse as mad. the “nlls' threw of Lus top-cuat, put on the black velvet voices.

ot the teut wibrate. Tuo durty lu.x'-\.'L\lxul
outsih, heanng cheers were going on,
thought it their duty to chieer too, which they

accordingly did for at least five minutes.

pale young man unbuttoned his overalls and

cap, and stoud revealed the pictare of a gen-
tleman jockey. Ho was quickly leggod up;
and one could see ata glance that Sultan
was well mounted by o master-hand.  “Tell

'sennning cneh lerse,

Hor ladyshup's
horses us they 5\\'0})! by, mounted by Mr.
Sullivan and the Honorable G. Cole—two
of the best riders of the day.

“By Gad!" exclaims Colonel Downey
from lis pony carriage, **it's o maguificent
sight! it's a beautiful sight if wo could only
seel  But look, wy dear;” to his wife,
* your daughter 18 telegraphing us togo to
their drag;” and the old militaire trotted off
with his tdtur half to tnke up & ** posilion **
as he called it.

A quiet rider is Fred Greenway,  As he
cantexed lus horse by, Lloth were much
fuﬁlcml . they luuked so thoroughly Lusiness-
like.

 In tip-toe fettle is Hope,” said a good
judge ;s “he will be there or therenbouts,”

All the riders, save Bouncer Brag, are
good and well-known men across country ;
and a close and oxciting finish was anti-
cipated.

Mr. Pastern, presuming on his master and
wistress going to Lady Verricfast's drag,
clambers up on the hind seat.

“Who tﬁw deuce has Charlie put on
Sultan ?” demands Lord Lavender.  * The
nder, whocver hie is, is in the starting-field,
with Charlic walking beside him. The liorse
is not fretful—=he is n3 quict as a lamb as fur
as I can see.”

Wagers are being made.  Sultan, in spite
of the mystery relating to his rider, has the
call in the betting. Mr. Nobbleall is taking

quaitances. The horses are returning back
one by one, and going towards the starting-
ficld.  Mr. Conycrsis scen to mount his cob,
and taking his flag in hand. What an
waiutts quarter of an hour is passed, as the
hones and riders walk quictly to the starting-
ficld.  Sultan is still at the far end, and
keeps there till all are anived; then he
comes up and joins the rest. A look of uni.
versal astonishment is on the countenvnce
of every one.

Mr. Conyers exclaims, *Good G--d! you
don't mean it, doyou?” “Foolish mad-
ness.”  Oth rs say, “Who would have
thought it 2 “It'sacase.” “Kill him to
a certainty.” “Poor fellow.” ** What pluck.”
Deserves to win.” and soon; but the vider
of Sultan is determnined—go he will, they
are up in a line; the flag is dropped, and the
race fur tho Ladies’ Cup has begun.

“They're off!” is yelled from the throats
of Lunrdeds; ‘“hatsoff in front!” Whata
moment of breathless excitement. Mary
Thornhill and all the rest of hier lady friends
have their glasses glued to their eyes. The
flight of the hurlies is taken by all; but at
the next fence, the bank, * Small Hepes ™ is
down, and Iouneer Brag is knocked out.

Five ¢r six are _conzi-aous in the front
rank - twu groan jackets, a scarlet and pur-
ple slecves, and all scarlet are to the fore.
The rider of Sultan, ho in a scarlet body and
purple sleves, is deadly pale; but there is an
clegance of seat and manner of riding that
catches tho ¢y~ of those who know anything
about it.  Mary Thomhill's glasses are fixed
on her favorite, and her zace blanches when
she distinguishes the rider.

¢ Oh, papa! oh, Lord Verriefast! God pre-
serve me! Charlie is riding Sultan.”

““ No, no, my dear, it can’t be—it’s im-
possible ! ejaculates the old gentleman.
s Poor fellow, he will not be able to ride for
many a nay again.”

“Papa, dear papn, itishe! I am not
d ceived—I kaow lhim amongst ten thou-
sand.”

¢ She is right! exclaims Lord Verriefast.
*“What maduess! stop him some one.”

*'Thornhill is up!™ is uttered by a hun-
dred voices. The glasses bave spotted tdm.
There hie was riding Sultan in his thoreugh
artistic way. A magnificent horseman le
was, The weater jump is approached; and
scarlet body and purple sleeves, balf turning
his liead to take stock, dropped his hand nn_ﬁ
sent the chestnut gelding at it; his jacket
flzshed in thic air and ho was over.  Blake
aud Major Rasper landed at the same mo-
ment.  All got over without mishap, for the
hovzes had no green hands on them.

‘What a screaming and shonting. * Charlio
Thornhill, Mr. Thornhill is up!" is roared
out by hundreds of hoarse and maddenod
Bot Mary heard it not: she had
fainted away, aud her father was sobbip
aloud. ¢ It's his deathl” pitcously exclgime
the old gentleman; ** poor mad boy! after

eyo  followed her {wo!and feurs at oll races!

ursting with hopes
But public attention
is given to coming horsamen, und she is not
wuch regarded.  Only threo are in sight
—a acnrlct with purple sleeves, o green and
Lluck cap, and a searlet jucket aud eap. But
another green and white cap mouuts the
nill.

“Sultan wins it! Thornhill wins it!" is
sereamned out by hundreds of eager be-
holders.

“\We are safe,” whispers Pastern to Nob-
blenll, who, in the excitement of the moment,
has climbed up beside his friend.  “Lady
Verriefast's ‘osses not even sight—another
twenty qud i our puckets, safo as a bunh.”

«Tiold your row, you feol, and keep your
d—a mouth shut!” mutters dr. Nob-
bleall, who had been drinking henvily, and
whose utterance was somewhat thick and
indistinct. *Shut up, or L'll put tho Slodger
onto you. Time enoungh to holier when
we're out of the wood. A race is never won
till it's lost, stoopid, is it?"

“Red has st ! green has it!" is the ery, as
three horses are scen closely together, with a
fourth in closo attendance.  Thoe hurdle is
approached, and the race is now terrific.
Bluke charges 1t first—nearly comes a erop.
per, for lis horse hits it—but by sheer fine
rding lho is saved.  Scarlt and purple
sleeves takes it next, with yellow on his whip
hand; and Major Rasper flies it only a

how wnny hearls are

all the odds he can get from bis farmer ac-|¢lgth might cover them.

length behind.  He is stealing upon the lead.
ing hLorses—figuratively stealing—a table-
But a change
comes over the order of things—scarlet and
purple slecves forges to the frout.

* Mary, dear Mary ;" xelaims Lady Var-
riefast, to her friend; * Loouk up, dearest,
your horse is winning. I nm so glad.”

Shout after shout; scream after scream
rends the aur, as the four came necarer and
nearer.

“Well ridden, Thornhill ! bursts from the
throats of thousands.

Well ridden, indeed, as the young man is
scen as motionless as a siatue on his noble
anmmal.  He was not riding him.  No spur
or whip had touchad him as yet. Sir John
Fourest sits on hiis cob, unavle to uiter a word.
Heis praying Charhie ey gt safely over
the water. The four are together. A splen-
did race; with a wild Irish lmrroo Ilake
s:nds the herse at the brock, but it is not in
him to get over—he jumps short, and is
plunging about in the water; sois Major
Rasper, whose horse is struggling to get out;
yellow hits him and both roll over.

But whereis Thornhill? He has taken
the brovk on the near side.  The noble horse
cleared it in his stride, and Charlic, turning
in kis saddle, aud secing all is safy, takess
pull at hus horse and eases Lim.

The cheurs, the yells that rand the air
agam, as he canters past the winning-post
tho cosiest of winners—hterally won in a
cunter.  Ycllow comes in fur the second
moncy, and Blake is placed third. Thornhill
15 dezaly pale, and one of his hands is
pressed to Ius sude, as if suffering. S Jobn
Forest ruslies to his horse’s head.

“ By Gad, Charlic 1" exclaimed, the breath-
less Baroncet, ¢ you won it Like a trump, but
you have killed yourself I And seeang the
young mai on the point of fainting.callcd
out : * Some one fetch a glass of brandy !
A puinea for a glass of brandy! ™

Bat Thornhill kuew what he had to do;
though the liguor was brought, not a drop
did he touch, but sat his horse quietly, as it
was led along by Sir John past the judge's:
Lox, and then into the enclosure. A hand!
was resting on cach thigh, and it is no
figure of speech to say that although his
horse looked comparatively fresh, his ride
appearcd dying. He unsaddled Sultan
walked into the weighing-tent, with the trap
on his arm, and sat in tho weighing-chair
“ Sultan,” he said in a faint veice, * cleve
two."”

* Right, sir,” replicd the clerk of th
seales, ** quute right, but you are very ill.”

Chinrhie rose from the chair, but as he di
s0, hie fell'heavily to the ground.

* Carry lim into the big tent,” said Si
John, “he has fainted away, don'tlét au
onc kuow.” But this was not so easy, for i
less timo than it takes to write this, it wa
flying about the course that Thorphill w.
dead. Lords Lavender and Vernefast, Ca
tain Slyfox, Mr. Conyers, and old Mr. Tho
hill Were soon-in tlic tent to sce what-w.
the matter, but Cliarlio was coming to.

all our carc and anxiety too.”

|TO BE CONTINUED.|
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