
THE HALL AND THE HOUSE

toM, iM (ratted A Uttk •gaiatt the iwtnintt of even rach a
Poritan houeliold' • that oi his father's. It

a considerable weariness to Anthony to kneel in

the haU <m a frash mornfaig while his father read, even
thooih with fervour and sincerity, kmc extracts from
"Christian Prayers and Holy IfediUtions," collected

by the Reverend Henry Boll, when the real world, aa
Anthony knew it, laughed and ripi^ed and twinkled
outside in the hnnuninf summer sir of the lawn and
orchard ; or to ha<«e to listen to godly discourses, how-
ever edifying to elder persons, just at the time when the
^Mst-mothwas beginning to dimmer in the dusk, and the
heavy trout to suck down his supper hi the i^oondng pool
in tlw meadow below the house.

IBsverysports, too, which his father definitely encouraged,
were obvrausly disfdeasing to the grave divineswho haunted
the house so often from Saturday to Monday, and spoke of

high doctrinal matters at meal-times, when, so Anthony
thought, lighter subjects should prevail They were not in-

tere^isd in his horse, aad Anthcmy never felt quite the same
again towards one good minister who in a moment of seve-
rity called Elisa, the glorious peregrine that sat on the bo/a
wrist and shock her bells, a " vanity." And so Anthony
trotted ofi happy enough on his way to Cambridge, of which
he had heard much from Mr. Deut ; and where, although
there too were divines and theology, there were, boys as well
who acted plays, hunted w':\ the hounds, and did not call

high-bred hawkf "vanities."

Isabel was very different. While Anthony was cheerful
and active like his mother who had died in giving him life,

she, on the other hand, was quiet and deep like her father.

She was growii^; up, if not into actual beauty, at least
into grace and dignity : but there 'ere some who thought
her beautiful. She was pale with c irk hair, and the great
grey eyes of her father ; and she loved and lived in Anthony
from tiie very difference between them. She frankly could,
not understand the attraction of sport, and the things that
pleased her brother ; she was afraid of the hawks, and liked
to stroke a horse and kiss his soft nose better than to ride
him. But, after all, Anthony Uked to watch the towering.


