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b a rte r  of th e ir  p la te  for M olly’s, w liich leaves 
th e m  an undivided p rofit, contrive to  clear the* 
tab le .

P resen tly , M olly hav ing  refused languidly 
some delicate  s team ing  cakes of S a rah ’s own 
m aking , th a t  dam sel leaves th e  room  in  h igh 
dudgeon, and  Molly leans back in  h e r chair.

“  T e ll m e again, L e tty , w hat you w rote to 
h im ,” she  says, le ttin g  h e r  eyes w ander | 
th ro u g h  th e  window, all down th e  avenue, up  | 
w hich th e  p ostm an  m u s t como, “  word for 
w ord.”

“  J u s t  exactly  w hat you desired  m e, [d ea r,” 
rep lies  L e titia , seriously. “  I  sa id  I  should 
like  to  see h im  once again  for th e  old days’ 
sake, before he left E n g lan d , w hich I  h eard  
h e  was on  th e  p o in t of doing . A nd I  also 
to ld  h im , to  p lease you,” sm iling, “ w hat was 
an  unden iab le  lie—th a t,  b u t th e  ch ild ren , I 
was h e re  a lone.”

“  Q uite r ig h t,” says M iss M assereene, un- 
b lushingly . T hen , w ith  considerable im p a 
tience, “  will th a t  p o stm an  never come ?”

All coun try  posts are irreg u lar, and  th is  ono 
is  n o t a p leasing  exception. To day, to  create  
aggravation , i t  is  a t  least one good ha lf-hou r 
la te r th a n  usual. W hen  a t  len g th , however, 
i t  does com e, i t  b rings th e  expected  le tte r 
from  L u ttre ll.

“  Open i t  quickly— quickly, L e tty ,”  says 
h e r  sister, and  L e titia  h a s ten s  and  reads it 
w ith  m uch  so lem nity.

I t  is  sh o rt and  ra th e r  reckless in  tone. I t  
te lls  th em  th e  w riter, hav ing  effected th e  de
sired  exchange, hopes to  s ta r t  fo r In d ia  in 
tw o weeks a t  fa rth es t, and  th a t ,  as he  had 
never a t  an y  tim e contem plated  leaving E n g 
land  w ithou t bidding  M rs. M assereene good
bye, he  would seize th e  opportun ity— she be 
in g  now  alone (heavily d ash ed )—to  r a n  down 
to  B rooklyn to  see h e r th is  very day.

“  Oh, L e ttv  ! to-day  !” exclaim s M olly, p a l
in g , an d  flushing , and  paling  again . “  How 
I  w ish i t  was to-m orrow  !”

“  Could th e re  be any  one m ore inconsisten t 
th a n  you, m y  dear Molly ? You have been 
p ray ing  for th ree  whole weeks to  see h im  and, 
now  your p ray er is answ ered you look abso 
lu te ly  m iserab le .”

“  I t  is  so sudden ,” says poor Molly. “  And 
— he never m entioned  m y  nam e. W h a t if be 
refuses to  have a n y th in g  to  say to m e even 
now ? W h at shall I  do th e n  ?”

“ N onsense, m y dear ! W h en  once he  sees 
you, he  will forget a ll h is  rid iculous pride, 
an d  tlirowr h im self, like a  sensible m an , a t 
your fee t.”

“  I  w ish I  could th in k  so, L e tty ,”  tearfu lly , 
and  in  a  d istinc tly  w heedling tone , “  w ouldn’t  
you speak to  h im  ?”

“ In d eed  I  would n o t,”  says L e titia , ind ig 
nan tly . “  W h at, a fte r w riting  th a t  lie  ! No, 
you m u st of course see h im  yourself. And, 
indeed, m y dear ch ild” — laughing— “ you 
have only  to  m eet h im , w earing th e  lugubri
ous expression you a t p resen t exh ib it, to  m elt 
h is  h e a r t were i t  th e  s to n iest one in  E urope. 
S ee”— draw ing h e r to  a  m irro r— “ w as th e re  
ever such  a  D olores?”

Seeing h e r  own fo rlo rn  visage, Molly in 
s tan tly  laughs, th e reb y  ru in in g  forever th e  
d ism al look of i t  th a t  m ig h t have stood h e r  in 
such  good stead.

“  I  suppose he  will d in e ,’' says L e titia , 
th ough tfu lly . “ I  m u s t go speak to  cook.”

“  P e rh ap s  he  w ill tak e  th e  very first tra in  
back  to  L o n d o n ,” says Molly, s till gloomy.

“  P e rh ap s  so. S till, we m u s t be prepared  
for th e  w orst”— wickedly. “  T herefore  cook 
an d  I  m u s t consult. M olly” — p ausing  a t th e  
door— “ you have exactly  fou r h o u rs  in  w hich 
to  m ake yourself beautifu l, as he  can n o t pos
sibly be here  before two. And if in  th a t  tim e 
you canno t create  a  costum e calculated  to re 
duce h im  to slavery, I  shall lose m y  good 
opinion of you . B y  th e  bye, M olly”— ear
nestly , and  w ith  som ething  ak in  to  an x ie ty — 
“  do you th in k  h e  likes m eringues ?”

“  H ow  can you be so foolish ?”  says M iss 
M assereene, reprovingly . “  Of course, if he 
d ines he  will be in  th e  h u m o r to  like a n y 
th in g  I  like, and  I  love m eringues. B u t if 
n o t—if n o t”— w ith a heavy sigh—“ you can 
ea t a ll th e  m eringues y ou rse lf.”

“  D ear, dear !” says L e titia . “  S he is really  
very b a d .”

A lm ost as  th e  clock strikes tw o, M olly e n 
te rs  th e  o rchard , hav ing  given s tric t orders to 
S a rah  to  send  M r. L u ttre ll th e re  w hen he  a r 
rives, in  search  of M rs. M assereene.

She h a s  dressed  herself w ith g rea t care, and  
very  becom ingly, being one of those  people 
w ho know  in s ta n tly , by  in s tin c t, th e  exact 
shade and  sty le  th a t  su its  th em . Besides 
w hich, she  h as  too m uch  good ta ste  and  too 
m uch  good sen.se to  be th e  slave of th a t  ty 
ra n t, Fash ion .

H ere  and  th e re  th e  fru it-trees  a re  throw ing 
ou t ten d er buds th a t  g lance ha lf sh rink ing ly  
up o n  th e  world, and  show a  desire  to nestle  
again  am id st th e ir  leaves, full of a  reg re t th a t  
th e y  have left so soon th e ir  w iser s isters.

T h ere  is a  w onderful sw eetness in  th e  a ir— 
a  freshness indescribab le—a  ra re  sp ring  per 
fum e. M yriad violets gleam  up  a t her, w hite 
an d  purple , from  th e  ro o ts  of apple-trees, in 
v iting  h e r to  g a th e r them . B u t she heeds 
th em  n o t ; they  m igh t as  well be s tin g in g - 
ne ttle s , for a ll th e  notice she bestow s upon 
them . O r is i t  th a t  th e  u n u tte rab le  hope 
of h e r own h e a r t overpowers th e ir  sweet 
n ess  ?

All h e r th o u g h ts  a re  cen tred  on th e  im 
pending  interview . How if she shall fail after 
all ? W h at th e n  ? H e r h e a r t s inks w ith in  her, 
h e r  h an d s  grow cold w ith  fear. O n th e  in s ta n t 
th e  b lankness in h e r  life in  such a  case spreads 
itse lf ou t before h e r like a  m a p —th e  lonely 
p ilg rim age—th e  unlovely journey , w ithout 
com panionsh ip , or w arm th , or p leasan t s u n 
sh ine.

T h en  she h ears  th e  click of th e  garden  gate, 
an d  th e  firm , quick step  of h im  who com es to 
h e r  up  th e  hilly  p a th  betw een th e  straw berry- 
beds.

D raw ing a  deep b rea th , sho sh rin k s  w ith in  
th e  shelter of a  friendly lau re l u n til he is 
close to  h e r ; th e n , s tepp ing  from  h e r h iding- 
place, she advances tow ards h im .

As she does so, as she m eets  h im  faco to 
face, a ll h e r  nervousness, all h e r  inw ard  trem b 
ling , vanishes, and  she  declares to  h erself th a t  
Victory shall lie w ith  her.

H e h a s  grown decidedly th in n e r . A round 
h is  beautifu l m ou th  a  line  of sadness has 
fallen , n o t to be concealed even by h is  d roop
ing  m oustache. H e  looks five years older. 
H is  blue eyes, too, have lo s t th e ir  laugh ter, 
and  are  full of a  settled  m elancholy . A lto
gether, he  p resen ts  such  an  appearance as 
should  m ake th e  wom an who loves h im  re
joice, provided she know s th e  cause.

W hen he sees her he  stops sh o rt and  grows 
extrem ely  pale.

“ You h e re !” he  says, in  tones of displeased 
su rprise . “  I  understood  from  M rs. M asse
reene you were a t H erst. H ad  I  know n th e  
t ru th ,  I  should no t have com e.”

“ I  knew th a t  ; and  th e  lie was m in e —not 
L e ti t ia ’s. I  m ade h e r  w rite i t  because I  was 
dete rm ined  to  see you again. H ow do you do, 
Teddy ?” says M iss M assereene, com ing up to 
h im , sm iling  saucily, a lthough  a  little  tre m u 
lously. ‘ W ill you n o t even shake  h an d s  w ith 
me?”

H e takes  h e r h an d , p resses i t  coldly, and 
drops i t  again  a lm ost in s tan tly .

“  I  am  glad to see you looking so w ell,” lie 
says, gravely, perhaps reproachfully .
► ‘‘ I  am  so rry  to  see you looking so i l l ,” r e 
plies she, softly, and  th e n  begins to wonder 
w ha t on  e a r th  she shall say next.

M r. L u ttre ll, w ith  h is  cane, takes th e  heads 
off two unoffending crocuses th a t, m ost u n 
wisely, have s ta r te d  up  w ith in  h is  reach. H e 
is th e  g en tle st-n a tu red  fellow alive, b u t ho 
feels a  vicious p leasure in  th e  decapita tion  of 
those  yellow, h arm less flowers. H is eyes are 
on th e  g round. H e is ev idently  b e n t on s i
lence. O n such occasions w hat is th e re  th a t 
can be m atched  in  stup id ity  w ith  a  m an  ?

“  I  got y ou r le t te r ,” Molly says, awkwardly, 
w hen th e  silence had  gone p a st bearing.

“ I  know .”
“  I  did n o t answ er i t .”
“ 1 know th a t, too ,” w ith  som e fa in t b itte r

ness.
“ I t  was too foolish a  le tte r  to answ er,” re 

tu rn s  she, hastily , detecting  th e  drop  of acid 
in  h is  tone. “  A nd, even if I  had  w ritten  
th e n , I  should  only have said som e liarsli 
th in g s  th a t  m igh t have h u r t  you. I  th in k  I 
was wise in  keeping silence.”

“  Y o u  were. B u t I  canno t see how  you have

followed u p  your w isdom  by h av ing  m e h e re  
to -day .”

T here  is a  little  pause, and  th e n ------
“  I  w anted so m uch  to  see you ,” m u rm u rs  

she, in  th e  softest, sw eetest of voices.
H e  w inces, an d  sh ifts  h is  position  uneasily , 

b u t steadily  refuses to  m eet h e r  beseeching 
eyes. H e  v is its  tw o m ore u n h ap p y  crocuses 
w ith cap ita l p u n ish m e n t, an d  som eth ing  th a t  
is a lm ost a  sigh  escapes h im  ; b u t h e  will n o t 
look up , an d  he  w ill n o t tru s t  h im se lf to  a n 
swer he r.

“ H ave you grow n cruel, Teddy ?” goes on 
Molly, in  a  carefully  m odulated  tone . “  You 
a re  k illing those  poor crocuses th a t  have done 
you no  h a rm . A nd you are  k illing  m e, too, 
and  w hat h a rm  have I  done you ? J u s t  as I 
began to  see som e chance of h ap p in ess  before 
u s , you ru n  away (you, a  soldier, to  show th e  
w hite fea ther !), an d  thereby  ru in e d  al! th e  en 
joym ent I  m ig h t have know n in  m y good fo r
tune . W as th a t  k ind  ?”

“  I  m ea n t to  be k ind , M olly ; I  am  k ind ,” 
replies he , husk ily .

“  V ery c rue l k indness, i t  seem s to  m e .”
“  L a te r  on  you will n o t th in k  so .”
“  I t  s trik es  m e, T eddy ,” says M iss M asse

reene, reprovingly , “ you arc  an g ry  because 
poor g randpapa  chose to  leave m e H e rs t .”

“  A ngry ? W hy should I  be angry  ?”
“  W ell, th e n , why do n ’t  you say you are 

g lad ?”
“  B ecause I  am  no t g lad .”
“  And why ? F o r  m o n th s  and  m o n th s  we 

were a lm ost cry ing  for m oney, and  w hen, by 
som e fo rtu n a te  and  unlooked for chance, i t  
fell to  m y lo t, you behaved as th ough  som e 
overpow ering calam ity  had  befallen you. W hy 
should  n o t you be as glad of i t  as  I  am  ?”

“  D on’t  speak like th a t, M olly,” says L u t
tre ll, w ith  a  g roan . “  You know  ali is  over 
betw een us. T h e  la s t tim e we m e t in  London 
you yourself broke ou r engagem ent, and  now 
do you th in k  I  shall suffer you to  renew  it  ? I  
am  n o t so selfish as you im agine. I  am  no  
m atcli for you now. You m u st forget m e (it 
will n o t be difficult, I  dare  say), and  it would 
bo a  dow nright sham e to keep you to —to

“  T h en  you condem n m o to d ie an  oid m aid, 
th e  one th in g  I  m ost d e te s t ; w hile you, if you 
refuse to have m e, Teddy, I  shall in s is t 011 
your dying an  old bachelor, if only to keep 
m e in  coun tenance .”

“  T h ink  of w hat th e  w orld would say .”
“  W ho cares w hat i t  says ? And, besides, it 

knows we w ere engaged once.”
“ And also th a t  we quarreled  and  p a rte d .” 
“ And th a t  we w ere once m ore u n ite d  in  

L oudon , w here you did no t despise  th e  poor 
concert-singer. W ere you n o t devoted to  me 
th e n , w hen I  had  bu t few friends ? W ere you 
asham ed  of m e, th e n  ?”

“  A sham ed of you !”
“  Once you th rew  m e over,” says Molly, 

w ith a  sm ile  th a t  su its  th e  m outh , being  half 
te a rs , h a lf su n sh in e . “  Once I  did th e  sam e 
by you. T h a t m akes u s qu its . Now we can 
begin all over ag a in .”

“  T h in k  of w ha t all your friends  w ill saj'’,” 
says he, desperately, know ing he  is  losing 
g round, b u t s till persisting .

“  Indeed  I  will, because all m y  friends  are 
yours, and  th ey  will th in k  as I  do.”

Two little  tea rs  steal from  u n d e r h e r h eav 
ily-fringed lid s, an d  ru n  down h e r cheeks. 
G oing n earer to  h im , she  hesita te s , glances 
a t h im  shyly, h e sita te s  still, and  finally  lays 
h er head  upon  h is  shoulder.

Of course, w hen th e  g irl you love lays h e r 
h ead  upon  y ou r shoulder, th e re  is only one 
th in g  to be done. L u t tre ll  does th a t  one 
th in g . H e  in s ta n tly  encircles h e r  w ith  h is  
a rm s.

“  See, I  am  asking  you to m a rry  m e,” says 
Molly, ra is in g  dewy eyes to h is , and  b lush ing  
one of h e r ra re  sweet b lushes. “ I  beg you to 
take m e. If, a fte r th a t, you refuse  m e, I  
shall die of sham e. W hy don’t  you speak, 
T eddy? Say, ‘Molly, I  will m arry  you .’ ”

“ Oh, M olly !”  re tu rn s  the  young m an , g a z 
ing  down on h e r  despairingly , w hile h is  strong  
arm s ho ld  h e r  fa s t, “ if you were only poor.
If th is  cursed  m onoy ”

“  N ever m in d  th e  m oney. W h at do I  care 
w hether I  am  rich  or poor ? I  care only  for you. 
If  you go away I  shall be th e  poorest w retch  on 
earth  !”

“ My angel I My own darling  g irl 1”
“  No !” w ith  a  little  sob. “  Say, ‘m y own 

d a rling  wife !J ”
“ My own darling  wife !” replies he , con

quered .
“ T h en  why do n ’t  you k iss  m e ?”  says M iss 

M assereene, softly, h e r  face dangerously  close 
to h is  ; and  Tedcastle, stooping, forges th e  la s t 
lin k  th a t  binds h im  to  h e r  forever.

“  A h !” says M olly, p resen tly , laugh ing  g a y 
ly, a lth o u g h  th e  tea rs  s till lie w et upon  her 
cheeks, “ did  you im agine for one in s ta n t you 
could escape m e ? A t first I  was so sorry  I  
a lm ost de term ined  to le t you go—as p u n is h 
m e n t ; b u t afte rw ards”—m ischievously—“ I  
began to th in k  how uu liappy  you would be, 
and  I  re len ted .”

“ T h en  I  suppose I  m u s t now buy  you 
an o th e r ring  for th is  dear littlo  finger,” says 
he, sm iling , and  p ressing  i t  to  h is  lips.

“ N o” —ru n n in g  h e r  h a n d  in to  h e r pocket, 
“  a t least, n o t an  engagem ent ring . You m ay 
ge t m e any  o th e r k in d  you like, because I  am  
fond of rin g s  ; b u t I  shall have no  b e tro tha  
r in g  b u t th e  firs t you gave m e. L ook”— draw 
ing  ou t a  little  case, and  opening it u n til  he 
sees w ith in  th e  original d iam onds—h is  first 
g ift to  h e r—lying gleam ing in  th e ir  rich  new 
sitting . “  These are y o u r s ; I  saved them  
from  th e  fire th a t  day you behaved so rudely  
to th em , an d  have h a l  th em  re se t.”

“  You rescued th o m ? ” he  asks, am azed.
“  A t th e  risk  of b u rn in g  m y fingers ; so you 

m ay  guess liow I  valued them . Now they  are 
purified , an d  you m u st never get in to  such  
n au g h ty  tem per again . P rom ise !”

“ I  p rom ise  fa ith fu lly .”
“  Now I  shall w ear i t  again ,”  says Molly, 

regard ing  h e r  rin g  k m n g ly , “  u n d er th e  h a p 
p ier— oh, how m uch  h ap p ie r—circum stances. 
P u t i t  011, Teddy, and  say a fte r m e, ‘darling  
Molly, pardon  m e for having com pelled you 
to  ask  m y h an d  in  m arriage  I”

“ I  will n o t” —laughing.
“ Yon m u st. You are  m y p roperty  now, 

and  m u s t do as I  bid you. So you m ay as 
well begin a t  once. Say it, sir, d irectly .”

H o says it.
“  Now you know  w ha t a  ho rrib le  henpeck- 

ing  th e re  w ill be for you in  th e  fu tu re . I  shall 
ru le  you w ith  a  rod  of iro n .”

“ A nd I  shall hug  m y ch a in s.”
“  T h in k  w hat a  life I  am  condem ning you 

to. Are you n o t frigh tened  ? And all because 
— I  cannot do w ithou t you. Oh, Teddy,” 
cries Molly B aw n, suddenly , and  w ithou t a 
word of w arn ing  b u rs tin g  in to  a  passion  of 
tears, and  flinging herself in to  h is  willing 
a rm s, “  a re  you n o t g lad—glad—th a t  wo b e 
long to each o th e r again  ?”

“ Tim e will show you how g lad ,” replies he, 
softly. “  I  know  now I  could no t have lived 
w ithou t you, m y sweet—m y d a rlin g !”

th e  en d .

—P ru ss ia  h a s  e ighteen  p risons for tram p s 
a id  vagran ts. In  1871 th e re  were 4 ,GOO com 
m itm en ts  to th ese  in s titu tio n s , bu t th e  n u m 
ber has increased  every year, and  for 1878 
was 9,000. Of th ese  8,000 w ere m en and  
1,000 wom en. T hey  cost th e  coun try  ®G50,- 
000, b u t earned  w hile in  durance  $575,000.

— L ondon  T r u th :— “ T urkey , in  tho  political 
signification of th e  word, consists  of a  horde 
of greedy, h u n g ry  pachas and  bloodsuckers, 
who w ant E u ro p e  to  provide th em  w ith  th e  
m eans to  indu lge  in  th e  foul debaucheries in 
w hich they  deligh t, and  whose financial m o r
a lity  is  abou t on  a  p a r w ith  th a t  of 
professional sw indlers in  a  gam bling 
h e ll.”

— Two m em bers of th e  G alw ay B lazers, an 
I r ish  h u n tin g  club of local d istinc tion , bet 
$250 on  th e  ju m ping  q ua lity  of th e ir  horses. 
I n  th e  tr ia l M r. Pow er’s R uction  cleared  a  
ra ilroad  em bankm ent, w ith  a  descent of fif
teen  feet, and  won, a lthough  th e  ride r of Mr. 
B odkin’s D roolen was ready to  take  th e  jum p  
over a  w all th a t  h ad  a perpend icu lar fall of 25 
feet on th e  o th e r side.

— A rough backwoods proacher, discoursing 
on th e  tex t, “ T hese  th a t  have tu rn ed  th e  
w orld upside down are com e h ith e r  a lso ,” 
announced  as th e  po in ts  of h is  serm on : “ 1 . 
T he w orld is w rong side up. 2. I t  m u s t be 
tu rn e d  upside dow n. 3. W e are th e  chaps to 
do i t . ”

H O L M B Y  H O U S E .
C H A P T E R  I.

THE old oak t r e e .
T h e  P y tch ley  hounds have h ad  a  ru n . Io  

tr iu m p h e  ! T he  Py tch ley  hounds have killed 
th e ir  fox. Once again , Io  tr iu m p h e  ! N ot 
th a t  these  a re  un u su al even ts  w ith  th a t  well- 
ordered  and  efficient pack, n o r th a t  th e  estab 
lish m en t is  m ore th a n  com m only exh ilara ted  
by success ; b u t th a t  such  ru n s  as  th is  la s t do 
n o t occur often er th a n  tw o o r th re e  tim es in  
th e  season, and  deserve to  be recorded accord
ingly.

I t  is  a  curious m an ia , th a t  fondness for 
b u n tin g  w hich prevades th e  ru ra l popu lation  
of G reat B rita in , from  th e  peer to  th e  peas
an t, and  w hich we alone of all th e ir  progeny 
seem to  have in h e rited  from  our Scandinavian  
an cesto rs—a m an ia  th a t  outlives love, frien d 
ship , lite ra tu re , m oney-m aking, all th e  de
vices of poor h u m a n  n a tu re  to squander its  
m ost priceless possession— tim e ; and  w hich 
seem s to flourish  only th e  m ore vigorously 
w hen th e  h e a lth  and  bodily  s tren g th  ind is
pensable to  its  en joym ent have passed  away 
for everm ore. W e, too, in  ou r “ h o t y o u th ,” 
were once inoculated  w ith th e  m alady, an d  its 
seeds have never since been thoroughly  e ra
dicated from  ou r constitu tion . T here  w as a 
tim e  w hen our h e a rt used  to beat th ick  aud  
fast a t th e  first w him per of a h o u n d ; w hen 
th e  color m ou n ted  to ou r cheek, and  our eye 
g listened b righ ter, as we w atched th e  gorse 
shak ing  above th e  busy  p ack  ; w hen th e  life 
blood coursed quicker th ro u g h  our veins as 
we lis ten ed  for th e  d is ta n t “  View-liolloa” p ro 
claim ing h im  “aw ay  / ”  and  th e  m ad  eques
tria n  revel really  abou t to  com m ence. T hen  
it was ecstasy to be borne along a t speed by 
a  gallan t, genorous horse , h im self g iv
ing  an d  receiviug th e  m u tu a l p leasure  &n- 
hanced  by so confiding a  p a r tn e rs h ip ; to 
th read  w ith  calm  dex terity  th e  ru sh in g  caval- 
ade, an d  reach , unbalked  by restive  steed or 
undecided  rider, th e  spot we h a d  m arked  out 
m any  a  s tride  back for ou r own. L arge, 
black and  form idable, h a n d , seat, and  eye 
com bined to  la n d  u s safely on  th e  fu r th e r  
side ; and  th e n , w ith tig h ten ed  re in , head  up 
and  hands  down, to  speed away a fte r th e  
stream ing  pack, good friends and  tru e  to  rig h t 
and  left, b u t n o t a  soul between ourselves and  
th e  hounds !

A las, a la s ! “ post equitem  sedet a tra  cura ,” 
she can  cling even to  th e  sp o rtsm an ’s scarle t, 
she can  keep h e r  seat even over a  N o rth a m p 
tonsh ire  ox-fence ; b u t th ough  th e  good horse 
carry  double, he  feels no t th e  ex tra  load, and  
th e  rid e r’s h ea rt m u s t indeed be heavy if  it 
can  ache a t m om ents such  as th e s e .

As th e  p en ite n t h ighw aym an rem arked  to  
th e  chaplain  a t th e  gallows-foot, “ Oh, I  re 
p e n t unfeignedly  of m y sins, b u t y e t—a gallop 
across a  com m on 1 you dog , i t  was d e li
cious / ”

So now, though  th e  days of our pilgrim age 
are in  th e  “ sere and  yellow leaf though  
boots an d  breeches have given way to  flannel 
bandages an d  fleecy hosiery , w hilst gout and  
rh eu m atism  w arn  us th a t  w et days and  “ wet 
n ig h ts” a re  equally dangerous to  our p h y s i
que ; though  ou r qu ie t cob, once th e  p roperty  
of a  Low  C hurch  bishop, is g e tting  too m uch 
for us, and  is coveted inw ard ly  by our e ldest 
grandson , who already considers h is  own 
S h e tlan d  pony “ hard ly  up  to  h is  w eight,”  we 
have s till a  han k erin g  afte r th e  golden joys of 
ou r ou r you th , s till a  sneak ing  k indness for 
th e  tops and  th e  scarle t, th e  crack of th e  
whip, th e  echo in  th e  woodland, and  a ll the  
appliances and  accessories of th e  chase.

“  W h at a h u n tin g  day !” we rem arked  aloud 
to our w alking-stick, as we clim bed tb e  h ill 
painfu lly  tow ards H olm by, and  stopped to 
adm ire  for th e  h u n d red th  tim e th e  wide ex 
panse  of beau ty  and  verdu re  stre tch ing  fa r 
away ben ea th  our feet for m any  a  m ile  to 
eas t and  west, do tted  here  and  th e re  w ith  
noble s tan d ard  trees, and  sh u t in  by th e  dark  
sta te ly  woods of A lthorpe th a t  crow n th e  r is 
ing  g round  to  th e  sou th . “ W h at a  h u n tin g  
day !” a  sky of dappled grey, a  balm y breeze 
ju s t  wooing in to  existence th e  h undred  buds 
and  beau ties  of early  sp rin g —a day  to  have 
ga thered  th e  first peep ing  violet “ long, long 
ago.’ E lieu  fugaces I w hat’s a  vio let, w ith  
no one to  give i t  to  ?—day of beau ty  and  p ro 
m ise, a  day such as George H erb e rt so ch arm 
ing ly  describes :

S w e e t  d a v ,  s o  c o o l  a n d  c a l m  a n d  b r i g h t ,
T h o  b r i d a l  o f  t h e  e a r t h  a n d  s k y ,

S w e e t  d e w s  s h a l l  W8ep t h y  f a l l  t o - n i g h t ,
F o r  t h o u  m u s t  d i e .

B ut neverthe less, ra th e r  too m uggy a  day  for 
an  elderly  g en tlem an  n early  fifteen stone 
w eight to  walk up  such a  h ill as th a t  ; so we 
rested  on our stick, m opped o u r heated  brows, 
and  leaned our back against th e  s tem  of a  fine 
old oak tree  th a t  s tan d s  w ith in  a  s to n e ’s 
throw  of th e  wall su rround ing  all th a t  is now 
left of th e  an cien t palace of H olm by. W e 
own to th e  practice  of day-dream ing—“ m oon
in g ,” i t  is called by th e  irrev e ren t—an d  we 
were soon lost in  th e  long v is ta  of th e  p ast, 
th read in g  th e  lab y rin th  by  he lp  of th a t  de
lusive skein  w hich we were p leased to  term  
h isto ry , ta k in g  up one end  a t th e  period  a t 
w hich we supposed th is  oak h ad  been 
p lan ted  ; an d  so w ind ing  i t  gen tly  off from  
th e  W ars of th e  R oses to  th e  jolly  days of 
“  bluff K ing H al congra tu la ting  i t  011 its  
in lan d  position , w hich saved i t  from  form ing 
Pfirt of th a t  fleet whose th u n d e rs  helped to 
destroy  th e  Inv incib le  A rm ada, speculating  on 
its  size and  luxuriance in  th e  peaceful tim e of 
th e  crow ned w iseacre.w liom  Scottish  parasites  
te rm ed  “ gen tle  K ing Jam ie  ;”  and  th in k in g  
how fervently  its  beauties m u s t have been 
appreciated  by h is  ill-sta rred  son , to  whose 
charge w ant of veneration  could never have 
been la id  as  a  fau lt. “ H e re ,” we th o u g h t, 
“  b en ea th  th ese  venerable a rm s, u n d er th e  
sta te ly  shade, how often h a s  th e  u n fo rtu n a te
S tu a rt, th e  m arty red  M on H allo li !
w hat is th a t  ?—th e  no te  of a  hound , as we 
are a  living s in n e r and  a  gouty one ; b u t gout 
or no  gout, we h av en ’t  seen h ounds for a 
tw elvem onth ; we m u s t hobble on  and  have 
a  look a t th em  once m ore. B u t s tay , th e re ’s 
th e ir  fox !—a beaten  fox, by all th e  beauties 
of D iana  !” and  fo rthw ith  we gave v en t to  a 
prolonged and , we ra th e r  fla tte r ourselves, 
n o t unm usical yell, w hich we should  despair 
of conveying to  th e  reader by an y  o ther 
m eans th a n  oral dem onstra tion . W e used  to 
pique ourselves upon doing i t  r a th e r  well, and  
w ith  one finger in  th e  ear and  a  rub icund  
well-fed physiognom y, th e  effect is , to say 
th e  le a s t of it ,  im posing, if n o t harm onious. 
Yes, th e re  he  was, s tea ling  along, h is  back 
up , h is  fu r draggled, taug led , an d  black with 
m ire  ; h is  b ru sh  drooping, h is  tongue  out, h is  
long k nav ish  coun tenance wobegone and  in 
dicative of tho rough  physical exhaustion , h is  
whole in s tin c ts  so in te n t on h is  pu rsue rs  th a t 
he scarcely tu rn ed  aside a t  our sa lu ta tio n — 
th e re  he  w as, dead-beat, and  ru n n in g  sh o rt 
for h is  life, n o t a covert or an  earth  w ithin 
two m iles of h im , and  th e  b est pack of 
hounds in  E n g land  *unning fran tic  fo r h is  
blood in  th e  n ex t field. See, he has nearly  
reached  th e  old oak t r e e ! one, two, th ree  
w hite hounds a re  th rough  th e  fence, th e  re s t 
following, like a  s tream  se t free from  a  dam . 
How th ey  s tra in  across th e  ridge and  furrow , 
th e ir  b ristles  erect, th e ir  s tern s  lowered, the ir 
h u n g ry  eyes flaring ou t upon h im  w ith  in 
stinctive  h a te  ! H e  is creeping qu ite  slowly 
now ; b u t as H arm ony  an d  F a irp lay  n ear him  
he  tu rn s  and  shows a long om inous, g leam 
ing set of te e th . Over they  ro ll, all th ree  
toge ther. M arplot an d  M arygold a re  close 
upon th em , hounds tum ble  over each o ther 
in  h u n g ry  confusion, a  crash  is heard  in  the  
fence, and  C harles Payne is off h is  horse  in 
a n o th e r m om en t and  am ongst them . A fa in t 
s trid en t noise, like th a t  of a  sm othered  saw, 
grates upon  th e  ear above th e  stifled 
“  w orry ,” “  w orry ,” of th e  hounds, an d  ere 
C harles, tho  p ink  of politeness, has tim e to 
touch  h is  cap to ourselves (for he  takes us 
for th e  parson , and  therefo re  a s tanch  fox 
preserver, if n o t pu rsuer), he  holds h im  high 
up  in  th e  air, an d  w ith a lo u d  “  W ho-w hoop,” 
proclaim s th e  conclusion of one of those 
“  best ru n s  of th e  season” which occur a t 
least once a  fo rtn igh t.

W ho-whoop ! indeed. T hree  m ore spo rts
m en  have by th is  tim e  arrived , one over and 
th e  o th e r two th ro u g h  tb e  fence, w hich still 
h ides th e  re s t of th e  field from  ou r eager 
gaze. Soon a ga te  opens, and som e ha lf a 
dozen more, including a  couple of black

coats, m ake th e ir  appearance. T here  are a 
good m any  s till coming, and  a  large p ropor
tio n  of th e  orig inal field th a t  will never get 
here  a t all. No w o n d e r; th e  p astu res  of 
N ortham ptonsh ire  are fu ll of th em  ; they  are 
scattered  all over th e  country . Those who 
have arrived  look wild and  heated , and  in#  
tensely  p leased  w ith them selves as they  jum p 
off th e ir  exhausted  horses, and  ta lk  and  
laugh and  gesticu la te  ; th e  w hile C harles 
Payne th row s th e  fox to  th e  hounds, w ith 
ano th e r encouraging “  W ho-whoop !” and 
th e  clam orous baying of expectancy is ex
changed for th e  “  w orry, w orry, w orry,” of 
fru ition . “ H ad  a  good th in g  ?” we inqu ire  
of th e  firs t whip, who is  appeasing  a  differ
ence as to a  tid -b it betw een C ountess and  
C aroline. “  Carpita l th ing , s ir,”  replies th a t 
affable functionary , whose cap and  side are 
p lastered  w ith  m ud, and  who looks as pleased 
as if som e one had  given h im  a  h undred  
pounds. “  C arpita l th ing , s ir. B rough t 
h im  from  Sulby gorse over th e  finest p a rt of 
ou r coun try  ; never checked b u t onCe, down 
by Cottesbrooke ; never touched a covert th e  
whole blessed while ! I t ’s eleven m iles if 
i t ’s a  yard , an d  I  m ake i t  exactly  an  h o u r and  
fifteen m in u tes  from th e  tim e  I  “  holloaed” 
h im  till  wo ru n  in to  h im  in  th is  h e re  grass 
field ju s t  atw een your reverence’s legs. 
W hoop, m y  darlings ! W orry , worry, w o rry ! 
te a r  h im  a n ’ e a t h im  !” C igars a re  l i t  con
gra tu la tions aro exchanged, th e  bay  horse  
and  th e  brow n horse and  th e  ch estn u t horse 
receive th e ir  due sh are  of p raise, a 
reflective fla ttery  som ew hat in  th is 
wise : ‘How well he .carried  you, old fellow ; 
and  w hat a stiff line ! 1 was close to you  the 
whole tim e ! ' F rom  d ifferent versions and 
m any  contradic tory  s ta tem en ts  we g a th e r a 
to lerably correct no tion  of th e  ru n  ; an d  as- 
its  glories gradually  flood our s till e n th u sias 
tic  im ag ina tion , it is  w ith  a  pang  of regre t 
th a t  we reflect we shall never see ga l
lops such  .as these  again.

W e were th e re  in  sp irit, nevertheless ; we 
know every yard  of th e  co u n try , every field 
an d  every fence—though  we can  p rac tise  
it no longer, we th in k  we
know  every move in  th e  game. 
W e can fancy ourselves astride  of a 
good horse  by th e  side of Jack  W oodcock as 
he views th e  fox away from  th e  low corner of 
th e  gorse. W h at a long, wiry, tough-looking 
an im al it is, w ith  a w hite tag to th a t  h a n d 
some b ru sh , w hich, as he  stea ls  across th e  
neighbouring  p astu re, h e  w hisks in  derision , as 
m uch  as to  say, ‘Gallop away,’ m y fine fe l
lows I according to  your w ont ; h u rry  and  
bustle , an d  jum p  and  sp lu tte r ! T he  h a r 
der you ride  the b e tte r for m e !’

‘T a lly -h o !’ shou ts our friend Jack , erect 
in  h is  s tirru p s . ‘Tw ang’ goes C harles 
Payne’s h o rn  from  th e  m iddle of th e  gorse. 
A lready th e  ow ner of th e  covert is  coming 
best pace a round  th e  corner. T ru s t h im  no t 
to lose h is  s ta r t, an d  to m ake good use of it 
when he  h a s  got it. In  twos a n d  th rees  th e  
hounds a re  pouring  th ro u g h  th e  boundary  
fence ; te n  or twelve couple are se ttling  to 
th e  scen t ; th e  re s t, w ith  ears  erect, are 
flying to  th e  cry. Now they  stoop together 
w ith collective energy, and  drive along over 
the  g rass in  all th e  m u te  ecstacy of pace.

A b u rs t such  as th is  is pastim e for the  
gods !

I t  sobers our im ag inary  steed , ou r pen-and- 
in k  Pegasus ; he drops qu ietly  to  h is  b r id le , 
and  a  tu rn  in  ou r favor enables u s  to  pull 
h im  in to  a  tro t, and to  look about u s . Seven 
or eight m en are in  th e  sam e field w ith  th e  
hounds ; ha lf a  dozen stiff fences and  a  cou
ple of m iles of g rass have shaken  off th e  
la rge r portion  of th e  field, b u t they  a re  even 
now com ing th ro u g h  a  brid le  gate  n o t far 
d is ta n t in  th e  rea r, and  should a  check u n 
fo rtunately  occur a t  th is  critical m om ent, 
th ey  will be up  in  p len ty  of tim e to do lots of 
m ischief still. B u t no ; th e  pack is s tream ing  
on. ‘F o rw ard ,’ says C harles P ayne, c ram 
m ing  h is  h o rn  in to  its  case, 
and  ga thering  h is  ho rse  for an  
oxer.’ ‘F o rw a rd !’ echoes M r. V illiers,t 
doubling’ i t  neatly  011 h is  rig h t. ‘F orw ard  I’* 
adds M r. C ust, cracking th e  fa r-ra il as he 
swings over th e  obstacle in  h is  s tride . ‘L ine  ’ 
sh o u ts  a M eltonian a t  an  u n fo rtu n ate  asp ir
a n t whose horse  is swerving to th e  th ickest 
place in  th e  fence. ‘Serve h im  rig h t !’ re 
m arks th e  ‘M eltonian to h im self, landing  
safely in  th e  n ex t field, w hile th e  asp iran t 
ro lls headlong to  th e  e a r th . Jak e  W ood
cock, w ith  an  am used sm ile, slips qu ietly  to 
th e  fron t. T hree  or four m ore m en, one in  
a black coat, en te r th e  field a t d ifferent 
po in ts ; th a t  qu ie t gen tlem en  over no t through  
th e  gate. A loose ho rse  w ith  s tream ing  
re in s  gallops wildly a fter th e  chase ; and  the  
hounds, w ith  a  bu rn ing  scen t, are po in ting  
s tra ig h t for Naseby F ield .

And now every m an  hugs h is  tru s ty  h u n 
te r  by th e  head , and  spares h is  energies as 
m uch  as possible, ere he  en 
counters th e  y ie lding soil of 
th a t  c lassic ground. M any a  tired  
ho rse  h a s  N aseby F ie ld  to  answ er for, from  
th e  th u n d erin g  b a ttle  steedsl^f th e  Cavaliers, 
led by h o t P rin ce  R u pert, to  th e  pan tin g  
thorough-breds of Je rsey  au d  Allix, and  
Cooke and  K nightly , and  th e  heroes of fifty 
years ago, who urged th e  m im ic w ar over th a t  
even tfu l p la in . Ay, down to  our own tim es, 
w hen although  th e  p lough  has 
passed  over its  m arshy  surface, 
and  d ra in in g  an d  h igh-farm ing  have given 
secure footlioldr to  m an  and  beast, m any  a 
sobbing steed and  dejected  ride r can still 
bear w itness to th e  exhaustive  p roperties  of 
th a t  black adhesive soil, m any  a  d irty  coat 
and  sta tionary  h u n te r  rues tho  noble im pulse 
th a t ivould  follow th e  fleeting pack over such 
a  coun try  as th is  a fte r a  th ree  days’ 
ra in .

Som e of th em  began to hope  he  m ay  have 
en tered  th e  th ick  hold ing covert of Naseby 
T horns, and  th a t  th e  conclusion of so 
rap id  a b u rs t m ay save th e ir  own and  th e ir  
h o rse ’s cred it. B u t a  coun trym an  on the. op
posite  h ill is holloaing  as if h is  th ro a t m u s t 
crack. O ur fox is forw ard s till ; he  has no t a 
no tion  of en te ring  th e  covert, w arm ed as 
he is by th e  m erry  pace of th e  la s t m ile o r so.

‘No occasion to lift th em , C harles,’ ob
serves Mr. V illiers, as he  lends an  ear to  the  
far-off coun trym an , and  p o in ts  to th e  s tre am 
ing pack wheeling w ith  every tu rn  of th e  
scent, like pigeons on th e  wing.

‘C ouldn’t  get near enough if th e re  was. 
Como up , horse , !’ m u tte rs  C harles in 
reply, as he  bores th ro u g h  a  b lack close-cut 
hedge, sink ing  . up  to the  hocks on 
th e  taking-off side. T here  is no chance 
of a  check now ; and  as th e  professed* jester 
of th e  H u n t rem arks ‘I f  he do n ’t stop a t 
Tally-ho , he  m ay  go on  to Texas !’

Tho field, th a t  en terp ris ing  body, whose 
self dependence is so touch ing ly  illu s tra ted  
a t every sign-post, a re  already som ew hat 
hopelessly beh indhand  and  considerably p u z 
zled by th e  coincidence of two safe p rac tic a 
ble lanes, leading equally  in  th e  d irection 
of tho lino  of chase. I t  divides accordingly 
in to  two h u rry ing  colum s, n e ith e r of which 
will in  all p robability  see a  hound  again  to-day,

So, “ 011 we go again ,” leaving “ Tally-ho 
G orse” to  th e  left, and up  th e  h ill for H azel- 
beecli, th read in g  the  fine old tre e s  th a t  tower 
upon its  heigh ts , and  po in ting  ever onwards 
for th e  wide grassy vale of Cottesbrooke, 
spread  ou t like  a  panoram a before us, sh u t in  
by wooded h ills , dotted w ith  fine old s tandard  
trees, and  sm iling beauteous and  peaceful in  
th e  chequered ligh t of a  F eb ru ary  sun .

T h an k  H eaven ! a  check a t la st. Pegasus 
was beginning  to w ant i t  sadly. H e struck  
th a t  top-rail uncom m only h a rd , and  has 
dropped h is  h ind  legs in  tlio  la s t two con
secutive d itches. T here  are s till som e half- 
dozen m en  w ith th e  hounds, b u t th e ir  horses 
look as if they  had  had  nearly  enough, and 
we are  inclined  to  believe one o r two of th e  
rid e rs  are beginning to  w ish i t  was over. T he 
country  for m iles back is dotted  w ith eques
trian s  of every ran k  and  every hu e . A child 
on a  pony h a s  tu rned , n o t headed, th e  fox. 
C harles Payne opines he can n o t have entered  
the  gorse w ith  so “ w arm  a  jack e t,” as he 
phrases i t ; so he holds h is  h o unds tow ards 
th e  p lan ta tions  on his rig h t. F a irp lay  w hisks 
hor s te rn  abou t her sides, an d  drops a  no te  
o r two to  h e r com rades as th ey  ga th e r to  the  
line.

“ Yo-geote, old lady 1” says C harles, in  th e  
inexplicable language of a  h u n tsm an .

“  S he’s always right, th a t  old b itch ,” re 
m arks M r. V illiers, who h a s  ju s t  tu rn ed  
Olympian’s head for an  instant to the wind.

“ Tw ang”  goes th e  h o rn  once m ore, and  
away score th e  h ounds th ro u g h  “ P u rsa r’s 
H ills ,” as  if they  w ere fresh  ou t of th e  kennel, 
and  over th e  wide g rassy  pastu res  below, and 
up  th e  opposite rise , w ith  u n tir in g  energy, 
leaving th e  forem ost ho rsem an  to iling  a field 
and  a  half beh ind  th em , till a  pause  and  m o
m en ta ry  hover in  th e  W elford R oad enables 
Pegasus and  h is  com rades to reach  th e m  once 
m ore.

I t  is  labor an d  sorrow now, ye t i t  is  a  sweet 
a n d  joyous pain . S till, we can  hard ly  call 
th a t  en joym ent w hich we w ish  was over ; and  
m ost devoutly  now do we all hope th a t, we 
m ay soon k ill th is  g a llan t fox, before he k ills 
ou r g a llan t horses. T he  best blood of New
m ark e t is  b u t m ortal, a fte r a l l ; and  Pegasus 
is by th is  tim e going m ost unreserved ly  on 
h is  own shoulders and  h is  r id e r’s hands.

Down th e  h ill betw een C reaton  and  H oly- 
well we m ake a to lerab le  f ig h t ; b u t though  
O lym pian clears th e  brook a t th e  bottom , the  
re s t of u s flounder th rough . W e have no 
false pride now, and  do no t any  of us tu rn  up  
ou r noses a t  gates or gaps, o r o th e r friendly  
egress. E very th in g  is com parative. A country  
doctor on h is  fresh  hack , m eeting  us a t th is  
period, opines we aro going q u ite  slow, bu t 
ioe know be tte r; so does P egasus, so does old 
F a irp lay , so does th e  fox.

H e is n o t trave lling  so s tra ig h t now. U p 
and  down yonder hedgerow  th e  pack tu rn  
like h a rrie rs , and  we th in k  we m u s t be very 
n e ar h im . B u t see : th e  crows aro stooping 
yonder over a  low black object in  the distance. 
’T is th e  h u n te d  fox, po in ting  s tra ig h t for th e  
covers of A lthorpe. H e will never reach  them , 
for th e  h ounds are now closo upon  h is  track , 
and  th ey  ru n  in to  h im  in  th e  large grass field 
by H olm by  H ouse u n d er th e  old oak tree .

* * * * * *
O ur dream  is  over. H ounds and  horses 

and  spo rtsm en  are  a ll gone hom e. T h e  ex
c item en t h a s  evaporated , an d  left its  usual 
depression  of sp irits  beh ind . W e are  left 
alone—all alone—u n d er th e  old oak tree . 
W h at is lffe a t best b u t a  d ream  ? W h a t is 
happ iness b u t a  dream  ?—fam e, honor, love, 
am bition  ? D ream s all. T h e  b itte rn e ss  is in  
th e  waking.

L e t up  p u t tho  clock back a  couple of cen
tu ries  or so, w hen th e  old oak was s ta te ly  
and  vigorous as now, h is  b ranches  as sp read 
ing, h is  s tem  as gnarled  and  k no tted , h is  
g row th  as m ajestic . W hat a  lesson to  us 
c reatu res of a  day, in  ou r sh o rt span of e a r th 
ly existence, is in s tilled  by th e  com parative 
du ra tion  of these  vegetable g ian ts  ! How they  
outlive u s  ! How th e ir  “ w in tero f d iscon ten t,” 
un like  ou r own, is ann u ally  sacceeded by a 
sp ring  of prom ise  ! H ow  they  spread  and  
tow er upw ards in to  heaven , w hilst we grovel 
upon  ea rth . Vce m ih i ! ’tw ere a w eary world, 
m y m asters, if th e re  were n o th in g  beyond. 
A w eary w orld ! L e t u s  p u t th e  clock back, I  
say, an d  dream  again .

C H A P T E R  II .

A CAST OF HAWKS.

S he was h a tch ed  on  a  snow-topped, bluff
faced cliff, tow ering  over th e  iron-bound 
coast of Ice lan d . T h e  p a ren ta l eyrie, h u n 
dreds of feet above th e  level of th e  sea, w7as 
strew ed w ith bones and  fea thers, and  all the  
w arlike spoils of h e r  p reda to ry  p rogenitors. 
H er in fancy  was fed on blood, w arm  
from  th e  living v ic tim , h e r  y ou th  
tra ined  in  long flights over th e  dark  
seeth ing  ocean ; so h e r sp irit knew  n o t w hat 
i t  was to  quail, n o r h e r  wing to  droop.

B u t a  daring  cliffsm an, one of those whose 
pastim e an d  whose profession i t  is to  u n d e r
take  risk s  such  as qu ie t m en  shudder even to 
read  of, m ade h is  appearance one clear frosty 
n ig h t a t  th e  en trance  of h e r hom e, and  awed 
h e r w ith  th e  im m ediate  presence of the  
h u m a n  face d iv ine, never seen before. W ell 
m igh t she be aston ished , for th e  cliff was a 
sheer precipice, ris ing  perpendicularly  from  
m any  a  fa thom  deep of ocean, and  th e  eyrie 
was securely placed som e h u n d red  feet or 
m ore below its  landw ard  edge, a  giddy h e ig h t 
indeed above th e  restless  sea, heav ing  and 
surging  down yonder in  th e  darkness. T hree  
s tran d s  in  th e  num bed  grasp  of a  com rade 
were betw een th e  cliffsm an an d  e te rn ity , yet 
h is  nerve was to ta lly  unm oved, h is  h and  
steady, h is  face n o t even pale. Q uietly he 
selected th e  m ost p rom ising  b ird  from  the  
eyrie ; and  she, th e  very essence of whose ex
istence had  been freedom , wild as th e  w inds 
and  waves them selves, m u s t be a  captive now 
fo r everm ore.

A t firs t she pined  sadly ; h e r  b rig h t keen 
eye grew  d im , h e r  fea thers  lost th e ir  gloss, 
h e r w ings th e ir  sweep and  vigor. She was 
b reaking  h e r  u n tam ed  h eart, like a  w ild-hawk 
as she was, b u t custom  and  d iscip line  a t 
leng th  prevailed. H er fem in ine  sp irit, ha lf 
won and  ha lf subdued, y ielded to  th e  com 
bined influence of k in d n n sss  and  coercion. 
E re  she reachcd E  ig land  in  a  m erchan t-sh ip  
she  would perch  contentedly  on th e  deck, 
su n n in g  herself for hou rs  in  th e  pu re  sea air. 
She would tak e  food eagerly from th e  hand  
a t w hich she once fought and  tore. S he was 
tam ed a t la s t, th a t  w insom e w ild-bird , ready, 
for th e  lu re , and  th e  bells, and  th e  jesses ; 
w illing, u n d er m a n ’s tu itio n , to become 
m ore th a n  ever an  inve tera te  enem y to  h e r 
k ind .

So th ey  sold h e r  for ten  gold pieces to  a  
no rth -coun try  lord, and  th e  no rth -co u n try  
lord  being more suorum , a  judge of ho rse
flesh, exchanged h e r away to  S ir Giles 
A llonby for a  dapple grey palfrey  ; a n d  now 
she sits  jessed  and  hooded, u n d er th e  old 
oak tree  a t H olm by, fa r and  away th e  best 
falcon w ith in  fo rty  m iles of fa ir N ortham pton  
tow n.

So th in k s  th e  fa lconer s tand ing  yonder, 
w ith h is  perches slung from  h is  broad 
shoulders, and  h is  hooded pupils s ittin g  con
ten ted ly  thereon , who would w ager h is  new 
doublet and  h is  C hris tm as fee on th e  success 
of h e r, th e  pride of h is  m ews. So th in k s  the  
lith e  active lad  h is  a ss is tan t, in  whose grasp 
those handsom e span iels a re  s tra in in g  a t the  
leash , and  w ho clings to  h is  opinion w ith  th e  
glorious tenacity  of sixteen. So th in k  those 
two jolly-looking serv ing-m en who are in  
w aiting, an d  who seem to  have no  earth ly  
th in g  to  do save to  crack  broad E n g lish  jokes, 
and  to  laugh  a t  th em  w ith th e ir  b road  E n g 
lish  faces. So th in k s  fa ir  G race A llonby, 
whose n a tu re  i t  is  to pe t an d  love every m o r
ta l th in g  th a t  com es w ithin h e r  reach. So 
th in k s  good S ir G iles h im self, who only 
yeste r evening  over h is  c la re t was loud in 
th e  p ra ises  of h is  favourite, and  eager 
to m a tch  h e r  again st all and  every th ing  on 
th e  w ing.

“  L e t th em  com e,” said tho  s to u t old 
kn igh t, “  w ith  th e ir  purses in  th e ir  hands. 
My L ord  V aux, m y L ord  M ontague, m y L ord  
G oring, Colepepper, C arnarvon , and  th e  re s t, 
w ith in  fifty m iles of th is  spo t—ay, w ith in  
th e  bounds of B rita in  itse lf—P ee r or P u ritan , 
C avalier or R oundhead— always excepting th e  
falcons of h is  m ost blessed M ajesty. L e t 
th em  come w ith th e ir  haw ks, every fea th e r of 
’em, and  ‘ D iam ond’ sh a ll have a  fligh t a t 
th em  a l l !”

I t  was a  glorious m orn ing  for th e  sport. 
T h e  sky was clear a n d  blue, softened here  and  
there  w ith  lig h t dappled clouds ; dewdrops 
sparkled  in  th e  su n  from  th o rn  and  b riar, 
while th e  ea r th  exhaled  new  life and  fra 
g rance from  h e r  teem ing  bosom, m oistened 
but n o t s a tu ra ted  w ith  th e  la te  genial ra in . 
How  b lith e  and  gladsom e was th e  la rk ’s sh rill 
song as he m ounted  cheerily in to  th e  sky, 
such  a  speck against th a t  glorious fa thom less 
b lue—hew  soft and  mellow th e  su n lig h t on 
th e  up lan d s—how  sweet th e  perfum e of th e  
free fresh  a ir  !—sigh t, sm ell, and  hearing  
all gratified  a t  once. W hat a  m orn ing  for 
haw king, or indeed for any  m anly , vigorous, 
out-of-door-pursuit.

“  T he k n ig h t is la te  th is  m o rn in g ,” re 
m arked  th e  falconer, a  m an of few w ords, and  
whose whole energies were w rapped up  in  h is  
profession ; “  and  th e  wind is changing even 
now ,” he  added w ith an  anx ious glance a t 
th e  heavens, w hilst “  D iam ond” s tirre d  u n 
easily  on  h e r  perch, jing ling  h e r bells, and 
m oving h e r  hooded h ead  from  side to  side 
w ith charac te ris tic  im patience.

“  D rink ing  th e  K ing’s h e a lth  overn igh t,”  
rem arked  one of th e  serv ing-m en, w ith  a  leer 
a t  h is  com rade. “ L iq u o r and  loyalty  m ake 
sleepy heads  in  th e  m orn ing  ; is ’t  no t so, 
W ill ? T hou  w ast ring ing  chim es in  th e  b u t
te ry  thyself, lad .”

Will shook his head, as who would say,

“  I  follow th e  exam ple of m y b e tte rs ,” b u t 
answ ered n o t a  word ; an d  indeed in  those  
days la te  s ittings, large flagons, and  bum per 
h e a lth s  were tho  daily  custom  of the  age ; and 
th e  strong  ale flowed as freely in  th e  hall as 
did th e  red  wine in  th e  banqueting-room  or 
th e  d inner-parlo r.

B u t th e re  was a s t ir  am ongst th e  group 
u n d er th e  old oak tree  ; th e  fa lconer’s eye 
b righ tened , the  serving-m en sp rang  to  an  a t t i 
tude  of respectfu l attention., an d  th e  spaniels 
faw ned and  w hined, an d  s tra in ed  in  th e  leash , 
for a p a r ty  of th re e  equ estrian s  w ere ap 
proach ing  ; up  th e  h ill they  swung a t a  d a sh 
ing  hand-gallop , an d  can tering  over th e  
sm oo th  sw ard  w ith  fea th e rs  w aving, h ab its  
flu ttering , b rid les jin g lin g , and  palfreys 
snorting , pulled up  u n d e r th e  oak, and  re 
tu rn e d  th e  sa lu ta tion  of th e ir  in ferio rs  w ith 
th e  fran k  courtesy  th a t  is  alw ays th e  s tam p  
of good-breeding and  h ig h  b irth .

“  W h at a  m o rn ing  for us, lads !” rem arked 
S ir G iles to  th e  re ta in e rs , w ith  a  kindly  
sm ile ligh ting  up  h is  ru d d y  countenance, s till 
handsom e an d  h igh-bred , th o u g h  m arked  
w ith m any  a deep and  furrow ed line , th e  in 
evitable consequence of a  h a rd  life sp en t in 
m uch  excitem ent, m uch  anx ie ty , m uch  
danger, an d  som e excess. “  W e flushed a 
brace of herons as we cam e along th e  riv e r
side a t B ram pton  ; a n d  a  fa ire r flight tii an 
one of th e  beauties-m ade I  never w ish to s e e .: 
A h “  D iam ond !” do n ’t  you know  th e  old 
m an ’s voice ? Como to  m y w rist, old lass  ! 
Soli ! Soli !” and  S ir G iles caressed  the  
hooded b ird , and  sm oothed h e r  neck  plum age 
w ith  a  loving h an d  as she flu tte red  sagaci
ously to take  her well know n place on the  
glove of th e  old Cavalier.

S ir Giles A llonby was a  specim en 
of th e  old E n g lish  gen tlem an  
such as no  o th e r co u n try  b u t 13 ogland could 
produce ; such  as th e  troub lous tim es in 
w hich h is  lot was cast b ro u g h t ou t in  a ll its  
excellence, an d  all its  fau lts . I 11 person  I10 
was ta ll, spare, an d  sinewy, fram ed  for a 
h o rsem an , a  sw ordsm an, o r a sp o rtsm an  ; 
for success in  any  bodily exercise dem anding  
s tre n g th , quickness, and  agility . F ie ld -sports  
an d  cam paign ing  had  toughened h im  to  th e  
consistency of pin-w ire b u t the  sam e causes, 
coupled w ith  a  considerable am o u n t of deep- 
drink ing , h a d  h a rd en ed  th e  a lm ost fem inine 
beau ty  of h is  coun tenance  in to  a  type 
strangely  a t  variance w ith  th e  delicate ch is
eling of its  sm all fe a tu re s , and  th e  m irth fu l 
glances of its  b righ t blue eyes. I t  seem ed a 
con trad ic tion  to seo th a t  oval face so ru g 
ged an d  w ar-w orn, th a t  w ell-trim m ed 
m oustache and  carefully  po in ted  beard  so 
w hite, those  soft cu rling  locks so th in  
and  grey. T h e  m an  h im self corresponded in 
h is  inw ard  charac te r to  h is  o u tw ard  ap p ear
ance. G enerous, e n thusias tic , and  ch ival
rous, he w as passionate , prejudiced , and  ob
s tina te . Q uick to re sen t in su lt w ith  a  blow 
o r sw ord-tlirust, he  would forgive an d  em 
brace the  b itte re s t enem y who should  move 
a h a ir ’s b read th  tow ards reconciliation  ; 
though  lie would lif t h is  h a t  011 en te rin g  a 
poor m a n ’s cottage, an d  address h is  dam e 
w ith as m uch  courteous deference as a 
duchess, no  Cavalier alive was 
such  a thoroughgoing aristocra t in  
h is  reverence for w hat h e  called 
“ blood” — n o t one of h is  N orm an  ancestors, 
could have expressed a  g rea te r con tem pt foi* 
th e  puddle  th a t  s tagna ted  th ro u g h  th e  
p easan t’s veins, as  com pared w ith  th e  g en er
ous fluid th a t  w arm ed h is  own ; th o u g h  he 
would fling h is  gold pieces abou t to  a ll th a t  
asked for them , he  would screw  h is  ten an ts  
to  th e  u tte rm o st, n ^ r  stop sh o rt of w hat we 
should call acts  of violence an d  rap in e , to 
ra ise  m en  and  horses for th e  k ing  ; an d  w hen 
h is  wife died, w hom  he  h a d  loved w ith all 
th e  un re s tra in e d  ardou r w ith  w hich such a  
n a tu re  could n o t b u t love a  k indly , h a n d 
some, gentle , generous w om an, although  
devotion to  th e  crow n, w hich he  called loyalty, 
becam e th e  one gu id ing  im pulse of h is  life, 
G race herself, h is  lovely daugh ter Grace, was 
second iu  h is  e stim ation  to h is  sovereign, 
and  in  th a t  sovereign 's caase  he  would no t 
have scrupled  to  sacrifice even he r, h is  sweet, 
d u tifu l, an d  loving child .

She is re in ing  in  h e r  horse  w ith a  graceful 
b u t som ew hat tim id  a ir, an d  appears n o t too 
well pleased a t th e  caresses and  a tten tio n s  of 
those  busy  spaniels, to w hich tlie  steed r e 
plies w ith  a degree of p layful restlessness no t 
qu ite  agreeable to h is  rider. G race is a  sad 
coward, and  though  she  spends m uch  of her 
life on  horseback, like o th e r gentlew om en 
of h e r  tim e , she h a s  never acquired 
th e  perfect self-possession and  m a s
culine ease w hich sit so well upon 
h e r com panion, yonder lady, whose curls  are 
waving in  tlie  w ind, whose soft b lue eyes are 
deepening and  dancing  w ith  an im ation , 
whose lip and  cheek are b lush ing  carnation  
in  th e  fresh  m orn ing  a ir, u n d e r th e  ray s  of 
th e  b rig h t m orn ing  sun .

‘Give h im  a  gallop ,-G racey,’ says she, w ith 
a  ring ing  laugh a t h e r frien d ’s obvious m is
givings. ‘W hy, S ir G iles h im self could 
h a rd ly  r id e  m y  B ayard  if I  let h im  get as 
fresh  as you do th a t  rio tous pe t of yours. 
Silly Grace, you spoil every th ing  you come 
near. W h a t a  ty ra n t you w ill  m ake of your 
husband , m y dear, if you ever get one !’ and 
she b en t h e r beautifu l figure to p a t h e r h o rse ’s 
neck in  a  bew itching a ttitu d e , w hich was not 
lost, as i t  was n o t m ean t to be, on  old S ir  Giles, 
o r th e  busy falconer, or tb e  g rin n in g  serving- 
m an , nay, n o t even o u tl ie  lad of s ix teen , 
who gazed 011 h e r open-m outhed, w itli a  lu d 
icrous expression  of s tupified  am azem ent and  
delight.

M ary Cave dearly  loved adm ira tio n  w her
ever she could get it. L oft early  in  life to 
h e r  own devices, b ro u g h t up chiefly ab road , 
and  tran sfe rred  from  a foreign conven t to  a 
foreign court, she had  acquired, even in  th e  
first flush of you th , a  h a b it of self-reliance 
and  a  decision  of charac te r seldom  to  be ob
served in  those  of th e  softer sex 
who have n o t passed th ro u g h  the  
crucible of m uch  pain  an d  m uch 
tribu lation . Clever and  quick-w itted, w ith 
strong  passions an d  stro n g  feelings, 
she nu rsed  an  am bition  w hich was 
stronger th a n  th em  all. She had  
th e  knack, p a rtly  n a tu ra l, pa rtly  th e  
re su lt of keen observing powers, of detecting  
a t once tho  m en ta l value, and , so to  speak, 
th e  m oral w eight of those  w ith  w hom  she 
cam e in  c o n ta c t; an d  th is  gift, so dangerous 
to  a  w om an, necessarily  im p arted  a  h a rs h 
ness to  h e r  charac te r, an d  robbed h e r  of th a t 
tru s tin g , clinging tendency w hich is w om an’s 
g rea test charm . Youug as she  was, she  busied 
herself in  all th e  in trig u es  of tiie  day, and 
h e r beau ty , h e r fascina ting  m an n ers, h e r  ex 
trao rd inary  influence over every thi ng th a t 
wore a beard , rendered  her a  m ost dangerous 
enem y, a m ost desirable an d  efficient partisan . 
F ro m  h e r k in sm an ’s house a t B oughton she 
corresponded w ith  th e  leading m en of th e  
C avalier party , and  L o rd  V aux h im self, in  ail 
h is  wisdom  of years and  experience of in 
trig u e , was indebted  to beau tifu l M ary Cave 
for m any  a hap p y  resource, m auy  a  deep-laid 
a n d  successful schem e.

E very  one in  th e  house  adored he r. The 
respectfu l and  auste re  major-domo , a  condition  
of whose very  existence i t  was to  preserve on 
all occasions a  dem eanor of su p e rn a tu ra l de
corum , would follow h e r abou t w ith Iris eyes, 
and  dodge afte r h e r w ith  flowers and  porce
la in  and  choice old glass, au d  every device he 
could th in k  of, to  w in th e  rew ard  of a  word 
and  a  sm ile ; and  th e  little  page boy, the  
low est of all varle ts  in  th e  estab lishm en t, 
spen t a  whole n ig h t 011 th e  s taircase  in  d a rk 
ness an d  tea rs , w hen he  h eard  th a t  ‘M istress 
M ary was Hi a t ease, and  troubled  w ith a 
s lig h t co ld .’

So she tu rn ed  and  wound th em  all round  
h e r finger—and  why n o t ? T he  lower an im als 
h ave th e ir  n a tu ra l a rm s, offensive and  defen
sive ; th e  ox h is  h o rns , th e  tiger h is  claws 
th e  serpen t h is  guile, m au  h is  obstinacy , and  
w om an h e r  beau ty  ; th e  la s t i® th e  m ost 
fearful weapon of all, a n d  rig h t well does she 
know its  advantages and  its use.

E v en  now old S ir G iles, keen  spo rtsm an  
as he  is, canno t b u t feel th a t  h is  a tte n tio n  to  
th e  business of th e  day is  m uch  d is trac ted  by 
h is  dau g h te r’s friend  ; th a t  if ‘D iam ond’ 
could have a rival in h i -5 ad m ira tio n  an d  a t 
ten tio n , i t  would be beau tifu l M ary Cave.

She ought to be very happy, speeding along 
in  a ll th e  en joym ent of h e a lth  and  power, 
and  conscious ch arm s, and  th e  delightfu l 
m otion  of B ayard ’s easy gallop. And yet 
th e re  is  a  littlo  black im p  s ittin g  beh ind  her

th a t  no  gallop on  ea rth  can  shake off—a 
secret sorrow  n estling  a t  th a t  p roud  wayward 
h e a r t w hich no  triu m p h s  of beau ty  and  
influence can stifle or erad icate . B o th  
g irls  laugh  out m errily  as they  fly a long, b u t 
tim id  G race A llonby is a larm ed about herself ; 
d au n tle ss  M ary Cave is uneasy about a n o th e r ; 
th e  la t te r ’s fram e of m ind  is th e  least en 
v iab le  of th e  two.

A nd now th e  littlo  p a rty  are w inding slowly 
along th e  brooksiue in  th e  valley dow n by 
A lthorpe. M any a noble elm  and stately  oak 
nods above th e ir  heads, m any  a patch  of 
sedge an d  ru shes  shakes and  ru stles  to  th e  
quest of th e  busy  span iels and  th e  long poles 
of th e  fa lconer and  h is  a ss is tan ts . F a r  and  
wide, to  rig h t and  left, ex tends a  prairie-like 
and  u n d u la tin g  p astu re , nou rish ing  here  and 
th e re  a  few sca tte red  flocks feeding in  the  sun. 
N ear one or two sm all ham le ts , a  few posts 
and  ra ils , o r a n  old stragg ling  overgrown 
hedge, deno te  an  a tte m p t a t cu ltivation  and 
enclosure , b u t th e  general charac te r of th e  
d is tric t is  w ild, nom adic , an d  provocative of 
galloping.

[to be  continued .]
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A W tvnagc I Bn«in « m r a o u  n n d  a. S’ijfcc o t 
l r i a g i c .

( F r o m  t h e  L i t t l o  R o c k  ( A r k . )  G a z e t t e . )

T h e  fire m an  of S h a rp  county  is n o t likely 
to  a ttra c t m ore  a tten tio n  th a n  a  phen o m en o n  
w hich h a s  ju s t m ade its  appearance, accord
ing  to a  p riva te  le tte r, in  V an B u ren  county , 
Som e people call i t  a horse, w hile o th e rs  
affirm  th a t  i t  is  a  m an . A t any ra te  n o th in g  
in  n a tu ra l h is to ry  can account for it. I ts  
h ead  has every resem blance to  a  h o rse ’s, 
w hile its  body is u n m is tak ab ly  th a t  of a m an . 
W hen firs t seen i t  was s tand ing  in  a  road 
w ith its  head  over a  fence, looking  in te n tly  afc 
a  m an  plowing in  tlie  field. T here  was some 
th in g  so wild in  th e  expression  of tho  s u p 
posed ho rse’s eyes, and  and such  a  snap  to 
h is  eyelids, producing such a  pecu liar sound, 
th a t  th e  m an  le ft h is  plough and  w ent up  to 
th e  fence. H is  su rp rise  and  te rro r a t seeing 
a  h o rse ’s head  on  a  m a n ’s shoulders knew  110 
bounds, b u t h is  legs d id , and  spring ing  away 
he  ra n  tow ard h is  house. T he  m an-horse , 
seeing  th a t  th e  plow m an “ fleed” w hen no  m an- 
horse  pursued ,c lim bed  over th e  fence, w alked 
up to th e  plow, took up  th e  lines and  started  
th e  ho rse . T he ow ner h ad  w itnessed th is , 
h av ing  stopped. G a th e rin g  courage, h e  w ent 
back, slowly and  cautiously  approaching  th e  
m ost pecu liar freak  of n a tu re  he  had  ever 
seen. W h en  h e  had  como w ith in  a  few yards 
of th e  plow th e  m an -h o rse  stopped, tu rn e d  
and  rem arked  :

“ You seem  afra id  of 1110. A pproach.”
T h e  m an  fe lt im pelled by som e un account

able power, an d  w heu he w as w ith in  a  few 
eet of th e  m an  horse , experienced a  s ligh t, 
sensa tion  in  h is  feet, h e  h ad  a  pa ir of hoofs 
H e had  evidently  exchanged w ith  h is  horse , 
for, in s tead  of hoofs 011 th e  fron t, tb e  liorso 
h ad  h u m an  feet, an d  seem ed equally  as m uch  
d issatisfied w ith  th em  as th is  m an  did  w ith  
th e  hoofs. A fter perfo rm ing  tho  piece of 
m agic tlie  m an-horse  ra n  away. H e lias sub 
sequen tly  appeared  to  several parties , b u t has 
n o t perform ed any  m ore m iracles. I t  m ay 
be necessary  to  add th a t  th e  m an  to 
whom th e  phenom enon p resen ted  th e  hoofs 
is know n in  th e  neighborhood as a  “ G uinea 
n igger.” H isplow -horse h a s  no t been  seen 
since th a t  m em orable day. Tlie m an  s till re 
ta in s  h is  hoofs, an d  w hen la st seen was a t a 
b lacksm ith  shop hav ing  h im self shod. H e  
knows them  to be th e  hoofs of h is horse , for 
th e re  were m arks  011 th em  th a t  rendered  u n 
m istakab le  recognition . T h is  story , a neigh
borhood superstition ,does n o t come in  around- 
abou t way, b u t down th e  F o r t  S m ith  R ail
way, one of th e  s tra ig h te s t ra ilroads in  th e  
sou th . I t  will no t, however, take  its  place in  
a  lib rary  of S unday  school fiction. I t  is  s ta ted , 
and  w ith  som e degree of tru th ,  th a t  th e  old 
negro, suffering w ith  e lephan tiasis, became 
crazy  and  s ta r te d  th e  story.

C55UKUE1 F A IX t* .

( B y  M i s .  H e n r y  W a r d  B e e c h e r . )

F a irs  in  w hich w rong dealings a re  w inliad 
a t  a re  held  in  abhorrence by  a ll h o n est per
sons. To follow those  who refuse  to  buy 
th ro u g h  th e  crowd p e rs isten tly  u rg ing  th em  
a fte r th e y  have once declined, is a  breach of 
po liteness. T he  d irectors of th e  fa ir should 
act as a police force, w atchful and v ig ilan t to 
detect th e  beginnings of evil. If  th ey  do 
th e ir  du ty  any  equivocal act will soon be de
tected . A m ong th e  young  particu larly , a  
desire to  m ake rapid  sales, to have th e ir  re 
ceipts swell beyond som e o ther tab les, some, 
tim es tem p ts th em  to  re so rt to  various 
schem es to effect th e ir  o b je c t; and  if th is  p ro 
pensity  is n o t n ipped  in  th e  bud  a  fa ir m ay 
exert an  evil influence th a t  will fa r overbal
ance th e  good th a t  m ay be a tta ined .

Raffling should  n o t be to le ra ted  for a m o
m ent, or any  device akin  to a  lo ttery . T here  
are a  th o u san d  ways by w hich these  chance 
operations obtain  access to  som e of th e  de
p a rtm en ts  in  a fa ir, and  i t  will requ ire  d e te r
m ination  011 tlie  p a rt of th e  d irectors to  keep 
th e m  out. G rab-bags, cakes w ith  one ring , 
w here a  dozen ch ild ren  bu y  a  piece, hop ing  
to  get th e  ring , and  tu rn  away d isappo in ted  
an d  envious of th e  lucky ono ; trees  w ith 
l itt le  bags filled w ith c%ndy, in  one or two of 
w hich th e re  is a ring  or som e o rn a m e n t—each 
of th ese  is a  species of gam bling . E very  
child  who spends its  threo  or five cen ts  a t  th e  
grab-bag hopes to  be th o  lucky possessor of 
som eth ing  w orth  m ore th a n  th e  m oney p u t 
in . I f  h e  finds th e  m oney spen t for n augh t, 
h e  goes away feeling, and  ju stly , th a t  he has 
been cheated  ; o r w ith  th e  ra sh n ess  of the  tru e  
gam bler cou tinues to  risk  th e  few pennies th a t  
he  h as, hoping for “  b e tte r luck” n ex t tim e. In  
th a t  seem ingly triv ia l operation  he  has p e r
haps la id  th e  foundation  of a  h ab it th a t will 
be h is  destruction . A nd th e  sam e is tru e  of 
th e  one who h a s  been over-successful. H e 
tries  i t  again, and  is n o t likely to forget th a t  
in  a tria l of chance he  was th e  lucky one. 
T he sam e is tru e  of th e  rin g  cake and  tho  
eaudy-bags, w here th e  p u rchaser h as  a  chance 
for a  rin g . W e have h eard  p a re n ts  com 
plain  th a t  th e ir  ch ildren  spen t all th e ir  m oney 
buying th e  candy-bags from  th e  trees, 
hoping to  get tlie  ring , b u t cam e hom o 
crying because they  h ad  sp en t th e ir  m oney 
for n au g h t.

A grea t d ishonesty  is  often p rac tised  by re 
fusing  to  m ake change for tilings purchased . 
W e w ere to ld  a few days since by a  gen tle 
m an , th a t  he  w ent in to  a fa ir a  sh o rt tim e 
previous and  m ade a  purchase  of two or th ree  
dollars’ w orth  from  a  very  b rig h t and  in te lli
g en t young lady, and  hav ing  no change 
handed  h e r  tw en ty  dollars. H e w aited a  few 
m om ents, th en  said :

“ I ’ll take m y  change, if you p lease .”
“  Oh ! we give no  ch an g e ,” th e  young 

lady  replied.
“ Now,” said  the  gen tlem an , “  I  have done 

w ith fa irs. T hey all te n d  to  m ako th o se  e n 
gaged in th em  d ishonest. I  would never 
tru s t  th a t  young  lady again .”

T ak ing  “  chances,” or buy ing  artic les  “  011 
sh ares ,” a re  two very d ifferent th in g s , The 
“  chance”  is n e ith e r m ore no r less  th a n  a 
lo tte ry — a species of gam bling . B uying on 
“  shares is a  s tric tly  com m ercial transac tion , 
a  p a rtn e rsh ip  concern, w hen each  one who 
buys a  sh a re ,” is so fa r th e  ow ner of th e  a r t i
cle, has ju s t  so m uch  invested  in it, and  w hen 
from  th e  beg inn ing  it is understood th a t  
w hen purchased  i t  is  to be p resen ted  to som e 
one, each one who buys a share  or helps 
to pay for th e  goods is  a jo in t  donor of th e  
article w hen p re sen ted .— C hristian  Onion.
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A happy-looking couple were po in ted  ou t ; 
and  I  was to ld  th e  lady h a d  been m arried  
once before. W hen her h u sb an d  d ied  he  left 
a  will giving h is  widow $30,000 a  year as 
long as she rem ained  a  widow, an d  all of h is  
fo rtune  if she m arried  again , for, lie m alic i
ously added : “ I  w ant an o th e r  m an  to know
how w retched she m ede m e, an d  h e  m ay find 
some consolation in  m y  m oney .” T he wid- 
dow was n o t long in  find ing  a n o th e r hu sb an d , 
and , ou t of sp ite  to h e r  fo rm er spouse, m akes 
th e  p re sen t h u sb an d  suprem ely  happy , and  
th e  w ealth  of th e  deceased  is  a n  im m ense  
fac to r to  th a t  end . W om en a re  c o n tra ry  
c reatu res, and  m en  d o n ’t  u n d e rs tan d  th em .


