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sawpr went lo the Shires.

CHAPTER XVIIL

How  Mr,

TEMITED TO u)Y,"”

You w 1 find them protty good,” aaid bo
Aeiing n koot from a Jitthe bijou of briguet
that bang by oo wotoh cien. I import
inens wyse §, 1Wa tho onl; way to ensure
vetting them firat-rate, nn({ it cortainly is the
chenpest i tho long run,”

‘'ho cpar was indeed oxeollent. Mr.
~nwvor thioaght this would bo s good oppor-
taeaty to draw s noble Niend for o box,
B tie unght porhops meke him o presont of a

couple of pounds or so.  Atall events as he
and, t was the choupest plan) thero was no
tarin 10 nsking the cheanco of baving to pa
tar thems. o asked hun, accordingly, with
sotne littlo hesitation, if ho could do {nm tho
tavor of procuring lnn u fow ?

s Cortainly, certatnly,” rephied tho other,
w the mast  off-hand, good-hutnored way
posnibie ¢ You shull have thewn from mﬁ
man. 'l wnte to nm to-night. How mue

«hall T order ? Yoo cant got anything like
thetn at the money  they only stand us 1n
fivoguinons wpound )’ L.l

Mr. Sawyer modestly opine
wetld be quite suftficint for the prosont ;"
but be felt as if he Liad just Josta large
denble tocth.  Withoul Luing stingy, it was
net the et stoin i the Uld Country thus to
throw ntoacy sway,  Eo .foll back upon

fuusly eurbug at the conly tobaeco with

censdern ) vehemencee,

*Who u he ?” gard Le nodding towards
the nder | the five-year<ii, then cautering

on nhead, 1 nd sitting w. 1! Jown in the sad
de,ue e prepared to ¢ lark  over o large
fenee, to the adiniration of the fold, justead
of defiling througl: tho hand-ate.

¢ WLy, you soem to knosw him very well,’

_rejojood, Major Tiaah, smiling (as well bo

" iphetat tho qébry @ ** I thought you secm-
od very thick, and were going to give bun
yeur custon.”

Mr Sawyer had not the heart to repudi-
ate the soft impsnehmont. e liked to bo
“ viry thiek ™ wath a peer, anlto have the
erdit of * giving him his custom ™ as a
vistar and intimate.

“Y.e," hosaid, * T am-; but, sonichow,

I caunot, for the lifs, of wmo, remoember his

titl  I've no * Dobrecit® at Harborough ;
and I'vo sueh . bad themory for vames.
Lord — Lopd—what the deae-18it 2 Some
Irish peerege, if I remember right ¢

Mujor 3 ush tairly burst out laugbing.
« Nowmare o lord theh you are, Sawyer,”
sard he, * bough, 1 areet you, hio ought to
bton Duk . I thought everybody knew Mr.
Va nisb, U ¢ horsedealer 1 And thoe Major
w. ut off auscoro usmr.. thinking what a
captal stury ho had got against Sawyer for
that day at dinnex, and a good mauy days
after. A joko, you see, lasts a long time iu
the Luntng scason, when the sapply is by
niv taean Gjuad to the danand.

Aud M. Suwya turned his horse's head
ot of the erewuy, techug alittle hunilint @,
and now n bttde disgustad,. The five guineas
fu1 the eigars stuck harnbly 1 his throat.
Honever, e and Mr. Vamish, as will pres-
oty e bown bad by 90 mcwe closid ac-
cutinta i,

Lait wheve are the lo'v apints, blue devils,
arvecoma rindle refleetats that can bold
then owe sor ansastant o gamst the cheer
e sonnd of © Gone away + 2 Threo uutes
ot the huntanan s horn, five or 813 couple
of hoands strvamng  noiselasly  across a
ticdd, the pest more clatiorons, leapiug and
dmling through a gorse, a rash of horsenen
towande the puint at which the fux has
wrenes o Bl Lo twau whoas really fond of
St e b the vestyie of an aden te
apate fur any tlang clse 1o tho world.

Johu Mandish dawyer could ndo “abur
At fuven i astrauge country, and with
hounds runming ** he soke,” he was nut
o wao te shnnk frg  taking lns own Line,

- m————
d * one pounﬁ

daughter, wore forward with tae £ ra,
though the former was slready begioning to
cnleulate on the check.

The dounble post-nnd-raile abiout Norton-
by Galby were alrendy visible 5 but the fox
had evidently no intentlon of entering tho
gorto.  Albeit much against tho gram, and
what hie was tolally unuccustomad to 1 the
Old Country, whon bLounds were ruamnmg,
Mr. Sawyer fosnd himsoly obliged to ndo
to tho Jeudor, Tho chestvut fiva-yoar-old
was forever in front of him, now doing an
“ jnsandeput * clevarly, now topping o thght
of rails gallantly, thon creeping under a troe,
with & disorction boyond s years, and anon
tacrog and raspig through o bulifinch, in
tho suocossful temerity of youth, Mr. Var-
nish sitting very tar back thn winle, with the
graceful vase of n man who ie playing a fav.
orito instrument in an arm cbair.

Pregontly tho hounds checked. under
Houghton-on-the Hill ; and Mr. Varnish,
wurung round to our friend, and easting his
eyo pitifully on the grey's sobbivg sides, con-
sigued them to reprobation {or so doing,
* Just ns tho crowd was shovk off, and the
lLiorsus getting scitled to their work 1"

Mr. Snwyer's dander was up. It had been
rising for tho lust two'or threo fonces. Ho
vowed, in bis wickad heart, that the ohestnut
should be his own befuro nizhtfall ; and the
way in which the young oue jumped out of
the Billesdon Road, when they got to work
fgaiu, only confirmod hun in his determina-

ivn.

Long before the crowd conld come clatter

# up tHE BN roRd, tho $ARe “wudRhe-first
flight bad put a couple of grassy slopes once
more between thetuselves and their pursudrs.
Considerablo: .grief. .and -discomfiture~took:
pince atmongst the sportsmnen, as must al-
wuys bo the cgse when hounds run straight,
over Lejousterslire, The liolding paco at
which they kept on, and the -straight ranming
of the fox, forbade the shigbhtest cbance of
any but such as had got a good start at first,
aud stuck to them through thick and tbin.
LLven these, well-iounted aud skilful as they
were, had enough to do. The fox never
turned but ouce, under the Cuplow; snd
five 1ninutes aftorwards by was in hand, held
high above the buntsman’s head, with the
pack baying roand bim in expectation of their
reward.
TLose who wero there to soe, it would be
invidious to uamo. Suflicient for.mo to say
that Mr Sawyer was uot, though he came up
whilst Warrior and Woldsman wege disput-
iog the last bit of a hiud-lzg.

Despite bis judicions riding and uandeni-
ablo nerve, ho had not the materinl under
lum that wa's quite adapted for so sovere a
country. Tho grey had neither pace fur the
extensive fields, nor scopo for the large feuces,
each of wlich, though hedid them so gallant-
1y, entaled too great an cxertion to bear fre-
quent repitition.  Notwithstanding two falls,
however, lie struﬁglcd gamely to the end;
and it speaks well both for man und horse,
that thoy should bave got there at all.

Mr. Sawyer, bowever, was pow thorough-
Iy itten. Ho had nover felt so keen in his
lifc. Ho would never bunt anywhere clse.
He could rido with any ot them, he thought:
hie was determuned to bo as well mounted.
Mr. Varnish and ho discussed thoe sabject in
all its bearings, as they rodo hiome ; aud the
result of thor conversation was—the arrival
of the chestnut fiv,-year-old and a good-
lookipg brown at Mr. Sawyera stables, and
the transf renco to Mr. Vamish, i heu
theroof, of the Honorable Crashers
sliegque, and snother signed 1 full with the
perfectly solvent name of John Standish

awyer.
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CHATTER XVIIL

THE DIVE-COTK.

Lit us take a peep 1ato Dove-cate Roetory,
sl the wWiatry sun, as it s snagly
shiit.r d frao the north wands by & Gk
plantation, and rgomcing . that wost des
siravle advautage o cur chmate——a seuthun
aspect.  This houss s one that would make
any sportsman « biivious of the teath com-
mandar nt.  \Whe conld refrmn from covets

ovi -e oy wahiung the gerev, perhaps, 8¢ §ing passession of thoan cheerful rooms ; that
vid pe tats degerts, o had no scruple an { fine vt sngive view ; above atl, the excollent

imgly bad goer, whose ot must at onee
absolve him of intantioual unpuoctuality in
tho evos of his lad¥-love. As a poudant to
thia work of art, hangs & portrnit in orayons
of Mrs, Dove, dono aome years 8go, when
people wore bunchos of rivglets aud 8 Ligh
comb at the back of the head—n fashion by
no mecans unbecoming to the orizinal, who
must have been o sufliciently handsowce
oung womau whoo sho sat for this likeness,
ndeed, the Boversnd, no menn judge of
‘ moke-and-shavo,” ulways daclared (at
least in wifo's proseiice) that Clssy could not
Lold a candlo to what her mother iad been
in her best days. )

That watron, though samcewhat volumin-
ous 10 person and two bighly colored, is by no
menns bad-looking even now. As she sits
at the window, shaping a little child's sbirl
(or 6 poor iarishionor (Mrs. Dove is & man-
aging, bustling-person—prejudiced, it msy
be, and deaf to argument, as  what woman
is 1ot 2 but overflowmng with the milk af
humsn kindness), 8 judicious artist might
tono her down into a very pictoresquo study
of ** A Indy in the primo o{, life.”

$hv looks up from Ler work, and castsher
eyo neross tho trim garden aver many amilo
of nudalating prairie, to where a dim smoke
in tho far distance denotes the locality of
Harboroungh. .

** Cikgy,” observes tho matron, wasn't
that Papa going round to tho stables ?’

Cinsy raises those killing oeyelashea from

her crochet, aud dulifully replics—* Yes,
Mamma. He's only going to smoke his
cigar agurual: -<I'gisdeit’s notw hunting
day : wo shall haye bim all to ourselves till
luacheon.”
s Migs Dovirpstither papa‘imtitényely s and
it is needless foremark that, altbough on
oceasions e runs rusty with his wife, his
danghter can wind him roand lher little fin-
mor at will,

“That reminds me." conlinues Mrs. D.,
in the inconsequent manner in winch ladies
tollow out the thread of their reflections—
* that reminds me wo haven't had any visi-
tors lately from over thers,” vodaing with
her hond'in tho direction of Market Har-
borough.

Cissy looks very wnocent in reply, aud
obscrves that ** Geutlemon  svem to make
bunting tho onw great business of life.”

Mamuma, whose rest for the last five.and-
twenty years hias been broken every winter

whenover the nights have been symptomatic
ot frost, and who can scarcoly bo expected
to sbare the anxiety which dnves tho Rev-
crend ‘at short intervals frum the connubial
couch to open the window end look out, is
anablo to controvert so sclf-ovident a8 pro-:
position ; so she tries back on their Harbor-
ough friends.

* Mr. Crasher never comeds oxcept ‘on
Sundays, or when their is o bard frest ; and
the ress of tho gang 1 would just as soon be
without, for they will light tbeir cigars in
tho hall—a thing I've qaite broke your papa
of doing, till the whole place smells like a

ublig-bouse. Bat I do think that Mr. Savy-

ridge, or whatever his name is, migh¥bave
called in common civility, if it was oaly to
ask low you were alter your k g day.”

Cissv was of tho same opinion ; but she
adhered steadily to tho crochet, sud said
r.othing : verhaps shoe thought the moro.
Sbo had confided to her mamma certain
passages of the nocturnal ride into Mar-
ket Harborough, and Mr. Sawyer's categori-
cnl answers to her very pertinent querics.
I do not thiuk, however, ahe had quito twadea
whut is called * o clean breast of it.”

The wother, as is often tho case in these
days of improvewent, had scartely so much
force of cbarncter as the daugbtor. She
never dared cmss-guvstion * Cissy’ beyond
a certain point.  Not that the girl was re-
bellious, but abe had & quict way of settwg
her mamma down, which was as uucomfort-
able as 3t was irrosistible.

s, Dove, however, wag not swithout her
share of inatronly eunning. She had been
young herself, and had nnt forgotten it; nay,
sho felt quite younz ngamn  sometines, oven
now. It does not follow that becauso a lady
incicases in bulk she shonld decrease in sux-
ceptibility. Lookata german baroness—
filteen stoue good, in Ler ball dress, and
wothetic to the tips of har plump fingers.
Manuma g ¢ up to fotch her scissors; cat

thie little boy's shirt to the truo Corazzn

watbaen an.d

ing smilos, which might bnye been too much
for the yonng ludy’s equanimity, had not the
ontranco of the Roverend, bringing with him
n strong perfume of tobacco. stables, and
Jarace's houg—blister, put an end to the teto.
o-teto, and diverted Mrs. Dovo's attack to
hier nataral prev.

Ths sfoverond was not in the best of bLu-
mors. Ho had been fecling & liorse's legs—
tho ewolling of which no stimulént, howaver
siroug, ssemed to bo able to reduce. It was
aggravating to mako hiz hands smell liko »
chemist’s shop, and at tho ssme .tisuo to bo
awaro that his favorito's Jegs wero’ gotting
rounder and rounder.under.$lo.s Ugcntion.
It .was not consolntor‘y to be toﬂ, by the
groom that * tho old"'688 wié “abont ~ woro
out.”” No¥ was it re-assuming to reflect that
ho wanted for balf-a-dozeu other pur-
poses the couple of hundred it wonld take to
replscs him. | These, however, are tho an-
noyauoes to.which hunting men ara subjeot ;
the mefaphorical thorns that bristly round
our yose And maka- hor all the dearer-.and
tho sweelor for their sharpness, ' As hio re-
turned to
awino the lately-atrived litter of nine, Spot-
foxhound puppies ; and ‘to tho Reverend,
short of horses as ho was, tho association was
bat suggestive of annoyance.

When ho entered tho littls drawing-room,

was an unpror ous ouo at which to bir.ar
& request for anythiug sho wanted to obtain;

century, it would have beon odd if she had

My dear,” sho said, ¢ I've a letter from
that man at Brighton about the honse Me
hadlast yr... He wants to know if we
wonld like to engage it for a couple of mantbs
n the spring. Tt would Le a good oppot
%{umty"to give Cissy a littlo eea-buihung, you

20W.

Now, the Reverond had the same horrax
of that, as of other wateringplaces, which is
usually entertained by mid?ﬂe-agc& gende-
men of settled habits, who do not chooso to
accopt eocond-rate dissipation and salt-water
a8 equivalents for the comforis of a home,
He had Indeed, dnring tho prevjpus summer
bien seduced into spending two months at
Brighton, ucder the erroneous jmpression
that on those Sussex Dowus %J_o arriers
hunted all the year round; but, having
found ozt his mistake, had wnwardly regis-
tered 8 vow never to be ¢ lpt in ' for sucha
benefic ugain, It was no wonder that ho
rose Ireely at tho suggestion.

** Uracious Heavengt- Mrs. Dovel” ox-

Ay, arm-&hair, aud rising both hands in ir-
rithble deprecation, ** knywing what you do,
bow can you ask such a question ? Of course,
if this house is too uncomforfablo to live in,
and it don't matter about the parish going to
the d— to the dogs, and the Bishop is to be
a nonentity, and my dutics a force, you are
pérfectly right to go gadding about from here
0 Briglhton, and trom Brighton te London,
and from London to Halifax, if youlike, and
I ghall be happy to indulge you. I only wish
sou would tell mo where the money is to
come from—whore the money is to come
from, Mrs, Dove—that’s all ! And, having
thus spoken, the Reverend took up” the
Lejcester Journal, and looked over the top of
it ut his wife, as if he had indeed pmpoun%ed
8 poser.

This was exactly what that dear artful
woman wanted. She knew that when he
hiad blown off his steam, her husband would
settle dowsn iute Ins usual easy tempor, and
becomne portectly malleable in about five
sajvutes. 8o she folded the poor parish-
foudr's it Je ghurt with the nic st acratacy,
and ropiicd in the most perfeet good-hum-
our :—

“ Wel), desr, I'm sure I dm’t weut to
move fre.n here till we go {o Loadvn. You
kuow I'm 80 fond of my garden 1o tho spring,
an Ilike you t> g-t yeur huniing as loug as
Jou can : it dces yon so mueh pood. My
1d.a is. Lon 10.: aoout the tiws of the Derby 5
ta n Areot far o work ; und home wgaw by
the b ginning of July. After all, we are won-
derfully welt vitaut. d here for the country as
regerds society, aud Harborough never was
so full as 12 ssems this season.  What should
®e do in this part of the world if it wasn’t

haliine un that ridicalous

Crvirnniln~ Q"

2 the house -via., the pigstios, He
could scarcely raiss sufficient inteyest to $x-

ted black and white, they reminded him of

Mrs. Dove knev %y his.fago that the moment

bt BRI O R U TOFd qundter of & ooyo puRadnditedby-a fair ban

claimed the Reverend, plamping down into |

' to London by tho express frein.  As for not
likingto come, theyll jump atit! Mr.
Crashier sayd-yours isthie Dost claret within
threo countits,.and I'm sure you all zit long
cnough at it to appreciate’its merits. How
you will lalk about hunting: won't they,
Cissy 2 Woll, wo can't wonder at jt—gon-
Alemon dre 56 enthusiastic. Why, if I was o
mun, withsuch wino as that, I'd sell ‘em
overy horso in my stable beforo coffee came
Jan.

‘The roverend burst out Jaughing.
last aygument was irresistablo.
gonr own way, Dottio,” said ko: ‘I must

6 off to write my dermon.”~ And bo b.%ouk
himself to his siudy. .accerdingly, leaving Lis
wifo and daughter to issue the invitations..”

Of theso it is unnecessary for us to trace
lho.dehvery of mo~e than.one. Alr. Sawyer,
eating devilled kidnoys the following morn-
ing for breaktast, folt his hoart lenp in his
mouth at the reception of a primrose-colour-
ed, highly-scented billet, in o long narrow
envolape, bearing on ‘the roverse what is
called's * honogram “—a thing not unlike
tho pozzle-wit lock on 8 gate—consisting of
the letééx D and ‘others twisted into every

The
“ Havo it

safidly of shape. Though his experience in
]aaxeayleltcm ‘was limited, being iggoed con-

fined fo ono from Miss Moxico at the con-
clusion of their intercourse, in which sho
o vfhishﬁ& to.llx)n‘o lx’m fgrthlor communication
wi im, but hoped always to romain
friends," -something t&d-»‘tiim?ifm the del-
cate, neatly-written superscription mast
For .:ans
wstant, tho delightful suggestion flashed
across hin, that Miss Dove, forgetting maid-

oot known oxactly how to get her own way | enly reserve i i
ot ks Acky Low to get hor own Wi | enly reserye in the ardour of bher.affection,.
with:hinriow, - “*I'iad pluniged into n correspondence with

him}gglf, 2ud be turned hot and cola by tarns.
Opening the wmissive with a trembling hand,
1t proved to do, il not from the young lady,
at least from her wampa, and as it lay open
all that day on his table, it 15 no breach of
confilence on my part to publish 1its con-
tents for the reader’s bencfit. Thus it
ran (—

 DEAR MR, SawysR,
# Can you give us the pleasure
of your company st diuncr on Tuesaay next,
at half past eeven o'clock 2 Mr,” Dove
desires e to soy that us yva will Trobably
drive, {ou had better not'-attempt the shorts |
way, bot come by the high-rond. My
daughterihited ‘ith mein hoping that your
poor horse as regovered the hard dayin
whioly Lie ¢artied you sq.well, and.I romain,
Dear, Mr. Sawyer,
¢ Yonrs sincerely,
‘ Dororny Dove.
Fridsy.”
There is nothing ambiguous in the above.
It scérmus a sumple invitation té dinner
enoughyou or I can gather its drift af,
a glee. \Why the than should Mave read
it over at least balf-a-dozen times ig wors
than I can divine, ’

* fi)bve:cotg Rectory,

‘

—_—f—
CHAPTER XIX.

' THE BOOT ON THE OTHER LEG.'

Moeznwhile in the stablo of the Honorable
Crusher is cousiderable const.rmation and
bewuderment.  Tho helpers look wise, and
wink at each other, as they pass from stall
to 2all, in the cxecution of their duties. Mr.
Tiptop ic completely at his  wits'
end.  Can  he, the ~knowing Tiptop,
looked up to a8 the great unarring authority
on training, pace, weight for age, and
otber racing ~ mysteries—Nawmarket all
over—-<can he have made s mistake 2 He
begins to thiok, not only that ho can, but
th;t\ixso has,

ixst of all they gave tho hapless
Marathon & spin with-Chaucs, os a xg:em
breather. and X have already :aig with whes
result,

Mr. Tiptop being delermined to get at
*“ the rights of it,” then tricd tho horses =
tile at even weights ; the consequences ad-
mitted oflees doubt than ever. Marathon'’s
** form” was 50 obvivusly bad, that the groom
concluded he must be amiss.

* Why, he can't gono faster thau omr
maro can trot,” solilcquised Mr. Tiplop, ns
ho contemplated the bay grindiog away at




