MR SPONGE’S SPORTING TOUR




CHAPTER I

Our Hero

It was a murky OcToBEr pay that the hero of our tale, Mr
Sponge, or Soapey Sponge, as his good-natured friends call him, was
seen mizzling along Oxford Street, wending his way to the west, Not
that there was anything unusual in Sponge being seen in Oxford Street,
for when in town his daily perambulations consist of a circui,
commencing from the Bantam Hotel in Bond Streer into Piccadilly,
through Leicester Square, and so on o Aldridge’s, in St Martin’s Lane,
thence by Moore’s sporting-princ shop, and on through some of those
ambiguous and tortuous streets that, appearing to lead all ways ar once
and none in particular, land the explorer, sooner or later, on the south
side of Oxford Street.

Oxford Street acts to the north part of London whar the Strand does
to the south; it is sure to bring one up, sooner or later. A man can
hardly get over either of them without knowing it. Well, Soapey
having got into Oxford Street, would make his way at a squarey, in-
kneed, duck-toed, sors of pace, regulated by the bonnets, the vehicles,
and the equestrians he met to criticise; for of women, vehicles, and
horses, he had voted himself 2 consummate judge. Indeed he had fully
established in his own mind that Kiddey Downey and he were the only
men m London who really knew anything about horses, and fully
impressed with that conviction, he would halt, and stand, and stare, in a
way that with any other man would have been considered inpertinent.
Perhaps it was impertinent in Soapey — we don’t mean to say it wasn’t —
but he had done it so long, and was of so sporting a gaic and cut, that he
felt himself somewhat privileged. Moreover, the majority of horsemen
are so satisfied with the animals they bestride, thar they cock up their
jibs and ride along with a ‘find any fault with either me or my horse, if
you can’ sort of air,

‘Thus Mr Sponge proceeded leisurely along, now nodding to this
man, now jerking his elbow to that, now smiling on a phaéton, now
sneering at a *bus. If he did not look in at Shackells, or Bartley’s, or any
of the dealers on the line, he was always to be found about half-past five
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At Cumberland Gate, from whence he would stike leisurely @0?0&/1; the
Park, and after coming t 2 long ci}ec}; at Rorten Row rails, rﬂi'z
whence he would pass all the cavalry in ‘the Park in review, he w %; A

vend his way back to the Bantam, much in the style he had come. "This
was his summer proceeding. o ‘ }

Mr Sponge had pursued this enterprising life for some seamsens - t\‘?
at least — and supposing him to have bgguﬂ at twenty of Onfawzm ;
rwenty, he would be about thirty at d}e fime we ha‘@ the plefzamje ?
introducing him to our readers ~a period of life at which m;n I\?egm1 L(z:
suspect they were not quite 50 Wise at tWenty as they thoug 2 » f; tha
Mr Sponge had any particular indiscretions to reflect upon, for efu;ga
tolerably sharp, but he felt that 3‘%@ might hgve made better' u§§ of his
time, which may be shortly described as having been spent in umz?%
all the winter, and in ralking about it all the summer. With dl{s popu a1
sport he combined the diversion of fGrme&unnng, th‘eughd%e.ars
concerned to say that his success, up to the period of our introduction,
had not been commensurate with his desgzi"ts. Let us, however, hope
that brighter days are about to dawn upon him, e fend

Having now introduced our hero to our male and fe.ma e friends,
under his interesting pursuits of fox and f(_}r‘iunewh‘umez“, it becomes us
to say a few words as to his qualiﬁeamons tor carrying th%m Gni .

Mr Sponge was a goed=i@oi<mg, rather Vuigarwiookiung mart. ht‘ a
distance — say ten yards — his height, figure, gﬁd carriage gave him
somewhat of a commanding appearance, but th}g was rather marred by
a jerky, twitchy, uneasy sort of air, that too plainly showed he was é:lot
the natural, or what the lower orders call thf{ rveq! gentleman. Nm at
Sponge was shy. Far from ii:.. He never ‘hesuakted sbout offering toka
lady, after a three days’ acquaintance, or in aﬁlfmg a gentleman to take
him a horse in overnight, with whom he might chance to come 1n
contact in the hunting field. And he did it all in such 2 cool, offwhar}d,
matter-of-course sort of way, that people who would have stared with
astonishment if anybody else had hinted at such 2 Pmp@sal, really
seemed to come into the humour and spirit of ﬁxe fhmgy a'nd o iogk
upon it rather as a matter of course than otherwise. Then hlig%;gni‘
in getting into people’s houses was only e{q&aﬁed by the dlj. C‘L; ty o

gerting him out again, but this we must waive for the present in favour
s pormaiture.

Gfgshi?ghn Mr Sponge was about the middle size - five feet eleven or

50 — with 2 well-borne-up, not badly shaped, closely m’ogged oval head,

a tolerably good, but somewhat receding ferehead., bright hazel eyes,

Roman nose, with carefully rended whiskers, reac%ugg the corners of a

well-formed mouth, and thence descending in semicircles into a vast
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expanse of hair beneath the chin.

Having mentioned Mr Sponge’s groomy gait and horsey propensities,
it were almost needless to say, that his dress was in the sporting style ~
you saw what he was by his clothes. Every article seemed to be made to
defy the utmost rigour of the elements. His hat (Lincoln and Bennett)
was hard and heavy. It sounded upon an entrance-hall table like a drum.
A litde magical loop in the lining explained the cause of its weight.
Somehow, his hats were never either old or new — not that he bought
them second-hand, but when he bought 2 new one he took its ‘long-
coat’ off, 25 he called it, with a singeing lamp, and made it look as if it
had undergone a few probationary showers.

When a good London hat recedes to 4 certain POIIL, it gets o worse;
it is not like 2 country-made thing that keeps going and going untl it
declines into a thing with no sort of resemblance to its original self.
Barring its weight and hardness, the Sponge hat had no particular
character apart from the Sponge head. It was not one of those punty
ovals or Cheshire-cheese flats, or curly-sided things that enables one to

say who is in a house and who is not, by a glance at the hats in the
entrance, but it was just a quiet, round hat, without anything remarkable,
either in the binding, the lining, or the band, stll it was a very
becoming hat when Sponge had it on. There is a great deal of character
in hats. We have seen hats that bring the owners to the recollection far
more forcibly than the generality of portraits. But to our hero.

That there may be a dandified simplicity in dress, is exemplified
every day by our friends the Quakers, who adorn their beautiful brown
Saxony coats with litdle inside velvet collars and fancy silk buttons, and
even the severe order of sporting costume adopted by our friend
Mr Sponge, is not devoid of capability in the way of tasteful adaptation.
This Mr Sponge chiefly showed in promoting a resemblance between
his neckeloths and waistcoats. Thus, if he wore 2 cream-coloured
cravat, he would have a buff-coloured waisteoar, if 2 striped waistcoat,
then the starcher would be imbued with somewhat of the same colour
and pattern. The ties of these varied with their texture. The silk ones
terminated in a sort of coaching fold, and were secured by a golden fox-
head pin, while the striped starchers, with the aid of a pin on each side,
just made a neat, unpretending tie in the middle, a sort of miniature of
the flagrant, flyaway, Mile-End ones of aspiring youth of the present
day. His coats were of the single-breasted cut-away order, with pockets
outside, and generally either Oxford mixture or some dark colour, that

required you to place him in a favourable light to say what it was.
His waistcoars, of course, were of the most correct form and
material, generally either pale buff, or buff with a narrow swripe, similar




6 MR SPONGE’S SPORTING TOUR

to the undress vests of the servants of the Royal Family, only with the
pattern run across instead of lengthways, as those worthies mostly have
theirs, and made with good honest step collars, instead of the make-
believe roll collars they sometimes convert their upright ones o,
When in deep thought, calculating, perhaps, the value of a passing
horse, or considering whether he should have beefsteaks or lamb chops
for dinner, Sponge’s thumbs would rest in the arm-holes of his
waistcoat; in which easy, but not very elegant, attitade, he would
sometimes stand until all trace of the idea that elevated them had
passed away from his mind.

In the trouser line he adhered to the close-fitting costume of former
days; and many were the trials, the easings, and the alterings, ere he got
a pair exactly to his mind. Many were the customers who turned away
on seeing his manly figure filling the swing mirror in ‘Snip and
Sneiders’, a monopoly that some tradesmen might object to, only
Mr Sponge’s trousers being admitted to be perfect ‘triumphs of the
art,’ the more such a walking advertisement was seen in the shop the
better. Indeed, we believe it would have been worth Snip and Co.’s
while to have let him have them for nothing. They were easy without
being tight, or rather they looked tght without being so; there wasn’t 2
bag, 2 wrinkle, or a crease ¢hat there shouldn’t be, and strong and
storm-~defying as they seemed, they were yet as soft and as supple as 2
lady’s glove, They looked more as if his legs had been blown in them
than as if such irreproachable garments were the work of man’s hands.
Many were the nudges, and many the “look at this chap’s rousers,’ that
were given by ambitious men emulous of his appearance as he passed
along, and many were the turnings round to examine their faultless fall
upon his radiant boot. The boots, perhaps, might come in for a little of
the glory, for they were beautifully soft and cool-looking to the foot,

easy without being loose, and he preserved the lustre of their polish,
even up to the last moment of his walk. There never was a better man
for getting through dirt, either on foot or horseback, than our friend.
To the frequenters of the ‘corner,’ it were almost superfluous o
mention that he is a constant attendant. He has several volumes of
‘catalogues,’ with the prices the horses have brought set down in the
margins, and has a rare knack at recognising old friends, altered,
disguised, or disfigured as they may be - T've seen that rip before,” he
will say, with 2 knowing shake of the head, as some woebegone devil
goes, best leg foremost, up to the hammer, or, ‘What! is that old beast
back? why he’s here every day.” No man can impose upon Soapey with
2 horse. He can detect the rough-coated plausibilities of the scraw-yard,
equally with the metamorphosis of the clipper or singer. His practised
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eye is not to be imposed upon either by the blandishments of 1 !
})angwtgii; or the bereavements of the dock. Tatrersall will hail f{‘t;le
from his rostrum with — “Here’s a horse will suit you Mr 51 01‘; ‘%
cheap, good, and handsome! come and buy him.’ But’it is ngaiiii:%

describing him here, for every out-of-plac
o ks i b sk v out-of-place groom and dog-stealer’s

CHAPTER 11

My Benjamin Buckram

Havine prESseD ‘and sufficiently described o =
readers to form a general idea of thz man, we havfnifj f:}@t:e eizs% thm
to return to the day of our introduction. Mr Sponge had geﬁff alonm
Oxford Street at a somewhat improved pace to his usual wont hag :
paused for a shorter period in the "bus-perplexed Circus, and pulled u
seidemer,rhan usual between the Circus and the ﬁmi;,s of gls s‘i:mlf
Behgid }}Hn.ﬁ{)‘ﬁf at the Edgeware Road end, eyeing the buses with é
wanting-a-ride-like air, instead of the contemptuous sneer he generall
adopts towards those uncouth productons. Red green, blue draby
cinnamon-colour, passed and crossed, and josﬂsé and s:to e)d a ci
%?le.cicgd, and the cads telegraphed, and Winked,? and ;m%}ed’ agd
sm’ﬂed, and slanged, but Mr Sponge regarded them not. He had'; sort
of 'bus panorama in his head, knew the run of them all, whence the
Zﬁ:gti;ié I*;ziﬁ;ﬂt?jy sitopplfdé where ;}:hey watered, where they {:ifzangedy
, relate, had never been enwapped 1 i ’
when .he meant to take a threepenny one, Ini};bd;;@,gj;@:i%ge
m?j; 1; r;gt a m;re learned man in London. ——
aric him as he stands at the corner. He sees what he wants, it’
;hequersd one with the red and blue wheels that the Ba;zsz;;; i);ij
Ra%:e got between th.em? and that the St John’s Wood and two Weszsn;
thauwa{? ones are trying to get into trouble by crossing. What a row! how
; e ruffians Whlg?, and stamp, and storm, and all but pick each other’s
Orses tee'th with their poles, how the cads gesticulate, and th
;fassgngers imprecate! now the bonnets are out of the Wiﬁd()‘«;’ﬁ and thﬁ
row ?ncreases;‘Suft coachmen cutting and storming, six cads sa:vm ti‘e
air, sixteen ladies in flowers screaming, six-and-twenty sturdy pas&m%ge;z
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swearing they will “fine them all,” and Mr Sponge is the only cool person
in the scene. He doesn’t rush into the throng and ‘jump in,’ for fear the
"bus should exiricate itself and drive on without him; he doesn’t make
confusion worse confounded by intimating his behest; he doesn’t soil his
bright boots by stepping off the kerbstone, but, quietly waiting the
evaporation of the steam, and the disentanglement of the vehicles, by the
smallest possible sign in the world, given at the opportune moment, and
a steady adhesion to the flags, the "bus is obliged either to ‘come 0, oF
lose the fare, and he steps quietly in, and squeezes along to the far end, as
though intent on going the whole hog of the journey.

Away they rumble up the Edgeware Road; the gradual emergence
from the brick and mortar of London being marked as well by the
telling out of passengers as by the increasing distances between the
houses. First, it is all close huddle with both. Austere iron railings
guard the subterranean kitchen areas, and austere looks indicate 2
desire on the part of the passengers to guard their own pockers;
gradually little gardens usurp the places of the cramped areas, and, with
their humanising appearance, softer looks assume the place of frowning
anti-swell-mob ones.

Presently a glimpse of green country or of distant hills may be caught
berween the wider spaces of the houses, and frequent settings down
increase the space berween the passengers; gradually conservatories
appear, and conversation strikes up; then come the exclusiveness of
villas, some detached and others running out at last into real pure green
fields studded with trees and picturesque pot-houses, before one of
which latter 2 sudden wheel round and a jerk announces the journey
done. The last passenger (if there is one) is then unceremoniously
rarned loose upon the country.

Our readers will have the kindness 1o suppose our hero, Mr Sponge,
shot out of an omnibus at the sign of the Cat and Compasses, in the full
rurality of grass country, sprinkled with fallow and turnip fields. We
should state that this unwonted journey was a desire to pay a visit to Mr
Benjamin Buckram, the horse-dealer’s farm at Scampley, distant some
mile and a half from where he was set down, a space that he now
purposed travelling on foot. ,

Mr Benjamin Buckram was a small horse-desler — small, ar least,
when he was buying, though great when he was selling. It would do a
youngster good to see Ben filling the two capacities. He dealtin second

hand, that is to say, past mark of mouth horses; but on the present
occasion Mr Sponge sought his services in the capacity of a lecter rather
than a seller of horses. Mr Sponge wanted to job a couple of plausible-
looking horses, with the option of buying them, provided he
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(Mr Sponge) could sell them for more than he would have tg gios-
Mr Buckram, exclusive of the hire, Mr Buckram’s job pri{:‘e we sh())g} ?cel
say, was as near twelve pounds a month, containing er-*ztvjeé hed )
a8 I}s could screw, the hirer, of course, keeping the anim;ié s
Scampley is one of those pretty little suburban farms pe;‘uﬁar o th
north and northwest side of London — farms varying!ﬁ'om fifry ‘é:(; .
{hund.r@d acres of well-manured, gravelly soil; each fjarfn Widj
1ts picturesque litde buildings, consisting of small, hone ;uckied
ms&;«en@med brick houses, with small, flar, pan«t)iied m};fs andﬁ
lattice-windows; and, hard by, a large haystack, three times the sai;z,f: of
the house, or a desolate barn, half as big as all the rest of the buildings
From the smallness of the holdings, the farmhouses are dotred ﬂboutis;
t.hzci.dy, gnd at such varying distances from the roads, as ;,o look
like inferior “villas’ falling out of rank; most of them have 93 half-s (?
half-seedy sort of look. o
The rustics who eultivate them, or rather look after them, are neither
exz.ac“dy town nor country. They have the clownish dress ;nd boorish
gait of t}ie regular ‘chaws,” with a good deal of the quick, suspiciou &
sour sauciness of the low London resident. If you can gf:,t \aninsw .,
glom them at al?;g it is generally delivered in such a way as to show thi
1
i g;l;gf;r{} %mks you are what they call ‘chaffing them,” asking them
These farms serve the double purpose of purveyors to the London
sa:ab}.e.s, and hospitals for sick, overworked, or unsaleable horses. All th
great job-masters and horse-dealers have these retreats in the (;sun .
and the smaller ones pretend to have, from whence, in due course dfgy
can draw any sort of an animal a customer may want, just ﬁsjhtdy
cellarless wine-merchants can ger you any sort of Wi,ne i ?
establishments — if you only give them time. o
‘ There was a good deal of mystery about Scampley. It was sometimes
in i.:he hands of Mr Benjamin Buckram, sometimes in the hands of his
assignees, sometimes in those of his cousin Abraham BI‘{;Wﬁ and
somemneﬁ'}oim Doe and Richard Roe were the occapants of it s
Mr Ben;an;dn Buckram, though very far from being one iﬁad th
advantage of looking like a respectable man. There was ,a cert N
plump., well-fed rosiness about him, which, aided bya brightmmieﬁj 12
dress, joined to a continual fumble in the pockets of his drab HOHSE?S
gave him the air of a ‘well-to-do-in-the-world’ sort of man Moreove 7
he spgned a velvet collar to his blue coat, a more imposin:g omame;;
than it appears at first sight. To be sure, there are two sorts of velvet
collars — the legitimate velvet collar, commencing with the coar, and
the adopted velvet collar, put on when the cloth one gets shabby. -
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Buckram’s was always the legitmare velvet collar, new from the first,
and, we really believe, a permanent velver collar, adhered o in storm
and in sunshine, has a very money-making impression on the world. It
shows 2 spirit superior to feelings of paloy economy, and we think a
person would be much more excussble for being victimised by 2 man
with a good velver collar to his coat, than by one exhibidng that
spurious sign of gentlity — 2 horse and gig.

The reader ‘will now have the kindness to consider Mr Sponge
arriving at Scampley.

‘Ah, Mr Sponge!” exclaimed Mr Buckram, who, having seen our
friend advancing up the livdle rwisting approach from the road to his
house through a little square window almost blinded with Irish ivy, out
of which he was in the habit of contemplating the arrival of his
occasional lodgers, Doe and Roe, *Ah, Mr Sponge!” exclaimed he, with
well-assumed gaiety; ‘you should have been here yesterday; sent away
two sich osses - perfect 'unters — the werry best I do think T ever saw in
my life; either would have bin the werry oss for your money. But come
mn, Mr Sponge, sir, come in,” continued he, backing himself through a
lile semtry-box of a green portico, w a narrow passage which
branched off into itde rooms on either side.

As Buckram made this retrograde movement, he gave a gentle pull to
the wooden handle of an old-fashioned wire bell-pull, in the midst of
buggy, four-in-hand, and other whips, hanging in the entrance, a touch
that was acknowledged by a single tinkle of the bell in the stable-yard.

They then entered the little room on the right, whose walls were
decorated with various sporting prints, chiefly illustrative of steeple-
chaces, with here and there a stunted fox-brush, tossing about as a
duster. The ill-ventlated room reeked with the effluvia of stale smoke,
and the faded green baize of 2 lile round table in the centre was
covered with filbert-shells and empty ale-glasses. The whole furniture
of the room wasn’t worth five pounds.

Mr Sponge, being now on the dealing tack, commenced in the
poverty-stricken strain adapted to the occasion. Having deposited his
hat on the floor, taken his left leg up to nurse, and given his hair a
backward rub with his right hand, he thus commenced:

‘Now, Buckram,’ said he, Tl tell you how it is. I'm deuced hard-up —
regularly in Short’s Gardens. I lost eighteen "undred on the Derby, and
seven on the Leger, the best part of my year’s income, indeed: and I
jast want to hire two or three horses for the season, with the option of
buying, if I like; and if you supply me well, I may be the means of
bringing grist to your mill; you twig, eh?’

‘Well. Mr Sponge,” replied Buckram, sliding several consecutive
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I1

half-crowns down the incline plane of his pocket. ‘Well, Mr Sponge i
shall be happy to do my best for you. I wish you'd a;me yﬁimizg
though, as I said before, I jest had two of the neatest nags — a ‘aa}; z;id};?
grey ~ not that colour makes any matter to a judge f{ike{;‘sﬂ* ther@’é; n;
sounder sayin’ than thar a good oss is not never of 4 bad c@i{iur* 0;13,7 0
a young gemman, you know, it’s well to have ’em smart. and z%;e tcket
in sh.ﬁrg howsomever, I must do the best T can for ym;, and if Ei?e;?eﬁ;
nozi}m’ in that tckles your fancy, why, you must give me a few dz;ys o
‘see.;;? I can arrange an exchange with some other gent; but the present
is like w be a werry haggiwatin’ season; had more happiica?joﬁs for
0sses nor ever Iremembers, and I've been 4 dealer now, man éﬁd boy
turned of eight-and-thirry years; but young gents is Wi;imsicaf and ::ri
w?as a young’un wot got these, and there’s no sayin’ but he may;x’t like
them ~ mdee@ one’s rayther difficult to ride — that's to say, the gre
d;e neatest of the two, and he may come back, and if so, you ’ﬂhaié hajg
Eum;. and a safer, sweeter oss was never seen, or one z“;{m‘e‘ éii{@ to do
?J{’aii'filt 0 2 gent: bait you knows what an oss is, Mr Sponge, and can do
};Z?;Z}: éi;z and I should like to put summut good into your hands —
] With mzwc?rsation, or rather with balderdash, such as this Mr
Bgt?kram beguiled the few minutes necessary for removing the ban({a )"es
hiding the bottles, and stirring up the cripples about to be examifedj
and the heavy flap of the coach-house door announcing that all %fafj
ready, he fﬂzfdlwith led the way through a door in a brick wall into a
htlde ﬁlljﬁﬁ«ﬁldﬁﬁ of a square yard, formed of stables and loose boxes
with a dilapidated dove-cote above a pump in the centre; Mr F\juckra;av
not growing corn, could afford to keep pigeons. , o

CHAPTER 111

Peter Leather

T ~ o
NoTuiNe BEsPEAKS the character of a dealer’s trade more than the
servants and hangers-on of the establishment. The civiler in manner
i ner,

@d the better they are ‘put on,’ the higher the standing of the master
and the better the stamp of the horses, ’

Those about Mr Buckram’s were of 2 very shady order. Dirty-shirted
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sloggering, baggy-breeched, slangey-gaitered fellows, with the word
‘gin’ indelibly imprinted on their faces. Peter Leather, the head man,
was one of the fallen angels of servitude. He had once driven a duke ~
the Duke of Dazzleton — having nothing whatever to do but dress
himself and climb into his well-indented richly-fringed throne, with 2
helper at each horse’s head to ‘let go’ at a nod from his broad laced
three-cornered hat. Then having got in his cargo (or rubbish, as he used
to call them), he would start off at 2 pace that was truly terrific, cutting
out this vehicle, shooting past that, all but grazing a third, anathemna-
dising the *buses, and abusing the draymen. We don’t know how he
might be with the queen, but he certainly drove as though he thoughe
nobody had any business in the street while the Duchess of Dazzleton
wanted it. The duchess liked going fast, and Peter accommodated her.
The duke jobbed his horses and didn’t care about pace, and so things
might have gone on very comfortably, if Peter one afternoon hadn’t run
his pole into the panel of a very plain but very neat yellow barouche,
passing the end of New Bond Street, which having nothing buta simple
crest —a stag’s head on the panel ~ made him think it belonged to some
bulky cit, taking the air with his rib, but who, unfortunately, turned out
to be no less a person than Sir Giles Nabem, Knight, the great police
magistrate, upon one of whose myrmidons in plain clothes, who came
to the rescue, Peter committed a most violent assault, for which unlucky
casualty his worship furnished him with rotatory occupation for his fat
calves in the H. of C.,” as the clerk shortly designated the House of
Correction. Thither Peter went, and in lieu of his lace-bedaubed coat,
gold-gartered plushes, stockings, and buckled shoes, he was dressed up
in a suit of tight-fitting yellow-and-black-striped worsteds, that gave him
the appearance of 2 wasp without wings. Peter Leather then tumbled
regularly down the staircase of servitude, the greatess of his fall being
occasionally broken by landing in some inferior place. From the Duke
of Dazzleton’s, or rather from the treadmill, he went to the Marquis of
Mammon, whom he very soon left because he wouldn’t wear a second-
hand wig. From the marquis he got hired to the great Irish Earl of
Coarsegab, who expected him to wash the carriage, wait at table, and do
other incidentals never contemplated by a London coachman. Peter
threw this place up with indignation on being told to take the letters to
the post. He then lived on his ‘means’ for a while, a thing that is much
finer in theory than in practice, and having about exhausted his
substance and placed the bulk of his apparal in safe keeping, he
condescended to take 2 place as job coachman in a livery-stable — 2
‘horses let by the hour, day, or month’ one, in which he enacted as many
characters, at least made as many different appearances, as the late Mr
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ivfﬁaz:hcws ézsegl o do zz his celebrated ‘Ar Homes.” One da y Peter wmﬁé
© seen ducking under the mews’ entrance in ¢ thos
painfully well-brushed hats, the certain precagz}z;nsf iﬁ%} ?Z“fi%iy’
seedy, most seedy-covered buttoned coars, that would pzwzﬁé a c,;;“;’uat é
10 say w.h'%&wr they were black, or grey, or olive, or ‘éﬂ;:avifsibiei}; o
itfmeé wgzbie brown. Then another day he might 7be seen in Gzic‘ig i/@;ﬁ
uadabguz’s sky-blue livery, with a tarnished, gold-laced hat nsdji' ,
ﬁjfe}i' his nose; and on 2 third he would shine forth in M;‘s M o
General Marﬁquﬁs cockaded one, with a worsted shoulder-kmot zggi;
gu22536§~diuaad hg’hi drab Bivery coat, with crimson mexprégsii}ies
giac as to astonish a beholder how he e into them,
Hmjmhatmn, however, has its limits as well j?@t?;irﬂizg ‘fjgd ﬁgem»
having been invited to descend from his box - alas! a re gkzgaar <o vef‘ﬂ:
patent leather one, and invest himself in a Qnak&rgﬁﬂﬂggd hlu:zju*nm
with a red vest, and a pair of blue wousers with a broad réd sm‘ e dwat’
the sides, to drive the Honourable old Miss Wrinkleron 01? H 0;"11
Street, to Court in a ‘one oss pianoforte-case,” as he called y Cla . 535/
he could stand it no longer, and, chuckin d}@iﬁeth I a’ into the
ﬁrf:{ Z@{hmshed frantically up ;:he amé«%taps, uwi;fff;:?{%bimzf;;
quilee e old crocodile of a horse all the way h . anyi
iizh Cl;ﬁ: Wit?l ;ﬁ i;nprimti@‘n such as ‘e make ;7 g:;fg ;;22;??3@%
3 b i i ho 3 i it i
gid horse just as if he was laying it into %575&; r&zﬁ?’ :;} Zgjig 33?& E?@
time he. got %mme he had established a considerable iaa%;r on ﬁzy t‘ﬁ
nag,ﬁwhmh i?wiﬁ master resenting a row ensued, the sequel of Wbidf -
;ead;fy be‘ 1magi%led.‘ After assisting Mrs Clearstarch, the Kﬂggjz
;@i ;e;z,zm }??t(?ng in and mkmg”out‘ hter washing, for a few weeks,
ast landed him at Mr Benjamin Buckram’s, from whence he is
now ab;:ait to be removed to become our hero M; Sponge’s é ;"
Panza, in his fox-hunting, formne-hunting career algdpdis%eé e in
remote parts his doctrines of the real h@ﬁgﬁr and Zi; ity of servinude,
Now to the inspecton. oty o sevitude
Spiz;e;“ i;?iez j?vglg a peephole as Wéil as his master, on seeing Mr
Jponge arr }, given hzm@eif an extra rub over, and covered his
‘ SZZ/; x;i'mt 12 C‘Eezmg well-tied, white kerchief and a whole coloured
aistcoat, late the property of one of his noble em loyers,
hopes that Sponge’s visit might lead to something. Peter W?‘szg e E;
of the suburbs, and thought, of course, that he couldn’t b Z iﬂ' o
than where he was, el
‘Here’s Mr Sponge wanss ’ :
Leather met ﬂaeri mgthe miédfs iﬁgﬁze Qbﬁ‘éﬁf@d bre gud{r’mll’ e
1 = yard, and brought his right
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o b P
il i i ead: ve we
arm round with a sort of military swing to his fgrehz,ad. W};at a ‘eihm
in?’ continued Buckram, with the air of 2 man with so many horses that
he didn’t know what were in and what wereioa:it houghifilly, stroking
bleton in, replied Leather, thoughehully, s 2
Vy we ’ave Rumbleton in,” rep : ng
down his hair as he spoke, ‘and we "ave Jack G’L@thom in, am{ii We'fl,;i
the Camel in, and there’s the lictle Hirish oss with the sprig tai - Jac
"? 093 3 . > a
a-Dandy, as I calls him, and the Flyer will be in tonight, he’s jest out
- Las] Flye ]
iri 1 i - Callipash,
hairing, as it were, with old Mx 7 y
4 ed Buckram
‘Ah, Rumbleton won’t do for Mr Sponge, szerv Buck: O;
thoughtfully, at the same time letting go 2 tremendous 2 o : o
sﬂve; down his trouser pocket, ‘Rumbleton won’t do,” repeated he,
K
ack-a-Dandy nouther. ' o .
! “Why, I wouldn’t commend neither on ’em, repheid ;Peter.} tzimfs
’ s
cue from his master, ‘only ven you axes me vot there’s in, you knows vy
M 3
1 must give you a cor-Tect answer, in course.
“In course,’ nodded Buckram. o .
Leather and Buckram had a good understanding in Lheflymg line,
i i was
and had fallen into a sort of tacit arrangernent, dz{at i; thgf ?ﬁz N
i : est
: 5 he was at liberty to make the
staunch about the horses h ‘ ;
c;uid for himself. Whatever Buckram said, Leather swore :io, and tdh v
i . . O .
had established certain signals and expressions thgt B{/:;c% ur;r z;s;tomth .
i ic ? at length observe 1 ,
T've an unkimmon nice oss,’ at length ob n n
scrutinising glance at Sponge, ‘and an oss in hevery respe}cé werry hi‘<
ﬂ idly s ‘ Ut in
’ Pl candidly state, I wouldn’t p
our work, but he’s an oss e put in
zvefyone’s *ands, for, in the fust place, he’s wery wsiumuis, }i?d mth}; :
i ide; ever, as OWS
i ssman to ride; howsomever, : .
second, he requires an o “ ) , k o
you can ride, and if you doesn’t mind taking my §ad man, }ezkfg’ s
) , :
elbow at Leather, ‘to look arter him, I wouldn’t mind "commoda

3
yowided we can 'gree Upon terms.
e im,” i e, an talk about
“Well, let’s see him,” interrupted Sponge, ‘and we ca

teii}:ﬂiizy, sir, certainly,’ reph’edt Bgck?az?, agai{i ieu;mg Tlg};@ z:
reaccumulated rush of silver down his pocket. ‘Here, T zm, }0; ! Harry!
where’s Sam?’ giving the litde tinkler of a bell 2 puﬂ as he spoh e. .
‘Sam be in the straw "ouse,’ replied Leather, passing throug a sﬂ Wa.;
into a wooden projection beyond, where the gentleman in questio
€ﬂ§§§§ 2523%;& “Sam!” repeated he, in a louder tone, as he saw the
object (;f his search’s nose popping through the midst of the straw.

‘What now? exclaimed Sam, starting up, and looking wildly around;

L
] i i s with the backs of his hands.
‘what now?’ repeated .he, rubbing his eyes witd
‘Get out Ercles, said Leather, sotio voce.

SR
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The lad was a mere stripling — some fifteen or sixteen years perhaps —
tall, slight, and neat, with dark hair and eyes, and was dressed in 2
brown jacket - a real boy’s jacket, without laps, white cords, and top-
boots. It was his business to risk his neck and limbs at all hours of the
day, on all sorts of horses, over any sort of place that any person chose
to require him to put a horse at, and this he did with the daring
pleasure of youth as yet undaunted by any serious fall. Sam now
bestirred himself to get out the horse. The clambering of hooves
presently announced his approach.

Whether Hercules was called Hercules on account of his amazing
strength, or from a fanciful relationship to the famous horse of that
name, we know not; but his strength and his colour would favour either
supposition. He was an immense, wil, powerful, dark brown, sixteen
hands horse, with an arched neck and crest, well set on, clean, lean
head, and loins that looked as if they could shoot 2 man into the next
county. His condition was perfect. His coat lay as close and even as
satin, with cleanly developed muscle, and altogether he looked as hard
as a cricket-ball. He had a famous switch tail, reaching nearly to his
hocks, and making him look less than he would otherwise have done.

Mr Sponge was too well versed in horseflesh to imagine that such an
animal would be in the possession of such a third-rate dealer as
Buckram, unless there was something radically wrong about him, and
as Sam and Leather were paying the horse those stable attentions that
always precede a show out, Mr Sponge settled in his own mind that
the observation about his requiring a horseman to ride him, meant
that he was vicious. Nor was he wrong in his anticipations, for not al
Leather’s whistlings, or Sam’s endearings and watchings, could con-
ceal the sunken, scowling eye, that as good as said, ‘you'd better keep
clear of me.

Mr Sponge, however, was a dauntless horseman. What man dared he
dared, and as the horse stepped proudly and freely out of the stable, Mr
Sponge thought he looked very like a hunter. Nor were Mr Buckram’s
laudations wanting in the animal’s behalf.

‘There’s an "orse!” exclaimed he, drawing his right hand out of his
trouser pocket, and flourishing it towards him., “If that "orse were down
in Leicestersheer,” added he, ‘he’d fetch three "under'd guineas. Sir
Richard would "ave him in 2 minnjt — that be would” added he, with a
stamp of his foot as he saw the animal beginning to set up his back and
wince at the approach of the Jad. (We may here mention by way of
parenthesis, that Mr Buckram had brought him out of Warwicksheer
for thirty pounds, where the horse had greatly distinguished himself, as
well by kicking off sundry scarlet swells in the gaily-thronged streets of
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Leamingron, as by running away with divers others over the wide-
stretching grazing grounds of Southam and Dunchurch.)

But to our story. The horse now stood staring on view: fire in his eye,
and vigour in his every limb. Leather at his head, the lIad at hus side,
Sponge and Buckram a little on the left.

Weh—0-a-a~y, y man, w-h-o-a-4-y, condnued Mr Buckram, as a
liberal show of the white of the eye was followed by a little wince and
hoist of the hindquarters on the nearer approach of the lad.

‘Look sharp, boy, said he, in a very different tone to the soothing one
in which he had just been addressing the horse. The lad lifted up his leg
for a hoist, Leather gave him one as quick as thought, and led on the
horse as the lad gathered up his reins. They then made for a large field
at the back of the house, with leaping-bars, hurdles, ‘on and offs,” ‘ins
and outs,” all sorts of fancy leaps scattered about. Having got him fairly
in, and the lad having got himself fairly settled in the saddle he gave the
horse a touch with the spur as Leather let go his head, and after 2

desperate plunge or two started off at a gallop.

‘He’s fresh, observed Mr Buckram confidentially to Mr Sponge, ‘he’s
fresh — wants worl, in short — short of work — wouldn't put everyone on
him — wouldn’t put one o’ your timid cocknified chaps on him, for if ever
he were to get the hupper “and, vy I doesn’t know as ow that we might
get the hupper ’and o him, agen, but the playful rogue knows ven he’s
got a workman on his back — see how he gives to the lad though he’s only
fifreen, and not strong of his hage nouther,’ continued Mr Buckram,
‘and 1 guess if he had sich a consternation of talent as you on his back,
he’d wery soon be as quiet as a lamb — not that he’s wicious - far from it
only play — full of play, I may say, though ro be sure, if a man gets spilt it
don’t argufy much whether it’s done from play or from wice.”

During this dme the horse was going through his evolutions
hopping over this thing, popping over that, making as lide of
everything as practice makes them do.

Having gone through the usual routine, the lad now walked the
glowing coated snorting horse back to where the trio stood.
Mr Sponge again Jooked him over, and stll seeing no exception to take
to him, bid the lad get off, and lengthen the stirrups for him to take a
ride. That was the difficulty. The first two minutes always did it.
Mr Sponge, however, nothing daunted, borrowed Sam’s spurs, and
making Leather hold the horse by the head all he gor well into the
saddle, and then lead him on a bit he gave the animal such a dig in both
sides as fairly threw him off his guard, and made him start away at a
gallop, instead of standing and delivering, as was his wont.

Away Mr Sponge shot, pulling him about, wying all his paces and
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putting him at all sorts of leaps.

Emboldened by the nerve and dexteriry di

Eml y the n y displayed by Mr Spo
%uckram S:f@(}d nmdmtmg a further trial of his equestrian ab%ﬁf?ik
watched ‘h;m buckﬁemg ‘Ercles’ about. Hercules had ‘ﬁpaﬁg«he;;ed’ Se
many triers, and the hideous contraction of his resolute back ‘hag

deterred so / i
many from mounting, that Buckram had began to fear he

would have to place him in the onl i1 i
the "Bus. Hack-horse riders are sel o et Fopeanoor 01 incrables,

dom great horse T
us. Hacl : men, The very face
of their being hack-horse riders shows they are lirtde 3ccust0mrzd il

?Vizsz, ;};ix_ey would not give the fee-simple of an animal for 2 few
Tve a wonderful clever litte 0ss,” observed ] : 3 5
retfurniﬁd with a slack rein and a satisfied aéfreiﬁii?i?tj biz}s}gilzge
am}mai s back. ‘Lirtle I can "ardly call "im,” continued Mr Buckram ‘Qnie
i“;@ 5 iow; but yon k@aws that the "eight of an oss has nothin to d:) Widz
s size. N@W this is a perfect dray-oss in minature. An "Arrow gent
lookin’ at him tother day christen’d him “Multum in Parvo ”éB" é
j:hough he’s 80 ter—men—dous strong, he has the knack o’ goir’, s écial}l
m deep; and if you’re not a-goin’ to Sir Richard, but into smn’e g’ th .
plo;gh sgeﬁrs [shires], I'd’commend him to you,” .
‘Let’s have alook at him,” replied Mr Sponge. throwine his riohs
over Hercplesf head, and siiéing from theiagi}: ;};11 S:f tllilf f?ig;%h;k%
he were alighting from the quietest shooting pony in the Wirld o
All then was hurry, scurry, and scamper to get this second Tpmdi /
out. Presently ‘he appeared. Mulwm in Parvo certainly was all tha};
Buckram described him. A long, low, clean-headed, clean-necked bi
h(}{:ked, chesnut, with a long tail, and great, large, flat White’ie .
Wxtth ’ma.rk or blemish upon them. Unlike He;cuie; there ‘5 .
nothing zzidzcagve of vice or mischief about him. Indeed hfje was rathas
a se’date, medzt@tive»k)oking animal; and, instead of ?théf Wa!:chﬁflr
arm’s-length sort of way Leather and Co, treated Hercdies they jerk d,
and punched Parvo about as if he were a cow. e
Sl Parvg had his foibles. He was a resolute, headstrong animal, that
would go his own way in spite of all the pulling and haulin ir; th
?;Varéfia If he took it into his obstinate head to turn mio a parﬁcfar ﬁeldﬁ
;entq it he would be; or against the gatepost he would bump the ri;:!er’s’
bég;s; ;;V;ife ;cim} ;ﬁl:levd make hgn rer}{nemfjer the difference of opinion
‘ hem, s was not a niery, hot-headed spirit, with obiect
reason for its guide, but just a regular downri ig- Lort of
stupidity, that nobody could ac:mugji for. He?}ig{aifoizige Saf} Ztu;f
and would W?jk clean through a gate sometimes rather than be at the
trouble of rising to leap it; at other times he would hop over it Hi{elz

.
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bird He Oﬁid not beat Mr Bu{ﬁ{mm% men, because E}ﬂﬁy %’@1? alw ays
on ﬁ:}t}e 10{}k»~{}ﬂt for Gb]eCCS ‘Df Cﬂﬂgeﬂdﬁﬂ W}th Sha;p 5231,1}1’ TOWELS, X?i{i‘g'}/
A H jeak or 4
lerd 1is st he ent he bega}l £0 STOP; ut a2 we 54
o let into his Sid{fg the Mo ; ' k i 1 ) d
man on his bﬂﬂk hﬁé no more chance than he W@u;{i O an 6}8}1}@3& ff
l : X ' i : i th hounds at the mee s
Ty no e mldst of the d ;
H horse Ch@sﬁ 10 Ca1Ty him i L : P ;
‘ W hav M in - Y h@ W@Biﬂ ?ﬁ}mk ﬂ(}d’ﬂﬁg Of upse tng he
he Olild have ,%Uﬁl i — nay, . o :
masier hm@ﬁl{ in the m}d{ﬁ@ of ‘iﬁhﬁ padf; T hen d’iﬁ prov O;i{_lﬁg pﬁi{ Sj 3- ;;
gl i £ Ol :
1At i ft@x hﬁfvlﬁg (ﬁ@ﬂ - 31} € TISC. 3 ;
that the obstinate animal, after eallth o hi ,f W? : d u;}
[ 25 i i had happﬁﬁﬁd. After rollis ga spor
set ©o 1o eat as it ﬁﬂ?ﬁhlﬁg 3 ‘ U‘ tsman m
th& Iﬁud h{? W Ouid I ﬁpﬂif 0 the nearest haystaczk ar gfa&ﬁy b@;ﬂk, 3!}3 be
I y le more pex aps, an 1Y
H He w te1 Vears OId, or a leet }.l : d ve
C&dght. e was now k ‘ o e
wi : had been. His adventures, his se g and
f‘kﬁd year& SOme of them - : | 5 5 .
hisr e{fﬂ;ﬁliﬁg his 1%tt"ings and his unieﬁmgs, his bm’njipmgs Hﬂd f?ﬂ,ﬂ}:gi N
; i £ a1y
1 i 3 o ings, on the 1"03(3, i the fie , 101 S1E : 0
his smaﬁ%}mgb and Lrashmgs, o) - d ‘ L ; (;.t :
i WO isha volme of th{:mgewes, and in gt o
é@ﬂbl@ h&fﬁessy WOﬂld furnis ¢ : d d : & .
; i ne witn that
i ri W O5€ bieﬁdﬁ}g his furure fortu !
2 More able histor an, we purp ' { ) W ;is h
(}f 6EX (‘1{38 ! iﬁ {h@ Sﬁm{:{i ‘Z}f our h@r@ B@I’ Sp@ﬂg{,, aﬂd hZS ai:{l(}ﬁ“?} 8} lﬁd
o i i 1 SIVES.
gr()(}m and uﬂéeﬂtai{iﬁg thﬁ pOoI tant narration of them ours
3

CHAPTER IV

Laverick Wells

5 ¥,
E ;, aided by our friend Leech’s
W TRUST OUR OPENING CHAPTERS, aided by e
pencil, will have enabled our readers to emb{)dlgl suc bad pwgr inther
i i i thr e ¢ 8
i ill assist them in following us through i
mind’s eye as will assist the : se of
eregﬁﬁiﬁi@m We do not profess to have drawn such a portrait as}wﬂé
?ai:s@ the same sort of Sponge in the minds of all, but ;Nehtmst we ;Sa;n
» - » . . y ’stgr a
i : f style, and indication of character,
ven such a general outline o ) char:
izdmary knowledge of the world will enable them to imagine a %?Dd;
ishi nthou
pushing, free-and-easy sort of man, wishing to be a gentleman wi
3
knowing how. 5 ‘
Far fwre difficule is the task of conveying to our 1e,aders‘ Sﬁﬂz
information as will enable them to form an idea of {}m"‘hf:rc shways;n
" - T B 0 15‘: _
means. An accommodating world — especially the feg&e{ p@;z(;:;er‘ -
ibure nu racer, and fortune to the fox- s but
enerally atribute ruin to the , to e Do
?hauﬁh Mir Sponge’s large losses on the turf, as detailed by hirr
o

%
|
|
|
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Buckram on the occasion of their deal or ‘job,” would bring him in the
category of the unfortunates; stll that representation was nearly, if not
altogether, fabulous. That Mr Sponge might have lost a tiffe on the
great races of the year, we don’t mean to deny, but that he lost such 2
sum as eighteen hundred on the Derby, and seven on the Leger, we are
in a condition to contradict, for the best of all possible reasons, that he
hadn’t it to lose. At the same time we do not mean to arribute
falsehood to Mr Sponge - quite the CONIAry ~ it 18 0o UNComIMmon
thing for merchants and waders, men who ‘mlk in thousands,” to
declare that they lost twenty thousand by this, or forty thousand by
that, simply meaning that they didn’t make it, and if Mr Sponge, by
taking the longest of the long odds against the most wretched of the
outsiders, might have won the sums he named, he surely had a right to
say he lost them when he didn’t get them.

It never does to be indigenously poor, if we may use such a term, and
when 2 man gets to the end of his tether, he must have something or
somebody 1o blame rather than his own extravagance or imprudence,
and if there is no ‘rascally lawyer’ who has bolted wich his title-deeds,
or fraudulent agent who has misappropriated his funds, why then,
railroads, or losses on the trf; or joint-stock banks that have shut up at
short notice, come in as the scapegoats. Very willing hacks they are,
too, railways especially, and so frequently ridden, that it is no easy
matter to discriminate between the real and the fctitious loser.

But though we are able to contradict Mr Sponge’s losses on the
turf, we are sorry we are not able to elevate him to the riches the
character of a fox-hunter generally inspires. Sall, like many men of
whom the common observation is, ‘nobody knows how he lives,” Mr
Sponge always seemed well to do in the world. There was no
appearance of want about him. He always hunted; sometimes with
five horses, sometimes with four, seldom with less than three, though
at the period of our introduction he had come down W0 two.
Nevertheless, those two, provided he could but malke them ‘go,’ were
well calculated to do the work of four. And hack horses, of all sorts, it
may be observed, generally do double the work of private ones; and if
there is one man in the world better calculated to get the work out of
them than another, that man most assuredly is Mr Sponge. And this
reminds us, that we may as well state that his bargain with Buckram
was a sort of jobbing deal. He had to pay ten guineas a month for each
horse, with a sort of sliding scale of prices if he chose o buy ~ the
price of ‘Ercles’ (the big brown) being fixed at fifty, inclusive of hire at
the end of the first month, and gradually rising according to the
length of time he kept him beyond that; while Mulrum in Parvo, the
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resolute chesnut, was booked at thirty, with the right of buying at five
more, a contingency that Buckram little expected. He, we may add,
had got him for ten, and dear he thought him when he got him home.

The world was now all before Mr Sponge where to choose; and not
being the man to keep hack-horses to look at, we must be setting him
a-going.

‘Leicestersheer swells,’ as Mr Buckram would call them, with their
fourteen hunters and four hacks, will smile at the idea of 2 man going
from home to hunt with only a couple of ‘screws,” but Mr Sponge
knew what he was about, and didn’t want anyone to counsel him. He
knew there were places where a man can follow up the effect
produced by a red coat in the morning to great advantage in the
evening; and if he couldn’t hunt every day in the week, as he could
have wished, he felt he might fill up his tdme perhaps quite as
profitably in other ways. The ladies, to do them justice, are never at all
suspicious about men — on the ‘nibble’ — always taking it for granted,
they are ‘all they could wish,” and they know each other so well, that
any cautionary hints act rather in a man’s favour than otherwise.
Moreover, hunting men, as we said before, are all supposed to be rich,
and as very few ladies are aware that a horse can’t hunt every day in

the week, they just class the whole ‘genus’ fourteen-horse power men,
ten-horse power men, five-horse power men, two-horse power men,
together, and tying them in a bunch, label it ‘very rich,” and proceed to
take measures accordingly.
Let us now visit one of the ‘strongholds’ of fox and forrune-hunting.
A sudden turn of a long, gently-rising, but hitherto uninteresting
road, brings the posting traveller suddenly upon the rich well-wooded,
beautifully undulating vale of Fordingford, whose fine green pastures
are brightened with occasional gleams of a meandering river, flowing
through the centre of the vale. In the far distance, looking as though
_close upon the blue hills, though in reality several miles apart, sundry
spires and taller buildings are seen rising above the grey mists towards
which a straight, undeviating, matter-of-fact line of railway passing up
the right of the vale, directs the eye. This is the famed Laverick Wells,
the resort, as indeed all watering-places are, according to Newspaper

accounts, of

Knights and dames,
And all that wealth and lofty lineage claim.

At the period of which we write, however, Laverick Wells was in
ear favour — it had never known such times. Every house, eve
gr 3
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CHAPTER V

My Waftles

AMONG A HOST Of moSt MEritorious young men - {an‘y}ef g&om
would get up behind a bill for five hundred pounds without looking to
see that it wasn’t a thousand) — among a host. of most m&:m%m;;s
young men who made their appearance at Lavgnck Wells towards the
close of Mr Slocdolager’s reign, was Mr ’Wafﬁ:es; 4 most 811{61;{;1‘151?%
youth, just on the verge of arriving .of age, and into the possession o
very considerable amount of charming z;ead}f money. ledd
Were it not that a ‘proud aristocracy,” as Sir R{)i;srt Peel callec dfm,
have shown that they can get over any little deﬁmency of birth 1fk iige
is sufficiency of cash, we should have ‘f}}eught it necessary tqdma‘ e the
best of Mr Waffles’ pedigree, but the tide of opinion evidently 5fzt~un§
the other way, we shall just give it as we iz:ad it, and let the: %;(:ua
aristocracy reject him if they like. Mr Waﬁ?es father, then, was el ; ;»: ’
great grazier of a great brazer ~ whzf:h, we zire umfibie tg)__ silg,b Zde
small drop of ink having fallen,” not ‘Jike dew, bu;c like a lack beetle,
on the first letter of the word in our car;es;wandez‘it s communication, 1;
may do for either — but in one gf which tades .he macie gﬁzirlngt ﬁ(;e
money, and latish on in life married a lady who hitherto ha g
honourable office of dairy-maid in his heu@e; Shf.i was fine har;ﬁ iiozie
woman, and a year or two after the birth of ﬂ*ug their iml)y C ! o e
departed this life, nearer eighty than seventy, leaving an ‘inconsola ?"
&c., who unfortunately contracted matrimony with a ma‘ster} por
butcher, before she got the fine flattering Whlte moninent up, aauszlli
young Waffles to be claimed for dry-nursing by‘that expez;t mgtiz?ed e
High Court of Chancery; who, of course, had him properly g :i aed -
where, it is immaterial to relate, as we shall step on till we find hum at
Cgéé?f; jfriexﬂd, having proved rather too vivacious for ﬁ.lfi Ouxford Dom1
had been recommended to try the effects of the Laverzck}f\faﬂﬁ, or any
other waters he liked, and had arrived w}th a cagple of hunters andda
hack, much to the satisfaction of the neighbouring master of houn ~s
and his huntsman; for Waffles had ridden over and maimed more
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hounds to his own share, during the two seasons he had been at
Oxford, than that gentleman had been in the habit of appropriating o
the use of the whole university. Corresponding with that gentleman’s
delight at getting rid of him was Mr Slocdolager’s dismay at his
appearance, for fully satisfied that Oxford was the sear of fox-huntdng as
well as of all the other arts and sciences, Mr Waffles undertook to
enlighten him and his huntsman on the mysteries of their calling, and
‘Old Sloc,” as he was called, being a very silent man, while Mr Waffles
was 2 very noisy one, Sloc was nearly talked deaf by him.

Mr Waffles was just in the heyday of hot, rash, youthful indiscretion
and extravagance. He had not the slightest idea of the value of money,
and looked at the forrune he was so closely approaching as perfectly
inexhaustible. His rooms, the most spacious and splendid at that most
spacious and splendid hotel, the Imperial, were filled with a profusion
of the most useless but costly articles. Jewellery without end, pictures
innumerable, pictures that represented all sorts of mmaginary sums of
money, just as they represented all sorts of imaginary scenes, but whose
real worth or genuineness would never be tested till the owner wanted
to ‘convert them.’

Mr Waffles was a ‘precty man,” Tall, slim, and slight, with long curly
light hair, pink and white complexion, visionary whiskers, and a
tendency to moustache that could best be seen sideways. He had light
blue eyes; while his features generally were goad, but expressive of
litle beyond great good-humour. In dress, he was both smart and
various; indeed, we feel a difficulty in fixing him in any particular
costume, so frequent and opposite were his changes. He had coats of
every cut and colour. Sometimes he was the racing man with a bright-
button’d Newmarket brown cut-away, and white-cord wousers, with
drab cloth-boots: anon, he would be the officer, and shine forth in 2
fancy forage cap, cocked jauntily over a profusion of well-waxed curls,
a richly-braided surtout, with military over-alls strapped down over
highly-varnished boots, whose hypocritical heels would sport a pair of
large rowelled, long-necked, ringing, brass spurs. Sometimes he was a

Jack tar, with a litde glazed hat, a once-round tve, a checked shirt, a
blue jacket, roomy trousers, and broad-stringed pumps; and, before
the admiring ladies had well digested him in that dress, he would be
seen cantering away on a long-uiled white barb, in a pea-green
duck-hunter, with cream-coloured leather and rose-tinted tops.
He was

All things by rurns, and nothing long.
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Such was the gentlemnan elected to succeed the silent, matter-of-fact
Mr Slocdolager in the important office of Master of the Laverick Wells
Hunt; and whatever may be the merits of either —upon which we pass
no opinion — it cannot be denied that they were essentially different.
Mr Slocdolager was a man of few words, and notat all a ladies’ man.
He could not even talk when he was crammed with wine, and though
he could hold a good quantity, people soon found out they might just
as well pour it into a jug as down his throat, so they gave up asking him
out. He was 2 man of few coats, as well as of few words; one on, and
one off, being the extent of his wardrobe. His scarlet was growing
plum-colour, and the rest of his hunting-costume has been already
glanced at. He lodged above Smallbones, the veterinary-surgeon, in a
little back street, where he lived in the quietest way, dining when he
came in from hunting — dressing, or rather changing, only when he was
wet, hunting each fox again over his brandy-and-water, and bundling
off to bed long before many of his ‘field’ had left the dining-room. He
was little better than a better sort of huntsman.

Waffles, as we said before, had made himself conspicuous towards
the close of Mr Slocdolager’s reign, chiefly by his dashing costume, his
reckless riding, and his off-hand way of blowing up and slanging
people.

Indeed, a stranger would have taken him for the master, a delusion
that was heightened by his riding with a formidable-looking sherry-
case, in the shape of a horn, at his saddle. Save when engaged in
sucking this, his tongue was never at fault. It was jabber, jabber, jabber;
chatter, chatter, chatter; prattle, pratele, prattle; occasionally about
something, oftener about nothing, but in cover or out, stiff country or
open, trotting or galloping, wet day or dry, good scenting day or bad,
Waffles’ clapper never was at rest. Like all noisy chaps, too, he could
not bear anyone to make 2 noise but himself. In furtherance of his, he
called in the aid of his Oxfordshire rhetoric. He would holloo 4t
people, designating them by some peculiarity that he thought he conld
wriggle out of, if necessary instead of artacking them by name. Thus, if
a man spoke, or placed himself where Waffles thought he ought not to
be (that is to say, anywhere but where Waffles was himself), he would
exclaim, ‘Pray, sir, hold your wngue! — you, sirl - no, sir, not you - the
man that speaks as if he had a brush in his throat!” - or, ‘Do come away,
sirl — you, sir! — the man in the mushroom-looking hat!” ~ or, ‘that
gentleman in the parsimonious boots!” looking at someone with very

nArTOW tops.

Still he was a rattling, good-natured, harum-scarum fellow; and
masterships of hounds, memberships of Parliament — all expensive
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unmoney-making offices ~ being things that most men are anxious to
foist upon their friends, Mir Waffles’ big talk and interference in the
field procured him the honour of the first refusal. Not that he was the
man to refuse, for he jumped at the offer, and, as he would be of age
before the season came round, and would have got all his money out of
Chancery, he disdained to talk about a subscription, and boldly took
the hounds as his own. He then became a very important personage at
Laverick Wells.

He had always been a most important personage among the ladies
but as the men couldn’t marry him, those who didn’t want to bormv‘;
money of him, of course, ran him down. It uzsed o be, ‘Look at that
dandified ass, Waffles, I declare the sight of him makes me sicky or
“What a barber’s apprentice that fellow is, with his ringlets all gmearedi
with Macassar. ”

Now it was Waffles this, Waffles that, “Who dines with Waffles?’
‘Waffles is the best fellow under the sun! By Jingo, I know no such man
as Waffles!” ‘Most deserving young man!’

In arriving at this conclusion, their judgement was greatly assisted by
the magnificent way he went to work. Old Tom Towler, the whip, who
had toiled at his calling for twenty long years on fifty pounds and’what
he could ‘pick up,” was advanced to a hundred and ﬁ&y, with a couple
of men under him. Instead of riding worn-out, tumble-down, twenty-
pound screws, he was mounted on hundred-guinea horses, for which
ﬂ}ﬁ dealers were to have a couple of hundred, when they were paid.
Everything was in the same proportion.

Mr Waffles’ succession to the hunt made a great commotion among
tiag fair — many elegant and interesting young ladies, who had been
going on the pious tack against the Reverend Solomon Winkeyes, the
pgpuiar bachelor-preacher of St Margaret’s, teaching in his Sché@is
distributing his tracts, and collecting the penny subscriptions for h;is’
clothing th’b? now took to riding in fan-tailed habits and feathered
hats, and talking about leaping and huntng, and riding over rails. Mr
Wafﬁes had a pound of hat-swings sent him in a week, and muffatees
innumerable. Some, we are sorry to say, worked him cigar-cases, He, in
return, having expended a vast of toil and ingenuity in invenﬁné a
‘button,’ now had several dozen of them worked up it brooches
which he scattered about with a liberal hand. It was not one of ?oulz
matter-of-fact story-telling buttons — a fox with “T'arry-10, or a fox’s

head grinning in grim death — making a red coat look like a minjarure
butcher’s shamble, but it was one of your queer twisting lettered
concerns, that may pass either for a military button, or a naval button
or a club button, or even fora livery button. The letters, two W, weré
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so skilfully entwined, that even a compositor - and compositors are
people who can read almost anything - would have been puzzled to
decipher it. The letters were gilt, riveted on steel, and the wearers of
the button-brooches were very soon dubbed by the non-recipients,
‘Mr Waffles’ sheep.”

A fine button naturally requires a fine coat to put it on, and many
were the consultations and propositions as to what it should be.
Mr Slocdolager- had done nothing in the decorative d.epsrtment; and
many thought the failure of funds was a good deal atiribueable to chat
fact, Mr Waffles was not the man to lose an opportunity of adding
another costume to his wardrobe, and after an infinity of wouble, and |
rrials of almost all the colours of the rainbow, he at length settled the
following uniform, which, at least, had the charm of I‘li}Vel‘i’l}f o
recommend it. The morning, or hunt-coat, was to be scarlet, with a
creamn-coloured collar and cuffs; and the evening, or dress coat, was to
be cream-colour, with a scarlet collar and cuffs, and scarlet sitk facings
and linings, looking as if the wearer had turned the-morning one ivnside
out. Waistcoats, and other articles of dress, were left to the choice of
the wearer, experience having proved that they are articles it is
impossible to legislate upon with any effect.

The old ladies, bless their disinterested hearts, alone looked on the
hound freak with other than feelings of approbation. .

They thought it a pity he should take them. They szshed‘ he
mightn’t injure himself ~ hounds very expensive zhi@gs ~ led to habits
of irregularity — should be sorry to see such a nice young man as
Mr Waffles led astray — not that it would make any difference to them,
but — (looking significantly at their daughters). No fox had been hunted
by more hounds than Waffles had been by the ladies; but though he
had chatted and prattled with fifty fair maids — anyone of wh{)m he
might have found difficult to resist, if ‘pinned’ single-handed by, in 2
country house, yet the multiplicity of assailants cormnpletely mmml%sed
each other, and verified the truth of the adage that there is ‘safety in a
crowd.

If prety, lisping Miss Wordsworth thought she had shot an arrow
home to his heart over night, a fresh smile and dart from lirtle Mary
Ogleby’s dark eyes extracted it in the morning, and made him think .of
her dll the commanding figure and noble air of the Honourable Miss
Letitia Amelia Susannah Jemimah de Jenkins, in all the elegance of
first-rate millinery and dressmakership, drove her completely from his
mind, to be in turn displaced by someone more bewitching.
Mr Waffles was reputed to be made of money, and he went at it as
though he thought it utterly impossible to get through it. He was
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greatly aided in his endeavours by the fact of its being all in the funds -
a great convenience to the spendthrift. It keeps him constantly in cash
and enables him to ‘cut and come again,”’ as q;zic.’i{ as ever he likes. Land’
is not half so accommodating; neither is money on mortgage. What
with tirne spent in investigating a title, or giving notice ro ‘pzy m,” an
mdﬁsgisug man wants a second loan by the time, or perhaps before he
gets the first. Acres are not easy of conversion, and the mere fact of
wantng to sell implies a deficiency somewhere. With money in the
funds, 2 man hgﬁ nothing to do but lodge a power of attorney with his
broker, and write up for four or five thousand pounds, just as he would
write to his booumnaker for four or five pairs of boots, the only
difference being, that in all probability the money would be down
before the boots. Then, with money in the funds, a man keeps up his
credit to the far end — the last thousand telling no more tales than the
first, and making just as good a show.

We are almost afraid to say what Mr Waffles’ means were, but we
really believe, at the time he came of age, that he had £100,000 in the
ﬁzgds, which were nearly at ‘par’ — 3 term expressive of each hundred
being worth a hundred, and not eighty-nine or ninety pounds 25 is now
the case, which makes a considerable difference in the melting. Now a
real bona fide £100,000 always counts as three in common parlance
Which latter sum would yield a larger income than gilds the horizon 0%
the most mercenary mother’s mind, say ten thousand a-year, which we
believe is generally allowed to be “v-g—4—2—#y handsome.’

No wonder, then, that Mr Waffles was such a hero. Another great
recommendation about him was, that he had not had time to be much
plucked. Many of the young men of fortune that appear upon town
have lost half their feathers on the race-course or the gaming-table
before the ladies ger a chance ar them; but here was a nice, fresh-
coloured youth, with all his downy verdure full upon him. It rakes a

vast of clothes, even at Oxford prices, to come to a thousand pounds,
and if we allow four or five thousand for his other exravagances he
could not have done much harm to a hundred thousand. ’

Our friez}d, soon finding that he was ‘cock of the walk,” had no notion
of ‘exchangmg his greatness for the nothingness of London, and, save
gomng up occasionally to see about opening the flood-gates of his
fortune, he spent nearly the whole summer at Laverick Wells, A fine
season it was, t00 ~ the finest season the Wells had ever known, When
at i§ngth the long London season closed, there was a rush of rank and
fasi“%jon to the English watering-places, quite unparalleled in the ‘recol-
lection of the oldest inhabitants.” There were blooming widows in every
stage of grief and woe, from the becoming cap to the fashionable corset
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eased. ¢
and ball flounce — widows who would never forget the dear dewafdy \fr
think of any other man — unless be bad at least five z‘b{)fzsmzid a gem. ?vexjé
1 ! .
i arthing if the man was ‘only handsome;” an
irls, = dr’t care a farthing if the man :
B ’ would look very different when
ili as ‘egeing them on,” who would ook very
smiling mammas ‘egging t , : ‘ i '
the sime to the horrid £ s. d. And this mercantile expression leads us
B . [N - p . 1
to fz}]}p observation that we know nothing so dissimilar az a U’g(%mg. to:g:e
) wat is bustle acuvity; in
i e one, all is bustle, hurry, an
and a watering-place. In th \ dactviey n &
' : ough the day.
’t seem to know what to do to get thr
other, people don't seem 5
The g:?ty fmd West-End present somewhat of the contrast, .bm niot 0
i ng-places.
the extent of manufacturing or sea-port tOWns and W?tter;r;g };f o
Bathing-places are a shade better than Watermgwpiac@ mtb;;hi};g of
it stari e wng th ,
i an sit staring at the sea, coun
occupation, for people ¢ ‘ ounting | > ot
polishing their nails with a shell, whereas, at watermg piac\,s,1 theyk e
senerally little to do but stare at and talk of each other, and ‘mark the
D rogress £ the day, by alternately drinking at the wells, cating at the
gmgfﬁss % wandezi:;g between the library and the railway-station. The
1otels, an . acion. e
hcﬁies’get on better, for where there are ladies there are aiwa'}o ﬁt;e
i 7
shops, and what between turning over the g@{){isj and Swea}gmg% o
shops, : )
streets with their trains, making calls, and arranging parters o;}; ! i;
they get through their time very pleasantly; but what is ‘life’ to then
often death to the men.

CHAPTER VI

To Laverick Wells

THE FLATTERING ACCOUNTS Mr Sponge ;e:ad in the papﬁ;s of &;

distinguished company assembled at Laverick Vj{;:ﬁs, togett err v;it@ '
i " oner, Mr

ils of the princely magnificence of the wealthy commoner,
%?:%150 who ai}pears}(]i to entertain all the world at dm’ﬁ: ?&ef eail:;
hunti ink it would be a very likely piace

day’s hunting, made Mr Sponge think it wou .

qjiz ghim. Agcordmgiy, thither he despatched Mr Leather W{ti the

;edsubtabie horses by the road, intending to follow in as many hours

il as i ' ] foor.
7 the rail as it ook them days to tudge on o

byfza;ifz;s have helped hunting as well as other things, and enabges a

man 0 glide down into the grass ‘sheers,” as Mr Buckr%;m C’ai-ls them,

with as little trouble, and in as short a time almost, as 1t rook him to

%
%
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g
accormplish a meet at Croydon, or at the Magpies at Staines, Bur to 6ur
groom and horses,

Mr Sponge was too good a judge to disfigure the horses with the
miserable, pulpy, weather-bleached job-saddles and bridles of ‘Tivery,
but had them properly turned out with well-made, slighdy-worn
London ones of his own, and nice, warm brown woollen rugs, below
broadly-bound, blue-and-white-striped sheeting, with richly-braided
lettering, and blue and white cordings. A good saddle and bridle makes
a difference of ten pounds in the looks of almost any horse. There is no
need because a man rides a hack-horse to proclaim it to all the world; a
fact that few hack-horse letters seem to be aware of. Perhaps, indeed,
they think ro advertise them by means of their inferior appointments.

Leather, too, did his best to keep up appearances, and turned out in a
very stud-groomish-looking, basket-burtoned, brown cutaway, with a
clean swriped vest, ample white cravar, drab breeches and boots, that
looked as though they had brushed through a few bullfinches; and so
they had, but not with Leather’s legs in them, for he had bought them
second-hand of a pad groom in distress. His hands were encased in
cat’s-skin sable gloves, showing that he was a gentleman who liked to
be comfortable. Thus accoutred, he rode down Broad Streer at
Laverick Wells, looking like a fine, faithfal old tamily servan, with a
slight scorbutic affection of the nose. He had everything correctly
arranged in true sporting marching order. The collar-shanks were
neatly coiled under the headstalls, the clothing tightly rolled and
balanced above the litle saddle-bags on the led horse, Mulrom in
Parvo’s back, with the story-telling whip sticking through the roller.

Leather arrived atr Laverick Wells just as the first shades of a
November night were drawing on, and anxious mammas and careful
chaperons were separating their fair charges from their respective
admirers and the dreaded night air, leaving the streets to the gas-light
men and youths ‘who love the moon.” The girls having been with-
drawn, licentious youths linked arms, and bore down the broad pavd,
quizzing this person, laughing at that, and staring the pin-stickers and
straw-chippers out of countenance.

‘Here’s an arrival?” exclaimed one. ‘Dash my buttons, who have we
here?” asked another, as Leather hove in sight. “That’s not a bad
looking horse,” observed a third. ‘Bid him five pounds for it for me,
rejoined a fourth,

‘Isay, old Bardolph! who do them ’ere quadrupeds belong to?” asked
one, taking a scented cigar out of his mouth.

Leather, though as impudent a dog as any of them, and far more
than a match for the best of them at a tournament of stang, being on his
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preferment, thought it best to be civil, and replied with a touch of his
hat, that they were ‘Mr Sponge’s.’

‘Ah! old sponge biscuits! — I know him!” exclaimed a youth in a Tweed
wrapper. ‘My father married his aunt. Give my love to him, and tell
him to breakfasc with me at six in the morning — be/ be/ bel’

‘I say, old boy, that copper-coloured quadruped hasn’t got all his
shoes on before,” squeaked a childish voice, now raised for the first
time. .

“That’s intended, gov’nor, growled Leather, riding on, indignant at the
idea of anyone attempting to ‘sell him’ with such an old stable joke. So
Leather passed on through the now splendidly lic up streets, the large
plate-glass windowed shops, radiant with gas, exhibiting rich, many-
coloured velvets, silver gauzes, ribbons withour end, fancy flowers,
elegant shawls labelled “Very chaste,” “Patronised by Royalty,” ‘Quite
the go!’ and white kid-gloves in such profusion that there seemed to be
a pair for every person in the place.

Mr Leather established himself at the ‘Eclipse Livery and Bait
Stables,” in Pegasus Street, or Peg Street, as it is generally called, where
he enacted the character of stud-groom to perfection, doing nothing
himself, but seeing that others did his work, and strurting consequen-
tially with the corn-sieves at feeding time.

After Leather’s long London experience, it is natural to suppose that
he would not be long in falling in with some old acquaintance at a place
like the “Wells,” and the first night fortunately brought him in contact
with a couple of grooms who had liad the honour of his acquaintance
when in all the radiance of his glass-blown wigged prosperity as body-
coachman to the Duke of Dazzleron and who knew nothing of the
wreadmill, or his subsequent career, This introduction served with his
own easy assurance, and the deference country servants always pay to
London ones, at once to give him standing, and it is creditable to the
etiguette of servitude to say, that on joining the ‘Mutton-chop and
Mealy-potato Club,” at the Cat and Bagpipes, on the second night after
his arrival, the whole club rose to receive him on entering, and placed
him in the post of honour, on the right of the president.

He was very soon quite at home with the whole of them, and ready
to tell anything he knew of the great families in which he had lived. Of
course, he abused the duke’s place, and said he had been obliged to give
him ‘hup’ at last, ‘bein’ quite an unpossible man to live with; indeed, his
only wonder was, that he had been able to put hup with him so long.’
The duchess was a ‘good cretur,” he said, and, indeed, it was mainly on
her account that he stayed, but as to the duke, he was — everything that
was bad, in short.

MR SPONGE’S SPORTING TOUR 3
Mr Sp{mg@, on the other hand, had no reason to complain.of ¢h
co;wufs in which his stud-groom painted him. Instead of bein t}f
s}.nrtlasg strapper of a couple of vicious hack hunters, Leather iade
himself out to be the general superintendent of the Ogsz,ﬂ@m owner £ :
large stud. The exact number varied with the number of éiaeées of oy
Leather had taken, but he never had less than a dozen, andﬁ f;omeuir;g;
as many as twenty hunters under his care. These, he said, were planted
all over the kingdom; some at Melton, to * "unt with the ba@m” some
athcrthampmn, to * "unt with the Pytchley; ‘some at Lincoln t; “un
with Lord "Enry;” and some at Louth, to “ unt with’ - he d,id;i’t kno*;
who. What a fine flattering, well-spoken world this is, when the
spfaaker can raise his own consequence by our elevation! bne ;W{)ukg
thjrixk thgt ‘envy, hatred, malice, and all uncharitableness.’ had gone to
Cahf{)rmgﬁ ﬁ} weak-minded man might have his head mm’ed by ieariﬁ
the df:scm.puon given of him by his friends. But hear the same party oi
.the running-down tack! — when either his own mportance is not
m*(@iﬁ;fd,wm d;ire offence makes it worth his while ‘to cut off his nose to
1 e H ; i ‘
Zp{gﬁ 512 ﬁg; (gi;;dizi would recognise the portrait then drawn as one
Mr Lsgther, as we said before, was in the laudatory strain, but, like
many indiscreet people, he overdid it. Not content with magn;fym’ the
stud to the liberal extent already described, he must needs ugf his
master’s riding, and indulge in insinuations about ‘shewingu tiem aii
the way," and so on. Now nothing ‘aggrawates’ other grooms so much
as this sort of threat, and few things travel quicker than these sort of
vapourings to their masters’ ears. Indeed, we can only excuse the
lengths to which Leather went, on the ground of his pre;vioug coachin
career not having afforded him a due insight into the delicacies _of thg
hunting stable; it being remembered that he was only now acting as
stud-groom for the first time. However, be that as it may, he brewe;? u
a g?ryemty storm, a?d the longer it raged the stronger it became. ’
bursﬁg;d iiitsia ét! exgian:ie'd young S;.)areneck,‘ the steeplechase rider,
g corer’s billiard-room in the midst of 2 full gathering
?/;10 were i-oekmg on at a grand game of pool, ¢ ’Ord dash it! there’sge;
“{; ; ;)Z Zzizzii}}o swears by Jove that he’ll take the shine out of us all,
‘Tl play him for what he likes!” exclaimed the coo] coatless Capta
Macer, striking his ball away for a cannon. ’ e
‘ ,‘Hzmg your play!” replied Spareneck; ‘you’re always thinking of play —
1t's bunting I'm talking of,’ bringing his heavy, silver-mounted ie?kfz
whip a crack down his leg, ? e
You don’t say so” exclaimed Sam Shortcut, who had been flatrered
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iked eared his pluck might be
into riding rather harder than he liked, and feared his pluck mig
'8
uc to the test. o
’ “What a ruffian?’ — (puff) — observed Mr Waffles, talang his cigar
4 ‘ ressed acket-player
from his mouth as he sat on the bench, dressed as 2 Ia'(ikez player,
L . 5 > - PR
looking on at the game, ‘he shalln’t ride roughshod over us. 7 .
“That be shalln’t? exclaimed Caingey Thornton, Mr Watfles’s pren.
ly, and constant trencherman. ‘
toady, and constan . ) | -
‘1’3}? ride bim? tejoined Mr Spareneck, jockeying };}15 a;:miimeé
S oo
flourishing his whip as if he was at work, adding: ‘his GI’G r?n by : thé
i + - M 5, e
frosty-whiskered trumpeter of a groom says he’s coming GOwn by
ﬁv‘:};’db{:k train. 1 vote we go and meet him — invite him to 2
ight »
steeplechase by moonligl < | B
‘fmt{: we go and see him, at all events,’ observed Frank é&;@pe v,
i i ing, * : e o
laying down his cue and putting on his coat, adding, ,I Shou,h i gum
see a man bold enough to heard a whole hunt — especially such a hun

as ours. ) ’ é ) .
i Ei 5 C i G g
s thﬁ g&ﬂiﬁ h}: St GbSiﬁz Vﬁ»d uapiahi NE&C T, W}i h i &thiﬁ i§L

best of it ‘ e
‘No, leave the balls as they are dll we come back,s re;eﬂiﬁed dL }e
i : e
Stringjer' ‘we shall be late. See, it’s only wen 7o, now, w{gﬂmﬁie ! ;
3 ‘ )
i imepiece al fire; whereupon there was
i the timepiece above the fire; whereupc |
D ting awa ! sats, seeking of hats, sorting of
i ; rrying on of coats, seeking =
utting away of cues, hurry; ecking of ha
gf;i(’ks gand a general desertion of the room for the railway station.
ks,

CHAPTER VII

Our Hero Avrives at Laverick Wells

PUNCTUAL TO THE MOMENT, the “z"aiiway train, ;@gves};zge rz:}‘;t;
redoubtable genius, glid into the Weiimnghmdy Clﬁg‘;ﬁlﬁt1 ;‘t@r QS aon of
{averick Wells, and out of a first-class carriage emer g@fl. . % 2 FE;O
a ‘down the road’ coat, carrying 2 hmrsewsheet wrapper %n‘ is ii‘f; e.s -
small and insignificant did the station seem after F}?e gzgaz’ft;;‘, opes of
London, that Mr Sponge thought he had wasted %uys ﬁ’;;ni} 1{}3;31" W%} :
first-class ticker, seeing there was no one to knpw f i ea ; gzi o
was in attendance, having received him hat in hand, with

- unters undeceived him:
deference due to the master of twenty hunters, soon unc
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on that point. Having eased him of his wrapper, and enquired about his
luggage, and despatched a porter for a fly, they stood together over the
porunanteau and hat-box dll it arrived.

‘How are the horses?” asked Sponge.

‘Oh, the osses be nicely, sir,’ replied Leather; ‘they travelled down
uncommon well, and I've had ’em both removed sin they com’d, so
either on "em is fit to go i’ the mornin’ that you think proper.’

‘Where are the hounds?” asked our hero,

*’Ounds be at Whirleypool Windmill,’ replied Leather, ‘that’s about
five miles off”

‘What sort of country is it?” enquired Sponge, :

‘It be a stiffish country from all accounts, with a good deal o water
jumpin’; that is to say, the Liffey runs twistin’ and twinin’ about it like a
HEel”

“Then T'd better ride the brown, I chink,” observed Sponge, after a
pause: ‘he has size and stride enough to cover anything, if he will but
face water.’

‘T'll warrant him for that,’ replied Leather; ‘only let the Latchfords
well into him, and he’ll go.’ ~

‘Are there many hunting-men down?’ enquired our friend, casually.

‘Great many,’ replied Leather, ‘great many; some good "ands among
‘em t00; at least so say their grums, though I never believe all these
jockeys say. There be some on 'em ’ere now,’ observed Leather, in an
under tone, with a wink of his roguish eye, and jerk of his head towards
where a knot of them stood eyeing our friend most intently,

‘Which?’ enquired Sponge, looking about the thinly-peopled station.

“There,” replied Leather, ‘those by the book-stall. That be Mr
Waffles,” continued he, giving his master a touch in the ribs as he

jerked his portmanteau into a fly, ‘that be M Waffles) repeated he,
with a knowing leer.

‘Which!” enquired Mr Sponge eagerly. ,

“The gent in the green wide-awake ’at, and big-button’d overcoat,
replied Leather, ‘jest now aspeakin’ to the youth in the tweed and all
tweed; that be Master Caingey Thornton, as big a little blackguard as
any in the place ~ lives upon Waffles, and yet never has a good word to
say for him, no, nor for no one else — and vet to ‘ear the little devil
a-talkin’ to him, you'd really fancy he believed there wasn’t not never
sich another man i’ the world as Waffles - not another sich rider — not

another sich racket-player — not another sich pigeon-shooter — not
another sich fine chap altogether.’

‘Has Thornton any horses?’ asked Sponge,
‘Not he,” replied Leather, ‘not he, nor the gen'lman next him
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nouther ~ he, in the pilot coat, with the whip sticking out of the pocker,
nor the one in the coffee-coloured "at, nor none on "em in face;” adding,
‘they all live on Squire Waffles — breakfast with him ~ dine with him ~
drink with him — smoke with him — and if any on 'em "appen to "ave an
‘orse, why they sell to him, and so ride for nothin’ themselves.

‘A convenient sort of gentleman,” observed Mr Sponge, thinking he,
to0, might accommodate him.

The fly-man now touched his hat, indicative of a wish to be off,
having a fare waiting elsewhere. Mr Sponge directed him to proceed t©
the Brunswick Hotel, while, accompanied by Leather, he proceeded on
foot to the stables.

Mr Leather, of course, had the valuable srud under lock and key,
with every crevice and air-hole well stuffed with straw, as if they had
been the most valuable horses in the world. Having produced the ring-
key from his pocker, Mr Leather opened the door, and having got his
master in, speedily closed it, lest a breath of fresh air rnight intrude.
Having lighted a lucifer, he turned on the gas, and exhibited the
blooming-coated horses, well lirtered in straw, showing that he was not
the man to pay four-and-twenty shillings a week for nothing. Mr
Sponge stood eyeing them for some seconds with evident approbation.

If anyone asks you about the horses, you can say they are mine, you
know,’ at length observed he, casually, with an emphasis on the mine.

“In course, replied Leather.

I mean, you needn’t say anything about their being jobs, observed
Sponge, fearing Leather might’t exactly ‘rake.’

You trust me, replied Leather, with a knowing wink and a jerk of his
elbow against his master’s side; “you trust me,’ repeated he, with a look
as much as to say, ‘we understand each other.”

“Pve hadded a few to them, indeed,” continued Leather, looking to
see how his master took it.

Have you?’ observed Mr Sponge, enquiringly.

“Pve made out that you've as good as twenty, one way or another,
observed Leather; ‘some ’ere, some there, all over in fact, and that you
jest run about the country, and "unt with oever comes huppermost.”

“Well, and what's the upshot of it all?’ enquired Mr Sponge, thinking
his groom seemed wonderfully enthusiastic in his interest.

“Why, the hupshot of it is,” replied Leather, ‘that the men are all
mad, and the women all wild to see you. I hear at iy club, the Murton
Chop and Mealy Potato Club, which is frequented by flunkies as well
as grums, that there’s nothin’ talked of at dinner or tea, but the terrible
rich stranger that’s a comin’, and the gals are all pulling caps, who's to

have the first chance.’
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‘Indeed,” observed Mr Sponge, chuckling ar the sensation &
creating, | i
) “The Miss Shapsets, there be five on ’em, have had a game at fly]
for you,” continued Leather, ‘at least so their lirde maid tells ;nf» e

‘“Ply whar?’ enquired Mr Sponge. o

‘Fly loo,” repeated Leather, “fly loo.’

Mr Sponge shook his head. For once he was not ‘fly.’

‘You‘see,’ continued Leather, in explanation, ‘their father is one of
d?em mghvt—iaced candlestick priests wot abhors all sorts of wice and
bimm@f%tj{, and won’t stand card playin’, or gamblin’, or nothin’ o’
that SOrt, $0 the young ladies when they want to settle a point, who's to
?e m:arrzgc} first, or whofs to have the richest “usband, pia;/ fly ﬁoa.
Sposing it’s at breakfast time, they all sit quiet and sober like round the
table, lookin’ as if butter wouldn’t melt in their mouths, and each has a
lamp 0’ sugar on her plate, or by her cup, or somewhere, and whoever
can ’tice a fly to come to her sugar first, wins the wager ;)f whatever i
is they play for. ’ e

‘Five on ’em,’ as Leather said, being a hopeless number to extract any

good from, Mr Sponge changed the subject by giving orders for thg
MOITow.

,NH Sponge’s appearance being decidedly of the sporting order, and
hz§ horses maintaining the character, did not alleviate the agi;?ted
minds qf the sporting beholders, ruffled as they were with *ﬂ;e
:threeiltemng, vapouring insinuations of the Coachn%anwgraoiza Peter
Leamer,‘ There is nothing sets men’s backs up so readily, as a hiym téaat
anyone is coming to take the ‘shine’ out of them across country. We
have known the most deadly feuds engendered between pardes w%ac:
never spoke to each other by adroit go-berweens reporting to each
what the other said, or, perhaps, did not say, but what the ; 0-
betweens’ knew would so rouse the British lion as to make each ridf::o
destruction if necessary. M

‘He’s a varmine-looking chap,” observed Mr Waffles, as the party
returned from the railway station; ‘shouldn’t wonder if heﬁ can go — dare
say he’ll ory ~ shouldn’t wonder if he’s floored — awfully suff e:(mn;cr
this for horses that are not used to it — most likely his are 'Leicester’shiri
nags, used to fly — won’t do here. If he attempts to take some of f}ui big
banked bullfinches in his stride, with a yawner on each side, will .
into grief. 3 -

‘Hang him,” interrupted Caingey Thornton, ‘there are good men in
all counries’ i

25;0 there arfziy exciaimed Mr Spareneck, the steeplechase rider.

I've no notion of a fellow lording it, because he happens to come out

\
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of Leicestershire,” rejoined Mr Thornton.

‘Nor 17’ exclaimed Mr Spareneck.

“Why doesn’t he stay in Leicestershire?” asked Mr Hoppey, now
raising his voice for the first ime — adding, ‘“Who asked him here?’

“Who, indeed?’ sneered Mr Thornton,

In this mood our friends arrived at the Imperial Hotel, where there
was always a dinner the day before hunting — a dinner that, somehow,
was served up in Mr Waffles’s rooms, who was allowed the privilege of
paying for all those who did not pay for themselves; rather a consider-
able number, we believe.

The best of everything being good enough for the guests, and
profuse liberality the order of the day, the cloth generally disappeared
before a contented audience, whatever humour they might have sat
down in. As the least people can do who dine at an inn and don’t pay
their own shot, is to drink the health of the man who does pay, Mr
Waffles was always lauded and applauded to the skies - such a master —
such a sportsman - such knowledge — such science — such a pattern-
card, On this oceasion the toast was received with extra enthusiasm, for

the proposer, Mr Caingey Thornton, who was desperately in want of a
mount, after going the rounds of the old laudatory course, alladed to
the threatened vapourings of the stranger, and expressed his firm belief
that he would ‘meet with his match,” a ‘eaking of the bull by the horns,’
that met with very considerable favour from the wine-flushed party,
the majority of whom, at that moment, made very ‘small,’ in their own
minds, of the biggest fence that ever was seen.

There is nothing so easy 2s going best pace over the mahogany.

Mr Waffles, who was received with considerable applause, and patting
of the table, responded 1o the toast in his usual felicivous style, assuring
the company that he lived but for the enjoyment of their charming
society, and that all the money in the world would be useless, if he hadn’t
Laverick Wells to spend it in. With regard to the vapourings of a
‘certain gentleman,’ he thought it would be very odd if some of them
could not take the shine out of him, observing that ‘Brag’ was a good
dog, but ‘Holdfast’ was a better, with certain other sporting similes and
phrases, all indicative of showing fight. The steam is soon got up after
dinner, and as they were all of the same miind, and all agreed that 2 gross
insult had been offered to the hunt in general, and themselves in
particular, the only question was, how to revenge it. At last they hit upon
it. Old Slocdolager, the late master of the hunt, had been in the habit of
having Tom Towler, the hunesman, to his lodgings the night before
huntng, where, over a glass of gin-and-water, they discussed the doings
of the day, and the general arrangements of the country.

MR SPONGE’'S SPORTING TOUR

_} i
Mr Waffles had had him in sometmes, though for a diffes
purpose — at least, in reality for 2 diff .t .

» In reality for a different purpose, though he alway

Ve

&

madc hunting the excuse for sending for him, and that PUIpose was,
try how many silver fox’s heads full of port wine Tom could carryjafg
:Mt;i}()iit tumbling, and the old fellow being rather liquorishly inclined
had never made any objection to the experiment. Mr Waffles now
wanted him, to endeavour, under the mellowing influence of drink, to
get him to enter cordially into what he knew would be distastefial ro ;h{g
old sportsman’s feelings, namely, to substitute 2 ‘drag’ for the legiti-
mate find and chase of the fox. Hox-hunting, though exciting and
exhilarating at all times, excepr, perhaps, when the “fallows are dying,’
and the sportsman feels that in all probability the further he goes the
{uz’?;.her }ltiﬁ is left behind - Fox-hunting, we say, though exciting and
exhilarating, does not, when the real truth is spoken, present such
conveniences for neck-breaking, as people, who take their ideas from
Mr Ackermann’s print shop window, imagine. That there are large
pia{:es in most fences is perfectly true; but that there are also weak ones
is #gg :c}}e fact, and a practised eye catches up the latter uncommonly
qu1€1§~ Therefore, though a madman may ride at the big places, a sane
man is not expected to follow; and even should anyone be tempted so
to do, the madman having acted pioneer, will have cleared the Way, or
at all events proved its practicability for the follower, o
In addition to this, however, hounds having to smell as they go,
cannot travel at the ultra steeplechase pace, so opposed 1o ‘i{){}i{i}lé
bet;“ore you leap,” and so conducive to danger and difficulty, and as
going even at a fair pace depends upon the state of the atmosphere, and
the scent thé% fox leaves behind, it is evident that where mere dairiﬁg
hard. nf!mg is the object, a fox-hunt cannor be depended upon for
f;gr:mshmg t.he necessary accommodation. A drag-hunt is quite 2
different thing. The drag can be made to any strength; enabling
@Quﬂds to run as if they were tied to it, and can be trailed so as to bring
in all the dangerous places in the country with a cerwain air of
plausibility, enabling 2 man to look round and exclaim, as he crams ar a
bullfinch or brook, ‘he’s leading us over a most desperate Céuntﬁy -
never saw such fencing in all my life! Drag-hunting, however, as we
said before, is not popular with sportsmen, certainly not with hur;:smﬁﬁ
and though our friends with their wounded feelings determined m,
%mfe one, they had yet to smooth over old Tom to get him to come
into their views. That was now the difficuiley.
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CHAPTER Vil

Old Tom Towler

Tuers arE FEW more difficult persons to identify than a huntsman in

undress, and of all queer ones perhaps old Tom Towler was the
queerest. T'om in his person furnished an apt illustration of the right
appropriation of talent and the fimess of things, for he would neither
have made a groom, nor a coachman, nor a postilion, nor a footman,
nor a ploughman, nor a mechanic, nor anything we know of, and yet he
was first-rate as a huntsman. He was too weak for a groom, too small
for a coachman, too ugly for 2 postilion, too stunted for a foounan, too
light for a ploughman, wo useless-looking for almost anything.

Anyone looking at him in ‘mufti’ would exclaim, ‘what an unforta-
nate object!’ and perhaps offer him a penny, while in his hunting
‘habiliments lords would hail him with, “Well, Tom, how are you?’ and
baronets ask him ‘how he was?” Commoners felt honoured by his
countenance, and yet, but for hunting, Tom would have been wasted —
a cypher — an inapplicable sort of man. Old Tom, in his scarlet coat,
black cap, and boots, and Tom in his undress — say, shirt-sleeves,
shorts, grey stockings and shoes, bore about the same resemblance to
each other that a three months dead jay nailed to a keeper’s lodge bears
to the bright-plumaged bird when flying about. On horseback, Tom
was 2 cockey, wiry-looking, keen-eyed, grim-visaged, hard-bitten lirde
fellow, sitting as though he and his horse were all one, while on foot he
was the most shambling, scambling, crocked-going crab that ever was
seen. He was 2 complete mash of 2 man. He had been scalped by the
branch of a wree, his nose knocked into a thing like a button by the kick
of a horse, his teeth sent down his throat by 2 fall, his collar-bone
fractured, his left leg broken and his right arm ditto, to say nothing of
damage to his ribs, fingers, and feet, and having had his face scarified
like pork by repeated brushings through strong thorn fences.

- But we will describe him as he appeared before Mr Waffles, and the
gentlemen of the Laverick Wells Hunt, on the night of Mr Sponge’s
arrival, Tom’s spiric being roused at hearing the boastngs of
Mr Leather, and thinking, perhaps, his master might have something
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to say, or thinking, perhaps, to partake of the eleemosynary drink
generally going on in large houses of public entertainment, had taken
up his quarters in the bar of the Tmperial, where he was attentively
perusing the ‘meets’ in Bell’s Life, reading how the Atherstone met at
Gopsall, the Bedale at Hornby, the Cottesmore at Tilton Wood, and
so on, with all industry worthy of a better cause; for Tom neither knew
country, nor places, nor masters, nor hounds, nor huntsmen, nor
anything, though he still felt an interest in reading where they were
going to hunt. Thus he sat with a quick ear, one of the few undamaged
organs of his body, cocked to hear if Tom Towler was asked for; when,
a waiter dropping his name from the landing of the staircase to the hall
porter, asking if anybody had seen anything of him, Tom folded up his
paper, put it in his pocket, and passing his hand over the few straggling
bristles yet sticking abour his bald head, proceeded, hat in hand

upstairs to his master’s roorm. ,

His appearance called forth a round of view halloos! Who — hoops!
Tally — ho's! Hark forwards! amidst which, and the waving of napkins
and general noises, Tom proceeded at a twisting, limping, hah:iﬁg:
sideways sort of scramble up the room. His crooked legs didn’t seem to
have an exact understanding with his body which way they were to go;
one, the right one, being evidently inclined to lurch off to the side
while the left one went stamp, stamp, stamp, as if equally determined t{;
resist any deviation.

At length he reached the top of the table, where sat his aster, with
the glictering Fox’s head before him. Having made a sort of scratch
bow, Tom proceeded to stand at ease, as it were, on the left leg, while
he placed the late recusant right, which was a trifle shorter, 25 a prop
behind. No one, to look at the little wizen’d old man in the loose dark
frock, baggy striped waistcoat, and patent cord breeches, extending
below where the calves of his bow legs ought to have been, would have
supposed that it was the noted huntsman and dashing rider, Tom
Towler, whose name was celebrated throughout the country. He might
have been a village tailor, or sexton, or barber; anything but 2 hero,

‘Well, Tom, said Mr Waffles, taking up the Fox’s head, as Tom
came to anchor by his side, ‘how are you?’

‘Nicely, thank you, sir,” replied Tom, giving the bald head another
sweep.

My Waffles — “What'll you drink?”

Tom — ‘Port, if you please, sir.’

“There it is for you, then, said Mr Waffles, brimming the Fox’s
head, which held about the third of a bottle {an inn bottle at least) and
handing it to him.
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‘Gentlemen 2ll,” said Tom, passing his sleeve across his mouth, g‘ﬂd

casting a side-long glance at the company as he raised the cup to drink
heir healths. 1

He quaffed it off at a draught. y ) N

‘ng, Tom, and what shall we do tomorrow? asked Mf Waffles, as
“Tom replaced the Fox’s head, nose uppermost, on t%le ta‘i:u& S

“Why, we must draw Ribston Wood fust, 1 'spose, regﬁ}e? Tom, ‘an
then on to Bradwell Grove, unless you thought well of tryin’ Chesterton
Compnon on the road, or —’

‘Aye, aye, interrupted Waffles, ‘I know all that; but w}?at 1 want to
know is, whether we can make sure of a run. We want to give this great
metropolitan swell a benefit. You know Wh@; me%n? o

“The gen’leman as is com’d to the Brunswick, [ 'spose, rfpixﬁd Tom
‘at least, as is comin’, for I've not heard that he’s com’d yet. _

‘Oh, but he has, replied Mr Waffles, ‘and 1 make no doubt will be
out tomorrow.

‘S-0-0, observed Tom, in a long drawled note. ’

“Well, now! do you think you can engage to give us a run? gsked Mf{
Waffles, seeing his huntsman did not seem inclined to help him to his

OINL. 4 | 4
’ VIl do my best,’ replied Tom, cautiously running the many contin-

encies through his mind. o
’ “Take anetfer drop of something,” said Mr Waffles, again raising the
Fox’s head. “What'll you have?’ )

‘Port, if you please,’ replied Tom. - ‘ o

“There, said Mr Waffles, handing him another bumper; ‘drink, Fox-
hundng.’

‘Fofhxmdn’j said old Tom, quaffing fo':the Imeasure, as before. A
flush of life came into his weather-beaten face, just as a glow of heat

enlivens a blacksmith’s hearth, after a touch of the bellows.

“Vou must never let this bumptious cock beat us,’ observed Mr
Waffles. ?

‘No—o-0,’ replied Tom, adding, ‘there’s no fear <_>f that. ‘

‘But he swears he will!” exclaimed Mr Camgey Thornton, ‘He swears
there isn’t 2 man shall come within a ﬁel‘d of Eu'm." ‘

‘Indeed,’ observed Tom, with a twinkle of his fittle bright eyes.

‘I tell you what, Tom,’ ohserved Mr Waffles, “we must sarve him out,
somehow. 3 o

‘Oh! he’ll sarve hissel’ out, in all probability,” replied Tom; carelessly
adding, ‘these boastin’ chaps always do.’ 4

‘C{ildﬂ’t we contrive something,’ asked Mr Waffles, ‘to draw
him out?’

AR e
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‘Torn was silent. He was a hunting huntsman, not a riding one.

‘Have a glass of something,” said Mr Waffles, again appealing to the
Fox’s head.

“Thank you, sir, 've had a glass,” replied Tom, sinking the second one.

‘What will you have?’ asked Mr Waffles.

‘Port, if you please,” replied Tom.

‘Here it is,’ rejoined Mr Waffles, again handing him the measure,

Up went the cup, over went the contents; but Tom set it down with a
less satisfied face than before. He had had enough. The left leg prop,
t00, gave way, and he was nearly toppling on the table.

Having got a chair for the dilapidated old man, they again essayed to
get him into their line with better success than before. Having plied
him well with port, they now plied him well with the stranger, and
what with the one and the other, and 2 glass or two of brandy-and-
water, ‘Tom became very tractable, and it was uldmately arranged that
they should have a drag over the very stiffest parts of the counuy,
wherein all who liked should take part, but that Mr Caingey Thornton
and Mr Spareneck should be especially deputed to wait upon Mr
Sponge, and lead him into mischief. Of course it was to be a ‘profound
secret,” and equally, of course, it stood a good chance of being kepr,
seeing how many were in it, the additional number it would have to be
communicated to before it could be carried out, and the happy state old
Tom was in for arranging matters. Nevertheless, our friends at the
Imperial congratulated themselves on their success; and after a few
minutes spent in discussing old Tom on his withdrawal, the party
broke up, to array themselves in the splendid dress uniform of the
‘Hunt,” to meet again at Miss Jumpheavy’s ball,

CHAPTER 1X

The Meet

EarLy T0 BED 2nd early to rise being among Mr Sponge’s maxims, he
was enjoying the view of the pantiles ar the back of his hotel shortly
after daylight the next morning, a time about as difficult to fix in a
November day as the age of a lady of a ‘certain age.” It takes even an
expeditious dresser ten minutes or a quarter of an hour extra the first




42 MR SPONGE'S SPORTING TOUR

time he has to deal with boots and breeches; and Mr Sponge being
quite 2 pattern card in his peculiar line, of course took a good deal
more to get himself ‘up.’

An accustomed eye could see a more than ordinary stir in the streets
that morning. Riding-masters and their assistants might be seen going
along with strings of saddled and side-saddled screws; flys began to roll
at an earlier hour, and natty tigers to kick about in buckskins prior to
departing with hunters, good, bad, and indifferent.

Each man had told his partner at Miss Jumpheavy’s ball of the capital
trick they were going to play the stranger; and a desire to see the
stranger, far more than a desire to see the trick, caused many fair ones
1o forsake their downy couches who had much better have kept them.

The world is generally very complacent with regard to strangers, so
long as they are strangers, generally making them out to be a good deal
better than they really are, and Mr Sponge came in for his full share of
stranger credit. They not only brought all the twenty horses Leather
sgid he had scattered about to Laverick Wells, but made him out to
have a house in Eaton Square, a yacht at Cowes, and a first-rate moor

in Scotland, and some said a peerage in expectancy. No wonder that he
‘drew,’ as theatrical people say.

Let us now suppose him breakfasted, and ready for a start.

He was ‘got up’ with uncommon care in the most complete style of
the severe order of sporting costume. It being now the commencement
of the legitimate hunting season — the first week in November — he
availed himself of the privileged period for turning out in everything
new. Rejecting the now generally worn cap, he adhered to the heavy,
close-napped hat, described in our opening chapter, whose connection
with his head, or back, if it came off, was secured by a small black silk
cord, hooked through the band by a fox’s tooth, and anchored to a
button inside the haven of his low coat-collar, His neck was enveloped
in the ample folds of a large white silk cravat, ded in a pointing
diamond tie, and secured with a large silver horseshoe pin, the shoe
being almost large enough for the foot of a young donkey.

His low, narrow-collared coat was of infinitesimal order; that is to
say, a coat, and yet as little of a coat as possible — very near a jacket, in
face. The seams, of course, were ouwside, and were it not for the
extreme strength and evenness of the sewing and the evident intention
of the thing, an ignorant person might have supposed that he had had
his coat turned. A double layer of cloth extended the full length of the
outside of the sleeves, much in the fashion of the stage-coachmen’s
greatcoats in former times; and instead of cuffs, the sleeves were
carried out to the ends of the fingers, leaving it w the fency of the
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wearer to sport a long cuff, or no cuff ar all - just as the weyfg
dictated. Though the coat was single-breasted, he had 2 hole mad o
th? fbut‘%tez} side, to enable him to keep it together by means Z;} i:ﬁ
muniature snaffle, instead of a button. The snaffle passed across %si
c%}esf, fmm; whence the coatee, tlowing easily back, displayed %rhﬁé;;;qg
ridge anﬁ furrow of a white cord waistcoat, with a low ﬂt?p COH(%!’” &}:1 -
vest reaching low down his figure, with large flap pockets and a }n?%f;
our in fmnl;; like a coachman’s. Instead of bﬁtt{)ﬂs, the waistcoat v:;-”
secu’red Fwim foxes’ tusks and catgur loops, while a heavy curb chai;:)
passing trom one pocket to the other, raised the impression that ‘s}aer::
was a watch in one and a bunch of seals in the other. The waistcoat W‘?;
broadly bound with white binding, and, like the coat, evinced 4";:@11;
strength and powers of resistance. His breeches were 0;" a sull br(id:z‘
ﬁm’ow‘ than the waistcoat, looking as if the ploughman had izﬁdi tv;{}
ridges into one. They came low down the leg, and were met by a pgzi of
well-made, well put on, very brown topped boots, a colour rﬁen
uﬁiﬁigvm in Laverick Wells. His spurs were bright and heavy ‘%;V‘:‘ih
formidable necks and rowels, whose slightest touch would m’ah; a
horse wince, and put him on his good behaviour. )
u N{); did the great slapping brown horse, Hercules, turn our less
imposingly than his master. Leather, though not the man to work
himself, had a very good idea of work, and right manfully he made the
%1{3}961“8 at the Eclipse livery and bait stables strap and groom his h{;rses
Hercules was 2 fine animal. Tt did not require a man to be 2 great ;ud e
of a horse to see that. Even the ladies, though perhaps they Wm;%é
rather have had him a white or a cream ceieu;; could not but adzyiééf:
his n‘atwbmwn muzzle, his glossy coat, his silky mane, and the eieg;;n;
way in which he carried his flowing tail. His step was delightful o look
at - 50 free, so accurate, and so easy. And that reminds s that we may
as well be getting Mr Sponge up ~ a feat of no easy accomplishment
Few hack hunters are withour their little pecuiiaz‘im'es. Some aial
runaways — some kick — some bite — some go tail first on the road —
some go tail first at their fences — some rush as if they were going 1o eat
E:?;z; o{iﬁrz Sa?ii;z?f a}mgeﬁfeii - an{j tew, very few, give sa?:isfac%:ien,
» generally retre from the public stud to the private one,
Ba:c to our particular quadruped, ‘Hercules.’

Mr Sponge was not without his misgivings that, regardless of being
on his preferment, the horse might exhibit more of his peculiarity than
?{Gkﬂd forward his master’s interests, and, independently vc;vf the
disagreeableness of being kicked off at the cover side, not being always
compensated for by falling soft, Mr Sponge d‘z@ugh; as i”hgﬁi%‘t ‘,,}

g & Imeet was
not far off, and he did not sport a cover hack, it would look quite 2s
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well to ride his horse quietly on as go in a fly, provided always he could
accomplish the mount — the mount — like the man walking with his
head under his arm - being the first step to everything.

Accordingly, Mr Leather had the horse saddled and accoutred as
quietly as possible - his warm clothing put over the saddle immediately,
and everything kept as much in the usual course as possible, so that the
noble animal’s temper might not be ruffled by unaccustomed wouble
or unusual objects. Leather having seen that the horse could not eject
Mr Sponge even in wousers, had little fear of his dislodging him in
boots and breeches; still it was desirable to avoid all unseemly contention,
and maintain the high character of the stud, by which means Leather
felt that his own character and consequence would best be maintained.
Accordingly, he refrained from calling in the aid of any of the stable
assistants, preferring for once to do a little work himself, especially
when the rider was up to the trick, and not ‘a gent’ to be cajoled into
‘rying a horse” Mr Sponge, punctual to his time, appeared at the
stable, and after much patting, whistling, so - so — ing, my man, and
general ingratation, the redoubtable nag was led out of the stable into
a well-littered straw-yard, where, though he might be gored by a bull if
he fell, the ‘eves of England’ at all events would not witness the floorer.
Horses, however, have wonderful memories and discrimination. Though
so differently attired to what he was on the occasion of his trial, the
horse seemed to recognise Mr Sponge, and independently of a few
snorts as he was led out, and an indignant stamp or two of his foot as it
was let down, after Mr Sponge was mounted he took things very
quietly.

‘Now, said Leather, in an undertone, pattng the horse’s arched
neck, ‘I'll give you a hint; they’re a goin’ to run a drag to try what he’s
made on, so be on the look-out.”

‘How do you know?’ asked Mr Sponge, in surprise, drawing his reins
as he spoke.

‘] know,” replied Mr Leather, with a wink.

Just then the horse began to plunge, and paw, and give symptoms of
uneasiness, and not wishing to fret or exhibit his weak points,
Mr Sponge gave him his head, and passing through the side-gate was
presently in the street. He didn’t exactly understand it, but having full
confidence in his horsemanship, and believing the one he was on
required nothing but riding, he was not afraid to take his chance.

Not being the man to put his candle under a bushel, Mr Sponge took
the principal streets on his way out of town, We are not sure that he
did not go rather out of his way to get them in, but that is neither here
nor there, seeing he was a stranger who didn’t know the way, What a
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sensation his appearance created as the gallant brown stepped proudly
and freely up Coronation Street, throwing his smart, clean, well-put-
on head up and down on the unrestrained freedom of the snaffle.

‘Oh, damn it, there he is!” exclaimed Mr Spareneck, jumping up from
the breakfast table, and nearly sweeping the contents off by carching
the cloth widh his spur.

‘Where?” exclaimed half a dozen voices, amid a general rush to the
windows.

‘Whar a flight!” exclaimed little Miss Martindale, whispering into
Miss Beauchamp’s ear: ‘T'm sure anybody may have him for me,
though she felt in her heart that he was far from bad looking. ?

‘I wonder how long he’s taken to put on thar choker, observed Mr
Spareneck, eyeing him intently, not without an inward qualm that he
had set himself a more difficult task than he imagined, to ‘cut him
down,” especially when he looked at the noble animal he bestrode, and
the masterly way he sat him, ’

“What a pair of profligate boots,” observed Captain Whitfield, as our
friend now passed his lodgings.

‘It would be the duty of a right-thinking man to ride over a fellow
in such a pair, observed his friend, Mr Cox, who was breakfasting
with hirn,

‘Ride over a fellow in such 2 pair!’ exclaimed Whitfield. ‘No well-
bred horse would face such things, 1 should think.’

‘He seemns to think a good deal of himself’ observed Mr Cox, as
Sponge cast an admiring eye down his shining boot. ?

‘Shouldn’t wonder,” replied Whitfield; ‘perhaps he’ll have the conceit
taken out of him before night.’

‘Well, I hope you'll be in time, old boy!” exclaimed Mr Waffles ro
himself, as looking down from his bedroom window, he espied Mr
Sponge passing up the street on his way to cover. Mr Waffles was just
out of bed, and had vet to dress and breakfast.

One man in scarlet sets all the rest on the finger, and without
troubling to lay ‘that or that’ together, they desert their breakfasts,
hurry to the stables, get out their horses, and rartle away, lest their
?va?:ches should be wrong, or some arrangement made that they are

ignorant of. The hounds, too, were on, as was seen, as well by their
foormarks, as by the bob, bob, bobbing of sundry black caps above the
hedges, on the Borrowdon Road, as the huntsman and whips
proceeded at that pleasant post-boy wot, that has roused the wrath of
so many riders against horses that they could not get to keep in time.

Now look at old Tom, cocked jauntily on the spicy bay, and see what
a different Tom he is to what he was last night. Instead of 2 battered,
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limping, shabby-looking, little old man, he is all alive, and rises o the
action of his horse, as though they were all one. A fringe of grey hair
protrudes beneath his smart velvet cap, which sets off a weather-
beaten, but keen and expressive face, lit up with little piercing black
eyes. See how chirpy and cheery he is; how his right arm keeps rising
and falling with his whip, beating responsive to the horse’s action with
the butt-end against his thigh. His new scarlet coat imparts a healthy
hue to his face, and good boots and breeches hide the imperfections of
his bad legs. His hounds seem to partake of the old man’s gaiety, and
gather round his horse, or frolic forward on the grassy sidings of the
road, till, getting almost out of earshot, a single ‘yoo? doit! — Arrogant!” —
or “here again, Brusher! brings them cheerfully back to whine and look
in the old man’s face for applause. Nor is he chary of his praise.
“G-o0od betch! — Arrogant! — g-oood betch!” says he, leaning over his
horse’s shoulder towards her, and jerking his hand to induce her to
proceed forward again. So the old man trots gaily on, now making of
his horse, now coaxing a hound, now talking to a ‘whip,” now touching
or taking off his cap as he passes a sportsman, according w the
estimation in which he holds him.

As the hounds reach Whirleypool Windmill, there is a grand rush of
pedestrians to meet them. First comes a velveteen-jacketed, leather-
legginged keeper, with whom Tom (albeit suspicious of his honesty)
thinks it prudent to shake hands; the miller and he, too, greet; and
forthwith a black bottle with a single glass make their appearance, and
pass current with the company. Then the earth-stopper draws nigh,
and, resting a hand on Tom’s horse’s shoulder, whispers confidentially
in his ear. The pedestrian sportsman of the country, too, has something
to say; also a horse-breaker; while groups of awe-stricken children
stand staring at the mighty Tom, thinking him the greatest man in the
world,

Railways and fox-hunting make most people punctual, and in less
than five minutes from the halting of the hounds by the Windmill, the
various roads leading up to it emit dark-coated grooms, who, dis-
mounting, proceed to brush off the mud sparks, and rectify any lietle
derangement the horses or their accoutrements may have contracted
on the journey. Presently Mr Sponge, and such other gentdemen as
have ridden their own horses on, cast up, while from the eminence the
road to Laverick Wells is distinctly traceable with scarlet coats and flys,
with furs and flaunting feathers. Presently the foremost riders begin to
canter up the hill, when
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All around is gay, men, horses, dogs,
And in each smiling countenance appears
Fresh blooming health and universal joy.

Then the ladies mingle with the scene, some on horseback, some in
flys, all chatter and prattle as usual, some saying smart things, some
aying, all making themselves as agreeable as possible, and of (fo;z"ss: Las
captivating. Some were in ecstasies at dear Miss Jumpheavy’s ball - she
was such a mice creature — such a charming ball, and so well managed
while 0th§rs were anticipating the delights of Mrs Tom Hoppey’s ancg
sorme again were asking which was Mr Sponge. Then up went thejey&
glasses, while Mr Sponge sat looking as innocent and as killing as he
Ca?uid, ‘Dear me!” exclaimed one, ‘he’s younger than I thought.’ “That’s
hirn, i‘s it?” observed another; ‘I saw him ride up the sireety while thf;
pr??rzetywpiaying ones praised his horse, and said it was 2 b;autg;,
The hounds, which they all had come to see, were never looked at
Mr Waffles, like many men with nothing to do, was most unpuﬁcm'zd
He never seemed to know what o’clock it was, and yet he had a W&t(?h‘
hung in chains, and gewgaws, like a lady’s chatelaine. Hunting part@ai;
?f the general confusion. He did not profess to throw off dll eleven, but
it was often nearly twelve before he cast up. Then he would com; up
full dlt, surrounded by ‘scarlets,” like a general with his staff; and once
at the meet, there was a prodigious hurry to begin, equalled only by the
eagerness to leave off. On this auspicious day he hove in sight coming
best pace along the road, about twenty minutes before meiv; with a
more numerous retinue than usual. In dress, Mr Waffles was ti;e light,
butterfly order of sportsman ~ once-round te, French polish, paper
boots, and so on. On this occasion he sported a shirt-collar with three
or four blue lines, and then a white space followed by three or more
blue lines, tlhe whole terminating in blue spots about the size of
fourpenny pieces at the points; a once-round blue silk de, with white
;pgts and flying ﬁznds, His coat was a light, jackety sort of thing, with
d; ; g;i;iﬁ:; sei:;if7 ;g;i;tm;g in thfz style ()f Mr Sponge’s (g docked
) g the outside seaming, back strapping, and
general strength, that characterised Mr Sponge’s. His waistcoat, of
course, was a worked one — heart’s-ease mingled with foxes’ heads (;n a
true blue ground, the gift of — we'll not say who — his leathers Wf;re of
the finest doe-skin, and his long-topped, pointed-toed boots so thmiﬁ as
to put all idea of wet or mud out of the question.
Such was the youth who now cantered up and took off his cap to the
rank, beauty, and fashion, assembled at Whirleypool Windmill. He
then proceeded to pay his respects in derail. At length, haviné
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exhausted his ‘nothings,’ and said the same thing over again in a dozen
different ways to a dozen different ladies, he gave 2 slight jerk of the
head to Tom Towler, who forthwith whistled his hounds together, and
attended by the whips, bustled from the scene.

CHAPTER X

The Find and the Finish

Frpine Hunt, in its most palmy days could not equal the exhibidon
that now took place. Some of the more lively of the horses, tired of
waiting, perhaps pinched by the cold, for most of them were newly
clipped, evinced their approbation of the more lively sundry squeals
and capers, which being caught by others in the neighbourhood, the
infection quickly spread, and in less than a minute there was such a
scene of rocking, and rearing, and kicking, and prancing, and neighing,
and shooting over heads, and rolling over tails, and hanging on by
manes, mingled with such screamings from the ladies in the flys, and
such hearty-sounding kicks against splash boards and fly bottoms, from
sundry of the vicious ones in harness, as never was wimessed. One
gentleman, in 2 bran new scarlet, mounted on a flourishing pie-bald,
late the property of Mr Batty, stood pawing and fighting the air, asif in
the saw-dust circle, his unfortunate rider clinging round his neck,
expecting to have the beast back over upon him. Another littde wiry
chesmut, with abundance of rings, racing martingale, and tackle
generally, just rurned tail on the crowd and ran off home as hard as ever
he could lay legs to the ground; while 2 good steady bay cob, with 2
barrel like a butt, and a il like a hearth-brush, having selected the
muddiest, dirtiest place he could find, deliberately proceeded t lie
down, to the horror of his rider, Captain Greatgun, of the royal navy,
who, feeling himself suddenly touch mother earth, thought he wag
going to be swallowed up alive, and was only awoke from the delusion
by the shouts of the foot people, telling him to get clear of his horse
before he began to roll.
Hercules would fain have joined the uant set, and, at the first
commotion, up went his great back, and down went his ears, with'a
single lash out behind that meant mischief, but Mr Sponge was on the
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al;ez;%:? and just gave him such a dig with his spurs as restored ord
without exposing anything that anybody could take notice of, S

The sud'dten storm was quickly lulled. The spilt ones scrambled up:
the loose riders got tighter hold of their horses; the screaming fair .
sunk ia.ngmdly in their carriages; and the late troubled g{)“‘ Qmi
equestrians fell into irregular line en route for the cover e

Bump, bump‘, bump; wot, wot, ot jolt, jolt, jolt; shake, shake
shake; an‘i‘i carriages and cavalry got to Ribston Vifooli samf:hﬂw ,
other, It is a long cover on a hill-side, from which parti(es h laci o
themselves in the green valley below, can see hounds ‘draw,’ ;bit Tjn gx;
say, run through with their noses to the ground, if there arye an e
{O(}hﬁh enough to believe that ladies care f@; seeing su i; ?ﬁmﬁn
However, there they were. | v e

‘Fut len, m."’ cries old Tom, with 2 wave of his arm finding he can

longer restrain the ardour of the pack as they approaz:h' and thiz;i;i:;‘ %O
save l%z;s credit, by appearing to direct. ‘Ex Jew, in/’ re?peats he wjg i
hearter cheer, as the pack charge the rotten fence with 2 créeh d‘z;
ecl}eess through the wood. The whips scuttle off to their f&S}GC@'{
?lmgtsg gentlemen feel their horses’ girths, hats are thrust ﬁmﬁ}}mx t}iz
I e‘aT ;;nj tll}e ghgfyj and brandy flasks begin to be drained.

Y #o.” cries a countryman at the top of the wood, hoisting his hat
ona stick. f.&t the magic sound, fear comes over some joy over others
intense anxiety over all. What commotion! What iiizdecisign’ Wi ¢
confusion! ‘Which way? —~ Which way?” is the ory. o

‘?wgﬁg, twang, twang,’ goes old Tom’s horn at the top of the wood
Wiztierkhe seems to have flown, so quick has he got there o
ark-co i Q
Giesion - Which wiyh oy g o e s e e o
e e o hich - e wood, crashing
g  comes to a crossroad that leads to the top, when the scene
opening to ‘open fresh fields and pastures new, disclgse:s divers othe
sections struggling up in long drawn files, following other leaders aig
puffing, and wheezing and holding on by the manes, many feeim . if
they hgd had enough already — ‘Quick!” is the word ;or the taﬁwhfuag{;
are flying the ff;nce out of the first field over th; body of the air;
which are running almost mute at best pace beyond, looking a p(}og
dejal smaller than is agreeable to the eyes of 2 spcmmz;n. e
fefmf)-gwg-—;fawi’ ’ screams old Tom, flying the fence after them
o I?:;Syys;si:ii izztjiﬁg nicars 11? scarlet and cgiours, some aﬂxious:
e €as ;Vis}ﬁn pani g,t:s © atIt, some wanting to look as if they
};T()W e shi g to know if there‘aalfas aijzydamg on the far side,
o o ps an@ther’fence, rising like a rocket and dropping like
; st 0-0~7—7ard!’ is the cry ~ away they go at racing pagg
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The field drawn out like a telescope, leaving the largest portion at
the end, and many — the fair and fat ones in particular - seeing the
hopelessness of the case, pull up their horses, while yet on an eminence
that commands a view, Fifteen or twenty horsemen enter for the race,
and dash forward, though the hounds rather gain on old Tom, and the
further they go the smaller the point of the telescope becomes. The

MR SPONGE’'S SPORTING TOUR i

5
A ing stone wall, buile with mortar, and coped with heavy blocks of
stone, is taken by the three abreast, for which they are rewarded‘i;y a
g}aéizp updgtmtchﬁzrmw pasture, from the summit of which they see
¢ hounds streaming away to a fine grass cou el i :
willows dotted here :}id tbz,re in the iiﬁzfmaw pelons i polard
‘Water? says our friend Sponge to himself, wondering whether

pace is awful; many would give in but for the ladies. At the end of a mile
or so, the determined ones show to the front, and the spirters and
‘make-believes’ gladly avail themselves of their pioneering powers.

Mr Sponge, who got well through the wood, has been going art his
ease, the great swiding brown throwing the large fields behind him
with ease, and taking his leaps safely and well. He now shows to the
front, and old Tom, who is still ‘F-o—o-r—rarding to his hounds, either
rather falls back to the field or the field draws upon him. At all events
they get together somehow. A belt of Scotch fir plantadon, with 2
stiffish fence on each side, tries their mettle and the stoutness of their
hats: crash they get through it, the noise they make among the thorns
and rotten branches resembling the outburst of a fire. Several gentle-
men here decline under cover of the trees.

‘Fgg-r—rard? screams old Tom, as he dives through the stiff fence
and lands in the field outside the plantation. He might have saved his
breath, for the hounds were beating him as it was. Mr Sponge bores
through the same place, little aided, however, by anything old Tom has
done to clear the way for him, and the rest follow in his wake.

The field is now reduced to six, and two of the number, Mr
Spareneck and Caingey Thornton, become marked in their acention
to our hero. Thornton is riding Mr Waffles’ crack steeplechaser ‘Dare-
Devil,” and Mr Spareneck is on a first-rate hunter belonging to the
same gentleman, but they have not been able to get our friend Sponge
into grief. On the contrary, his horse, though lathered, goes as strong
as ever, and Mr Sponge, seeing their design, is as careful of him as
possible, so as not o lose ground. His fine, strong, steady seat, and
quiet handling, contrasts well with Thornton’s rolling bucketing style,
who has already begun to ply 2 heavy curting whip, in aid of his spurs at
his fences, accompanied with a half frandc ‘g-z-r—r—r along? and
enquires of the horse if he thinks he stole him?

The three soon get in front; fast as they go, the hounds go faster, and
fence after fence is thrown behind them, just as a girl throws her
skipping-rope. ‘

Tom and the whips follow, grinning with their tongues in their
cheeks, Tom stll screeching ‘F-o-o-o—rard! — Fttpo—rvard ! at

intervals.

Hercules would face it. A desperate black bullfinch, so thick that they
could hardly see through it, is shirked by consent, for a gate which a
countryman opens, and another fence or two being passed, the
splashing of some hounds in the water, and the shaking of othe,;s on
the opposite bank, show that, as usual, the willows are prewy orue
prophets.

Caingey, grinning his coarse red face nearly double, and getting his
h(njse ﬁeﬂ by the head, rams in the spurs, and flourishes his cartin
W}?p high in air, with a ‘g~u—u-—ur along! do you think I’ ~ the ‘stole wzég’
being lost under water just as Sponge clears the brook a little lower
down. Spareneck then pulls up.

. When Eﬁ?{ﬁ{}é had Dick Christian under water in the Whissendine
in his Leicestershire run, and someone more humane than the rest of
the field observed, as they rode on,

‘But he’ll be drowned.’

‘Shouldn’t wonder,” exclaimed another.

‘But the pace,” Nimrod added, ‘was too good to enquire.

Such, however, was not the case with our watering-place cock, Mr
Sponge. h}depﬁild@nﬂ}f of the absurdity of 2 man risking his ned’{ for
the sake of picking up a bunch of red herrings, Mr Sponge, having beat
e?erybody, could afford a litde humanity, more esn&ciéﬁ;f as he rode
his horse on sale, and there was now no one lefr to iﬁ/imcsa the further
prowess of the steed. Accordingly, he availed himself of a heavy, newly-
plﬁggﬁmd faﬁo?v, upon which he landed as he cleared the br::v(;k for
pul‘hng up, and returned just as Mr Spareneck, assisted by one Ofi the
whips, succeeded in landing Caingey on the taking-off side. Caingey
was not 2 pretty boy at the best of times — none but the most par%ai
parents could think him one — and his clumsy-featured, short, com-
pressed face, and thick, lumpy figure, were anything but ii’npmvéd bya
sort of pea-green net-work of water-weeds with which he arose frc}:m
his bath. He was uncommonly well soaked, and had to be held up by
ff hee%ﬁ; taéﬁ; the water run out of his boots, pockets and cimhei 5{1{

15 undignified positon he wa /attles i
L hg‘; riddei sition as found by Mr Waffles and such of the
‘Why, Caingey, old boy! you look like a boiled porpoise wi ]
sauce!” exclaimed Mr Waffles, pulling up where ﬁi f}i}f@ﬁiﬁ;@;ﬁéz
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was sputtering and getting emptied like a jug, ‘Confound it!” added he,
as the water came gurgling out of his mouth, ‘but you must have drunk
the brook dry.

Caingey would have censured his inhumanity, but knowing the
imprudence of quarrelling with his bread and butrer, and also aware of
the laughable, drowned-rat figure he must then be curting, he thought
it best to laugh, and take his change out of Mr Waffles another time.
According, he chuckled and laughed too, though his jaws nearly
refused their office, and kindly transferred the blame of the accident
from the horse to himself.

‘He didn’t put on steam enough,” he said.

Meanwhile, old Tom, who had gone on with the hounds, having
availed himself of a well-known bridge, a little above where Thornton
went in, for getting over the brook, and having allowed 2 sufficient
time to elapse for the proper completion of the farce, was now seen
rounding the opposite hill, with his hounds clustered about his horse,
with his mind conning over one of those imaginary runs that experi-
enced huntsmen know so well how to tell, when there is no one to
coneradice therm.

Having quartered his ground to get at his old friend the bridge again,
he just trotted up with well-assumed gaiety as Caingey Thornton
spluttered the last piece of green weed out from between his great thick
lips.

“Well, Tom!” exclaimed Mr Waffles, ‘what have you done with him?’

‘Killed him, sir, replied Tom, with a slight rouch of his cap, as though
“killing’ was a matter of everyday occurrence with them.

‘Have you, indeed ! exclaimed Mr Waffles, adopting the lie with avidity.

“Ves, sir,’ said Tom, gravely; ‘he was nearly beat afore he got to the
brook. Indeed, I thought Vanquisher would have had him in it; bug,
however, he got through, and the scent failed on the fallow, which gave
him a chance; but I held them on to the hedgerow beyond, where they
hit it off like wildfire, and they never stopped again dll they rumbled
him over at the back of Mr Plummey’s farm-buildings, at Shapwick.
I've got his brush,” added Tom, producing a much tattered one from
his pocket, ‘if you’d like to have it?’

“Thank you, no — yes — no, replied Waffles, not wanting to be

bothered with it; ‘yet stay,” continued he, as his eye caught Mr Sponge,
who was stll on foot beside his vanquished friend; ‘give it 1o
Mr What-de-ye-call-’em,” added he, nodding towards our hero.

‘Sponge,’ observed Tom, in an undertone, giving the brush to his

master.
‘Mr Sponge, will you do me the favour to accept the brush?’ asked
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Mr Waffles, advancing with it towards him; adding, ‘I am sorry this
unlucky bather should have prevented your seeing the end.’ B

Mr Sponge was a pretty good judge of brushes, and not a bad one of
camphire; but if this one had smelt twice as strong as it did ~ indeed, if
it had dropped to pieces in his hand, or the moths had flown up in i}is
face, he would have pocketed it, seeing it paved the way t0 what he
wanted — an introduction. '

‘T'm very much obliged, I'm sure,” observed he, advancing to take it -
‘very much obliged, indeed; been an extremely good run, and fast.”

‘Vtery fair — very fair,) observed Mr Waffles, as though it were
nothing in their way; seven miles in twenty minutes, I suppose, or
something of that sort. ?

‘One-and-twenty,” interposed Tom, with a laudable anxiety for
accuracy.

‘Ah! one-and-twenty, rejoined Mr Waffles. ‘T thought it would be
somewhere thereabouts, Well, I suppose we’ve all had enough,” added
he; ‘may as well go home and have some luncheon, and then 2 gaime at
billiards, or rackets, or something. How’s the old water-rat?’ added he
wrning to Thornton, who was now busy emptying his cap aﬂ(i
mopping the velvet,

The water-rat was as well as could be expected, but did not quite like
the new aspect of affairs. He saw that Mr Sponge was a first-rate
horseman, and also knew that nothing ingratiated one man with
another so much as skill and boldness in the field. It was by that means
indeed, that he had established himself in Mr Waffles’ good graces — ar;
ingratiation that had been pretty serviceable to him, both in the way of
meat, drink, mounting, and money. Had Mr Sponge been, like himself,
a.;needy7 penniless adventurer, Caingey would have tried to have kepé
him out by some of those plausible, admonitory hints, that poverty
%nakes men so obnoxious to; but in the case of 2 rich, flourishing
individual, with such an astonishing stud as Leather made him out to
have, it was clearly Caingey’s policy to knock under and be subservient
to Mz Sponge also. Caingey, we should observe, was a bold, reckless
rider, never seeming to care for his neck, but he was no match for Mr
Sponge, who had both skill and courage.

Caingey being at length cleansed from his weeds, wiped from his
mud, and made as comfortable as possible under the circumstances
was niow hoisted on to the renowned steeplechase horse again, who had
scrambled out of the brook on the taking-off side, and, a?f:er ;neanderm
ing the banks for a certain distance, had been caught by the bridle in
the branch of a willow — Caingey, we say, being again mounted, Mr
Sponge also, without hindrance from the resolute brown horse: the
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first whip put himself a little in advance, while old Tom followed with
the hounds, and the second whip mingled with the now increasing
field, it being generally understood (by the uninitiated, at least) that
hounds have no business to go home so long as any gentleman is
inclined for a scurrey, no matter whether he has joined early or late. Mr
Waffles, on the contrary, was very easily satisfied, and never took the
shine off a run with a kill by risking a subsequent defeat. Old Tom,
though keen when others were keen, was not indifferent to his
comforts, and soon came into the way of thinking that it was just as well
to get home to his mutton-chops at two or three o’clock, as to be
groping his way about bottomless by-roads on dark winter nights.

As he retraced his steps homeward, and overtook the scattered field
of the morning, his talent for invention, or rather stretching, was again
called into requisition.

“What have you done with him, Tom? asked Major Bouncer,
eagerly bringing his sturdy collar-marked cob alongside of our huntsmarn.

“Killed him, sir, replied Tom, with the slightest possible touch of the
cap. (Bouncer was no ap.)

Indeed?” exclaimed Bouncer, gaily, with that sort of sham-sadisfaction
that most people express about things that can’t concern them in the
least. ‘Indeed! P'm deuced glad of that! Where did you kill him?’

‘At the back of Mr Plummey’s farm-buildings, at Shapwick, replied
Tom; adding, ‘but, my word, he led us a dance afore we got there ~ up
to Ditchington, down to Somerby, round by Temple Bell Wood, cross
Goosegreen Common, then away for Stubbington Brooms, skirtn’
Sanderwick Plantations, but scarce goin’ into ’em, then by the round
hill at Camerton, leavin’ Great Heatherton to the right, and so straight
on to Shapwick, where we killed, with every hound up -’

“God bless me!” exclaimed Bouncer, apparently lost in admiration,
though he scarcely knew the country; ‘God bless me!” repeated he,
‘what 2 run! The finest run that ever was seen.’

‘Nine miles in twenty-five minutes,’ replied Tom, tacking on 2 litde
both for fime and distance.

‘B-o0—y Jove!’ exclaimed the major.

Having shaken hands with and congratulated Mr Waffles most
eagerly and earnesdly, the major hurried of to tell as much as he could
remember to the first person he met, justas the cheese-bearer at'a
christening looks out for someone to give the cheese to. The cheese-
getter on this occasion was Doctor Lotion, who was going to visit old
Jackey Thompson, of Woolleyburn. Jackey being then in a somewhat
precarious state of health, and tolerably advanced in life, without any
very self-evident heir, was obnoxious to the attentions of three distinct
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lieters of cousins, someone or other of whom was constantdy ‘bayin

h;mf‘ Lotion, though a sapient man, and somewhat grinding in i‘;i%
practice, did not profess to grind old people young again, and feelin

he c@}zld do very little for the body wrpomtﬁ: directed his’ attention rg
amusing Jackey’s mind, and anything in the shape of gossip was
extremely accepuable to the doctor to retail to his patient. Moreover
Jackey had been 2 bit of a sportsman, and was always extremely ha :
to see the hounds — on anybody’s land but bis own. " e

So Lotion got primed with the story, and having gone through the
ﬂsua% routine of asking his patient how he was, how he had slept
10(}j:kmg at his tongue, and reporting on the weather, when the oici
posing question, “What’s the news?” was purt, Lotion re’piied as he too
often had to reply, for he was a very slow hand at ’ickin
information. i e
4 ‘I\{othm’ particklar, I think, sir; ‘adding, in an off-hand sort of way

you've heard of the greet run, I s'pose, sir?’ ’

‘Gregzt run!” exclaimed the octogenarian, as if it was a matter of the
most vital importance to him; ‘great run, sir; no, sir, 1ot 2 word?

The doctor then retailed it. ‘

Old Jackey got possessed of this one idea — he thought of nothing
elsf;. ‘th;ever came, he out with it, chapter and verse, with OCCESiO;laI
variations. He told it to all the ‘cousins in waiting’; Jaék@y Thompson
of Carrington Ford; Jackey Thompson, of Hﬂtxﬂdesiéy= jackey;
Thompson, of the Mill and 2l the Bobs, Bills, Sams, Har;ies 'and
Peters, composing the respective litters; forgetting where he g;ot it
from, he nearly told it back to Lotion himself. We sometimes see old
people affected this way - far more enthusiastic on a subject than youn
ones. Few dread the aspect of affairs so much as those who have Litdi
chance of seeing how they go.

But to the run. The cousins reproduced the story according to their
respective powers of exaggeration. One tacked on two miles, another
ten, and so it went on and on, ll it reached the ears of the ?great Mr
Sf:edeyman, the mighty we of the country, as he sat in his den pennin
his ‘scunners’ for his market-day Mercury. It had then distanced %:hg
great sea-serpent itself in length, having extended over thirty-three
miles of country, which Mr Seedeyman reported to have been run in
one hour and forty minutes, )

Pretty good going, we should say.
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CHAPTER X1

The Feeler

Bac rox-uunTs, be they ever so good, are b}it unsai:i}izgtm?fl ;:h;)zi%:j
drag runs are, beyond all measure, unsamsijactory; ! dﬁ"; i - de;dly
managed bag fox-hunt, there is always a sort of sup?r»sze ] 27., 4 eady
liveliness in the field. Those in the secret are afraid o.npraz:;mg} o
much, lest the secret should ooze ou, azf;d strangers suppose ‘mf; A
their great runs are with bag foxes, W‘hﬁe the m‘e::rex rfzmmrign >
anirnal that one has had in hand before is not Czaicuigtejfi txj grou;z Q}g
very pleasurable emotions. Nc‘ﬁmdy’evsr goes flﬂ‘&ﬁi:(l{v ‘at i;:mg i
donkey of a deer handed back into his carriage aﬁ:&:r% can . d o
Qur friends on this occasion soon exhausted what they had to say
{h?ﬁ;}i:ig nice horse of yours,” observed Mr Waffles to Mr Spovr;ge;gs
the latter, on the srength of the musty brush, now rode alongside the
ter of the hounds. A
mz‘x;gii ie is,” replied Sponge, mi}bm‘g some Df. the ﬁGW’idé‘l%fi gweat
from his shoulder and neck; ‘1 zhi;{ék 2@ zs;; 1 like him a good deal berter
{ did the first time I rode him. '
w?g}j?iﬁhiila new one, is he?’ asked ,Mr Waffles, mkmi a gceflted
cigar from his mouth, and giving a steady sidelong Stﬁf‘e att ¢ horse.
. him i icestershire,’ replied Sponge. ‘He belonged to
Bought him m Leicesters ) 1€p e
Lord Bullfrog, who didn’t think him ﬁX%}C‘Zi}/' up to hzsﬂ welg}t@ e
‘Up to his weight!” exclaimed sz Caingey Th@mfoz;, Wl g{) ha Lo
ridden up on the other side of his great patron, ‘why, he mu
another Daniel Lambert.” . 5
‘Rather so, replied Mr Sponge; ‘rides nineteen stun. .
“What a monster!” exclaimed Thornton, who was of the pocket
g N
Gfiiimught he didn’t go fast engugh at his ifmf:es t}"i{i‘ ﬁ%‘st um; Ivj*(ziz
him,” observed Mr Sponge, drawing the curb slightly so s tok@ o e
horse’s fine arched neck to advantage; ‘but he went quick enoug
today, in all conscience,” added he.
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‘He did #har, observed Mr Thornton, now bent on a toadying
match. ‘I never saw a finer lepper.

‘He flew many feet beyond the brook,” observed Mr Spareneck, whe,
thinking discretion was the better part of valour, had pulled up op
seeing his comrade Thornton blobbing about in the middle of ir, and
therefore was qualified to speak to the fact.

So they went on talking about the horse, and his points, and his
speed, and his action, very likely as much for want of something to say,
or to keep off the subject of the run, as from any real admiration of the
animal.

The true way to make 2 man rake a fancy to a horse is to make
believe that you don’t want to sell him - at all events, that you are easy
about selling. Mr Sponge had played this game so very often, that it
came quite natiral to him. He knew exactly how far to go, and having
expressed his previous objection to the horse, he now most handsomely
made the amende honorable by patting him on the neck, and declaring
that he really thought he should keep him.

It is said that every man has his weak or ‘do-able’ point, if the sharp
ones can but discover it. This observation does not refer, we believe, to
men with an innocent penchant for play, or the wrf, or for buying
pictures, or for collecting china, or for driving coaches and four, all of
which tastes proclaim themselves sooner or later, but means that the
most knowing, the most caudous, and the most careful, are all to be
come over, somehow or another.

There are few things more surprising in this remarkable world than
the magnificent way people talk about money, or the meannesses they
will resort to in order to get a litde. We hear fellows flashing and
talking in hundreds and thousands, who will do almost anything for a
five-pound note. We have known men pretending to hunt countries at
their own expense, and yet acually living out of the hounds.’ Next to
the accomplishment of that — apparently almost impossible feat —
comes the dexterity required for living by horse-dealing.

A lirtle lower down in the scale comes the income derived from the
profession of a ‘go-between’ — the gentleman who can buy the horse
cheaper than you can. This was Caingey Thornton’s rade. He was
always lurking about people’s stables talking to grooms and worming
out secrets — whose horse had a cough, whose was a wind-sucker,
whose was lame after hunting, and so on ~ and had a price current of
every horse in the place — knew what had been given, what the owners
asked, and had a pretry good guess what they would rake.

Waffles would have been an invaluable customer w0 Thornton if the
former’s groom, Mr Figg, had not been rather too hard with his
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‘reg’lars.’” He insisted on Caingey dividing whatever he got out of his
master with him. This reduced profits considerably; but sull, asit was a
profession that did not require any capital to set up with, Thornton
could afford to be liberal, having only to tack on to one end o cor off ar
the other.

Afrer the opening Sponge gave as they rode home with the hounds,
Thornton had no difficulty in sounding him on the subject.

“You'll not think me impertinent, I hope,” observed Caingey, in his
most deferential style, to our hero, when they met at the Newsroom
the next day — ‘you’ll not think me impertinent, I hope; but I think you
said as we rode home, yesterday, that you didn’t altogether like the
browm horse you were on?’

‘Did I replied Mr Sponge, with apparent surprise; ‘I think you must
have misunderstood me.

“Why, no; it wasn’t exactly that,” rejoined Mr Thornton, ‘but you
said you liked him better than you did, I think?

‘Ah! 1 believe I did say something of the sort, replied Sponge,
casually — ‘I believe I did say something of the sort; but he carried me so
well that I thought better of him. The fact was,” continued Mr Sponge,
confidentially, ‘I thought him rather too light-mouthed; I like a horse
that bears more on the hand.’

‘Indeed?’ observed Mr Thornton; ‘most people think a light mouth a
recomunendarion.”

‘I know they do,’ replied Mr Sponge, ‘I know they do; but I like 2
horse that requires 2 litle riding. Now this is too much of a made
horse — too much of what I call an old man’s horse, for me. Bullfrog,
whorn I bought him of, is very fat — eats a great deal of venison and
rurtle — all sorts of good things, in fact - and can’t stand much rewing
in the saddle; now, I rather like to feel that T am on 2 horse, and not in
an armchair.’

‘He’s a fine horse,” observed Mr Thornton.

‘So he ought,” replied Mr Sponge; ‘I gave a hatful of money for him ~
two hundred and fifty golden sovereigns, and not a guinea back.
Bulifrog’s the biggest screw 1 ever deale with.’

That latter observadon was highly encouraging to Thornton. It
showed that Mr Sponge was not one of your tight-laced dons, who take
offence ar the mere mention of ‘drawbacks’ but, on the contrary,
favoured the suppositon that he would do the ‘genteel, should he
happen to be a seller.

“Well, if you should feel disposed to part with him, perhaps you will
have the kindness to let me know,” observed Mr Thornton, adding,
*he’s not for myself, of course, but I think I know a man he would suit,
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and who would be inclined to give a good price for him.’

‘I will) replied Mr Sponge; ‘I will, repe‘a‘ted he; adding, if T were to
sell him, I wouldn’t take 2 farthing under three "underd for him — three
runderd guineas, mind, not punds. V

“That’s a vast sum of money,” observed Mr Thornton.

‘Not a bit on’t, replied Mr Sponge. “He’s worth it all, and 2 great
deal more. Indeed, I haven't said, mind that. I'll take that for him: all
Tve said 1s, that T wouldn’t rake less.’ 7

‘Just so,” replied Mr Thornton

‘He’s a horse of high character,” observed Mr Sponge. ‘Indeed, he
has no business out of Leicestershire; and I don’t know what setymy
fool of a groom to bring him here.’

‘Well, Tll see if T can coax my friend into giving what you say,’
observed Mr Thornron. : y

‘Nay, never mind coaxing,” replied Mr Sponge, with the numost
indifference; ‘never mind coaxing; if he’s not anxious, my name’s
“easy.” Only mind ye, if I ride him again, and he carries me as he did

yesterday, I shall clap on another fifty. A horse of that figure can’t be
dear at any price,” added he. Put him in a steeplechase, and you'd get
your money back in ten minutes, and a bagful to boot.’

ey 3 . - .
. T'rae,” observed Z‘Vk? i?ommn, treasuring that fact up as an additional
inducement to use to his friend.

So the amiable gentlemen parted.

CHAPTER Xi1

The Deal and the Disaster

Ir PEOPLE are inclined to deal, bargains can very soon be struck at idle
watering places, where anything in the shape of occupation is a
godsend, and bargainers know where to find each other in 2 minute
Everybody knows where everybody is. ~
‘Have you seen Jack Sprat?”
‘Oh, yes; he’s just gone into Muddle’s Bazaar with Miss Flouncey
looking uncommon sweet,” Or — :
‘Can you tell me where I shall find Mr Slowman?’
Answer ~ Youw’ll find him at his lodgings, No. 1 5, Belvidere Terrace,
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till a quarter before seven. He’s gone home to dress, to dine with Major
and Mrs Holdsworthy, at Grunton Villa, for 1 heard him order
Jenkins’s fly at that time.”

Caingey Thornton knew exactly when he would find Mr Waffles at
Miss Lollypop’s, the confectioner, eating ices and making love to that
very interesting, much-courted young lady. True to his time, there was
Waffles, eating and eyeing the cherry-coloured ribbons, floating in
graceful curls along with her raven-coloured ringlets, down Miss
Lollypop’s nice fresh plump cheeks.

After expatiating on the great merits of the horse, and the certainty
of getting all the money back by steeplechasing him in the spring, and
stating his conviction that Mr Sponge would not take any part of the
purchase-money in pictures or jewellery, or anything of that sort, Mr
Walffles gave his consent to deal, on the terms the following conversation
shows.

‘My friend will give you your price, if you wouldn’t mind taking his
cheque and keeping it for a few months till he’s into funds,” observed
Mr Thornton, who now sought Mr Sponge out at the billiard-room.

“Why, observed Mr Sponge, thoughtfully, ‘you know horses are
always ready money.’

“True, replied Thornton; ‘at least that's the theory of the thing; only

my friend is rather peculiarly situated at present.’

‘I suppose Mr Waffles is your man?’ observed Mr Sponge, rightdy
judging that there couldn’t be two such flats in the place.

“Tust so,’ said Mr Thornton.

‘P’d rather take his “stff” than his cheque,” observed Mr Sponge,
after a pause. ‘I could get a bit of suff done, but a cheque, you see ~
especially a post-dated one - is always objected to.”

‘Well, T dare say that will make no difference,’ observed Mr

Thornton, * “stff,” if you prefer it — say three months; or perhaps you'll.

give us four?’

“Three’s long enough, in all conscience,” replied Mr Sponge, with a ‘

shake of the head; adding, ‘Bullfrog made me pay down on the nail.’

“Well, so be it, then,” assented Mr Thornton; ‘you draw at three
months, and Mr Waffles will accept, payable at Coutts’s.”

Afrer so much liberality, Mr Caingey expected that Mr Sponge
would have hinted at something handsome for him; but all Sponge said
was, ‘So be it,” too, 2s he walked away to buy a bill-stamp.

Mr Waffles was more considerate, and promised him the first mount

on his new purchase, though Caingey would rather have had a ten-, or _

even 2 five-pound note,
Towards the hour of ten on that eventful day, numerous gaitered
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trousered, and jackered grooms began to ride up and down the High
Sueet, most of them with their sdrrups crossed negligently on the
pommels of the saddles, to indicate that their masters were rg@ing 0
ride the horses, and not them. The street grew lively, not so much with
people going to hunt, as with people coming to see those who were.
Tartered Hibernians, with rags on their backs and jokes on their lips;
young English chevaliers d'industrie, with their hands ready to dive i’ﬁt(;
an}ibgdy’s pockets but their own; stablemen out of place, servants
loitering on their errands, swiplings helping them, ladies’-maids with
novels or three-corner’d notes, and a good crop of begpars.

‘What, Spareneck, do you ride the grey today? I thought you'd done
Gooseman out of a mount,” observed Ensign Downley, as a line of
scarlet-coated youths hung over the balcony of the Imperial Hortel
after breakfast and before mounting for the déy.

Spareneck — ‘No, that’s for Tuesday. He wouldn’t stand one today.
What do you ride?’

Dewnley — “Oh, T've a hack, one of Screwman’s, Perpetual Motion
they call him, because he never gets any rest. That's him, [ believe, with
the lofry-actioned hind-legs,” added he, pointing to a weedy st’:ringw
halty bay passing below, high in bone and low in fesh. v

‘Who's o’ the gaudy chesmut?’ asked Caingey Thornton, who now
ap;zeared, wiping his fat lips after his second glass of ean de vie.

“That’s Mr Sponge’s,’ replied Spareneck, in a low tone, knowing how
soon a man catches his own name,

‘15;& deuced fine horse he is, too,” observed Caingey, in a louder key,
adding, ‘Sponge has the finest lot of horses of any man in England —in
the world, I may say.’

Mr Sponge himself now rose from the breakfast table, and was
speedily followed by Mr Waffles and the rest of the party, some
bea;ing sofa-pillows and cushions to place on the balustrades, to lol] at
their ease, in imitation of the Coventry Club swells in Piccadilly. Then
our friends smoked their cigars, reviewed the cavalry, and cridcised the
ladies who passed below in the flys on their Way to the meet.

‘Come, old Bolter!” exclaimed one, ‘here’s Miss Bussington coming
to look after you — got her mamma with her, too - so yoa;may as well
knock under at once, for she’s determined to have you.’

‘A devil of a woman the old un is, too,” observed Ensign Downley,
‘she nearly frightened Jack Simpers of ours into fits, by asking what hzzﬁ
meant after dancing three dances with her daughter one night.’

‘My word, but Miss Jumpheavy must expect to do some execarion
today with that fine floating feather and her crimson satin dress and
ermine,’” observed Mr Waffles, as that estimable lady drove past in her

i
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Victoria phaeton. ‘She looks like the Queen of Sheba herself. But
come, 1 suppose,’ he added, taking a most diminutive Geneva watch
out of his waistcoat-pocket, ‘we should be going. See! there’s your nag
kicking up a shindy,” he said to Caingey Thornton, as the redoubtable
brown was led down the street by a jean-jacketed groom, kicking and
lashing out at everything he came near.

‘Pl kick him,” observed Thornton, retiring from the balcony to the
brandy-bottle, and helping himself to a pretry good-sized glass. He
then extricated his large cutting whip from the confusion of whips with
which it was mixed, and clonk, clonk, clonked downstairs to the door. .

Multum in Parvo stopped the doorway, across whose shoulder
Leather passed the following hints, in a low tone of voice, 0 Mr
Sponge, as the latter stood drawing on his dog-skin gloves, the
observed, as he flarrered himself, of all observers.

‘Mind, now,” said Leather, ‘this oss as a will of his own; though he
seems so quiet like, he’s not always to be depended on: so be on the
look-out for squalls.

Sponge, having had a glass of brandy, just mounted wich the air of a
man thoroughly at home with his horse, and drawing the rein, with a
slight feel of the spur, passed on from the door to make way for the
redoubtable Hercules. Hercules was evidently not in a good humour.
His ears were laid back, and the rolling white eye showed mischief.
Sponge saw all this, and turned to see whether Thornron’s clumsy,
wash-ball seat, would be able to control the fractious spirit of the horse.

‘Whoay! roared Thornton, as his first dive at the stirrup missed, and
was answered by a hearty kick out from the horse, the ‘whosy’ being
given in a very different tone to the gentle, coaxing style of Mr
Buckram and his men. Had it not been for the brandy within and the
lookers-on without, there is no saying but Caingey would have
declined the horse’s further acquaintance. As it was, he quickly
repeated his attempt at the stirrup with the same sort of domineering
“whoay,’ adding, as he landed in the saddle and snatched at the reins, ‘Do
you think I stole you?

Whatever the horse’s opinion might be on that point, he didn’t seemn
to care to express it, for finding kicking alone wouldn’t do, he
immediately commenced rearing too, and by a desperate plunge, broke
away from the groom, before Thomton had either got him by the head
or his feet in the stirrups. Three most desperate bounds he gave, rising
at the bit as though he would come back over if the hold was not
relaxed, and the fourth effort bringing him to the opposite kerbstone,
he up again with such 2 bound and impetus that he crashed right
through Messrs Frippery and Flummery’s fine plate-glass window, to
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the terror and astonishment of their elegant young counter-skippers
who were busy arranging their ribbons and finery for the day. Ri 1;1:
through the window Hercules went, switching through b(}ok’znlmslgm;
az}d bgréges as he would through a bullfinch, and atrempu‘nngvmaks
his exit by 2 large plate-glass mirror against the wall of the cloakroom
beyond, which he dashed all to pieces with his head. Worse remains to
b? told. Muimm in Parvo, seeing his old comrade’s hindqua:rzers
disappearing through the window, just took the bit between his teeth
and followed, in spite of Mr Sponge’s every effort to turn him: anci
when at length he got him hauled round, the horse was found t;have
decorated himself with a sky-blue visize trimmed with Honiton lace
winf{h he wore like a charger on his way to the Crusades, or a steed
bearu}g a knight to the Eglinton tournament. ’

Quick as it happened, and soon as it was over, all Laverick Wells

seerped to have congregated in the street as our heroes rode out of the
folding glass-doors.

CHAPTER XIlI

An Old Friend

AsouT A FORTNIGHT AFTER the above catastrophe, and as the
rec?lleman of it was nearly effaced by Miss Jumpheavy’s abducti%m of
Ensign Downley, our friend, Mr Waffles, on visiting his stud at the
fa?ur o’clock stable-hour, found a most respectable, middle-aged, rosy-
gilled, better-sort-of-farmer-looking man, straddling his tight’dra%}n/-
trousered legs, with a twisted ash plant propping his chin, behind the
rgdoubtable Hercules. He had 2 bran-new hat on, a Veivet~c0iiared
blue coat with metal buttons, that anywhere but in the searching glare
and contrast of London might have passed for a spicmand-%; an
new one; a sma.il, striped, step-collared toilanette vest; and the aforésiid
drab trousers, in the right-hand pocket of which his disengaged hand
kept fishing up and slipping down an avalanche of silver, which made a
piegsam musical accompaniment to his monetary conversation. On
seeing Mr Waffles, the stranger touched his hat, and appeared 3;0 be

if;{;;rto retire, when Mr Figg, the stud-groom, thus addressed his
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“This be Mr Buckram, sir, of London, sir; says he knows our brown
‘orse, sir ! ‘ . |
‘Ah, indeed,” observed Mr Waffles, taking a cigar from his m@uuth;
“knows no good of him, I should think. What part of London do you
live in, Mr Buckram?’ asked he. ‘ 7 ‘
“Why, 1 doesn’t exactly live in L{mdo‘ﬁ? my i@f‘ﬂ ~ that's 1o say, sir 4
little way out of it, you know — have a lictle hindependence of my own,
you understand.’ , " ) "
‘Hang it, how should I undﬁrstan@ anything of the sort — never set
eyes on you before,” replied Mr Waffles. . ‘ b
The half-crowns now began to descend singly in ghe p@ckeg keepzﬁg
up a prowacted jingle, like the notes of a lazy, undeﬁd?d mugzcaiﬁsnfzﬁéf
box. By the time the last had dropped, Mr Buckram had collecte
hirnself sufficiently to resume. N - it
Taking the ash-plant away from his mouth, with which he had been
barricading his fips, he observed, o o
T know’d that oss when Lord Bullfrog had him, nodding his head at
our old friend as he spoke. ) ;
“The deuce you did!” observed Mr Waffles; ‘where was that? ’
‘In Leicestersheer,” replied Mr Buckram. ‘T have 2 haunt as lives at
Mount Sorrel; she has a little hindependence of her own, and 1 goes
down ’casionally to see her —in fact, I believes I'm i}er hare, Well, I.was
down there just at the beginnin’ of the season, the ounfis met at Kn"by
Gate — a mile or two to the south, you know, on the Leicester road ~ it
was the fust day of the season, in fact —and there was a great {:roxvdg and
T was one; and havin’ a heye for an oss, I was strack Wi*d} this or;?e, you
understand, beir’, as I thought, a "ticklar nice "an. Lord Buﬂfm’g s man
was a ridin’ of him, and he kept him outside the crowd, shuzvm off hus
pints, and passin’ him backwards and forwards under people’s noses, to
"ract the notish of the nobs ~ parsecutin, what I call - fmd} see’d fﬁy
Sponge struck — I've known Mr Sponge many years, and 2 m%iz %&?
gent he is —well, Mr Sponge pulled 1?11;3, az}é said 10 the;‘ grum, “Who g
o that oss?” “My Lor’ Bullfrog’s, sir,” said the man. szi’i sa deu@a
nice "un,” observed Mr Sponge, thinkin’, as hff was a lerci 5, h§ zmghj
praise ’imn, seein’, in all probability, he weren’t for sale. “He is ;?zzf,é
said the grum, patting him on the neck, as though hg were special forl
on him. “Is my lord out?” asked Mr Sponge. “No, sir; hs.f: s not Come’d
down yet,” replied the man, “nor do 1 fmww. Whex} he will come. Hes7
been down at Bath for some time, ’sociatin’ with ti}iﬁﬁ a’i(iermen o
Bristol, and has thrown up a vast o’ bad flesh — o stun’ sin’ last season
— and he’s afeared this oss won’t be able to carry him, and so he Wit £
me to take ’im out today to show ’im. He’d carry me, I think,” said Mr
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Sponge, making hup his mind on the moment, jist as he makes hup his
mind to ride at a fence - not that I think it’s a good plan for a gent o
show that he’s sweet on an oss, for they’re sure to make him pay for it.
Howsomever, that's nouther here nor there. Well, jist as Mr Sponge
said this, Sir Richard driv’ hup, and havin’ got his oss, away we trotted
to the goss jist below, and the next thing I see’d was Mr Sponge leadin’
the “ole field on this werry nag. Well, I heard no more 6l I got o
Melton, for I didn’t go to my haunt’s at Mount Sorrel that night, and I
saw lictle of the run, for my oss was racher puffy, livin’ principally on
chaff, bran mashes, Swedes, and soft food; and when I got to Melwon, 1
heard "ow Mr Sponge had boughr this oss, Mr Buckram nodding his
head at the horse as he spoke, ‘and ow that he'd given the marter o’
two "under’d — or I'm not sure it weren’t two ‘under’d-and-fifty guineas
for im, and -’

‘Well,” interrupted Mr Waffles, tired of his verbosity, ‘and what did
they say about the horse?’

‘Why,” continued Mr Buckram, thoughtfully, propping his chin up
with his stick, and drawing all the half-crowns up to the wp of his
pocket again, ‘the fast “spicious thing I heard was Sir Digby Snaffle’s
grum, Sam, sayin’ to Caprain Screwley’s bat-man rum, jist afore the
George Inn door,

*“Well, Jack, Tommy’s sold the brown oss!”

“*N-0-0-r!” exclaimed Jack, starin’ ’is eyes out, as if it were
unpossible.

* “He 'zs, though,” said Sam.

* “Well, then, I’ope the gemman’s fond o’ walkin’,” exclaimed Jack,
bustin’ out 2 langhin’ and runnin’ on.

“This rayther set me a thinkin’,” continued Mr Buckram, dropping a
second half-crown, which jinked against the nest-egg one left at the
bottom, ‘and fearin’ that Mr Sponge had fallen ‘mong the Philistines ~
which I was werry concerned about, for he’s a real nice gent, but
thoughtless, as many young gents are who ’ave plenty of tn — I made it
my business to enquire "bout this oss; and if he s the oss that I saw in
Leicestersheer, and I "ave little doubt abour it (dropping two consecu-
tive half-crowns as he spoke), though I've not seen him out, 1~

‘Ah! well, T bought him of Mr Sponge, who said he got him from
Lord Bullfrog,” interrupred Mr Waffles.

‘Ah! then he # the oss, in course, said Mr Buckram, with 2 sort of
mournful chuck of the chin; ‘he is the oss,’ repeated he; ‘well, then, he’s
a dangerous hanimal,” added he, letting slip three half-crowns.

“What does he do?’ asked Mr Waffles.

‘Dol repeated Mr Buckram, ‘po! he’ll do for anybody.’
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‘Indeed,” responded Mr Waffles; adding, ‘how could Mr Sponge sell
me such a brute?’

‘T doesn’t mean to say, mind ve,” observed Mr Buckram, drawing
back three half-crowns, as though he had gone that much too far -1
doesn’t mean to say, mind, that he’s wot you call a misteched, runaway,
rear-backwards-over-hanimal — but I mean to say he’s a difficultsh oss
to ride — himpetious — and one that, if he got the hupper "and, would
be werry likely to try and keep the hupper "and — you understand me?’
said he, eyeing Mr Waffles intently, and dropping four half-crowns as
he spoke. ‘

“Pm tellin’ you nothin’ but the wuth,” observed Mr Buckram, after a
pause, adding, ‘in course it’s nothin’ to me, only bein’ down ’ere on a
visit to a friend, and ’earin’ that the oss were ’ere I made bold to look in
1o see whether it was “im or no. No offence, 1 ’opes,” added he, lerting
go the rest of the silver, and taking the prop from under his chin, with
an obeisance as if he was about to be off.

‘Oh, no offence at all,” rejoined Mr Waffles, ‘no offence — rather the
contrary. Indeed, 'm much obliged to you for telling me what you
have done. Just stop half a minute,” added he, thinking he might as well
try and get something more out of him. While Mr Waffles was
considering his next question, Mr Buckram saved him the trouble of
thinking by ‘leading the gallop’ himself.

‘I believe ’im to be a good oss, and I believe "im to be a bad oss/
observed Mr Buckram, sententiously. ‘I believe that oss, with a bold
rider on his back, and well away with the "ounds, would beat most osses
goin’, but it’s the start that’s the difficuley with him; for if, on the other
"and he don’t incline to go, all the spurrin’, and quildn’, and leatherin’
in the world won’t make "im. Itll be a mercy o’ Providence if he don’t
cut out work for the crowner someday.’

‘Hang the brute!” exclaimed Mr Waffles, in disgust; T've 2 good
mind to have his throat cur.’

‘Nay,’ replied Mr Buckram, brightening up, and stirring the silver
round and round in his pocket like a whirlpool, ‘nay,’ replied he, ‘he’s
fit for summat better nor that.’ ‘

‘Not much, 1 think,” replied Mr Waffles, pouting with disgust. He
now stood silent for a few seconds.

“Well, but what did they mean by hoping Mr Sponge was fond of
walking?” at length asked he.

‘Oh, vy,” replied Mr Buckram, gathering all the money up again, ‘1
believe it was this ’ere,” beginning to drop them to half-minute time,
and talking very slowly; ‘the oss, I believe, got the better of Lord
Bullfrog one day, somewhere 2 little on this side of Thrussinton — that,
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you know, is where Sir ’Arry built his kennels ~ between Mount Sorrel
and Melton in fact - and havin’ got his Lordship off, who, I should tell
you, is an uncommon fat "un, he wouldn’t let him on again, and he *ad
to lead him the matter of I don’t know ’ow many miles;” Mr Buckram
letting go the whole balance of silver in a rush, as if to denote that it
was no joke.

‘The brute!’ observed Mr Waffles, in disgust, adding, “Well, as you
seem to have a pretty good opinion of him, suppose you buy him; I'll
let you have him cheap.’

’Ord bless you, my lord ~ that's to say, sir!” exclaimed Buckram,
shrugging up his shoulders, and raising his eyebrows as high as they
would go, ‘he’d be of no use to me, none vowomever - shouldn’t know
wot to do with him — never do for "arness ~ besides, I "ave a werry good
machiner as it is — at least, he sarves my turn, and that’s ﬁverythiz‘;g, you
know. No, sir, no,’ continued he, slowly and thoughtfully, dmpp‘ing
the silver to half-minute time; ‘no, sir, no; if I might make free with 2
gen’leman o’ your helegance,’ continued he, after a pause, ‘I'd say, sell
'm to a post-master or a bus-master, or some sich cattle as those, but |
doesn’t think I'd put ’im into the ’ands of no gen’leman, that’s to say if I
were you, at least,’ added he, ’

“Well, then, will you speculate on him yourself for the bus-masters?’
asked Mr Waffles, tired alike of the colloguy and the quadruped.

‘Oh, vy, as 10 that,” replied Mr Buckram, with an air of the most
perfect indifference, ‘vy, as to that — not bein’ nouther 2 post-master
nor a bus-master — but "aving, as I said before, a little hindependence o’
my own, vy, [ couldn’t in course give such a bountiful price as if T could
turn 'im to account at once; but if it would be any 'commodation to
you,” added he, working the silver up into full cry, ‘I wouldn’t mind
givin’ you the with (worth) of ’im - say, deductin’ expenses hup to
town, and standin’ at livery afore I finds a customer — expenses hup to
town,” continued Mr Buckram, muttering to himself in apparent
calculation, ‘standin’ at livery — three-and-sixpence a night, grum, and
so on ~ [ wouldn’t mind,” continued he briskly, ‘givin’ of you Wemy
pund for 'im — if you’d throw me back a sov.,” continued he, seeing Mr
Watfles” brow didn’t contract into the frown he expected at having
such a sum offered for his three hundred-guinea horse. —

In the course of an hour, that wonderful invention of modern times ~
the Electric Telegraph ~ conveyed the satisfactory words ‘All right’ to
our friend Mr Sponge, just as he was sitting down to dinner in a certain
sumptuously sanded coffee-room in Conduit Steet, who forthwith
sealed and posted the following ready-written letter:
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Banzam Hotel, Bond Streer
Siz - I have been greatly surprised and hurt to hear thar you have
thought fit to impeach my integrity, and insinuate that I had taken
you in with the brown horse. Such insinuations touch one in a
tender point — one’s self-respect. The bargain, I may remind you,
was of your own seeking, and I told you at the time I knew nothing

of the horse, having only ridden him once, and I also rold you

where 1 got him. To show how unjust and unworthy your
insinuations have been, I have now to inform you that, having
ascertained that Lord Bullfrog know he was vicious, I insisted on
his lordship taking him back, and have only o add, that, on my
receiving him from you, I will return you your bill.
1 am, sir, your obedient servant,

H. Sroner

To W. Waffles, Esq., Immperial Hotel, Laverick Wells,

Mr Waffles was a good deal vexed and puzzled when he gor this
letter. He had parted with the horse, who was gone no one knew
where, and Mr Waffles felt that he had used a2 cerrain freedom of
speech in speaking of the wansaction. Mr Sponge having left Laverick
Wells, had, perhaps, led him a little astray with his tongue ~ slandering
an absent man being generally thought a pretty safe game; it now
seemed Mr Waffles was all wrong, and might have had his money back
if he had not been in such a hurry o part with the horse. Like a good
many people, he thought he had best eat up his words, which he did in
the following manner:

Imperial Hotel, Laverick Wells
Dzar Mz Sponce ~ You are quite mistaken in supposing that I
ever insinuated anything against you with regard to the horse. I said
be was a beast, and it seerns Lord Bullfrog admits it. However,
never mind anything more about him, though I am equally obliged
to you for the trouble you have taken. The fact is, I have parted
with him.
We are having capital sport; never go out but we kill, sometimes
a brace, sometimes a leash of foxes. Hoping you are recovered from
the effects of your ride through the window, and will soon rejoin us,
believe me, dear Mr Sponge,

Yours very sincerely,
W. Walffles

To which Mr Sponge shortly afrer rejoined as follows:
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Bantam Hotel, Bond Siyeer
Dear Warries — Yours to hand - I am glad to receive a
disclaimer of any unworthy imputations respecting the ‘brown
horse. Such insinuations are only for horse-dealers, not for men of
high gentlemanly feeling.

I am sorry to say we have not got out of the horse as I hoped,
Lord Bullfrog, who is a most cantankerous fellow, insists upon
having him back, according to the terms of my lewer; T mmgse
therefore trouble you to hunt him up, and let us accommodate his
lordship with him again. If you will say where he is, I may very
likely know someone who can assist us in getting him. You will
excuse this trouble, I hope, considering that it was to serve you that
I 'moved in the matter, and insisted on returning him to his
lordship, at a loss of £50 to myself, having only given £2 50 for him,

Iremain, dear Waffles,

Yours sincerely,

) N H. Srownes
To W. Waffles, Esq., Inmperiai Hotel, Lavevick Wells.

Laverick Wells
Drar Seowce - I'm afraid Bullfrog will have to make himself
happy without his horse, for I hav'n’t the slightest idea where he is.
I'sold him to a cockneyfied, countryfied sort of a man, who said he
had a small ‘hindependence of his own’ — somewhere, I believe,
about London. He didn’t give much for him, as you may suppose,
when 1 tell you we paid for him chiefly in silver. If T were you, 1
wouldn’t trouble myself about him.

Yours very truly,

W. WarrLes

T H. Sponge, Fsg.

Our hero addressed Mr Waffles again, in the course of a few days, as

follows:

Dear WarrLes — I am sorry to say Bullfrog won’t be put off

without the horse. He says I insisted on his taking him back, and now

he insists on having him. I have had his lawyer, Mr Chousam, of the

great firm of Chousam, Doem, and Co., of Throgmorton Street, at

me, who says his lordship will play old gooseberry with us if we don’t

return him by Saturday. Pray put on all steam, and look him up.
Yours in haste,

B H. Spowcs
To W. Waffles, Fsq.
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Mr Waffles did put on all steam, and so successfully that he ran the
horse to ground at our friend Mr Buckram’s. Though the horse was in
the box adjoining the house, Mr Buckram declared he had sold him o
go to ‘Hireland;’ to what county he really couldn’t say, nor to what
hunt; all he knew was, the gentleman said he was a ‘captin,” and lived in
a castle.

Mr Waffles communicated the intelligence to Sponge, requesting

him to do the best he could for him, who reported what his ‘best’ was
in the following letter:

Dear WarrLes — My lawyer has seen Chousam, and deuced stff
he says he was. It seems Bullfrog is indignant at being accused of a
‘do;’ and having got me in the wrong box, by not being able to
return the horse as claimed, he meant to work me. At first
Chousam would hear of nothing but ‘l-a-w.” Bullfrog’s wounded
honour could only be salved that way. Gradually, however, we
diverged from l-a-w to £-s.-d.; and the upshot of it is, that he will
advise his lordship to take £250 and be done with it. It’s a bore; but
I did it for the best, and shall be glad now to know your wishes on
the subject. Meanwhile, I remain,
Yours, very wuly,
H. SponeE
To W. Waffles, Esq.

Formerly a remittance by post used to speak for itself. The tender-
fingered clerks could detect an enclosure, however skilfully folded. Few
people grudged double postage in those days. Now one letter is so
much like another, that nothing short of opening them makes one any
wiser. Mr Sponge received Mr Waffles’ answer from the hands of the
waiter with the sort of feeling that it was only the continuation of their
correspondence. Judge, then, of his delight, when a nice, clean, crisp
promissory note, on a five-shilling stamp, fell quivering to the floor. A
few lines, expressive of Mr Waffles’ gradrude for the wouble our hero
had taken, and hopes that it would not be inconvenient to take a note at
wo months, accompanied it. At first Mr Sponge was overjoyed. It
would set him up for the season. He thought how he’d spend it. He had
half a mind o go to Melton. There were no heiresses there, or else he

would. Leamington would do, only it was rather expensive. Then he

thought he might as well have done Waffles 2 livde more.

‘Confound itl” exclaimed Sponge, ‘I don’t do myself justce! I'me oo
mch of a gentleman! 1 should have had five *under’d — such an ass as
Woaftles deserves to be done!’
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CHAPTER X1V

A New Scheme

OyR FRIEND SOAPEY Was now in good feather; he had got a large
price for his good-for-nothing horse, with a very handsome bonus for
not getting him back, making him better off than he had been for some
time. Qenﬂemaﬂ of his calibre are generally extremely affluent in
everything except cash. They have bills without end — bills that nobody
will touch, and book debts in abundance — book debts entered with
metallic pencils in curious little clasped pocketbooks, with such utter
disregard of method that it would puzzle an accountant o comb them
into anything like shape.

It is true, what Mr Sponge got from Mr Waffles were bills — but they
were good bills, and of such reasonable date as the most exacting of the
Jew wibe would ‘do’ for twenty per cent Mr Sponge determined 1o
keep the game alive, and gerting Hercules and Mulram in Parvo
togﬁ%her again, he added a showy piebald hack, that Buckram had just
got from some circus people, who had not been able to train him to
their work,

The question now was, where to manceuvre this imposing stud — 2
problem that Mr Sponge quickly solved.

.Among the many strangers who rushed into indiscriminate friendship
with our hero ar Laverick Wells, was Mr Jawleyford, of Jawleyford
Court, in —shire. Jawleyford was a great humbug. He was a fine, off-
hand, open-hearted, cheery sort of fellow, who was always delighted to
see you, would start at the view, and stand with open arms in the
middle of the street, as though quite overjoyed at the meeting. Though
he never gave dinners, nor anything where he was, he asked everybody
at least everybody who did give them, to visit him at Jawleyford Zilour*cj
If a man was fond of fishing, he must come to Jawlevford Court, be

. 7ust, indeed; he would take no refusal, he wouldn’t leave him alone all

he promised. He would show him such fishing ~ no waters in the world
to compare with his. The Shannon and the Tweed were not to be
spoken of in the same day as his warers in the Swiftley.

Shooting, the same way. ‘By Jove! are you a shooter? Well, I'm
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delighted to hear it. Well, now, we shall be at home all September, and
up to the middle of October, and you rmust just corme to Us at your own
time, and I will give you some of the finest partridge and pheasant
shooting you ever saw in your life; Norfolk can show nothing to what I
can. Now, my good fellow say the word; do say you’ll come, and then it
will be a settled thing, and I shall lock forward to it with such pleasure?”
He was equally magnanimous about hunting, though, like a good
many people who have ‘had their hunts,” he pretended that his day was
over, though he was a most zealous promoter of the sport. So he asked
everybody who did hunt to come and see him and what with his hearty,
affable manner, and the unlimited nature of his invitations, he generally
passed for a deuced hospitable, good sort of fellow, and came in for no
end of dinners and other entertainments for his wife and daughters, of
which he had two ~ daughters, we mean, not wives. His time was about
up at Laverick Wells when Mr Sponge arrived there; nevertheless,
during the few days that remained to them, Mr Jawleyford conwived to
scrape a pretty intimate acquaintance with a gentleman whose wealth
was reported to equal, if it did not exceed, thar of Mr Waffles himself.
The following was the closing scene between them:

‘Mr Sponge,” said he, getting our hero by both hands in Culeyford’s
Billiard Room, and shaking them as though he could not bear the idea
of separation; ‘my dear Mr Sponge,” added he, ‘T grieve to say we're
going tomorrow; | had hoped to have stayed a lirtle longer, and to have
enjoyed the pleasure of your most agreeable society.” (This was true; he
would have stayed, only his banker wouldn’t let him have any more
money.) ‘But, however, I won’t say adieu,” continued he; ‘no, Twon’t say
adieu! I live, as you perhaps know, in one of the best hunting countes
in England — my Lord Scamperdale’s ~ Scamperdale and I are like
brothers; [ can do whatever I like with him ~ he has, T may say, the
finest pack of hounds in the world; his huntsman, Jack Frostyface, T
really believe, cannot be surpassed. Come, then, my dear fellow,’
contnued Mr Jawleyford, increasing the grasp and shake of the hands,
and looking most earnestly in Sponge’s face, as if deprecating a refusal;
‘come then, my dear fellow, and see us; we will do whatever we can to
enterrain and make you comfortable. Scamperdale shall keep our side

of the country till you come; there are capital stables at Lucksford,

close to the station, and you shall have a stall for your hack at
Jaw-leyford, and 2 man to look after him, if you like; so now, don’t say.

nay — your time shall be ours — we shall be at home all the rest of the
winter, and I flaccer myself, if you once come down, you will be
inclined to repeat your visit; 4t Jeasz, I bope so.”

There are two common sayings; one, ‘that birds of a feather flock
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rogether;” the other, ‘that two of 2 trade never agree;’ which ofren see
to us to contradict each other in the acrua] i;aterceurse 23;81;; §
Humbugs certainly have the knack of drawing together, and ver th ﬁ‘
are aﬁf‘ways excellent friends, and will vouch for the gc;oydm*s*“}()f: jﬁg
otherin a way that few straightforward men think it worth ;i:cir i;lai
to adopt with regard to indifferent people Indeed, humbugs are 11§
always content to defend their absent brother humbz’igﬁ w}‘zengths ;0?
themn abused, but they will frequently lug each other in neck andyz:z"zar
ap}f»zgend}; Hf@r no other purpose than that of prociaiming: whi
:;:; ;I:;;:WS they are, and see if anybody will take up the cudgels
Mz Sponge, albeit with a considerable cross of the humbug himself,
?né one who perfectly understood the usual worthlessness ff eai';;mf
IVILAtons, was yet so taken with Mr Jawleyford’s hail feﬂewmwgiwme‘t
earnest sort of manner, that, adopting the convenient and fam’-i' :
saiut:;og in such matters, that there is no rule withour an excepf:;ir
;:17;;3 ‘ ed that Mr Jawleyford was the exception, and really meant what
Independently of the atractions offered by hunting, which we
both strong and cogent, we have said there were two ;m;m ladie -ifﬁf
whc;n% fame attached the enormous fortunes Common in c%seq WZ’ .
d}ere is a‘iarge property and no sons. Still Sponge was a wa ; b;rd :Tg
h%s experience of the worthlessness of most general invitagfmé 13 Z*
h%m think it just possible that it might not suit Mr Jawleyford to re:;;
him ‘now, at the particular time he wanted to g0; so after dﬁ;
conadsngg the case, and also the impressive nature of tiﬁs invitation ;
recenfdy given, 00, he determined not to give Jawleyford the chanc 7 S{;
;eﬁlsmg him, but just to say he was coming, and drop down up{m(“gi;;
efore he could say ‘no.’ Accordingly, he penned the following epﬁgf}e;

Bantam Hozel, Bond St
Drar jAW.LEYFQRD ~I purpose being with yo)u toxiiggif; i{;ﬁii
express train, which I see, by Bradshaw, arrives at Luck;férdﬂa
quarter to three. I shall only bring two hunters and a hack, s
perhaps you could oblige me by raking them in for the short tﬁzg ?
shall stay, as it would not be convenient for me to sepamté tgaém

Hoping ¢ and t i
deafls?f o find Mrs Jawleyford and the young ladies well, I remain,

Yours very truly,

H. Spowes
To - Jawleyford, Esq., Fawleyford Cours, Lucksford. oner
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“Curse the fellow! exclaimed Jawleyford, nearly choking himself with a

fish bone, as he opened and read the foregoing at breakfast. ‘Curse the
fellow! he repeated, stamping the letter under foot, as though he would
crush it to atoms. “Who ever saw such a piece of impudence as that!”

“What's the matter, my dear?” enquired Mrs Jawleyford, alarmed lest
it was her dunning jeweller writing again.

‘Matrer” shrieked Jawleyford, in a tone that sounded through the
thick wall of the room, and caused the hobbling old gardener on the
terrace to peep in at the heavy-mullioned window. ‘Master”” repeated
he, as though he had got his coup de grace; ‘look rthere) added he,
handing over the letrer.

‘Oh, my dear,” rejoined Mrs Jawleyford, soothingly, as soon as she
saw it was not what she expected. ‘Oh, my dear, Pm sure there’s
nothing to make you put yourself so much out of the way.’

‘No? roared Jawleyford, determined not to be done outr of his
grievance. ‘No!” repeated he; ‘do you call that nothing?

“Why, nothing to make yourself unhappy about, replied Mrs
Jawleyford, rather pleased than otherwise; for she was glad it was not
from rings, the jeweller, and, moreover, hated the monotony of
Jawleyford Court, and was glad of anything to relieve ic. If she had had
her own way, she would have gadded about at watering-places all the
year round. :

“Well, said Jawleyford, with a toss of the head and a shrug of
resignation, ‘you’ll have me in gaol; I see that”

‘Nay, my dear ].,” rejoined his wife, soothingly; ‘T'm sure you've
plenty of money.

‘Have 1P ejaculated Jawleyford. ‘Do you suppose, if I had, I'd have
left Laverick Wells without paying Miss Bustlebey, or given 2 bill at
three months for the house-rent?’

“Well, but my dear, yow've nothing to do but tell Mr Screwemtight
to get you some money from the tenants.’

‘Money from the tenants!’ replied Mr Jawleyford. ‘Screwemtight
tells me he can’t get another farthing from any man on the estate.’

‘Oh, pooh!” said Mrs Jawleyford; ‘yow're far too good to them. I
always say Screwemtight looks far more to their interest than he does
€0 yours.’

Jawleyford, we may observe, was one of the rather numerous race of
paper-booted, pen-and-ink landowners. He always dressed in the
country as he would in St James’s Street, and his communications with
his tenantry were chiefly confined to dining with them twice a year in
the great entrance-hall, after Mr Screwemtight had eased them of their
cash in the steward’s-room. Then Mr Jawleyford would shine forth the
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very impersonification of what a landlord ought to be. Dressed in the
heig?}t of the fashion, as if by his clothes o give the lie to his words hé
would expatiate on the delights of such meetings of equality; decng‘ﬁ
that, next to those spent with his family, the only really h;pp‘}f r:ﬂome;ms
of his life were those when he was surrounded ’by’ his tenant%y* he
d(_)ated on f‘:he manly character of the English farmer. Then he wc,muid
advert to the grear antiquity of the }awléyfard family, many genera-
tions of whom looked down upon them from the Waﬁsﬂ of the old hall;
some on their war-steeds, some armed cap-a-pie, some in com;:
dresses, some in Spanish ones, one in 2 white dress with gold brocade
breeches and a hat with an enormous plume, old Jawleyford (father of
the present one) in the Windsor uniform, and our friend himself. the
very prototype of w;fiat then stood before them. Indeed, he hadﬁ g}eeﬁ
Pgm?‘:,é in the act of addressing his hereditary chaw-bacons in the hall
in which t‘he picture was suspended. There he stood, with his brigh;
aubum‘hau“ (now rather badger-pied, perhaps, but still very passable b
candlelight) ~ his bright auburn hair, we say, swept boldly off é}i&; 10&5
fg{e,hea.d, his hazy grey eyes flashing with the excitement of driz;k and
animation, his left hand reposing on the hip of his well-firting black
pantaloons, while the right one, radiant with rings, and m‘inmfd with
upturned wristband, sawed the air, as he rounded off the periods of the
well-accustomed saws, ( |

Jawleyford, like a good many people, was very hospitable when in full
fig — two soups, two fishes, and the necessary concomitants; bur he
would see anyone far enough before he would give hima dinne; merel
because he wanted one. That sort of ostentatious banqueting has ab@uz
brought country society in general to a dead lock. People tire of the
constant revision of plate, linen, and china, )

Mrs Jawleyford, on the other hand, was 2 very rough-and-read
sort of woman, never put out of her way; and though she ccmmm}y
preached the old doctrine that girls ‘are much better \sin 1::37
than married,” she was always on the look-out for Gppom;mtiesgof
contradicting her assertions. o
bﬁhe was an Irish %abgiiy? Wiih a pedigree almost as long as Jawleyford’s,

more compressible prid i ’ a duk
take a marqmspor an earilj I;ﬁfﬁf gii’i@ C?Pidfﬂ t g{?t 2 duke, she vould
ke , 21 put up with a rich commoner,

} The pem@l;'theref{}m, of Sponge’s letter, operated differently upon
1;;2 ::; ;i%;i;it :: niizi ui?}? her i}hushz%nd, m‘a({ though she ?{Ouid have liked a
! » perhaps, she did not care to take him as they were
Jawleytord, however, resisted violentdy. It would be most particularl :
inconvenient to him to receive company at that time. If Mr Sponge hag
gone through the whole three hundred and sixty-five davé in th§ year
J 7 ’
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he could not have hit upon a more inconvenient one for him. Besides,
he had no idea of people writing in that sort of a way, saying they were
coming, without giving him the chance of saying no.

“Well, but my dear, I dare say you asked him,’ observed Mrs

Jawleyford.
Jawleyford was silent, the scene in the billiard-room recurring to his
mind, ‘

‘Pve often rold you, my dear, continued Mrs Jawleyford, kindly,
‘that you shouldn’t be so free with your invitadons if you don’t want
people to come; things are very different now to what they were in the
old coaching and posting days, when it took a day and a night and half
the next day to get here, and I don’t know how much money besides.
You might then invite people with safety, but it is very different now,
when they have nothing to do but put themselves into the express-train
and whisk down in a few hours.’

“Well, but confound him, T didn’r ask his horses,” exclaimed Jawleyford;
‘nor will T have them either, continued he, with a jerk of the head, as
he got up and rang the bell, as though determined to put a stop to that
at all events.

‘Samuel,” said he, to the dirty page of a boy who answered the
summons, ‘tell John Wawson to go down to the Railway Tavern

directly, and desire them to get a three-stalled stable ready for a
gentleman’s horses that are coming today - a gentleman of the name of _

Sponge,” added he, lest anyone else should chance to come and usurp

them — ‘and tell John to meet the express train, and tell the gentleman’s

groom where itis.’

CHAPTER XV

Fawleyford Court

TRUE TO A MINUTE, the hissing engine drew the swifdly-gliding train._
beneath the elegant and costly stadon at Lucksford — an edifice

presenting a rare contrast to the wretched old red-tiled, five-windowed
house, called the Red Lion, where a brandy-faced blacksmith of 2
landlord used to emerge from the adjoining smithy, to take charge o
anyone who might arrive per coach for that part of the country.
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5{%; Sponge was quickly on the platform, seeing to the detachment of
his horse-box.

Just as the cavalry was about got into marching order, up rode John
Watson, 2 ragamuffin-looking gamekeeper, in a green plush coat, with
a very tz?fmsheé %afed hat, mounted on a very shaggy white pony,
whose hide seemed quite impervious to the visitations of a heavily-
knotted dogwhip, with which he kept saluting his shoulders and sides.

. C s e . .

Please, sir,’ said he, riding up to Mr Sponge, with a touch of the old
P 2 27PN - . s . 1 . 5 o
hat, ,]{ © got you a capital three-stall stable at the Railway Tavern,
here,” pointing to a newly-built brick house standing on the rising
ground.

¢ H 3 e ; 1 e rl ~

Oh but 'm going to Jawleyford Court,’ responded our friend,
thinking the man was the ‘tout’ of the tavern.

. , ‘ L

Mr jawlsyfﬂfd don’t take in horses, sir, rejoined the man, with
another touch of the hat,

TIe S - : .

‘O; ﬁ;;ke m‘ ?;zz;ﬂze, {;?szerve@ Mz Sponge, W;m‘annalr of authority,

‘Oh, I beg pardon, sir, replied the keeper, thinking he had made a
mistake; ‘it was Mr Sponge whose horses I had to bespeak stalls for,
" - EEY - " ’
touching his hat profusely as he spoke.

. . .

! Wfﬁﬁ, this be Mister Sponge,” observed Leather, who had been
listening attentively to what passed.

I e’ J . .

Deed!” said the keeper, again wurning to our hero, with an T beg
pardon, sir, bur the stable #s for you then, sir - for Mr Sponge, sir.’

1 3 P '

How do you know that?” demanded our friend.

£ P 3 1 EFEY

Cause Mr Spigot, the buder, says to me, says he, “Mr Wartson,”
] 3 3 .
says he — my name’s Watson, you see,’ continued the speaker sawing
P > % i
away at his hat, ‘my name’s Watson, you see, and I'm the head
gamekeeper. “Mr Watson,” says he, “you must go dow: 7
e )y g n 1o the tavern
and order a three-stall stable for a gentleman of the name of Sponge,
whose horses are a comin’ today;” and in course Pve come ‘cordingly,
added Warson, 5
£ 28 Ag o WP
A three-stall'd stable!” observed Mr Sponge, with an emphasis
‘ ‘ .
A three-stall’d stable,” repeated Mr Watson.
. _ . .
Confound him, but he said he’d take in a hack ac all events,’
- -~ - . ’
observed Sponge, with a sideway shake of the head; ‘and a hack he shall
. ¥ - £ .
take in, too,” he added. ‘Are your stables full at Jawleyford Court?’” he
asked.
0 -\ : : :
- *’Ord bless you, no, sir,” replied Watson with a leer; ‘there’s nothin’
in them but a couple of weedy hacks and a pair of old worn-ous
carriage-horses.
e ‘ ‘

Tfhm I can get this hack taken in, at all events,” observed Sponge,

laying his hand on the neck of the piebald as he spoke.
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wages, and all the proper “reglars.” Bless you, I could sell 1eW suit of

clothes there every year, instead of having to wear the last keepey’

cagt:«offs, and a hat that would disgrace anything but a fay-crow ?{}"egs
liniry wa’sn’%ﬁ stuffed full of gun waddin’ it would be over my n(;se ’ghi
observed, taking it off and adjusting the layer of wadding as he g Q}; :

‘You should have stuck to Sir Harry,” observed Mr Sponge. e

‘I did,’ rejoined Watson, ‘1 did, I stuck to him to the last, Pd hy
been with him now, only he couldn’t get 2 manor ar Boulogne andve
keeper was of no use without one.’ ? :

‘What, he went to Boulogne, did he?’ observed Mr Sponge.

‘Ayg, the more’s the pity,’ replied Watson. “He was a gentleman
every %11Ch of him,” he added, with a shake of the head and 2 sigh, as if
reCUrrmg to more prosperous times. ‘He was what a gentleman {;ught
to be,” he continued, ‘not one of your poor, pryin’, inquisitive critcurs
what’s always fancyin’ themselves cheated. T ordered everything in mj,
department, and paid for it too; and never had 2 bill disp’uted or evei};
commented on. I might have charged for 2 ton of powder, and never
had nothin’ said.’ ’

‘Mr Jawleyford’s not likely to find his way to Boulogne, T suppose?’
observed Mr Sponge. e

‘Not he!” exclaimed Watson, ‘not he! — safe bird — very.

jHe’s rich, I suppose?” continued Sponge, with an air of indifference,
“\/V}‘;y7 I should say he was; though others say he’s not,” replied
Wa:s&na cropping the old pony with the dog-whip, as it nea;hf fell on
its nose. ‘He can’t fail to be rich, with all his property; thuugﬁ they're
desperate hands for gaddin’ about; always off to some x;/atermﬁ place 01:
another, lookin’ for husbands, I suppose. I wonder,” he continued :that
gendeme;} Cag’t settle at home, and amuse themselves with c:oz\zrsm’
and shootin’.” Mr Watson, like many servants, thinking that the bulk of
a gentleman’s income should be spent in promoting the partcular
sport over which they preside. ; i

With this and similar discourse, they beguiled the short distance
betwieen the station and the Court — a distance, however, that looked
cons;derabiy greater after the flying rapidity of the rail. Jém: for these
oceasumal TETUIns to terra firma, people would begin to fancy therﬁ-«
selves ‘bzrds. After rounding a large but gently swelling hill, over the
summit of which the road, after the fashion of old roads’ led, our
tr?tveﬂer suddenly looked down upon the wide vale of Sni’pc:rd?own
with Jawleyford Court glittering with a bright open aspect, on a ﬁnf;
gradual elevation, above the broad, smoothly-gliding rivzar, A deazi
aﬁnosphsrg indicative either of rain or frost, disclosed a vast tract of
wild, flat, ll-cultvated-looking country to the south, litde ir;temjpted

“Why, as to that, replied Mr Warson, with a shake of the head, I
can’t say nothin”.
‘I musst, though, rejoined Sponge, tartly; ‘he said he’d take in my hack,
or I wouldn’t have come.
“Well, sir, observed the keeper, ‘you know bes, sir.’
‘Confounded screw! murtered Sponge, turning away to give his
orders to Leather. ‘U1l work him for it,” he added. ‘He sha'n’t get rid of
me in a hurry — at least not unless I can get a better billet elsewhere.”
Having arranged the parting with Leather, and got a cart to carry his
things, Mr Sponge mounted the piebald, and put himself under the
guidance of Watson to be conducted to his destination. The first part
of the journey was performed in silence, Mr Sponge not being
particularly well pleased at the reception his request to have his horses
taken in had met with. This silence he might perhaps have preserved
throughout had it not occurred to him, that he might pump something
out of the servant about the family he was going to visit.
“That’s not a bad-like old cob of yours,” he observed, drawing rein so
as to let the shaggy white come alongside of him.
‘He belies his looks, then,’ replied Wawon, with a grin of his
cadaverous face, ‘for he’s just as bad a beast as ever looked through a
bridle. It’s a parfect disgrace to 2 gentleman to put a man on such a
beast.”
Sponge saw the sort of man he had got to deal with, and proceeded
accordingly.
“Have you lived long with Mr Jawleyford?” he asked.
“No, nor will 1, if I can help it,” replied Watson, with another grin
and another touch of the old hat. Touching his hat was about the only
piece of propriety he was up to.
“What, he’s not a brick then?” asked Sponge.
‘Mean man, replied Watson with a shake of the head; ‘mean man, he
repeated. ‘You're nowise connected with the fam’ly, I s’'pose?” he asked
with a look of suspicion lest he might be committing himself.
‘No.” replied Sponge; ‘no; merely an acquaintance. We met at
Laverick Wells, and he pressed me to come and see him.’
‘Indeed? said Watson, feeling at ease again,
“Who did you live with before you came here?’ asked Mr Sponge
after a pause.
I lived many years — the greater part of my life, indeed — with Sir
Harry Swift. He was 2 real gentleman now, if you like — free, open-
handed gentleman — none of your close shavin’, cheese-parin’ sort of
gentlemen, or imitation gentlemen, as I calls them, but a man who
knew what was due to good servants and gave them it. We had good
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by woods or signs of population; the whole losing itself, as it were, inan
indistinct gray outline, commingling with the fleecy white clouds in the
distance.

‘Here we be, observed Wartson, with a nod towards where 2
tarnished red-and-gold flag floated, or rather flapped lazily in the
winter’s breeze, above an irregular mass of towers, wrrets, and odd-
shaped chimneys, '

Jawleyford Court was a fine old mansion, partaking more of the
character of 2 castle than a Court, with its keep and rowers, batdements,
heavily grated mullioned windows, and machicolated gallery. It stood,
sombre and gray, in the midst of gigantic but now leafless sycamores -
trees that had to thank themselves for being sycamores; for, had they
been oaks, or other marketable wood, they would have been made into
bonnets or shawls long before now. The building itself was irregular,
presenting different sorts of architecture, from pure Gothic down to
some even perfectly modern buildings; stll, viewed as a whole, it was
massive and imposing: and as Mr Sponge locked down upon it, he
thought far more of Jawleyford and Co. than he did as the mere
occupants of a modest, white-stuccoed, green-verandahed house, at
Laverick Wells. Nor did his admiration diminish as he advanced, and,
crossing by a battlemented bridge over the moat, he viewed the massive
character of the buildings rising grandly from their rocky foundation.
An imposing, solemn-toned old clock began swiking four, as the
horsemen rode under the Gothic portico whose notes re-echoed and
reverberated, and at last lost themselves among the towers and
pinnacles of the building. Sponge, for a moment, was awe-stricken at
the magnificence of the scene, feeling that it was what he would call ‘a
good many cuts above him;’ but he soon recovered his wonted
impudence.

‘He would have me,” thought he, recalling the pressing nature of the
Jawleyford invitation,

‘If you'll hold my nag,” said Watson, throwing himself off the shaggy
white, ‘T'll ring the bell,” added he, running up a wide flight of steps to
the hall-door. A riotous peal announced the arrival.
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CHAPTER XVI

The fawleyford Establishment

THE LouD praL of the Jawleyford Court door-bell, announcing Mr
Sponge’s arrival, with which we closed the last chaprer, found the
inhabitants variously engaged preparing for his reception.

Mrs Jawleyford, with the aid of 2 very indifferent cook, was endeay-
ouring to arrange a becoming dinner; the young ladies, with the aid of
a somewhat better sort of maid, were atwactifying themselves, each
looking with considerable jealousy on the efforts of the other; and Mr
Jawleyford was wotting from room to room, eyeing the various
pictures of himself, wondering which was now the most like, and
watching the emergence of cuartains, carpets, and sofas from their
brown-holland covers,

A gleam of sunshine seemed to reign throughour the mansion; the
long-covered furniture appearing to have gained freshness by its
retirement, just as a newly done-up hat surprises the wearer by its
goodness; a few days, however, soon restore the defects of either.

All these arrangements were suddenly brought to a close by the peal
of the door-bell, just as the little stage-tinkle of a theatre StOps
preparation, and compels the actors to stand forward as they are. Mrs
Jawleyford threw aside her silk apron, and took a hasty glance of her
face in the old eagle-topped mirror in the still-room; the young ladies
discarded their coarse dirty pocket-handkerchiefs, and gently drew
elaborately-fringed ones through their taper fingers to give them an air
of use, as they took a hasty review of themselves in the SWing mirrors;
the housemaid hurried off with a whole armful of brown holland; and
Jawleyford threw himself into attitude in an elaborately-carved, richly-
cushioned, easy-chair, with a Disraeli’s Life of Lord George Bentinck in
h.js.hand. But Jawleyford’s thoughts were far from his book. He was
sitting on thorns lest there might not be a proper guard of honour to
receive Mr Sponge at the enwrance.

Jawleyford, as we said before, was not the man to entertain unless he
could do it ‘properly; and, as we 2ll have our pitch-notes of propriety
up to which we play, we may state that Jawleyford’s note was a butler
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in due course of time N
Miss Jawleytords, whe had
into the drawing-room %

and two footmen. A butler and two footmen he looked upon as
perfectly indispensable to receiving company. He chose to have two
foormen to follow the butder, who followed the gentleman to the
spacious flight of steps leading from the great hall to the portico, as he
mounted his horse. The world is governed a good deal by appearances.

Mr Jawleyford started life with two most unimpeachable Johns. They
were nearly six feet high, heads well up, and legs that might have done
for models for a sculptor. They powdered with the greatest propriety,
and by two o’'clock each day were silk-stockinged and pumped in full-
dress Jawleyford livery; sky-blue coats with massive silver aiguilletres,
and broad silver seams down the front and round their waistcoat-pocket
flaps; silver garters at their crimson plush breeches’ knees: and thus
attired, they were ready to turn out with the buder to receive Visitors,
and conduct them back to their carriages. Gradually they came down in
style, but not in number, and, when Mr Sponge visited Mr Jawleyford,
he had a sort of out-of-door man-of-all-work who metamorphosed
himself into a second footman at short notice,

‘My dear Mr Sponge! — I am delighted to see you!” exclaimed Mr
Jawleyford, rising from his easy-chair, and throwing his Disraeli’s
Bentinck aside, as Mr Spigot, the butler, in a deep sonorous voice,
announced our worthy friend. “This is, indeed, most truly kind of you,
continued Jawleyford, advancing to meet him; and gerting our friend
by both hands, he began working his arms up and down like the under
man in a saw-pit. “This is, indeed, most truly kind,” he repeated; ‘1
assure you I shall never forget it. It’s just what 1 like — it’s just what Mrs
Jawleyford likes ~ it's just what we 4/ like — coming withour fuss or
ceremony. Spigot!’ he added, hailing old Pomposo as the latter was
slowly withdrawing, thinking what a humbug his master was - ‘Spigot!
he repeated in 2 louder voice; ‘let the ladies know Mr Sponge is here..
Come to the fire, my dear fellow,’ continued Jawleyford, clutching hi
guest by the arm, and drawing him towards where an ample grate of
indifferent coals was crackling and spluttering beneath a magnificent
old oak mantelpiece of the richest and costliest carved work. “Come 1o

the fire, my dear fellow,” he repeated, ‘for you feel cold; and I don’t
wonder at it, for the day is cheerless and uncomfortable, and you've
had 2 long ride. Will you take anything before dinner?’

“What time do you dine?’ asked Mr Sponge, rubbing his hands as he
spoke.

‘Six o’clock,” replied Mr Jawleyford, ‘six o’clock ~ say six o'clock
not particular to a moment — days are short, you see — days are short

I think I should like a glass of sherry and a biscuit, then,” observe
Mr Sponge.

[fmd forchwith the bell was rung, and
Spigot arrived with a tray, followed by the
rather expected Mr Sponge to be shown
therm, w%zers they had composed themselves very preci]

a parrotin chenille, the other with 2 lapful of crocher. "

”{hfa Miss Jawleyfords — Amelia and Emily — were gévei
?g;u;ﬁg—» at !iieag!i: Jﬁt mfﬁcﬁendy 50 to attract az:%:fam;i{;ﬁ 5;1 a crowd, bur

ll, weil calculated to ‘bring 2 man o | 7 ry, B
Elhackf‘:fay, I’ghf? biz;ﬁd up all the%mme mzhi?i}riﬁzﬁigﬁﬁ
that exist only in the inner chambers of ¢ alling. 7
}Z:gﬁfy Fzzézf, says, we think (though we damﬁi}iﬁi? gﬁ?ﬁ%ﬁ;iﬁ i;

and on the passage}, that it is not vour r iking beauties w
ﬂzej most dangemu:% —atall events, t}z}]a; ilo 315§§§ fv;):zzzeg V;hO aim
quiet sort of girls, who do not strike the beholder at ﬁ‘;‘S’t si hlz E) s Sj}y
ﬁ?gf% ups;n him asl he gets acquainted. The fﬁgséjawigyf;rditizfé
of this order. Seen in plain morning gowns, 2 man would meet thern ;
the street, without either turning round j@r maki i observation.
g{';g‘d, bad, or indifferent; bur in the ci;j > quar ‘f ng o oRerarion.
with all the able assistance of first-rate i{}?&ﬁ?{iﬁ"@iﬁfﬁ?ﬁ o
and set out, each bent on doing the agreeable they %écaSm v& B,
The Miss }gwieyfards were uncommonly Wei}’ gotup, and ; e, then
mumgi maid, deserved great credit for the impartiaig};y she
arraying them, "}{‘here wasn't 2 halfpenny’s worth of choice as to which
was the best. This was the more creditable to the maid, inagrr;uctiajs i;e

dresses — sea-green glacés
giaces — were rather dashed: hey
looked, the likelier they would be to be}f e b e che worse they

; OIe hﬁ] p? opes {}7 é iai "d 3 1

’ . i aﬁhﬁij

aresses, }}GWﬁVeﬁ thaﬁ W{)uid }GG}.{ I"Sﬂ')ﬁif Sﬁﬁdy %}3/ COnrast, come out
P - Y

very fresh in 1 ' ecially in wi
iﬁz;i - hin ;Seh country, eﬁpt;cgaﬂy inwinter, when day begins to close
ur. And here we may observe, what a dreary qme is the i
i : reary ame is that which
intervenes between the arr 7 . 4
1val of a guest and the di ] i
ferve 3 it 2 e dinner hour, in the
- mﬁmt@: Igagmhs in the country. The English are a dﬁgpefateipeepie
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is, with something smart and pleasant to say to everyone! Hmfv
thoroughly happy and easy he is and what a contrast to ?hiegﬁ}am
John Bull, who stands with his great red fists gfleubigd, looking as if hg
thought whoever spoke to him would be wanting him to en@{}rge a bill
of exchange! But, as we said before, the dread hour before dinner isan
awful time in the country — frightful when there are two hours, and
never a subject in common for the company to work upon. Laverick
Wells and their mutual acquaintance was all Sponge and Jawleyford’s
stock-in-trade; and that was a very small capital to begin upon, for they
had been there together too short a time to make much ?’f 2 purse of
conversation. Even the young ladies, with their enquiries after the
respective flirtations ~ how Miss Sawney and Captain Sz}ubnoss were
‘getting on’? and whether the rich Widow Spankley was likely to bring
Sir Thomas Greedey to book? — failed to make up a conversation; f@r
Sponge knew little of the ins and outs of these matters, his attention
having been more directed to Mr Waffles than anyone elge. Sull, the
mere questions, put in a playful, womanly way, helped the time on, and
prevented things coming to that frightful dead-lock of silence, that
causes an involuntary inward exclamation of ‘How am I to get through
the time with this man!” There are people who seem to think that
sitting and looking at each other constitutes society. Women have
great advantage over men in the talking way; they have always
something to say. Let a lot of women be huddled tegeth:er throughous
the whole of 2 livelong day, and they will yet have such a balance of
conversation at night, as to render it necessary to convert a b§dr00m
into a clearing-house, to getrid of it. Men, however, soon get highand
dry, especially before dinner; and a host ought to be at liberty to read
the Riot Act, and disperse them to their bedrooms, dll such tmes a5
they wanted to eat and drink. o
A most scientifically-sounded gong, beginning low, like distant
thunder, and gradually increasing its murmur dll it filled the whole
mansion with its roar, at length relieved all parties from the labour of
further efforts; and, looking at his watch, Jawleyford asked Mrs
Jawleyford, in an innocent, indifferent sort of way, which was:]
Sponge’s room; though he had been fussing about it not long before,
and dusting the portrait of himself in his green-and-gold yeomanry
uniform, with an old pocker-handkerchief
“The crimson room, my dear, replied the well-drilled Mrs Jawleyford;
and Spigot coming with candles, Jawleyford preceded *Mr Spei}ge’ up
a splendid richly-carved oak staircase, of such gradual and easy rise that
an invalid might almost have been drawn up itin a garden-chair.
Passing a short distance along a spacious corridor, Mr Jawleyfo

presently opened a door to the right, and led the way into a farge
gloomy room, with a little newly-lighted wood fire crackling in an
enormous grate, making darkness visible, and drawing the cold out of
the walls. We need scarcely say it was that terrible room — the best;
with three creaking, ill-fitting windows, and heavy crimson satin-
damask furniture, so old a5 scarcely to be able 1o sustain its own weight,
‘Ah! here you are,” observed Mr Jawleyford, as he nearly wripped over
Sponge’s luggage as it stood by the fire. ‘Here you are,’ repeated he,
giving the candle a flourish, to show the size of the room, and draw it
back on the portrait of himself above the mantelpiece. ‘Ah! T declare
here’s an old picture of myself, said he, holding the candle up to the
face, as if he hadn’t seen it for some time - ‘a picture that was done
when [ was in the Bumperkin yeomanry,” condnued he, passing the
light before the facings. “That was considered a good likeness at the
dme,’ said he, looking affectionately at it, and feeling his nose to see if
it was still the same size: ‘ours was a capital corps — one of the best, if
not the very best in the service. The inspecting officer always spoke of
it in the highest possible terms - especially of mzy company, which
really was just as perfect as anything my Lord Cardigan, or any of your
crack disciplinarians, can produce. However, never mind,’” continued
he, lowering the candle, seeing Mr Sponge didn’t enter into the spirit
of the thing; ‘you’ll be wanting to dress. Youw'll find hot water on the
table yonder,” pointing to the far corner of the room, where the outline
of a jug might just be descried; ‘there’s a bell in the bed if you want
anything; and dinner will be ready as soon as you are dressed. You
needn’t make yourself very fine,’ added he, as he retired; “for we are
only ourselves: hope we shall have some of our neighbours tomorrow
or next day, but we are rather badly off for neighbours just here — at
least for short-notice neighbours.’ So saying, he disappeared through
the dark doorway.
The latter statement was tue enough, for Jawleyford, though
apparently such a fine open-hearted, sociable sort of man, was in reality
2 very quarrelsome, troublesome fellow. He quarrelled with all his
neighbours in succession, generally getting through them EVery two or
three years; and his acquaintance were divided into rwo classes — the
best and the worst fellows under the sun. A stranger revising Jawleyford
after an absence of a year or two, would very likely find the best fellows
of former days transformed into the worst ones of that. Thus, Parson
Hobanob, that pet victim of country caprice, would come in and go out
 of season like lamb or asparagus; Major Moustache and Jawleyford
would be as ‘thick as thieves’ one day, and at daggers drawn the next
Squire Squaretoes, of Squaretoes House, and he, were continually
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kissing or cutting; and even distance ~ nine miles of bad road, and, of

course, heavy tolls — could not keep the peace berween lawyer

Seedywig and him. What between rows and reconciliations, Jawleyford
4 =

was always at work.

salvers; ‘Brecknel & Turner’s’ flamed and swealed in profusion on the
table; while every now and then an expiring lamp on the sideboards or
brackets proclaimed the unwonted splendour of the scene, and added a
flavour to the repast not contemplated by the cook. The room, which
was large and lofty, being but rarely used, had a cold, uncomfortable
feel; and, if it hadn’t been for the looks of the thing, Jawleyford would,
perhaps, as soon that they had dined in the little breakfast parlour. Stll
there was everything very smart; Spigot in full fig, with a shirt-frill
nearly tickling his nose, an acre of white waistcoat, and glorious calves
swelling within his gauze-silk stockings. The improvised footman went
creaking about, as such gentlemen generally do.

The style was perhaps better than the repast: still they had rurtle-
soup (Shell & Tortoise, to be sure, but sall wartle-soup); while the
wines were supplied by the well-known firm of ‘Wintle & Co.
Jawleyford sank where he got it, and pretended that it had been ‘ages’
in his cellar: ‘he really had such a stock that he thought he should never
get; through it;” — to wit, two dozen old port at 365. a dozen, and one
dozen at 48s.; two dozen pale sherry at 365, and one dozen brown ditto
at 485, three bottles of Bucellas, of the ‘finest quality imported,” at 38s.
a dozen; Lisbon ‘rich and dry,” at 325,; and some marvellous creaming
champagne at 485, in which they were indulging when he made the
declaration: ‘Don’t wait of me, my dear Mr Sponge” exclaimed
Jawleyford, holding up 2 long needle-case of a glass with the Jawleyford
crests emblazoned abour; ‘don’t wait of me, pray,’ repeated he, as
Spigot finished dribbling the froth into Sponge’s glass; and Jawleyford,
with a flourishing bow and waive of his empty needle-case, drank Mr
Sponge’s very good health, adding, ‘I'm extremely happy to see you at
Jawleyford Court.

Irwas then Jawleyford’s rurn to have a lietle froth; and having sucked
itup with the air of a man drinking nectar, he set down his glass with 2
shake of the head, saying,

“There’s no such wine as that to be got nowadays.”

‘Capital wine! ~ Excellent!” exclaimed Sponge, who was a better
judge of ale than of champagne. ‘Pray, where might you get it?’

‘Impossible to say! - Impossible to say!’ replied Jawleyford, throwing
up his hands with a shake, and shrugging his shoulders. I have such a
stock of wine as is really quite ridiculous.’

‘Quite ridiculous,’ thought Spigot, who, by the aid of a false key, had
been through the cellar.

Except the ‘Shell & Tortoise’ and ‘Wintle,” the estate supplied the
repast. "The carp was out of the home-pond; the tench, or whatever it
was, was out of the mill-pond; the mutton was from the farm; the

CHAPTER XVII

The Dinner

NoTwiTHsTANDING Jawleyford’s recommendation to the contrary,
Mr Sponge made himself an uncommon swell. He pucona desgez*aﬁ;iy
stff starcher, secured in front with a large gold fox-head pin with
carbuncle eyes; a fine, fancy-fronted shirt, with a siighif ten(%ency w0
pink, adorned with mosaic-gold-tethered studs of S}?arﬁdmg §1amc>nds
{or French paste, as the case might be); white waistcoat with fancy
buttons; a blue coat with bright plain ones, and a velvet collar, black
tights, with broad black-and-white Cranbourn-Alley-looking stockings
(socks rather), and patent leather pumps with gilt buclles — Sponge was
proud of his leg. The young ladies, too, turned out rather smart; for
Amelia, finding that Emily was going to put on her new yellow watered
silk, instead of a dyed satin she had talked of, made Juliana produce her
broad-laced blue satin dress out of the wardrobe in the green dressing-
room, where it had been laid away in an old tablecloth; and bound her
dark hair with a green-beaded wreath, which Emily met by crowning
herself with a chaplet of white roses. ‘

Thus attired, with smiles assumed at the door, the young ladies
entered the drawing-room in the full fervour of sisterly animosity.
They were very much alike, in size, shape, and face. They were tallish
and full-figured, Miss Jawleyford’s features being rather more strongly
marked, and her eyes a shade darker than her sister’s; while there was 2
sort of subdued air about her — the result, perhaps, of enlarged
intercourse with the world — or maybe of disappointments. Emily’s
eyes sparkled and glittered, without knowing perhaps Wh}i. \

Dinner was presently announced. It was of the imposing o{rder tha
people give their friends on a first visit, as though ﬁwzr appetites were
larger on that day than on any other. They dined off plate: the
sideboards glittered with the Jawleyford arms on cups, tankards, and
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9
carrot-and-turnip-and-beet-bedaubed stewed .‘aeﬁzf was ifrom ditto; %ifhﬂe
the garden supplied the vegetables that hmgmatﬁé in the massive &sﬁ'&fag
side-dishes. Watson’s gun furnished the old harf: @d partridges zha;
opened the ball of the second course; a‘ﬂf% tarts, jellies, preserves, and
custards made their usual appearances. Some first-growth Chateaux
Margaux ‘Wintle,” again at 66s., in very richly-cut decanters, accofn-
panied the old 36s. port; and apples, pears, nuts, figs, gsresewei% fruigs,
occapied the splendid gman»«aﬁ&gyid dessert set. Eﬁeryﬂung, of
course, was handed about — an ingenious way of tormenting 2 person
chat has ‘dined.” The ladies sat long, Mrs Jawleyford taking i%?,’{'eﬁ
glasses of port (when she could get it and it was a quarter to eight
when they rose from the table. A
Jawleyford then moved an adjournment 1o t%jze fire; which .Spenge
gladly seconded, for he had never been warm since he( came mm’the
house, the heat from the fires seeming to go up the —shimnﬁy& Sp}ggr
set them a little round table, placing the port and claret upon it, and
bringing them 2 plate of biscuits in lieu of the dessert. He t:hen reduced
the illumination on the table, and extinguished such f:}f the lamps as had
not gone out of themselves. Having cast an approving glance ar()umj}(;
and seen that they had what he considered right, he left them to their
vices.
G‘*‘%iﬁ you drink port or claret, Mr Sponge?” asked Jawleyford,
preparing to push whichever he preferred over to him. ( ;

“Pll take 2 little port, first, if you please,” replied our friend - as miich
as to say, ‘Tl finish off with claret” - _ ‘

“Vou'll find that very good, T expect, said Mr Jawleyford, passing ﬁ}e
bottle to him; “it’s 20 wine — very rare Wi:nﬂe t0 get now —was a very Iich
fruity wine, and was a long tme bc?&re it came into drinki
Connoisseurs would give any money for it . !

It has still a good deal of body,” observed Sponge, turning offa glag
and smacking his lips, at the same tme holding the glass up o th
candle to see the oily mark it made on the side. ) K

‘Good sound wine — good sound wine,’ said Mr jaw%ey&}rd.w Hav
plenty lighter, if you like.” The light wine was made by watering th
srong. .

*0}% no, thank you,’ replied Mr Sponge, ‘oh no, thank you. Hikg
good strong military port '

“So do 1,7 said Mr Jawleyford, ‘so do I; only nnfor?:umteiy it dsesn“
like me — am obliged to drink claret. When I was in the Bumper
yeomanry we drank nothing but port.” And then jawieyi’srd. diverg
into a long rambling dissertation on messes and cavalry tactics, Whlg
nearly sent Mr Sponge asleep.

‘Where did you say the hounds are tomorrow?’ at length asked he,
after Mr Jawleyford had talked himself out.

“Tomorrow,” repeated Mr Jawleyford, thoughtfully, ‘tomorrow -
they don’t hunt tomorrow — not one of their days — next day.
Scrambleford-green — Scrambleford-green — no, no; I'm wrong —
Dundleron Tower — Dundleton Tower.’

‘How far is that from here?” asked Mr Sponge.

‘Oh, ten miles — say ten miles, replied Mr Jawleyford. Tt was
sometimes ten, and sometimes fifteen, depending upon whether Mr
Jawleyford wanted the party to go or not. These elastic places,
however, are common in all countries — to sight-seers as well as to
hunters. ‘Close by — close by,” one day. ‘Oh! a lo-o-ng way from here,
another.

It is difficult, for parties who have nothing in common, to drive a
conversation, especially when each keeps jibbing to get upon a private
subject of his own. Jawleyford was all for sounding Sponge as to where
he came from, and the situation of his property; for as yet, it must be
remembered, he knew nothing of our friend, save what he had gleaned
at Laverick Wells, where certainly all parties concurred in placing him
high on the list of ‘desirables,’ while Sponge wanted to talk about
huntng, the meets of the hounds, and hear what sort of 2 man Lord
Scamperdale was. So they kept playing at cross-purposes, without
either getting much out of the other. Jawleyford’s intimacy with Lord
Scamperdale seemed to have diminished with propinquity, for he now
no longer ralked of him — ‘Scamperdale this, and Scamperdale that —
Scamperdale, with whom he could do anything he liked;’ but he called
him ‘My Lord Scamperdale,” and spoke of him in a reverent and

becoming way. Distance often lends boldness to the tongue, as the poet
Campbell says it

Lends enchantment to the view,
And robes the mountain in its azure hue.

There are few great men who haven’t a dozen people, at least, who
‘keep them right,’ as they call it. To hear some of the creatures talk,
one would fancy a Jord was a lunatic as a marter of course.

Spigot at last put an end to their efforts by announcing thar ‘tea and
coffee were ready!” just as Mr Sponge buzzed his bottle of port. They
then adjourned from the gloom of the large oak-wainscoted dining-
room, to the effulgent radiance of the well-lit, highly-gilt drawing-room,
where our fair friends had commenced talking Mr Sponge over as soon
as they retired from the dining-room.
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‘And what do you think of hine?” asked mamma

‘Oh, 1 think he’s very well,” replied Emily, gaily.

‘I should say he was very toor-lerable, drawled Miss Jawleyford, who
reckoned herself rather a judge, and indeed had had some experience of
gentlemen.

“Tolerable, my dear? rejoined Mrs Jawleyford, ‘I should say he’s very
well — rather distingné, indeed.” ’

‘I shouldn’t say that,’ replied Miss Jawleyford; ‘his height and figure
are certainly in his favour, but he isn’t quire my idea of a gentleman. He
is evidently on good terms with himself; but I should say, if it wasn’t for
his forwardness, he’d be awkward and uneasy.’

‘He’s a foxhunter, you know, observed Emily.

“Well, but I don’t know that that should make him different to other
people,’ rejoined her sister. ‘Captain Curzon, and Mr Lancaster, and
Mr Preston, were all foxhunters; but they didn’t stare, and blurt, and
kick their legs about, as this man does.’

‘Oh, you are so fastidious!” rejoined her mamma; ‘you must take men
as you find them.’

‘I wonder where he lives?’ observed Ermnily, who was quite ready to
take our friend as he was,

‘T wonder where he does live?’ chimed in Mrs Jawleyford, for the
suddenness of the descent had given them no dme for enquiry.

‘Somebody said Manchester, observed Miss Jawleyford, drily.

‘S0 much the bewer,” observed Mrs Jawleyford, for then he is sure to
have plenty of money.’

‘Law, ma! but you don’t s’pose pa would ever allow such a thing,’
retorted Miss, recollecting her papa’s frequent exhortations to them to
look high.

“If he’s a landowner,’ observed Mrs Jawleyford, ‘we’ll soon find him
out in Burke. Emily, my dear,” added she, ‘just go into your pa’s room,
and bring me the “Commoners” — you'll find it on the large table,
between the “Peerage” and the “Wellington Despatches.””’

Emily wipped away to do as she was bid. The fair messenger
presently returned, bearing both volumes, richly bound and letrered,
with the Jawleyford crests studded down the backs, and an immense
coat of arrns on the side.

A careful search among the Ss produced nothing in the shape of

Sponge.

“WNot likely, I should think,” observed Miss Jawleyford, with a ross of

her head, as her mamma announced the fact.

“Well, never mind, replied Mrs Jawleyford, seeing that only one of

the girls could have him, and that one was quite ready; ‘never mind, I
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dare say 1 shall be able to find our something from himself’ and 50 they
dropped the subject.

In due ume in swaggered our hero, himself, kicking his legs about as
men in tights or tops generally do.

‘Ma?f I give you tea or coffee?’ asked Emily, in the sweetest tone
pssg;ai:fs{f, as she raised her finely turned gloveless arm towards where
the glittering appendages stood on the large silver tray.

£ - ).. e . ol g - M

Ifm}uthfar, s:h}mk you,” said Sponge, throwing himself into an easy-
chair %)esxde‘fvifs Jawleyford. He then crossed his legs, and cockingupa
toe for admiration, began to yawn.

‘Yqu feel tired after your journey?” observed Mrs Jawleyford.

‘N“O, P'm not;” said Sponge, yawning again - a good yawn this time,

Miss Jawleyford looked significantly at her sister — a long pause
ensued.

‘Tknew a family of your name,” at length observed Mrs Jawleyford, in
1 g ~ . . ’
the simple sort of way women begin pumping men. ‘I knew a family of
your name,’ repegmd she, seeing Sponge was half asleep - ‘the Sponges
of Toadey Hall. Pray are they any relation of yours?’

‘ : )

Oh - ah ~ yes,’ blurted Sponge: I suppose they are. The fact is — the —
haw — Sponges — haw — are a rather large family — haw. Meet them
almost everywhere.”

“You don’tlive in the same county, perhaps?” observed Mirs Jawleyford.
‘No, we don’t,” replied he, with a yawn.

3 4 - . k:

Is yours a good hunting country?” asked Jawleyford, thinking 1o

sound him in another way.

‘Noj; a devilish bad "un,” replied Sponge, adding with a grunt, ‘or |

wouldn’t be here’

‘Who hunss it?” asked Mr Jawleyford.
‘Why, as to that ~ haw’- replied Sponge, stretching out his arms and

legs to their fullest extent, and yawning most vigorously — ‘why, as to
th.at, I can hardly say which you would call my country, for I have? o do
with so many; but I shounld say, of all the counmies I am — haw
connected with — haw — Tom Scratch’s is the worst.’

Mr Jawleyford looked at Mrs Jawleyford as a counsel who thinks he

has made a grand hit looks at a jury before he sits dows, and said no
more.

Mis Jawleyford looked as innocent as most jurymen do after one of

these forensic expioi.ts. - Mr Sponge beginning his nasal recreations,
Mrs Jawleyford motioned the ladies off to bed — Mr Sponge and his
host presently followed.
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Love, light as air, at sight of human ties

Spreads his light wings and in a2 moment flies.

So Mr Sponge fled, consoling himself with the reflection that there was
no harm done, and hoping for ‘better luck next time.” R
He roved from flower to flower like a butterfly, touching here
gﬁgha_mg there, but always passing away with apyafﬁntrindifferefce :He}
knew if he couldn’t square matters at short notice, he would have ’e
b?tterr chance with an extension of time; so, if he SQ’W things raking ;1;2
QIFSC‘QQH‘ of enquiry, he would just laugh the offer off prét\enci héﬁ was
only feeling his way — saw he was not acceptable — s;grry for it - a d
away h? would go to somebody else. He looked upon ma ngan zmﬁh
in the light of 2 horse; if she didn’t snit one man;shé would anﬁth;r
and zth‘erc was no haﬁn m wying. So he puffed and smoked, ami
smoked and p}lﬁ‘ed — gliding gradually into wealth and pmspgriry/ \
A second cigar assisted his comprehension considerably — i!;s;: as a
second bottle of wine not only helps men through their diﬁ‘icul}ﬁes but
shows ti}em the way to unbounded wealth. Many of the bright faiiw Y
schermes of former days, we make no doubr, were concocted under tgy
inspiring influence of the bottle. Sponge now saw evarychiﬁ" as héj
w;she‘d. {Xﬂ the errors of his former days were apparent to him %{e saxj
how zsaszF:reet it was confiding in Miss T rick.éry’s cousin f;i}:s‘ majo [
why the rich widow at Chesterfield had chasséed him; and %:mw he 'ffyat
ijz;;kou?: {); the bffgumﬁli‘ Miss Rainbow, with her beanriful estate, with
i - gﬁi ;;,Z | eronry, and its perpetual advowson. Other mishaps he also
Having disposed of the past, he then turned his attention to the
future. Here were two beautiful girls apparently full of money, between
z?hemi there wasn’t the toss-up of a hai?p:emz}/ for sh@iﬁcc,y Most
Zﬁfg})j Qary parents, too, who didn’t seem 10 care 3 farthing about
He then began speculating on what the girls would have. ‘Great
: %1@:;;5@ - great establishment - great estate, doubtless. Why Cﬁﬂf(}u;}d
it, continued he, casting his heavy eye lazily around ‘here’sj a room ¢
%:ng«as a field in a cramped country! Can’t have less t’han fifty thoun'} ag
a-piece, I should say, at the least. Jawleyford, to be sure, is mjm ’
gought he; ‘may live a long time’ (puﬁf)v. I Mrs J. Were?z{: zi]:ie w
it he; “may ’ s c
e, and g ot o o e o e et
If anyone had told Sponge that theriimpa& }‘;f oty
G one had rold Sp " > was a rich papa and mamina on
@ y for amiable young men to bestow their fair
aughters upon, he would have laughed them to scorn and said, “‘Why,

CHAPTER XVIII

The Evening’s Reflections

“Wgrr, I THINK HE'LL Do, said our friend to himself, as havip
reached his bedroom, in accordance with modern fashion, he applied 2
cedar match to the now somewhat better burnt-up fire, for the purpos
of lighting a cigar - a cigar! in the state-bedroom of Jawleyford Courr.
Having divested himself of his smart blue coat and white waistcoat, and
arrayed himself in a gray dressing-gown, he adjusted the loose cushions
of a recumbent chair, and soused himself into its luxurious depths forg
‘think over.
‘He has money,’ mused Sponge, between the copious whiffs of the
cigar, ‘splendid style he lives in, to be sure’ (puff), continued he, af
another long draw, as he adjusted the ash at the end of the cigar. “Tw
men in livery’ (puff), ‘one out, can’t be done for nothing’ (puff). “Wh
a profusion of plate, too!’ (whiff) — ‘declare T never’ (puff) ‘saw suc
(whiff, puff) ‘magnificence in the whole course of my’ (whiff, puff) ‘lil
The cigar being then well under way, he sucked and puffed and
whiffed in an apparently vacant stupor, his legs crossed, and his ey
fixed on a projecting coal between the lower bars, as if intent on
watching the alternations of flame and gas; though in reality he'w
running all the circamstances through his mind, comparing thern with
his past experience, and speculating on the probable result of
present adventure.

He had seen a good deal of service in the matrimonial wars, and w
entitled to as many bars as the most distinguished peninsular veter
No woman with money, or the repuration of it, ever wanted an off
while he was in the way, for he would accommodate her at the seco
or third interview: and always pressed for an immediate fulfilment, |
the ‘carsed lawyers’ should interfere and interrupe their felici
Somehow or other, the ‘cursed lawyers’ always had interfered: and
sure as they walked in, Mr Sponge walked out. He couldn’t bear ¢
idea of their coarse, inquisitive enquiries. He was too much o
gentleman!
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 manage the men.’

“‘Well then,’ said Jawleyford, with a hearty yawn, ‘I suppose we may
2s well go o bed. )

So saying, he took his candle and retired.

you fool, they are only laughing at you;” or ‘Don’t you see they are
playing you off against somebody else?’ But our hero, like other men,
was blind where he himself was concerned, and concluded that he wag
the exception to the general rule.

Mir and Mrs Jawleyford had their consultation too.

“Well, said Mr Jawleyford, seating himself on the high wire fender
immediately below a marble bust of himself on the mantelpiece; q
think he’ll do.’

‘Oh, no doubt,’ replied Mrs Jawleyford, who never saw any difficuley
in the way of a match; ‘I should say he'is 2 very nice young man/
continued she.

‘Rather lrusque in his manner, perhaps,’ observed Jawleyford, whe
was quite the ‘lady’ himself. I wonder what he has?” added he,
fingering away at his whiskers.

‘He’s rich, 've no doubt,” replied Mrs Jawleyford.

“What makes you think so?” asked her loving spouse.

1 don’t know,’ replied Mrs Jawleyford; ‘somehow I feel certain heis—
but I can’t tell why — all foxhunters are.”

‘1 don’t know that,” replied Jawleyford, who knew some very poor
ones. ‘I should Like to know what he has’ continued Jawleyford
musingly, looking up at the deeply corniced ceiling as if he were
calculating the chances among the filagree ornaments of the centre.

‘A hundred thousand, perhaps,” suggested Mrs Jawleyford, who only
knew two sums — fifty and a hundred thousand.

“That’s a vast of money,” replied Jawleyford, with a slight shake of the
head. ;

‘Fifty at least, then,” suggested Mrs Jawleyford, coming down hal
way at once,

“Well, if he has that, he’ll do,” rejoined Jawleyford, who also had
come down considerably in his expectations since the vision of his
railway days, at whose bright light he had burnt his fingers. ;

“He was said to have an immense fortune - I forget how much — a
Laverick Wells,” observed Mrs Jawleyford.

“Well, we’ll see,’ said Jawleyford; adding, ‘I suppose either of the girls
will be glad enough to take him?’

“Trust them for that,” replied Mrs Jawleyford, with a knowing smile
and nod of the head: ‘trust them for that,’ repeated she. “Thougt
Amelia does turn up her nose and pretend to be fine, rely upon it she
only wants to be sure that he’s worth having’

- “Emily seems ready enough, at all events’ observed Jawleyford.

‘She’ll never get the chance,’ observed Mrs Jawleyford. ‘Amelia
very prudent girl, and won’t commit herself, but she knows how

CHAPTER X1X

The Wet Day

 Waen the dirty slipshod housemaid came in the morning with her
‘ blacksmith’s-looking tool-box to light Mr Sponge’s fire, a riotous
 winter’s day was in the full swing of its gloomy, deluging power. The
wind howled, and roared, and whistled, and shrieked, playing a sort of
_ zolian harp amongst the rowers, pinnacles, and irregular castleisarions
: of the house; while the old casements ratded and shook, as though
someone were trying to knock them in.
_ Hang the day” muttered Sponge from beneath the bedclothes.
 ‘What the deuce is 2 man to do with himself on such a day as this, in
the country?” thinking how much berter he would be flattening ’his
nose against the coffee-room window of the Bantam, or strolling
through the horse-dealers’ stables in Piccadilly or Oxford Street.
Presently the overnight chair before the fire, with the picture of
Jawleyford in the Bumperkin yeomanry, as seen through the parted
_ curtains of the spacious bed, recalled his overnight speculations, and he
began to think that perhaps he was just as well where he was. }iie then
‘backed” his ideas to where he had lef: off, and again began speculating
on the chances of his position. ‘Deuced fine girls, said he, ‘both of ’em:
wonder ,what he’ll give ’em down? - recurring to his ovemig‘hé
sgmcuiatmns, and hitting upon the point ar which he had burnt his lips
szthﬁ §he end of the cigar — namely, Jawleyford’s youth, and the
posmhﬂ%ty of his marrying again if Mrs Jawleyford were to die. It won't
do to raise up difficulties for one’s-self, however,” mused he: so kicking
off the bedclothes, he raised himself instead, and making fo; a ‘;zindew
began to gaze upon his expectant terrirory. 7
It was a terrible day; the ragged, spongy clouds drifred heavily along
and the lowering gloom was only enlivened by the occasional d:rivingi
tush of the tempest. Earth and sky were pretty much the same grey,
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damp, disagreeable hue. o
“Well,” said Sponge to himself, having gazed sufficiently on.the
uninvitng landscape, ‘it’s just as well it’s not a hunting day — should
have got terribly soused. Must get through the time as wc%l) as L can
girls to talk to - house to see. Hope I've brought myﬂM.ogg, &dde? he,
rurning to his poramanteau, and diving for his Ten Thousand Cab Fares,
Having found the invaluable volume, his almost consant study, he
then proceeded to array-himself in what he {Z{}}T}SE(%@S{“@{E. the most
captivating apparel; a new wide-sleeved dock-tail coatee, with {m@de
pockets placed very low, fauldess drab trousers, a buff waistcoat, with z
cream-coloured once-round silk tie, secured by red cornelian cross-
bars set in gold, for a pin. Thus attired, with Mﬂgg in htisa pocket, hai
swaggered down to the breakfast-room, which he hit Gﬁ by means of
listening at the doors tll he heard the sound of voices, within. y :
Mrs Jawleyford and the young ladies were all smiles and szmrxﬁ,aand
there were no symptoms of Miss Jawleyford’s hauteur persepz}bk.
They all came forward and shook hands with our friend most g@fdzali‘
Mr Jawleyford, too, was all flourish and compliment; now tlting at gh,ﬁ
weather, now congratulating himself upon having secured Mr Sponge’s
society in the house.
That leisurely meal of protracted ease, a country-house breakfas,jc,
being at length accomplished, and the ladies having E&i{t‘;}? their
departure, Mr Jawleyford looked out on the terrace, upon which §he
angry rain was beating the standing water into bubbles, and. observing
that there was no chance of getting out, asked Mr Sponge if he could
amuse himself in the house.
‘Oh, ves,” replied he, ‘got a book in my pocker.’

‘Ah, 1 suppose — the “New Monthly,” perhaps?’ observed Mr

Jawlevford.
‘Wo, replied Sponge.

‘Dizzey’s Life of Bentinck, then, 1 dare say,’ suggested Jawleyford;

adding, ‘U'm reading it myself.

‘No, nor that either,” replied Sponge, with a knowing look; ‘a much

more useful work, I assure you,’ added he, pulling the lide purple-
backed volume out of his pocket, and reading the gilt letters on the
back; * “Mogg’s Ten Thousand Cab Fares, price one shilling!”’

‘Indeed, exclaimed Mr Jawleyford, ‘well, I should never have '

guessed that.’
‘I dare say not,’ replied Sponge, ‘I dare say not; it’s a book I never
travel without. It's invaluable in town, and you may study it to great

advantage in the country. With Mogg in my hand, I can almost fancy
myself in both places at once. Omnibus guide,” added he, turning over
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the leaves, and reading, ‘Acton five, from the end of Oxford Streer and
the Edger Road - see Ealing; Edmonton seven, from Shoreditch
Church —“Green Man and Still,” Oxford Street — Shepherd’s Bush and
Starch Green, Bank and Whitechapel ~ Tooting — Totteridge —
Wandsworth; in short, every place near town. Then the cab fares are
truly invaluable; you have ten thousand of them here,’ said he, tapping
the book, ‘and you may calculate as many more for yourself as ever you
like. Nothing to do but sit in an armchair on a wet day like this, and
say, If from the Mile End rurnpike to the “Castle” on the Kingsland
Road is so much, how much should it be to the “Yorkshire Stingo,” or
Pineapple Place, Maida Vale? And you measure by other fares ll you
get as near the place you want as you can, if it isn’t set down in black
and white to your hand in the book’

Just s0,” said Jawleyford, ‘just so. It must be a very useful work
indeed, very useful work. I'll get one — 'l get one. How much did you
say it was — 2 guinea? a guinea?

‘A shilling, replied Sponge, adding, ‘you may have mine for a guinea
if you like.

‘By Jove, what a day it is!” observed Jawleyford, turning the conversa-
tion, as the wind dashed the hard sleet against the window like a shower
of pebbles. ‘Lucky to have a good house over one’s head, such weather:
and, by the way, that reminds me, I'll show you my new gallery and
collection of curiosities — pictures, busts, marbles, antiques, and so on;
there’ll be fires on, and we shall be just as well there as here.’ So saying,
Jawleyford led the way through a dark, intricate, shabby passage, to
where a much gilded white door, with 2 handsome crimson curtain
over it announced the entrance to something better, ‘Now, said Mr
Jawleyford, bowing as he threw open the door, and motioned, or rather
flourished, his guest to enter — ‘now,” said he, ‘you shall see what you
shall see.

Mr Sponge entered accordingly, and found himself at the end of 2
gallery fifty feet by twenty, and fourteen high, lighted by skylights and
small windows round the top. There were fires it handsome Caen-
stone chimney-pieced fireplaces on either side, a large timepiece and
an organ at the far end, and sundry white basins scattered about,
catching the drops from the skylights.

‘Hang the rain!” exclaimed Jawleyford, as he saw it trickling over a
river scene of Van Goyen’s (gentlemen in a yache, and figures in boats),
and drip, drip, dripping on to the head of an infant Bacchus below.

‘He wants an umbrella, that young gentleman,” observed Sponge, as

Jawleyford proceeded to dry him with his handkerchief.

‘Fine thing,” observed Jawleyford, starting off to a side, and pointing
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to it; ‘fine thing — Italian marble - by Frére — cost a vast of money —was
offered three hundred for it. Are you a judge of these things?’ asked
Jawleyford; ‘are you a judge of these things?’ . ‘

‘A litele, replied Sponge, ‘a little;” thinking he m}ght as well see what
his intended father-in-law’s personal property was like.

“There’s a beautiful thing!” observed Jawleyford, p@iﬂﬁgg to another
group. ‘I picked that up for a mere nethmg‘_— fwenty guineas — worth
two hundred at least. Lipsalve, the great pi»r:i:uremdegier' in Gan}mon
Passage, offered me Murillo’s “Adoration of the Virgin and &he}?»
herds,” for which he shewed me a receipt for a hundred and eighty-
five, for it

Indeed!” replied Sponge, ‘what is it?’ .

“It's a Bacchanal group, after Poussin, sculptured by Marin. I bought
it at Lord Breakdown’s sale; it happened to be a wet day — much such a
day as this - and rhings went fqr nqthing. This yr:)u’ﬂ know, i
presume?’ observed Jawleyford, laying his hand on a life-size bust of
Diana, in Iralian marble.

‘Mo, I don’s) replied Sponge. .

‘Nol' exclaimed Jawleyford; T thought everybody hafi kn@‘jfv';nv thz.s
this is my celebrated “Diana,” by Noindon — one Gf the finest things in
the world. Louis Philippe sent an agent over to this country expressly
o buy iv”

“Why didn’t you sell it him?” asked Sponge.

‘Didn’t want the money, replied Jawleyford, ‘didn’t want the money.
In addition to which, though a king, he was a bir of a screw, and we
couldn’t agree upon terms. This,” observed jawlgyford?"is a vase of the
Cinque Cento period - a very fine thing; and this,’ hiaymg his hand on
the crown of a much frizzed, barber’s-window-loocking bust, ‘of course
you know?’

‘No, I don’t, replied Sponge.

‘Nol’ exclaimed Jawleyford, in astonishment.

‘No,” repeated Sponge, ,

‘Look again, my dear fellow; you maust know it observq} }3w’1€yforc;l.

‘I suppose it’s meant for you,” at last replied Sponge, seeing his host’s
anxiety. o

‘Meant! my dear fellow; why, don’t you think it like?’

: e .
“Why, there’s a resemblance, certainly,” said Sponge, ‘now that one

knows. But I shouldn’t have guessed it was you. '
‘Oh, my dear Mr Sponge!” exclaimed Jawleyford, in a tone of
mortification, ‘Do you really mean to say you don’t think it hke?’r
“Why, ves, it’s like,” replied Sponge, seeing whia?h way his host
wanted it; ‘it’s like, certainly; the want of expression in the eye makes
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such a difference berween a busr and a picture.’

“True,” replied Jawleyford, comforted ~ ‘true,’ repeated he, looking
affectionately at it; ‘I should say it was very like — like as anything can be
You are rather too much above it there, you see; sit down hiers)
continued he, leading Sponge to an ottoman surrounding a huge model
of the column in the Place Venddme, that stood in the middle of the
room — ‘sit down here now, and look, and say if you don’t think it like?

‘Oh, very like,” replied Sponge, as soon as he had seated himself, T
see it now, directly; the mouth is yours toa T

‘And the chin? It’s my chin, isn’t it?’ asked Jawleyford.

‘Yes; and the nose, and the forehead, and the whiskers, and the hair,
and the shape of the head, and everything. Oh! I see it now as plainasa
pikestaff,” observed Sponge.

‘I thought you would,” rejoined Jawleyford, comforted — 41 thought
you would; i’s generally considered an excellent likeness - so it should,
indeed, for it cost a vast of money ~ fifty guineas! to say nothing of the
lotus-leafed pedestal it’s on. That's another of me,’ continued Jawleyford,
pointing to a bust above the fireplace, on the opposite side of the
gallery; ‘done some years since — ten or twelve, at least — not so like as
this, but stll like. That portrait up there, just above the “Finding of
Moses,” by Poussin,” pointing to a portrait of himself ardrudinising,
with his hand on his hip, and frock-coat well thrown back, so as to
show his figure and the silk lining o advantage, ‘was done the other
day, by a very rising young artist; though he has hardly done me justice,
perhaps — particularly in the nose, which he’s made far oo thick and
heavy; and the right hand, if anything, is racher clamsy; otherwise the
colouring is good, and there is a considerable deal of taste in the
arrangement of the background, and so on.’

“What book is it you are pointing t0?’ asked Sponge.

It’s not a book,’ replied Mr Jawleyford, “it’s a plan — a plan of this
gallery, in fact. T am supposed to be giving the final order for the
erection of the very edifice we are now in.’

‘And a very handsome building it is,” observed Sponge, thinking he
would make it a shooting-gallery when he got it.

Yesit’s a handsome thing in its way,” assented Jawleyford; ‘bereer if it
had been watertight, perhaps,’ added he, as a big drop splashed upon
the crown of his head.

“The contents must be very valuable,” observed Sponge.

‘Very valuable,” replied Jawleyford. “There’s a thing 1 gave two
hundred and fifty guineas for — that vase. It’s of Parian marble, of che
Cinque Cento period, beautifully sculptured in 2 dance of Bacchanals,
arabesques, and chimera figures: it was considered cheap. Those fine
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monkeys in Dresden china, playing on musical inscaments, were forty;
thoses bronzes of scaramouches, on or-molu plinths were seventy; that
or-muln clock, of the style of Louis Quinze, by Le Roy, was eighty;
those Sevres vases were a hundred — mounted, you see, in or-moly,
with lily candelabra for ten lights. The handles,” condnued he, drawing
Sponge’s artention to them, ‘are very handsome — composed of satyrs
holding festoons of grapes and flowers, which surround the neck of the
vase; on the sides are pastoral subjects, painted in the highest style -
nothing can be more beauriful, or more chaste.

‘Wothing, assented Sponge.

“The pictures 1 should think are most valuable,” observed Jawleyford:
‘My friend Lord Sparklebury said to me the last dme he was here — he’s
now in fraly, increasing his collecdon — “Jawleyford, old boy,” said he,
for we are very intimate ~ just like brothers, in fact, “Jawleyford, old
boy, I wonder whether your collecdon or mine would ferch most
money, if they were Christie-8-Manson’d.” “Oh, your lordship,” said
1, “your Guidos, and Ostades, and Poussins, and Velasquez, are not w
be surpassed.” “True,” replied his lordship, “they are fine — very fine;
but you have the Munllos. T'd like to give you a good round sum,”
added he, “to pick out half a dozen pictures out of your gallery.” Do
you understand pictures?’ continued Jawleyford, rarning short on his
friend Sponge.

‘A lile,” replied Sponge, in a tone that might mean either yes or no—
a great deal or nothing ar all,

Jawleyford then took him and worked him through his collecton ~
talked of light and shade, and tone, and depth of colouring, dnes, and
pencillings; and put Sponge here and there and everywhere to caich
the light (or rain, as the case might be); made him convert his hand into
an opera-glass, and occasionally put his head between his legs to geran
upside~-down view ~ a fear that Sponge’s equestrian experience made
hirn pretey well up to. So they looked, and admired, and criticised, il
Spigot’s all-important figure came looming up the gallery and an-
nounced that luncheon was ready.

‘Bless me? exclaimed Jawleyford, pulling a most diminutive Geneva
watch, hung with pencils, pistol-keys, and other coriosities, out of his
pocker; ‘Bless me, who'd have thought it? One o’clock, T declare! Well,
if this doesn’t prove the value of a gallery on a wet day, T don’t know
what does. However, said he, ‘we must tear ourselves away for the
present and go and see what the ladies are abour.

If ever a man may be excused for indulging in luncheon, it certainly
is on a pouring wet day (when he eats for occupation), or when he is
making love; both which excuses Mr Sponge had to offer, so he just sat
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down and ate as heartily as the best of the party, not excepting his 1
himself, who was an excellent hand at luncheon, G

Jawleyford wried to get him back to the gallery after luncheon, byt 4
look from his wife intimared that Sponge was wanted elsewhere, sohe
quietly saw him carried off to the music-room; and presently i:ht;z notes
of the ‘grand piano,” and full clear voices of his daughters, echoing
along the passage, intimated that they were frying what effect music
would have upon him.

. When Mrs Jawleyford looked in about an hour afrer, she found Mr
Sponge sitting over the fire with his Mogg in his hand, and the young
ladies with their laps full of company-work, keeping up a sort of cross.
fire of conversation in the shape of question and answer, Mrs Jawleyford’s
company making matters worse, they soon became tedicusly agreeable,

In course of time, Jawleyford entered the room, with —

‘My dear Mr Sponge, your groom has come up to know about your
horse tomorrow. I told him it was utterly impossible 1o think of
hunting, but he says he must have his orders from you. I should say,
added Jawleyford, ‘it is guite out of the question - madness to think (:f
it; much better in the house; such weather.’

T don’t know that, replied Sponge, ‘the rain’s come down, and
though the country will ride heavy, I don’t see why we shouldn’t have
sport after it

‘Bur the glass is falling, and the wind’s gone round the wrong way;
the moon changed this morning ~ everything, in short, indicates
continued wet, replied Jawleyford. “The rivers are all swollen, and the
lgw grounds under water; besides, my dear fellow, consider the
distance - consider the distance; sixteen miles, if it’s a yard.’

‘What, Dundeton Tower!” exclaimed Sponge, recollecting that
Jawleyford had said it was only ten the night before.

‘Sixteen miles, and bad road,’ replied Jawleyford.

“The deuce it is!” muttered Sponge; adding, ‘Well, 'l go and see my
groom, at all events.” So saying, he rang the bell as if the house was his
own, and desired Spigot to show him the way to his servant.

Leather, of course, was in the servants’-hall, refreshing himself with
cold meat and ale, after his ride up from Lucksford,

Finding that he had ridden the hack up, he desired Leather to leave

 him there. “Tell the groom I 7ust have him put up,” said Sponge; ‘and

you ride the chesnut on in the morning. How far is it to Duntleton
Tower? asked he,

‘"i“xﬁeiive or thirteen miles, they say, from here,” replied Leather; ‘nine
or tent from Lucksford.”
‘Well, that'll do,” said Sponge; ‘you tell the groom here to have the
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‘Oh, never mind about breakfast for me,’ interposed Sponge, ‘PiI
have some tea or coffee and chops, or boiled ham and eggs or
. whatever’s going, in my bedroom,’ said he; ‘so never mind altering
your hour for me.’

‘Oh, but my dear fellow, we'll all breakfast together” ( awleyford had
no notion of standing two breakfasts) “we’ll all breakfast together,’ said
he; “no trouble, T assure you - rather the contrary. Say half-past eight —
half-past eight, Spigot! to a menure, mind.’

And Sponge, seeing there was no help for it, bid the ladies good-
night, and rumbled off ro bed with little expectation of punctuality.

hack saddied for me at nine o’clock, and you ride Mulwum in Parvo
quietly on, either to the meet, or ll I overtake you.’
‘But how am 1 to get back to Lucksford? asked Leather, cocking upa
foot to show how thinly he was shod.
‘O, just as you can,’ replied Sponge; ‘get the groom here 1o set you
down with his master’s hacks. T dare say they haven’t been out today,
and it'll do them good.’
So saying, Mr Sponge left his valuable servant to do the best he could
for himself.
Having returned to the music-room, with the aid of an old councy
map Mr Sponge proceeded to trace his way to Dunderon Tower;
aided, or rather retarded, by Mr Jawleyford, who kept pointing ourall
sorts of difficuldes, till, if Mr Sponge had followed his advice, he would
have made eighteen or twenty miles of the distance. Sponge, however,
being used to scramble about srange countries, saw the place was to be
accomplished in ten or eleven. Jawleyford was sure he would lose
himself, and Sponge was equally confident that he wouldn’t.
At length the glad sound of the gong put an end to all further
argument; and the inmates of Jawleyford Court retired, candle in hand,
to their respectve aparuments, to adorn for a repetidon of the
yesterday’s spread, with the addidon of the Revd Mr Hobanobls
company, to say grace, and praise the “Wintle.
An appetiteless dinner was succeeded by tea and music, as before.
The three elegant French clocks in the drawing-room being at
variance, one being three-quarters of an hour before the slowest, and
twenty minutes before the next, My Hobanob (much to the horror of
Jawleyford) having nearly fallen asleep with his Sevres coffee-cup in his
hand, at last drew up his great silver warch by its jack-chain, and finding
that it was a quarter past ten, prepared to decamp — taking as
affecdonate a leave of the ladjes as if he had been going to China. He
was followed by Mr Jawleyford, to see him pocket his pumps, and also
by Mr Sponge, to see what sort of a night it was.
‘The sky was clear, stars sparkled in the firmament, and a young
crescent moon shone with silvery brightness o’er the scene.
“That’ll do,’ said Sponge, as he eyed it; ‘no haze there. Come,’ added
he to his papa-in-law, as Hobanob’s steps died out on the terrace,
‘vou'd better go tomorrow.’
‘Can’t, replied Jawleyford; ‘go next day, perhaps ~ Scrambleford
Green ~ better place ~ much. You may lock up, said he, rwuming to
Spigot, who, with both fooumen, was in attendance to see Mr Hobanob
off; ‘you may lock up, and tell the cook to have breakfast ready at nine
precisely. ‘

CHAPTER XX

The F. H. H.

Nor was SponeE wrong in his conjecture, for it was a quarter to nine
ere Spigot appeared with the massive silver urn, followed by the train-
band bold, bearing the heavy implements of breakfast. Then, though
the young ladies were punctual, smiling, and affable as usual, Mrs
Jawleyford was absent, and she had the keys; so it was nearly nine
before Mr Sponge got his fork into his first mutton chop. Jawleyford
was not exactly pleased; he thoughr it didn’t look well for a young man
to prefer hunting to the society of his lovely and accomplished
daughters. Hunting was all very well occasionally, but it did not do to
make a business of it. This, however, he kept to himself,

You'll have a fine day, my dear Mr Sponge,’ said he, extending a
hand, as he found our friend brown-booted and red-coated working
away at the breakfast,

.‘Yes,? said Sponge, munching away for hard life. In less than ten
minutes, he managed to get as much down as, with the aid of a knotch
of bread that he pocketed, he thought would last him through the day;
and, with 2 hasty adieu, he hurried off to find the stabées,‘ to get his
hack. The piebald was saddled, bridled, and turned round in the stall;
for all servants that are worth anything like to further hunting
operations. With the aid of the groom’s instructions, who accompanied
him out of the courtyard, Sponge was enabled to set off at 2 hard
canter, cheered by the groom’s observation, that ‘he thought he would
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be there in ame.” On, on he weng now speculating on a wum; now
pulling a scratch map he had made on a bit of paper out of his
waistcoat-pocket; now enquiring the name of any place he saw of any
person he met. So he proceeded for five or six miles without much
difficulty; the road, though not all turnpike, being mainly over good
sound township ones. It was at the village of Swineley, with its chubby-
towered church and miserable hut-like cottages, that his troubles were
to begin. He had two sharp wurns to make — to ride through a straw-
yard, and leap over a broken-down wall at the corner of a cottage - to
get into Swaithing Green Lane, and so cut off an angle of two miles,
The road then became 2 bridle one, and was, like all bridle ones, very
plain to those who know them, and very puzzling to those who don’t. It
was evidently a little-frequented road; and what with looking out for
foormarks (now nearly obliterated by the recent rains) and speculating
on what queer corners of the fields the gates would be in, Mr Sponge
found it necessary o reduce his pace to a very moderate wot. Sull he
had made good way; and supposing they gave a quarter-of-an-hour’s
law, and he had not been deceived as to distance, he thought he should
get to the meet about the time. His horse, too, would be there, and
perhaps Lord Scamperdale might give a little extra law on that account,
He then began speculating on what sort of a man his lordship was, and
the probable nature of his reception. He began to wish that Jawleyford
had accompanied him, to ingoduce him, Mot that Sponge was shy, but
still he thought that Jawleyford’s presence would do him good.
Lord Scamperdale’s hunt was not the most polished in the world.
The hounds and the horses were a good deal better bred than the men.
Of course his lordship gave the some to the whole; and being a coarse,
broad, barge-built sort of man, he had his clothes to correspond, and
locked like 2 drayman in scarler. He wore 2 great round flar-briunmed
hat, which being adopted by the hunt generally, procured it the name of
the F. H. H,, or Flat Hat Hunt. Our readers, we dare say, have noticed
it figuring away, in the list of hounds during the winter, along with the
H. Hs, V. W. H.s and other inidalised packs. His lordship’s clothes
were of the large, roomy, baggy, sbundant order, with great pockets,
great buttons, and lots of strings flying out. Instead of tops, he sported
leather leggings, which at a distance gave him the appearance of riding
with his wrousers up to his knees. These the hunt too adopted; and his
‘particular,” Jack (Jack Spraggon), the man whom he mounted, and who
was made much in his own mould, sported, like his patron, a pair of
great broad-rimmed, torwoiseshell spectacles of considerable power.
Jack was always at his lordship’s elbow; and it was ‘Jack’ this, ‘Jack’ that,
Jack’ something, all day long. But we must rerurn to Mr Sponge, whom

we left working his way through the intricate fields. At last he gor
through them, and into Red Pool Common, which, by leaving the
windmill to the right, he cleared pretry cleverly, and entered upon 2
district sall wilder and drearier than any he had traversed. Pewits
screamed and hovered over land that seemed to grow little but rushes
and water-grasses, with occasional heather. The ground poached and
splashed as he went; worst of all, time was nearly up.

In vain Sponge strained his eyes in search of Duntleton Tower. In
vain he fancied every high, skyline-breaking place in the distance was
the much wished-for spot. Duntleron Tower was no more a tower than
it was a town, and would seem to have been christened by the rule of
contrary, for it was nothing but a great flat open space, without object
or incident to note it.

Sponge, however, was not destned to see it

As he went floundering along through an apparently interminable
and almost bottomless lane, whose sunken places and deep ruts were
filled with clayey water, which played the very deuce with the cords and
brown boots, the light note of 2 hound fell on his ear, and almost at the
same instant, a something that he would have taken for a dog had it not
been for the note of the hound, turned as it were, from him, and went
in a contrary direction.

Sponge reined in the piebald, and stood transfixed. It was, indeed,
the fox! — a magnificent full-brushed fellow, with a slight tendency to
grey along the back, and going with the light spiry ease of an animal
full of strength and running.

‘I wish I mayn’t ketch it,” said Sponge to himself, shuddering at the
idea of having headed him.

It was, however, no time for thinking. The cry of hounds became
more distinct — nearer and nearer they came, fuller and more melodi-
ous; but, alas! it was no music to Sponge. Presently the cheering of
hunters was heard — ‘For-7zrd! For—sard?” and anon the rate of a whip
further back. Another second, and hounds, horses, and men were in
view, streaming away over the large pasture on the left.

There was 2 high, straggling fence between Sponge and the field,
thick enough to prevent their identifying him, but not sufficientdy high
-t screen him altogether. Sponge pulled round the piebald, and
gathered himself together like 2 man going to be shot. The hounds
came tearing full cry o where he was; there was 2 breast-high scent,
and everyone seemed to have it. They charged the fence at a wattled
pace a few yards below where he sat, and flying across the deep dirty
lane, dashed full cry into the pasture beyond,

‘Hie back” cried Sponge. ‘Hie back” trying to turn them; but instead
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Mr Sponge, albeit somewhat perplexed, had stll sufficient presence
of mind 10 see the necessity of immediate action; and though he had s
lately contemplated beating a reweat, the unexpected appearance of
Parvo altered the state of affairs.
‘Now or never,’ said he, looking first at the disappearing field, and
then for the non-appearing Leather, ‘Hang 1c! I may as well see the
yun,’ added he; so hooking the piebald on to an old stone gate-post that
stood in the ragged fence, and lengthening a stirrup-leather, he vaulted
into the saddle, and began lengthening the other as he went.
It was one of Parvo’s going days; indeed, it was that that Old Leather
and he had quarrelled abour — Parvo wanting to follow the hounds,
while Leather wanted to wait for his master. And Parvo had the knack
of going, as well as the occasional inclination. Although such a
dravhorse-looking animal, he could throw the ground behind him
amazingly; and the deep-holding clay in which he now found himself
was admirably suited to his short powerful legs and enormous stride.
The consequence was, that he was very soon up with the hindmost
horsemen. These he soon passed, and was presently among those who
ride hard when there is nothing to stop them. Such time as these
sportsmen could now spare from looking out ahead was devoted to
Sponge, whom they eyed with the utmost astonishment, as if he had
dropped from the clouds.
A stranger - a real out-and-out stanger — had not visited their
remote regions since the days of poor Nimrod. “Who could it be?’ But
‘the pace,” as Nimrod used to say, ‘was too good to enquire.’ A little
further on, and Sponge drew upon the great guns of the hunt — the
men who ride 70 hounds, and not gffer them; the same who had
criicised him through the fence — Mr Wake, Mr Fossick, Parson
Blossomnose, Mr Fyle, Lord Scamperdale, Jack himself and others,
Great was their astonishiment at the apparition, and incoherent the
observations they dropped as they galloped on.
It isn’t Wash, after all,” whispered Fyle into Blossomnose’s ear, as
they rode through a gate together.
‘No-o-0,” replied the nose, eyeing Sponge intently.
‘What a coat!” whispered one.
Hacket,” replied the other.
‘Lost his brush,” observed a third, winking at Sponge’s docked tail.
‘He’s going to ride over us all,” snapped Mr Fossick, whom Sponge
passed at a hand-canter, as the former was blobbing and floundering
about the deep ruts leading out of a turnip field.

A‘He”il catch it just now,” said Mr Wake, eyeing Sponge drawing upon
his lordship and Jack, as they led the field as usual. Jack being at a

of the piebald carrying him in front of the pack, as Sponge wanted, he
took to rearing, and plunging, and pawing the air. The hounds
meanwhile dashed jealously on without a scent, dll first one and then
another feeling ashamed, gave in; and at last 2 general lull succeeded
the recent joyous cry. Awful period! terrible to anyone, but dreadful to
a stranger! Though Sponge was in the road, he well knew that no one
has any business anywhere but with hounds, when a fox is astir. ’
‘Hold bavd” was now the cry, and the perspiring riders and lathered
steeds came to 4 standsll.
“Twang-twang-twang, went a shrill horn; and a couple of whips,
singling themselves out from the field, flew over the fence to where the
hounds were castng.
“Twang-twang—twang, went the horn again,
Meanwhile Sponge sat enjoying the following observations, which a
westerly wind wafted into his ear.
‘Oh, damn me! that man in the lane’s headed the fox,” puffed one.
“Whe is it?” gasped another.
“Tom Washballl exclaimed a third,
‘Heads more foxes than any man in the country, puffed a fourth.
‘Always nicking and skirting,” exclaimed a fifch,
‘Never comes to the meet,” added a sixth.
“Come on z cow today,” observed another.
‘Always chopping and changing,’ added another; ‘he’ll come on a
giraffe nexc”
Having commenced his career with the F. H. H. so inauspiciously
and yet escaped detection, Mr Sponge thought of letting Tom
Washball enjoy the honours of his famr-pas, and of sneaking quietly
home a5 scon as the hounds hit off the scent; but unluckily, just as they
were crossing the lane, what should heave in sight, cantering along at
his leisure, but the redoubtable Multum in Parvo, who, having got rid
of Old Leather by bumping and thumping his leg against a gate-post,
was erjoying 2 line of his own.
“Whoay!” cried Sponge, as he saw the horse quickening his pace to
have a shy at the hounds as they crossed. “Who—o—2-y!" roared he,
brandishing his whip, and trying to curn the piebald round; butno, the
brute wouldn’t answer the bit, and dreading lest, in addition to heading
the fox, he should kill ‘the best hound in the pack,” Mr Sponge threw
himself off, regardless of the mud-bath in which he lit, and caught the
runaway as he tried to dart past.
Foy-sard! — for-rard! — for—rard” was again the cry, as the hounds hit
off the scent; while the late pausing, panting sportsmen tackled
vigorously with their steeds, and swept onward like the careering wind.
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respectful distance behind his great patron, espied Sponge first; and
having taken a good stare ar him through his formidable spectacles, to
satisfy himself that it was nobody he knew — a stare that Sponge
returned 2s well as 2 man withour spectacles can return the stare of one
with — Jack spurred his horse up to his lordship, and, rising in his
stirrups, shot into his ear —
“Why, here’s the man on the cow!” adding, ‘It én't Washey.
“Wheo the deuce is it, then?’ asked his lordship, looking over his lef
shoulder, as he kept galloping on in the wake of his huntsman.
‘Don’t know,’ replied Jack; ‘never saw him before.”
‘Nor I, said his lordship with an air, as much as to say, ‘It makes no
matter.
His lordship, though well mounted, was not exactly on the sort of
horse for the counwry they were in; while Mr Sponge, in addition w0
being on the very animal for it, had the advantage of the horse having
gone the first part of the run without a rider: so Multum in Parve,
whether Mr Sponge wished it or not, insisted on being as far forward 45
he could get. The more Sponge pulled and hauled, the more determined
the horse was; till, having thrown both Jack and his lordship in the rear,
he made for old Frostyface, the huntsman, who was riding well up o |
the stll-flying pack.
‘Hold hard, sir! For God’s sake, hold hard? screamed Frosty, who
knew by intuition there was a horse behind, as well as he knew there was
a man shooting in front, who, in all prﬁbabﬁiw had headed the fox,
‘HoLp HarD, sit!’ roared he, as, yawning and boring and shaking his
head, Parvo dashed through the now yelping scattered pack, makmg
straight for a stiff new gate, which he smashed through, just as a circus
pony smashes through a paper hoop.
‘Hoo-#ay!’ shouted Jack Spraggon, on seeing the hounds were safe,
‘Hoo-ray for the tailor?
‘Billy Button, himselft” exclaimed his lordship; adding Tever saw
such a thing in my life!’ ‘
“Who the deuce is he?” asked Blossomnose, in the full glow of
pulling-five-year-old exertion.
‘Don’t know,’ replied Jack; adding, ‘He’s a shaver, whoever he is.
Meanwhile the frightened hounds were scattered right and lefr.
‘Tl lay o guinez he’s one of those confounded writing chaps,
observed Fyle, who had been handled rather roughly by one of the
tribe, who had dropped ‘quite promiscuously’ upon a field where he
was, just as Sponge had done with Lord Scamperdale’s.
‘Shouldn’t wonder,” replied his lordship, eyeing Sponge’s vain
endeavours to turn the chesnut, and thinking how he would ‘pitch into

him’ when he came up. ‘By Jove,” added his lordship, ‘if the fellow had
aken the whole counury round, he couldn’t have chosen a worse spot
for such an exploit; for there never & any scent over here. See/ not a
hound can own it. Old Harmony herself throws up!’

The whips again are in their places, trning the astonished pack to
Frostyface, who sets off on a castng expedition. The field, as usual, sit
looking on; some blessing Sponge; some wondering who he was;
others looking what o’clock it is; some dismounting and looking at
their horses’ feet.

“Thank you, Mr Brown Boots!” exclaimed his lordship, as, by dint of
bitting and spurring, Sponge at length worked the beast round, and
came sneaking back in the face of the whole field. “Thank you, Mister
Brown Boots,” repeated he, taking off his hat, and bowing very low.
“Very much obleged to you, Mr Brown Boots. Most particklarly
obleged to you, Mr Brown Boots,” with another low bow. ‘Hang’d
obleged to yon, Mr Brown Boots! Damn you, Mr Brown Boots!’
continued his lordship, looking at Sponge as if he would eat him.

‘Beg pardon, sir,” blurted Sponge; ‘my horse -’

‘Hang your horse!” screamed his lordship; ‘it wasn’t your horse that
headed the fox, was it?’

‘Beg pardon — couldn’t help i T~

‘Couldn’t help it. Hang your helps — you're afways doing it, Mr; You
could stay at home, sir — I s'pose, sir — couldn’t you, sir?’

Sponge was silent.

“See, sir!” continued his lordship, pointing to the mute pack now
following the huntsman, ‘you've lost us our fox, sir — yes, sir, lost us our.
fox, sir. @ ye call that nothin’, sir? If you don’t, I do, you perpendicular-
ksoklng Puseyite pig-jobber! By Jove! you think because I'm 2 lord, and
can’t swear, or use coarse language, that you may do what you like -
_ but I'll take my hounds home, sir — yes, sir, I'll take my hounds home,
sir.” So saying, his lordship roared HoME to Frostyface; adding, in an
undertone to the first whip, ‘bid him go to Furzing Field gorse.’
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Sponge to be bled or not as he thought proper.
Our hero then made for his bedroom, where, having sucked ot
adhesive boots, and divested hirnself of the rest of his honting artire {;g
wrapped himself up in his grey flannel dressing-gown, and pz‘e;}ayggé‘;s
parboiling his legs and feet, amid agreeable anticipatons arisiz}g mg{ez
the recent interview, and occasional references to his old friend Mogs
whenever he did not see his way on the matrimonial road as cieazéffi
he could wish. ‘She’ll have me, that’s certain,’ observed he. o
‘Curse the water! how hot it is!” exclaimed he, catching his foot u
out of the bath, into which he had incautiously plunged it wiz‘n@éi
ascertaining the temperarure of the water, He then shuiced it with cold
and nexr had to add a little more hot; at last he 2ot it to his mind, am;
lighting a cigar, prepared for uninterrupted enjoyment. o
‘Gad? said he, ‘she’s by no means a bad-looking girl’ (whiff)
‘Devilish good-looking girl’ (puff); ‘good head and neck, and carries
well too’” (puff) ~ ‘capital eye’ (whiff), ‘bright and clear’ (puff); ‘uo
cataracts there, She’s all good together’ (whiff, puff, whiff). Nice size
00, contnued he, ‘and well set up’ (whiff, puff, whiff), ‘straight as a
dairy maid’ (puff); ‘plenty of substance ~ grand thing substance’ (puff).
‘Hate a weedy woman — fifteen two and a half — that’s to say, five feer
four’s plenty of height for a woman’ (puff). ‘Height of 2 woman has
nothing to do with her size’ (whiff). ‘Wish she hadn’t run off’ {puff);
‘would like to have had a little more talk with her (whiff, ;;ﬁf}
‘Women never look so well as when one comes in wet and dirty from
hunting’ (puff). He then sank silently back in the easy-chair and
whiffed and puffed all sorts of fantastc clouds and columns and
corkscrews at his leisure, The cigar being finished, and the water in the
foot-bath beginning to get cool, he emptied the remainder of the hot
into it, and lighting a fresh cigar, began speculating on how the march

was to be accomplished.

The lady was safe, that was clear; he had nothing to do but ‘pop.’
That he would do in the evening, or in the MOrning, of any time - a
man living in the house with a girl need never be in want of
an opportunity. That preliminary over, and the usual answer ‘Ask
papa’ obtained, then came the question, how was the old bov o be
managed? ~ for men with marriageable daughters are to all intents and
purposes ‘old boys;” be their ages what they may.

He became lost in reflection. He eat with his eyes fixed on the
Jawleyford portrait above the mantelpiece, WOﬁdfﬁﬁﬁé whether he was
the amiable, liberal, hearty, disinterested sort of man, he appeared o
be, indifferent about money, and only wanting unexceptionable young
men for his daughters; or if he was 2 worldly-minded man, like some he

‘

CHAPTER XXI

A Country Dinner-Party

“WELL, wuaT srorT?  asked Jawleyford, as he encountered his
exceedingly dirty friend crossing the enwrance hall to his bedroom on
his return from his day, or rather his non-day, with the Flat Hat Hunt,
“Why, not much ~ that’s 1o say, nothing pardcular ~ I mean, I've nee
had any,” blurted Sponge.
‘But you've had a run? observed Jawleyford, pointing to his boots.
and breeches, stained with the variation of each soil.
‘Ah, T got most of that going to cover,’ replied Sponge; ‘counuy’s
awfully deep, roads abominably dirty;” adding, ‘I wish I'd waken your
advice, and stayed at home.’
‘T wish you had,’ replied Jawleyford, ‘you’d have had a most excellent
rabbit-ple for luncheon. However, ger changed, and we will hearall
about it after” So saying, Jawleyford waved an adien, and Sponge
stamped away in his dirty waterlogged boots, ;
‘I afreid you are very wet, Mr Sponge,” observed Amelia in the
sweetest tone, with the most loving smile possible, as our friend, with
three steps at a time, bounded upstairs, and nearly buted her on the
landing, as she was on the point of coming down.
‘T arn that,” exclaimed Sponge, delighted at the greetng; ‘T am that)
repeated he, slapping his much-swained cords; ‘dirty, woo,” added he,
looking down at his nether man. ‘
‘Hadn’t you better get changed as quick as possible?’ asked Amelia,
still keeping her position before him. ;
‘Ch! all in good tme,” replied Sponge, ‘all in good time. The sight of
you warms me more than a fire would do;’ adding, ‘I declare you look
quite bewitching, after all the roughings and tumblings about out of
doors.
‘Ohl youw've not had a fall, have you?” exclaimed Amelia, looking the
picture of despair; ‘you've mor had a fall, have you? Do send for th
doctor, and be bled/’
Just then a door along the passage 1o the left opened; and Amek
knowing pretty well who it was, smiled and wipped away, leavin
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had met, who, after giving him every possible encouragement, sent him He then swaggered into the drawing-room, which was in b 3
to the right about like a servant. So Sponge smoked and thought, and light. The lively Emily had stolen a march 0;1 her Si@te:{: ;TE hi&;;{:’; o
thought and smoked, ill, the water in the foot-bath again getting cold, entered, attired in a fine new pale yellow silk dress Wlt}; a 1a ;usz:
‘ . 4 pointlace

berthe and other adornments.

High words had ensued between the sisters as to the meanness of
Ameb}a in trying to take her beau from her, especially afrer the a'&
Ameha had given herself respecting Sponge; and a minute observws
mlghF have seen the slight tinge of red on Emily’s eyelids denotin tifr
usual issue of such scenes. The result was, that each determined fgo ée
the best she could for herself and free trade being proclaimed Emﬂo
?rogeeded’m dress with all expedition, calculating that as Mr % on Z
had come in wet, he would, very likely dress at once an’d appear i} tge
drawing-room in good time. Nor was she out in her reckoning, for she
had har(ﬂy e{xjoyed an approving glance in the mirror ere our he;o came
swaggering in, twitching his arms as if he hadn’t got his wristbands
adjusted and working his legs as if they didn’t belong to him.

,‘Ah, my dear Miss Emley!” exclaimed he, advancing gaily towards her
with extended hand, which she took with all the pleasure in the world;
adding, ‘And how have you been®’ o

‘Oh, pretty well, thank you,’ replied she, looking as though sh
WO:U.M have said, ‘As well as I can be without you’ o

Sponge, though a consummate judge of 2 horse, and all the minutiz
connem:gd with them, was still rather green in the matter of ;mmaw
and having settled in his own mind thar Amelia should be his choice hé
C{)I}Ciﬂd@(‘i that Emily knew all about it, and was working on her sis!:’er’s
account, instead of doing the agreeable for herself. And there it is
where elder sisters have such an advantage over younger ones Thé;
are always shown, or conuive to show themselves, first; and ifaa maz
once makes up his mind that the elder one will do, the;e is an end of
thfe matter; and it is neither a deeper shade or two of blue, nor a
bmghter tinge of brown, nor 2 lirtde smaller foor, nor a more ’ei-e: ant
waist, that will make him change for a younger sister. The ouz% er
ones immediately become sisters in the men’s minds, and retir}e] or§
retired, .frem the field - ‘scratched,” as Sponge Would’say. o

Ameha,'however, was not going to give Emily a chance; for, havin
dressed with all the expedition compatible with an att:racti’ve t;iget - .
%avenderwaoioured satin with broad black lace flounces, and same!heavi
jewellery on her well-turned arms, she came sicﬂiné in so gentl as
aﬁrnogt to carch Emily in the act of playing the agreeable. Tum";iﬁ ythé
sidle into a stately sail, with a haughty sort of sneer and toss of the iead

t0 her sister, as much as to say, “What are you doing with my man?’ - a
 sheer that suddenly changed into a sweet smile as her eve emoumt‘@red

and the shades of night drawing on, he at last started up like 2 man
determined to awake himself, and poking 2 match into the fire, lighted
the candles on the toilet-table, and proceeded to adormn himself. Having
again got himself into the killing tights and buckled pumps, with a fin¢
flower-fronted shirt, ere he embarked on the delicacies and difficulries
of the starcher, he stirred the little pittance of a fire, and folding himself
in his dressing-gown, endeavoured to prepare his mind for the calm
consideration of all the minute bearings of the question by a lictle more
Mogg. In idea he wansferred himself to London, now fancying himself
standing at the end of Burlington Arcade, hailing a Fulham or
Turnham Green ’bus; now wrangling with a conductor for charging
him sixpence when there was a pennant flapping at his nose with the
words ‘All the way 3d.” upon it; now folding the wooden doors of 2
Hansom cab in Oxford Streer, calculating the exweme distance he
could go for an eightpenny fare: until at last he fell into 2 downrighe
vacant sort of reading, without rhyme or reason, just as one someties
takes 2 read of a directory or a dictionary — ‘Conduit Street, George
Street, to or from the Adelphi Terrace, Astley’s Amphitheatre, Baker
Street, King Street, Bryanston Square any part, Covent Garden
Theatre, Foundling Hospital, Hatton Garden’ and so on, tll the
thunder of the gong aroused him to a recollection of his duties. He
then up and at his neckcloth.

‘Ah, well,” said he, reverting to his lady love, as he eyed himself
intently in the glass while performing the critical operaton, ‘Tll just
sound the old gentleman after dinner — one can do that sort of thing
better over one’s wine, perhaps, than at any other time: looks less
formal too, added he, giving the cravat a knowing crease at the side;
‘and if it doesn’t seem to take, one can just pass it off as if it was done
for somebody else ~ some young gentleman at Laverick Wells, for
instance.” ~

So saying, he on with his white waistcoat, and crowned the conquering
suit with a blue coat and metal buttons. Rerurning his Mogg to hi
dressing-gown pocket, he blew out the candles, and groped his way
downstairs in the dark. ;

In passing the dining-room he looked in (to see if there were any
champagne-glasses set, we believe), when he saw that he should n
have an opportunity of sounding his intended papa-in-law after dinne
for he found the table laid for twelve, and a great display of plate, line
and china.
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before the glass in his study arranging her head-gear, and seeing no
symptoms of any further announcement, at last asked Foozle if his papa
and mamma were not coming. ’

‘No, my papa and mamma are not coming,’ replied he.

‘Are you sure?” asked Jawleyford, in a tone of exciternent.

“Cuite sure,” replied Foozle, in the most matter-of-course voice,

“The ﬁeucei’ exclaimed Jawleyford, stamping his foot upon the soft
rug; adding, ‘It never rains but it pours!’

‘Have you any note, or anything?” asked Mrs Jawleyford, who had
followed Robert Foozle into the room.

‘Yes, I have a note,’ replied he, diving into the inner pocket of his
coat, and producing one.

The note was a letter — a lerter from Mrs Foozle to Mrs Jawleyford,
three sides and crossed; and seeing the magnirude thereof, Mrs
Jawleyford quietly put it into her redcule, Obse%"viﬁg, ‘that she hoped
Mr and Mrs Foozle were well?’

‘Yes, they are well,” replied Robert, notwithstanding he had express
orders to say that his papa had the toothache, and his mamma the
earache.

Jawleyford then gave a furious ring at the bell for dinner, and in due
course of time the party of six proceeded to a table for twelve. Sponge
pawned Mrs Jawleyford off upon Robert Foozle, which gave Sponge
the right to the fair Amelia, who walked off on his arm with a toss of
her head at Emily, as though she thought him the finest, sprightliese
man under the sun. Emily followed, and Jawleyford came sulking in
alone, sore put out at the failure of what he meant for the grand
entertainiment.

Lights blazed in profusion; lamps more accustomed had now be-
come better behaved; and the whole strength of the plate was called in
requisition, sadly puzzling the unforrunate cook to find something to
put upon the dishes. She, however, was a real magnanimous-minded
woman, who would undertake to cook a lord mayor’s feast — soups,
sweets, joints, entrees, and all,

Jawleyford was nearly silent during the dinner; indeed, he was too far
off for conversation, had there been aﬁy for him to join in; which was
not the case, for Amelia and Sponge kept up a hum of words, while
Emily worked Robert Foozle with question and answer, such as

‘Were your sisters out today?’

‘Yes, my sisters were out today.’

‘Are your sisters going to the Christmas ball?’

‘Yes, my sisters are going to the Christmas ball,’ &c., &c.

Still, nearly daft as Robert was, he was generally asked where there

Sponge’s - she just motioned him off to a sofa, where she commenceda
sotto voce conversation in the engaged-couple style.
The plot then began to thicken. First came Jawleyford, in a terrible
Stew.
“Well, this is too bad? exclaimed he, stamping and flourishing 3
scented note, with s crest and initals at the top. “This is wo bad/
repeated he; ‘people accepting invitations, and then crying off at the
last moment.’ ‘
‘Who is it can’t come, papa — the Foozles?” asked Emily.
‘No — Foozles be hanged,” sneered Jawleyford; ‘they always come -
the Blpssommoses)’ replied he, with an emphasis.
“The Blossomnoses!” exclaimed both girls, clasping their hands and
looking up at the ceiling.
“What, all of them?” asked Emily.
‘All of them, rejoined Jawleyford.
“Why, that’s four,” observed Emuly.
“To be sure it is,” replied Jawleyford; ‘five, if you count them by
appetites; for old Blossom always eats and drinks as much as two
people.
“What excuse do they give?’ nsked Amelia,
‘Carriage-horse taken suddenly ill,’ replied Jawleyford; ‘as if that’s
any excuse when there are post-horses within half a dozen miles”’
“He wouldn’t have been stopped hunting for want of a horse, I dare
say, observed Amelia.
‘I dare say it’s all a lie,” observed Jawleyford; adding, ‘however, the
inviration shall go for a dinner, all the same.’
The denunciation was interrupted by the appearance of Spigot, who
came looming up the spacious drawing-room in the full magnificence
of black shorts, silk stockings, and buckied pumps, followed by
sheepish-looking, straight-haired, red apple-faced young gentlemen
whom he announced as Mr Robert Foozle. Robert was the hope of th
house of Foozle; and it was fortunate his parents were satisfied with
him, for few other people were. He was a young gentleman who shoo
hands with everybody, assented to anything that anybody said, and in
answering a question, where indeed his conversation chiefly consisted
he always followed the words of the interrogation as much as he could
For instance: ‘Well, Robert, have you been ar Dulverton roday?
Answer, ‘Ne, I've not been at Dulverton today.” Question, ‘Are yo
going to Dulverton tomorrow?’ Answer, No, I'm not going t
Dulverton, tomorrow,” Having shaken hands with the party all round
and turned to the fire to warm his red fists, Jawleyford having stood 2
‘attention’ for such time as he thought Mrs Foozle would be occupie
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was anything going on; and more than one young la - but we will not
tell about that, as he has nothing to do with our story. ‘

By the time the ladies took their departure, Mr Jawleyford ha
somewhat recovered from the annoyance of his disappointment; and as
they retired he rang the bell, and desired Spigot to getin the horseshoe
table, and bring a bottle of the ‘green seal,” being the colour affixed on
the bottles of a four-dozen hamper of port (‘curious old port at 48s.)
that had arrived from Wintle and Co. by rail (goods train of course) :
that morning. {

“There!” exclaimed Jawleyford, as Spigot placed the richly-cut decante
on the horseshoe table. ‘There!” repeated he, drawing the green curtain
as if to shade it from the fire, but in reality to hide the dullness the
recent shaking had given it; ‘that wine,/ said he, ‘is a quarter of 5
century in bottle, at the very least.”

‘Indeed,’ observed Sponge: ‘time it was drunk.’

‘A quarter of a century?” gaped Robert Foozle. o

‘Quarter of a century if it’s a day,” replied Jawleyford, smacking his
lips as he set down his glass after imbibing the precious beverage.

“Very fine,” observed Sponge; adding, as he sipped off his glass, ‘it’s
odd to find such old wine so full-bodied.’ ,

“Well, now tell us all about your day’s proceedings,’ said Jawleyford,
thinking it advisable to change the conversation at once. “What sport
had you with my lord?’ ‘ . ‘

‘Oh, why, I really can’t tell you much, drawled Sponge, with an air
of bewilderment, ‘Strange country — strange faces — nobody I knew,
and -’

‘Ah, true, replied Jawleyford, “true. It occurred to me after you were
gone, that perhaps you might not know anyone. Ours, you see, is
rather an out-of-the-way country; few of our people go to town, of
indeed anywhere else; they are all tarry-at-home birds. But they'd
receive you with great politeness, I'm sure ~ if they knew you came
from here, at least,” added he.
~ Sponge was silent, and took a great gulp of the dull ‘Windle,” to save
himself from answering, ' ,

“Was my Lord Scamperdale out?’ asked Jawleyford, seeing he was
not going to get a reply. ) :

“Why, I can really hardly tell you that,” replied Sponge. “T'here were
two men out, either of whom might be him; at least, they both seemed
to take the lead, and — and - he was going to say ‘blow up the people;
but he thought he might as well keep that to himself. ,

‘Stout, hale-looking men, dressed much alike, with great br{}aé
tortoiseshell-rimmed spectacles on?’ asked Jawleyford.

“Just so,” replied Sponge.

‘Ah, you are right, then,’ rejoined Jawleyford; ‘it would be my lord.’
‘And who was the other?” enquired our friend.

‘Oh, that Jack Spraggon,’ replied Jawleyford, curling up his nose, as
if he was going to be sick; ‘one of the most odious wretches under the
sun. I really don’t know any man that I have so great a dislike to, so
utter a contempt for, as that Fack, as they call him.

“What is he?” asked Sponge.

‘Oh, just a hanger-on of his lordship’s: the creature has nothing —
nothing whatever; he lives on mv lord — ears his venison, drinks his
claret, rides his horses, bullies those his lordship doesn’t like to tackle
with, and makes himself generally useful’

‘He seems a man of that sort,” observed Sponge, as he thought over
the compliments he had received.

‘Well, who else had you out, then?’ asked Jawleyford. “Was Tom
Washball there?

‘No,” replied Sponge: *be wasn't our, 1 know.’

‘Ab, that’s unfortunate,’ observed Jawleyford, helping himself and
passing the bottle. “Tom’s a capital fellow — a perfect gentleman — great
friend of mine. If he’d been out you'd have had nothing o do but
mention my name, and he’d have put you all right in 2 minute, Who
else was there, then?’ contnued he.

“There was a tall man in black, on a good-looking young brown
horse, rather rash at his fences, but a fine style of goer.’

‘What!” exclaimed Jawleyford, ‘a man in drab cords and jack-boots,
with the brim of his hat rather turning upwards?’

‘Just so,” replied Sponge; ‘and a double ribbon for 2 hat-string.’
“That’s Master Blossomnose,” observed Jawleyford, scarcely able to
contain his indignation. “That’s Master Blossomnose,’ repeated he,
taking a back hand at the port in the excitement of the moment. ‘More
to his credit if he were to stay at home and attend to his parish,’ added
Jawleyford; meaning, it would have been more to his credit if he had
fulfilled his engagement to him that evening, instead of going out
hunting in the morning.

The two then sat silent for a time, Sponge seeing where the sore
place was, and Robert Foozle, as usual, seeing nothing,

‘Ah, well,” observed Jawleyford, at length breaking silence, ‘it was
unfortunate you went this morning. I did my best to prevent you ~ told
you what a long way it was, and so on. However, never mind, we will
put all right tomorrow. His lordship, I'm sure, will be most happy to
see you. So help yourself,” continued he, passing the ‘Wintle,” ‘and we
will drink his health, and success to fox-hunting.’
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Sponge filled 2 bumper and drank his lordship’s health, with the
accompaniment as desired; and turning to Robert Foozle, who was
doing likewise, said, ‘Are you fond of hunting?’

“Yes, 'm fond of huntdng, replied Foozle.

‘But you don’t hunt, you know, Robert,” observed Jawleyford.

‘Mo, I don't hunt,” replied Robert. ;

The ‘green seal’ being demolished, Jawleyford ordered a bottle of
the ‘other,” attributing the slight discoloration (which he did not
discover until they had nearly finished the bottle) to change of
armosphere in the outer cellar. Sponge tackled vigorously with the
newcomer, which was better than the first; and Robert Foozle,
drinking as he spoke, by pattern, kept filling away, much to Jawleyford’s
dissatisfaction, who was compelled to order a third. During the
progress of its demolition, the host’s tongue became considerably
loosened. He talked of hunting and the charms of the chase ~ of the
good fellowship it produced; and expatiated on the advantages it was of
to the country in a national point of view, promotng as it did a spirit of
manly enterprise, and encouraging our unrivalled breed of horses; both
of which he looked opon as national objects, well worthy the attention
of enlightened men like himself. ;

Jawleyford was a great patron of the chase; and his keeper, Watson,
always had a bag-fox ready to turn down when my lord’s hounds met
there. Jawleyford’s covers were never known to be drawn blank.
Though they had been shot in the day before, they always held a fox
the next — if a fox was wanted.

Sponge being quite at home on the subject of horses and hunting,
lauded all his papa-in-law’s observations up to the skies; occasionally
considering whether it would be advisable to sell him a horse, and
thinking, if he did, whether he should let him have one of the three he
had down, or should get old Buckram to buy some quiet screw that
would stand a little work and yield him (Sponge) a little profit, and yet
not demolish the great patron of English sports. The more Jawleyford
drank, the more energetic he became, and the greater pleasure he
anticipated from the meet of the morrow. He docked the lord, and
spoke of ‘Scamperdale’ as an excellent fellow — a real, good, hearty,
honest Englishman — a man that ‘the more you knew the more you
liked;’ all of which was very encouraging to Sponge. Spigot at length
appeared to read the tea and coffee riot-act, when Jawleyford,
determined not to be done out of another bottle, pointng ro the
nearly-emptied decanter, said to Robert Foozle, ‘I suppose you'll not
take any more wine?’ To which Robert replied, ‘No, I'll not take any
more wine.” Whereupon, pushing out his chair and throwing away his

napkin, Jawleyford arose and led the way to the drawing-room,
followed by Sponge and this entertaining young gentleman.

A round game followed tea; which, in irs turn, was succeeded by a
massive silver tray, chiefly decorated with cold water and tumblers; and
as the various independent clocks in the drawing-room began chiming
and striking eleven, Mr Jawleyford thought he would try to get rid of
Foozle by asking him if he hadn’t better stay all night.

Yes, I think I'd better stay all night, replied Foozle.

‘But won’t they be expecting you at home, Robert?’ asked Jawleyford,
not feeling disposed to be caught in his own trap.

‘Yes, they’ll be expecting me at home, replied Foozle.

“Then, perhaps, you had better not alarm them by staying,” suggested
Jawleyford.

‘No, perhaps I'd better not alarm them by staying,” repeated Foozle.
Whereupon they all rose, and wishing him a very good-night, Jawleyford
handed him over to Spigot, who transferred him to one footman, who
passed him to another, to button into his leather-headed shandridan.
After talking Robert over, and expatating on the misfortune it would
be to have such a boy, Jawleyford rang the bell for the banquet of water
to be taken away; and ordering breakfast half an hour earlier than usual,
our friends went to bed.

CHAPTER XXI11

The F. H. H. Again

GENTLEMEN UNACCUSTOMED to public hunting often make queer
figures of themselves when they go out. We have seen them in all sorts
of odd dresses, half fox-hunters, half fishermen, half fox-hunters, half
sailors, with now and then a good sturdy cross of the farmer.

Mr Jawleyford was a cross berween a military dandy and a squire.
"The green-and-gold Bumperkin foraging-cap, with the letters B. Y. C.,
in front, was cocked jauntly on one side of his badger-pyed head, while
he played sportively with the patent leather strap — now toying with it
on his lip, now dropping it below his chin, now hitching it up on to the
peak. He had a tremendously stiff stock on - so hard that no pressure
made it wrinkle, and so high that his pointed gills could hardly peer
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flashing. “If he knew I was coming I dare say he would,’ repeated he;
‘indeed, I make no doubt he would: but one doesn’t like putting great
men out of their way; besides which, it’s just as easy to be punctual as
otherwise. When I was in the Bumperkin -’

‘But your horse is on, isn’t it?” interrupted Sponge; ‘he’ll see your
horse there, you know.

‘Horse on, my dear fellow!” exclaimed Jawleyford, ‘horse on? No,
certainly not. How should I get there myself, if my horse was on?’

‘Hack, to be sure,” replied Sponge, striking a light for his cigar.

‘Ah, but then I should have no groom to go with me,” observed
Jawleyford; adding, ‘one must make a certain appearance, you know.
But come, my dear Mr Sponge,” continued he, laying hold of our
hero’s arm, ‘let us get to the door, for that cigar of yours will fumigate
the whole house; and Mrs Jawleyford hates the smell of tobacco.’

Spigot, with his actendants in livery, here put a stop to the confab by
hurrying past, drawing the bolts, and throwing back the spacious
folding doors, as if royalty or Daniel Lambert himself were ‘coming
out.”

"The noise they made was heard outside; and on reaching the top of
the spacious flight of steps, Sponge’s piebald in charge of a dirty village
lad, and Jawleyford’s steeds with a sky-blue groom, were seen scuttling
under the portico, for the owners to mount. The Jawleyford cavalry
was none of the besy; but Jawleyford was pleased with it, and that is a
great thing. Indeed, a thing had only to be Jawleyford’s, to make
Jawleyford excessively fond of ir.

“There!” exclaimed he, as they reached the third step from the
bottom. “There!” repeated he, seizing Sponge by the arm, ‘that’s what T
call shape. You don’t see such an animal as that every day, pointing to
2 not badly-formed, but evidently worn-out, over-knee’d bay, that
stood knuckling and wrembling for Jawleyford to mount.

‘One of the “has beens,” I should say,’ replied Sponge, puffing a
cloud of smoke right past Jawleyford’s nose; adding, ‘It’s a pity but you
could get him four new legs.’

‘Faith, I don’t see that he wants anything of the sort, retorted
Jawleyford, nertled as well at the smoke as the observation.

above ir. His coat was a bright green cut-away — made when collars
were worn very high and very hollow, and when waists were supposed
to be about the middle of a man’s back, Jawleyford’s back burtons
occupying that remarkable position. These, which Wem;@f dead gold
with a bright rim, represented a hare full strerch for her life, gnfi were
the buttons of the old Muggeridge hunt — a hunt thar had died many
years ago from want of the necessary funds (£80) to carry it on. The
coat, which was single-breasted and velvet-collared, was extfemagy
swallow-tailed, presenting 2 remarkable contrast to the baz;ge»%)uﬁz,
roomy roundabouts of the members of the Fiz@ Hat Hung the C{'}ﬂgzﬁ
rising behind, in the shape of a Gothic arch, exhibited all the stitchings
and threadings incident to that deparument of the garment.
But if Mr Jawleyford’s coat went to ‘hare,” his Wa%stccsa? was gex and
all “fox.” On a bright blue ground he sported such an infinity of *heads;
that there is no saying that he would have been safe in 2 kennel of
unsteady hounds. One thing, to be sure, was in his favi;%:lz‘ ~ nammely,
that they were just as much like cats’ heads as foxes’. Jf,h.e coat and
waistcoat were old stagers, but his nether man was encased in rhubarab-’
coloured tweed pantaloons of the newest make — a species of material
extremely soft and comfortable to wear, but not so weg adapred for
roughing it across country. These had a broad br?wn stripe d()wg 'c}; .
sides, and were shaped out over the foot of his fine F rﬁ:nch~p«:}hsneé
paper boots, the heels of which were decorated with ipi}g~wﬂ§ckeé,
ringing spurs. Thus attired; with a little Sﬂ%“@i“iﬂ()ﬁﬁtﬁé whip which he
kept flourishing about, he encountered Mr Sponge in the entrance-
hall, after breakfast. Mr Sponge, like all men who are ‘extremely natty’
themselves, men who wouldn’t have a button our of place if it was ever
50, hardly knew what to think of Jawleyford’s costume. It was clear he
was no sportsman; and then came the question, whether he was of the
privileged few who may do what they like, and who can carry off any
kind of absurdity. Whatever uneasiness Sponge felt on that score,
Jawleyford, however, was quite at his ease, and swaggered abouc like an
aide-de-camp at a review, ,
“Well, we should be going, I suppose,’ said he, g:’irawmg on a pait o
ha;?dirty, lemon-coloured kid gloves, and sabreing the air with 1313 WAL, whete “ignorance s Bios & sepiod oene wich another
whip. , ‘ : ‘ h
‘I}; Lord Scamperdale punctual?” asked Sponge. ’ }i cat puff’dwdhiici neaﬂ;;f..blmdﬁ.d j$Viﬁyf§f (;d Gi‘i on, and let’s see how
“T ’ repli 3 ¢ ’ . goes,” added hie, passing on to the piebald as he spoke.
Tol-lol, replied Jawleyford, ‘ol-lol sl Mr Jawleyford then mounted; and having serded himself into a
‘He’ll wait for you, I suppose?’ observed Sponge, thinking to ty militar uched the old 4 ) - ng y i
wleyford on that infallible criterion of favour, 1 'y seat, touched the old screw with the spur, and set of at a canter.
Jawley - B dare sav he would) replied The piebald, perhaps mistaking the portico for a booth, and thinking it
Why, if he ke | oy o E ! dare say . ° Wl ok fﬁ was a good place to exhibit in, proceeded to die in the most approved
Jawleyford slowly and deliberately, feeling it was now no ume fuf
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form; and not all Sponge’s ‘Come-up’s’ or kicks could induce him
rise before he had gone through the whole ceremony. At length, with 3
mane full of gravel, 2 side well smeared, and a “Wilkinson & Kidd®
sadly scratched, the ci-devant actor arose, much to the relief of the
village lad, who having indulged in a gallop as he brought him from
Lucksford, expected his death would be laid to his door. No sooner was
he up, than, without waiting for him to shake himself, Mr Soapey
vaulted into.the saddle, and seizing him by the head, let in the
Latchfords in a style that satisfied the hack he was not going to canter
in a circle. Away he went, best pace; for like all Mr Sponge’s horses, he
had the knack of going, the general difficulty being to get them to go
the way they were wanted.
Sponge presently overtook Mr Jawleyford, who had been broughtup
by a gate, which he was making sundry ineffecrual Briggs-like passes
and efforts to open; the gate and his horse seeming to have combined
to prevent his getting through. Though an expert swordsman, he had .
never been able to accomplish, the art of opening a gate, especially one
of those gingerly-balanced spring-snecked things that require to be
taken ar the nick of time, or else they drop just as the horse gers his
nose to them.
“Why aren’t you here to open the gate?’ asked Jawleyford, snappishly

as the blue boy bustled up as his master’s efforts became more hopeles
at each atternpt.
The lad, like a wise fellow, dropped from his horse, and opening 1t
with his hands, ran it back on foot.
Jawleyford and Sponge then rode through. ,
Canter, canter, canter, went Jawleyford, with an arm a-kimbo, head
well up, legs well down, toes well pointed, as if he were going to a race,
where his work would end on arriving, instead of to a fox-hunt, where
it would only begin, ‘
“You are rather hard on the old nag, aren’t you?’ at length asked
Sponge, as, having cleared the rushy, swampy park, they came upon the
macadamised turnpike, and Jawleyford selected the middle of it as the
scene of his further progression.

‘Oh no!’ replied Jawleyford, tit-tup-ing along with a loose rein, as if_

he was on the soundest, freshest-legged horse in the world; ‘oh no! my
horses are used to it
“Well, but if you mean to hunt him,’” observed Sponge, ‘he’ll be
blown before he gets to cover.’
‘Ger him in wind, my dear fellow,’ replied Jawleyford, ‘ger him in
wind,” touching the horse with the spur as he spoke.
“Faich, bur if he was as well on his legs as he is in his wind, he’d nor be
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amiss, rejoined Sponge.
So they cantered and trotted, and motted and cantered away, Sponge
thinking he could afford pace as well as Jawleyford. Indeed, 2 horse has
only to become a hack, to be able to do double the work he was ever
supposed to be capable of.
- But to the meet.
Scrambleford Green was a small straggling village on the wop of 2
somewhat high hill, that divided the vale in which Jawleyford Court
was situated, from the more fersle one of Farthinghoe, in which Lord
Scamperdale lived.
It was one of those out-of-the-way places at which the meet of the
hounds, and a love feast or fair, consisting of two fiddlers {one for each
public-house), a few unlicensed packmen, three or four gingerbread
stalls, a drove of cows and some sheep, form the great events of the
year, among 2 people who are thoroughly happy and contented with
that amount of gaiety. Think of that, you ‘used up’ young gentlemen of
wwenty, who have exhausted the pleasures of the world! The hounds
did not come o Scrambleford Green often, for it was not a favourite
meet; and when they did come, Frosty and the men generally had them
pretty much to themselves. This day, however, was the exception; and
Old Tom Yarnley, whom age had bent nearly double, and who
hobbled along on two sticks, declared, that never in the course of his
recollection, a period extending over the best part of a century, had he
seen such a ‘sight of red coats’ as mustered that morning at Scrambleford
Green. It seemed as if there had been a sudden rising of sportsmen.
What brought them all our? What brought Mr Puffington, the master
of tﬁe Hanby hounds, out? What brought Blossomnose again? What
Mr Wake, Mr Fossick, Mr Fyle, who had all been out the day before?

Reader, the news had spread throughout the country that there was a
great writer down, and they wanted to see what he would say of them -
they had come to sit for their portraits, in fact. There was a great
gathering, at least for the Flat Hat Hunt, who seldom mustered above a
dozen. Tom Washball came, in 2 fine new coat and new flat-fliped hat
with a broad binding; also Mr Sparks of Spark Hall; Major Mark; Mr
Archer of Chean Lodge; Mr Reeves of Coxwell Green; Mr Bliss of
Boltonshaw; Mr Joyce of Ebstone; Dr Capon of Calcot; Mr Dribble of
Hoolg Mir Slade of Three-Burrow Hill; and several others. Great was
the astonishment of each as the other cast up.

‘Why, here’s Joe Reeves!’ exclaimed Blossomnose, “Who'd have
thought of seeing you?’
‘And who'd have thought of seeing you?’
hands with the jolly old nose.

rejoined Reeves, shaking
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“ere’s Tom Washball in time for once, I declare!’ exclaimed Mr
Fyle, as Mir Washball cantered up in apple-pie order.

“Wonders will never cease!” observed Fossick, locking Washy over,

So the field sat in a ring about the hounds, in the centre of which; as
usual, were Jack and Lord Scamperdale, looking with their greac
tortoiseshell-rimmed spectacles, and short grey whiskers trimmed in o
curve up to their noses, like a couple of horned owls in hats. ‘

‘Here’s the man on the cow!” exclaimed Jack, as he espied Sponge
and Jawleyford rising the hill together, easing their horses by standing
in their strrups and holding on by their manes. :

“You don’t say so!’ exclaimed Lord Scamperdale, turning his horse jn
the direction Jack was looking, and staring for hard life too. ‘So there
is, I declare!’ observed he. ‘And who the deuce is this with him?’

“That ass Jawleyford, as I live!” exclaimed Jack, as the blue-coated
servant now hove in sight.

‘So ir is! said Lord Scamperdale; ‘the confounded bumbug?

“This boy’ll be after one of the young ladies,” observed Jack; ‘not one
of the writing chaps we thought he was.’

‘Shouldn’t wonder, replied Lord Scamperdale; adding, in an under
tone, ‘I vote we have a rise out of old Jaw. I'll let you in for a good thing
—you shall dine with him.’

‘Not I,” replied Jack.

“You shail, though,” replied his lordship, firmly.

‘Pray don’t” entreated Jack.

‘By the powers, if you don’t, rejoined his lordship, ‘you shall not
have 2 mount out of me for a month.’

While this conversation was going on, Jawleyford and Sponge
having risen the hill, had resumed their seats in the saddle, and
Jawleyford, setting himself in atdtude, tickled his horse with his spur,
and proceeded to canter becomingly up to the pack; Sponge and the
groom following a little behind.

‘Ah, Jawleyford, my dear fellow! exclaimed Lord Scamperdale
putting his horse on a few steps to meet him as he came flourishing up
‘Ah, Jawleyford, my dear fellow, I'm delighted to see you,’ extending
hand as he spoke. ‘Jack, here, told me that he saw your flag flying as he
passed, and I said what a pity it was bur I'd known before; fo
Jawleyford, said 1, is a rea/ good fellow, one of the best fellows I know,
and has asked me to dine so often that I'm almost ashamed to mee

him; and it would have been such a nice opportunity to have volunteerec
a visit, the hounds being here, you see.’

‘Oh, that’s so kind of your lordship!” exclaimed Jawleyford, quit
delighted ~ ‘that’s so kind of your lordship — that’s just’s what

like! — that’s just what Mrs Jawleytord likes! — that’s just what we all
like! — coming without fuss or ceremony, just as my friend Mr Sponge,
here, does. By the way, will your lordship give me leave to introduce
my friend Mr Sponge - my Lord Scamperdale’ - Jawleyford suiting the
action to the word, and manceuvring the ceremony.

‘Ah, T made Mr Sponge’s acquaintance vesterday,” observed his

lordship drily, giving a sort of servants’ touch of his hat as he
scrutinised our friend through his formidable glasses; adding — “To tell
you the truth,” addressing himself in an under tone to Sponge, ‘I took
you for one of those nasty writing chaps, who I ’bominate. But,
continued his lordship, rerurning to Jawleyford, ‘Tl rell you what I said
about the dinner. Jack, here, told me the flag was flying; and I said I
only wish’d I'd known before, and I would certainly have proposed that
Jack and I should dine with you, either today or tomorrow; but
unfortunately I'd engaged myself to my Lord Barker’s not five minures
before.
‘Ah, my lord” exclaimed Jawleyford, throwing out his hand and
shrugging his shoulders as if in despair, ‘you tantalise me - you do
indeed. You should have come, or said nothing about it. You distress
me — you do indeed.

‘Well, Pm wrong, perhaps,” replied his lordship, patting Jawleyford
encouragingly on the shoulder; ‘but however, Il tell you what,” said
he, Jack here’s not engaged, and he shall come to you.’

‘Most happy to see Mr — ba — busm ~ haw ~ Jack — that's to say, Mr
Spraggon,’ replied Jawleyford, bowing very low, and laying his hand on
his heart, as if quite overpowered at the idea of the honour. ‘

“Then, that’s a bargain, Jack,” said his lordship, looking knowingly
round at his much disconcerted friend; ‘you dine and stay all night at

Jawleyford Court tomorrow! and mind, added he, ‘make yourself
_ ’greeable to the girls - ladies that’s to say.’

‘Couldn’t your lordship arrange it so that we might have the pleasure
of seeing you both on some future day?’ asked Jawleyford, anxious to
avert the Jack calamity. “Say nexr week,’ continued he; ‘or suppose you
meet at the Court?’

‘Hz — be — bum. Meet at the Court,” mumbled his lordship - ‘meet at
the Court — ba — be — ba ~ hum ~ no; — got no foxes.

“Plenty of foxes, I assure you, my lord!" exclaimed Jawleyford. ‘Plenty
of foxes!” repeated he. t
‘We never find them, then, somehow,” observed his lordship, drily;
‘at least none but those three-legged beggars in the laurels at the back
of the stables.’

‘Ah! that will be the fault of the hounds,” replied Jawleyford; ‘they
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don’t take sufficient time to draw — run through the covers too quickly.

‘Fault of the hounds be hanged! exclaimed Jack, who was the
champion of the pack generally. “There’s not a more patient, painstaking
pack in the world than his lordship’s”

‘At — well - ah — never mind that,” replied his lordship, Jaw and you
can settle that point over your wine tomorrow; meanwhile, if your
friend Mr What's-his-name here, ’ll get his horse, continued his
lordship, addressing himself to Jawleyford, but looking at Sponge, who
was still on the piebald, ‘we’ll throw off”

“Thank you, my lord,” replied Sponge; ‘but T'll mount at the cover
side.” Sponge not being inclined to let the Flat Hat Hunt field see the
difference of opinion that occasionally existed berween the gallant
brown and himself.

‘As you please, rejoined his lordship, ‘as you please, jerking his head
at Frostyface, who forthwith gave the office to the hounds; whereupon
all was commotion. Away the cavalcade went, and in less than five
minutes the late bustling village resumed its wonted quiet; the old man
on sticks, two crones gossiping at a door, a rag-or-anything-else-
gatherer going about with a donkey, and a parcel of dirty children
tumbling about on the green, being all that remained on the scene. All
the able-bodied men had followed the hounds. Why the hounds had
ever climbed the long hill seemed a mystery, seeing that they returned
the way they came.

Jawleyford, though sore disconcerted at having ‘Jack’ pawned upon
him, stuck to my lord, and rode on his right with the air of a general.
He felt he was doing his duty as an Englishman in thus patronising the
hounds — encouraging a manly spirit, of independence, and promoting
our unrivalled breed of horses. The post-boy trot av which hounds
wravel, to be sure, is not well adapted for dignity; bur Jawleyford
flourished and vapoured as well as he could under the circumstances,
and considering they were going down hill. Lord Scamperdale rode
along, laughing in his sleeve at the idea of the pleasant evening Jack and
Jawleyford would have together, occasionally complimenting Jawleyford
on the cut and condition of his horse, and advising him to be careful of
the switching raspers with which the country abounded, and which
might be fatal to his nice nutmeg-coloured trousers. The rest of the
‘field’ followed, the fall of the ground enabling them to see ‘how thick
Jawleyford was with my lord. Old Blossomnose, who, we should
observe, had slipped away unperceived on Jawleyford’s arrival, rook 2
bird’s-eye view from the rear. Naughty Blossom was riding the horse
that ought to have gone in the ‘chay’ to Jawleyford Court.

CHAPTER XX1i1

The Great Run

Ovur HERO having inveigled the brown under lee of an outhouse as the
field moved along, was fortunate enough to achieve the saddle without
disclosing the secrets of the stable; and as he rejoined the throng in all
the pride of shape, acton, and condition, even the top-sawyers,
Fossick, Fyle, Bliss, and others, admitted that Hercules was not 2 bad-
like horse; while the humbler-minded ones eyed Sponge with a mixture
of awe and envy, thinking what a fine trade literature must be to stand
such a horse.

‘Is your friend What’s-his-name, a workman?’ asked Lord
Scamperdale, nodding towards Sponge as he trotted Hercules gently
past on the turf by the side of the road along which they were riding.
‘Oh, no, replied Jawleyford, tardy. ‘Oh, no — gentlernan; man of
property —’

1 did not mean was he a mechanic,” explained his lordship drily, ‘but
a workman; 2 good "un across country, in fact.” His lordship working
his arms as if he was going to set-to himself.

‘Oh, a first-rate man! ~ first rate man? replied Jawleyford; ‘beat them
all ar Laverick Wells” i

‘I thought so,” observed his lordship; adding to himself, ‘then Jack

shall take the conceit out of him.’

Jack!” holloaed he over his shoulder to his friend, who was jogging 2

little behind; ‘Fack!” repeated he, ‘that Mr Something

‘Sponge!” observed Jawleyford, with an emphasis.

‘That Mr Sponge,’ continued his lordship, ‘is a stranger in the

country: have the kindness to take care of him. You know what I mean?’

TJust so,” replied Jack; ‘U1l take care of him.’

‘Most polite of your lordship, P'm sure,’ said Jawleyford, with a low

bow, and laying his hand on his breast. ‘T can assure you I shall never

forget the marked attention I have received from your lordship this day’
“Thank you for nothing,” grunted his lordship to himself.

Bump, bump; trot, trot; jabber, jabber, on they went as before.

They had now got to the cover, Tickler Gorse, and ere the last
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from his fingers by a knock against his thigh, ‘Oh, my mon, aw think
this tod will gie us 2 ran!” while Blossomnose might be seen stealing
gently forward, on the far side of a thick fence, for the double purpose
of shirking Jawleyford, and getting a good start.

In the midst of these and similar preparations for the fray, up went a
whip’s cap at the lower end of the cover; and a volley of “Tallyhos’ burst
from our friends, as the fox, whisking his white-tipped brush in the air,
was seen stealing away over the grassy hill beyond, What a commotion
was there! How pale some looked! How happy others!

Sing out, Jack! for beaven’s sake, sing out! exclaimed Lord Scamperdale;
an enthusiastic sportsman, always as eager for a run as if he had never
seen one, ‘Sing out, Jack; or, by Jove, they’ll over-ride em at starting?’

‘Hoip HARD, gentlemen,’ roared Jack, clapping spurs into his grey,
or rather into his lordship’s grey, dashing in front, and drawing the
horse across the road to stop the progression of the field. ‘HoLp
HARD, one minute!’ repeated Jack, standing erect in his stirrups, and
menacing them with his whip (2 most formidable one). “Whatever you
do, pray let them get away! Pray don’t spoil your own sport! Pray
remember they’re his lordship’s hounds! - that they cost him five-and-
twenty underd — two thousand five underd a year! And where, let me
ax, with wheat down to nothing, would you get another, if he was to
throw up?’

As Jack made this enquiry, he took 2 hurried glance at the now
pouring-out pack; and seeing they were safe away, he wiped the foam
from his mouth on his sleeve, dropped into his saddle, and catching his
horse short round by the head, clapped spurs into his sides, and
galloped away, exclaiming,

‘Now, ye tinkers, we’ll all start fair?

Then there was such a scrimmage! such jostling and elbowing
among the jealous ones; such ramming and cramming among the eager
ones; such pardon-begging among the polite ones; such spurting of
ponies, such clambering of cart-horses! All were bent on going as far as
they could - all except Jawleyford, who sat curverting and prancing in
the patronising sort of way gentlemen do who encourage hounds for
the sake of the manly spirit the sport engenders, and the advantage
hunting is of in promoting our unrivalled breed of horses.

His lordship having slipped away, horn in hand, under pretence of
blowing the hounds out of cover, as soon as he set Jack at the field, had
now got a good start, and, horse well in hand, was sailing away in their
wake.

“F~0~0-r-r—ard!” screamed Frostyface, coming up alongside of him,
holding his horse - a magnificent thoroughbred bay ~ well by the head,

horsemen had reached the last angle of the long hill, Frostytace wag
rolling about on foot in the luxuriant evergreen; now Wh@ﬂ}{ visible
now all but overhead, like 2 man buffeting among the waves of the sea
Save Frosty’s cheery voice encouraging the invisible pack to ‘wind
him!” and ‘rout him out!’ an injunction that the shaking of the gors
showed they willingly obeyed, and an occasional exclamation fror
Jawleyford, of ‘Beantifull beaurifull — never saw better hounds! — can’
be a finer pack!’ not a sound disrurbed the stllness of s:he scene. Th
waggoners on the road stopped their wains, the late noisy pi.ougﬂme
leaned vacantly on their stlts, the turnip-pullers stood erect in air, an,
the shepherds’ boys deserted the bleating flocks; all was life and joy an
liberry — ‘Liberty, equality, and foxhunt-icy?’ ~
‘Y&;iwdzs, wind him! Yes—o—icks! rour him oud” went Frosty; ocea
sionally varying the entertainment with a loud crack of his heavy whip
when he could get upon a piece of rising ground to clear the thong.
“Tally-ho! screamed Jawleyford, hoisting the anperkiri Yeomanry
cap in the air. “Tally-ho!” repeated he, looking triumphantly round, as
much as to say, “What a clever boy am 1! |
‘Hold your noise? roared Jack, who was posted a Iijfcizle ’ﬁelpw, Don
you see it's a bare?’” added he, amidst the uproarious mirth of th
compary.
I haven’t your great staring specs on, or I should have seen he hadn’e

a tail, retorted Jawleyford, nettled at the tone in which Jack ha
addressed him.
“Tail be damned!” replied Jack, with a sneer; ‘who but a tailor woul
call it a tail?’ ~
Just then a light low squeak of 2 whimper was heard in the fchic}{§
part of the gorse, and Frostyface cheered the hound to the echo. 45{0;{
to Pillager! H-o—o-ick” screamed he in a long-drawn note, thar thrille
through every frame, and ser the horses a-capering.
Ere Frosty’s prolonged screech was fairly finished, there was su;f:h
outburst of melody, and such a shaking of the gorse-bushes, as plain
showed there was no safety for Reynard in cover; and great was th
bustle and commotion among the horsemen. Mr Fossick lowered his
hat-string and ran the fox’s tooth through the button-hole; Fyle dre
his girths; Washball took 2 long swig at his hunting horn-shape
monkey; Major Mark and Mr Archer threw away their cigar ends; M
Bliss drew on his dogskin gloves; Mr Wake rolled the thong of his wh
round the stick, to be better able to encounter his puller; Mr Sparks g
a yokel to take up a link of his curb; George Smith and Joe Smi
looked ar their warches; Sandy McGregor, the factor, filled his grear
Seorch nose with Irish snuff, exclaiming, as he dismissed the balan
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and settling himself into his saddle as he went.
‘F—o—p—rard!’ screeched his lordship, thrusting his specracles on to
his nose.
‘Twang-twang-twang, went the huntsman’s deep-sounding horn.
“Tweet—t"weet—t weet, went his lordship’s shriller one.

“In for a stinger, my lurd, observed Jack, returning his horn to the
case.

‘Hope so,” replied his lordship, pocketing his.

They then flew the first fence together.

Fgpy—ardl’ screamed Jack in the air, as he saw the hounds packing
well together, and racing with a breast-high scent.

“Fig—g—sard!’ screamed his lordship, who was a sort of echo to his
huntsman, just as Jack Spraggon was echo to his lordship.

‘He’s away for Gunnersby Craigs,’ observed Jack, pointing that way,
for they were a good ten miles off.

‘Hope so,” replied his lordship, for whom the distance could never be
o0 great, provided the pace corresponded.

Fg-g—gmward!” screamed Jack,

‘Fg—g—rard!” screeched his Jordship.

So they went flying and “forrarding’ together; none of the field -
thanks to Jack Spraggon — being able to overtake them.

“Veo—o-nder he goes!” at last cried Frosty, taking off his cap as he
viewed the fox, some half-mile ahead, stealing away round the side of
MNewington Hill,

“Tully-ho! screeched his lordship, riding with his flat hat in the air, by
way of exciting the striving field to sdll further exerdon.

‘He’s 2 good 'un!’ exclaimed Frosty, eyeing the fox’s going.

‘He is that!’ replied his lordship, staring at him with all his might.

Then they rode on, and were presently rounding Newington Hill
themselves, the hounds packing well twgether, and carrying a famous
head.

His lordship now looked to see what was going on behind.

Scrambleford Hill was far in the rear. Jawleyford and the boy in blue
were altogether lost in the distance, A quarter of a mile or so this way
were a couple of dots of horsemen, one on a white, the other on a dark
colour — most likely Jones, the keeper, and Farmer Stubble, on the foaly
mare, Then, a little nearer, was a man in a hedge, trying to coax his
horse after him, stopping the way of two boys in white trousers, whose
ponies looked like rats. Again, a little nearer, were some of
the persevering ones — men who still hold on in the forlom hopes of 2
check — all dark-coated, and mostly trousered. Then came the last of the
red-coats ~ Tom Washball, Charley Joyce, and Sam Sloman, riding well
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in the first flight of second horsemen ~ his lordship’s pad-groom, Mr
Fossick’s man in drab with a green collar, Mr Wake’s in blue, also a'lad
in scarlet and a flar hat, with a second horse for the huntsman. Drawing
still nearer came the ruck —men in red, men in brown, men in livery, a
farmer or two in fustan, all mingled together; and a few hundred vards
before these, and close upon his lordship, were the élite of the field " five
men in scarlet and one in black. Let us see who they are. By the powers,
Mr Sponge is first! — Sponge sailing away at his ease, followed by Jack,
who is staring at him through his great lamps, longing to launch out at
him, but as yet wanting an excuse; Sponge having ridden with judge-
ment ~ judgement, at least, in everything except in having taken the lead
of Jack. After Jack comes old black-booted Blossomnose; and Messrs
Walke, Fossick, and Fyle, complete our complement of five. They are all
riding steadily and well; all very irate, however, at the stranger for going
before them, and ready to back Jack in anything he may say or do.

On, on they go; the hounds sdll pressing forward, though not
carrying quite so good a head as before. In wruth, they have run four
miles in twenty minutes; pretty good going anywhere except upon
paper, where they always go unnaturally fast. However, there they are,
still pressing on, though with considerably less music than before.

Afrer rounding Newington Hill, they got into a wilder and worse sort
of country, among moorish, ill-cultivated land, with cold unwholesome-
looking fallows. The day, too, seemed changing for the worse; a heavy
black cloud hanging overhead. The hounds were at length brought to
their noses,

His lordship, who had been riding all eyes, ears, and fears, foresaw
the probability of this; and pulling-to his horse, held up his hand, the
usual signal for Jack to ‘sing out’ and stop the field. Sponge saw the
signal, but, unfortunately, Hercules didn’t; and tearing along with his
head to the ground, resolutely bore our friend not only past his
lordship, but right on to where the now stooping pack were barely
feathering on the line.

Then Jack and his lordship sang out together.

‘Hold hard!” screeched his lordship, in 2 dreadful state of excitement.

‘Hovro mann! thundered Jack,

Sponge was holding hard — hard enough to split the horse’s jaws, but
the beast would go on, notwithstanding.

‘By the powers, he’s among ’em again!” shouted his lordship, as the
resolute beast, with his upturned head almost pulled round to Sponge’s
knee, went stargazing on like the blind man in Regent Street. ‘Sing out,

Jack! sing out! for heaven’s sake sing out,” shrieked his lordship,
shutting his eyes, as he added, ‘or he’ll kill every man Jack of them.’
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‘Now, Surl roared Jack, ‘can’t you steer that ere aggravaun’
quadruped of yours?’ ;
‘Ob, you pestilendal son of a pontry-maid!’ screeched his lordship; as
Brilliant ran yelping away from under Sponge’s horse’s feet. “Sing onz
Fack! sing out? gasped his lordship again.
‘Oh, you scandalous, hypocrideal, rasty-booted, numb-handed sen
of a puffing corn-cutter, why don’t you rurn your attention to feeding
hens, culdvating cebbages, or making pantaloons for small folks,
instead of killing hounds in this wholesale way?’ roared Jack; an
enquiry that set him foaming again.
‘Oh, you unsighty, sanctified, idolatrous, Bagnigge-Wells copper-
smith, you think because I'm 2 lord, and can’t swear or use coarse
language, that you may do what you like; rot you, sir, I'll present you
with 2 testimonial! Tl setele a hundred a~vear upon you if you'll quit the
country. By the powers, they're away again!” added his lordship, who,
with one eye on Sponge and the other on the pack, had been warching
Frosty lifang them over the bad scenting-ground, ull, holding them on
10 a hedgerow beyond, they stuck the scent on good sound pasture, and
went away at score, every hound throwing his tongue, and filling the air
with joyful melody. Away they swept like a hurricane. ‘F-o~o-rard? wag
again the cry. ,
‘Hang it, Jack,’ exclaimed Lord Scamperdale, laying his hand on his
double’s shoulder, as they galloped alongside of each other — “‘Hangiir,
Jack, see if you can’t sarve our this unrighteous, mahogany-booted,
rattlesnake. Do if you dée for it! — Il bury your remainders genteelly -
patent coffin with brass nails, all to yourself — pur Frosty and all the
fellows in black, and raise a white marble monwument to your memory,
declaring you were the most spotless virrnous man under the sun.’
‘Let me off dining with Jaw, and T'll do my best,” replied Jack.
‘Done!” screamed his lordship, flourishing his right arm in the air, 25
he flew over a great stone wall, ~
A good many of the horses and sportsmen too had had enough
before the hounds checked; and the quick way Frosty lifted them and
hit off the scent, did not give them much dme to recruit. Many of them
now sat, hat in hand, mopping, and puffing, and turning their red
perspiring faces to the wind. ‘Posngh,” gasped one, as if he was going'to
be sick; ‘Puff,” went another; ‘Oh! but its *ot!’ exclaimed a dhird, pulling
off his limp neckcloth; “Wonder if there’s any ale hereabouts,” cried 2
fourth; “Terrible run! observed a fifih; “Ten miles at least,” gasped
another. Meanwhile the hounds went screaming on; and it is wonderfil
how soon those who don’t follow are left hopelessly in the rear.
Of the few that did follow, Mr Sponge, however, was one. Nothing
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daunted by the compliments that had been paid him, he got Hercules
well in hand; and the horse dropping again on the bit, resumed his
place in front, going as swrong and steadily as ever. Thus he went,
throwing the mud in the faces of those behind, regardless of the oaths
and imprecations that followed Sponge knowing full well they would
do the same by him if they could.

‘All jealousy,” said Sponge, spurring his horse. ‘Never saw such a
jealous set of dogs in my life”

An accommodating lane soon presented itself, along which they all
pounded, with the hounds running parallel through the enclosures on
the left; Sponge sending such volleys of pebbles and mud in his rear as
made it advisable to keep a good way behind him. The line was now
apparently for Firlingham Woods; but on nearing the thatched cottage
on Gaspar Heath, the fox, most likely being headed, had rurned short to
the right; and the chase now lay over Sheeplow Water meadows, and so
on to Bolsover brickfields, when the pack again changed from hunting
to racing, and the pace for a time was severe. His lordship having got his
second horse at the turn, was ready for the tussle, and plied away
vigorously, riding, as usual, with all his heart, with all his mind, with all
his soul, and with all his strength; while Jack, stll on the grey, came
plodding diligently along in the rear, saving his horse as much as he
could. His lordship charged a stiff flight of rails in the brickfields; while
Jack, thinking to save his, rode at a weak place in the fence, a lirde
higher up, and in an instant was souse overhead in a clay-hole.

Duick under, Fack! duck under! screamed his lordship, as Jack’s head
rose to the surface. ‘Duck under! you'll have i full directly” added he,
eyeing Sponge and the rest coming up.

Sponge, however, saw the splash, and warning a litde lower down,
landed safe on sound ground; while poor Blossomnose, who was next,
went floundering overhead also. Burt the pace was too good to stop to
fish them out.

‘Dash it,’ said Sponge, looking at them splashing about, ‘but that was
a near go for el

Jack being thus disposed of, Sponge, with increased confidence, rose
in his stirrups, easing the redoubtable Hercules; and patting him on the
shoulder, at the same time that he gave him the gendest possible rouch
of the spur, exclaimed, ‘By the powers, we'll show these old Flat Hats
the wick!” He then commenced humming —

‘Mister Sponge, the raspers taking,
Sets the junkers’ nerves a-shaking;’
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for censure. Lord Scamperdale war an undoubeed sportsman; while
poor Mr Puffington thought of nothing but how to be thought one
Hearing the mistaken rumour that a grear writer was down, he thcmgh;’
that his chance of immortality was arrived; and ordering his best horse.
and putting on his best apparel, had braved the jibes and sneers Qf}ad;
and his lordship for the purpose of scraping acquaintance with the
stranger. in chat he had been foiled: there was no rime ar the et i
get introduced, neither could he get jostled beside Sponge in going
down to the cover, while the quick find, the quick ger away followed by
the quick thing we have described, were equally unfavourable to the
undertaking. Nevertheless, Mr Puffington had held on beyond the
brickfields; and had he but persevered a little further, he would have
had the satisfaction of helping Mr Sponge out of the bog.

Sponge now, seeing a red coat a litle before, trotted on, and quickly
overtook a fine nippy, satin-stocked, dandified looking gentleman, with
marvellously smart leathers and boots — a great contrast to the large,
roomy, bargeman-like costume of the members of the Flar Hat Hunt,

You're not hurt, I hope?’ exclaimed Mr Puffington, with well-
feigned anxiety, as he looked at Mr Sponge’s black-daubed clothes.

‘Oh no! replied Sponge. ‘Oh no! - fell soft — fell soft. More dirt, less
hurt — more dirt, less hure.’

‘Why you've been in a bog!” exclaimed Mr Puffington, eyeing the
much-stained Hercules,

‘Almost over head,’ replied Sponge. ‘Scamperdale saw me going, and
hadn’t the grace to holloa.’

‘Ah, that’s like him,’ replied Mr Puffingron - ‘that’s like him, there’s
nothing pleases him so much as getting fellows into grief’

‘Not very polite to a stranger,” observed Mr Sponge.

‘No, itisn’t,’ replied Mr Puffington — ‘no, it isn’t; far from it indeed —
far from it; but, low be it spoken,’ added he, ‘his lordship is only a
roughish sort of customer.’

‘So he is, replied Mr Sponge, who thought it fine to abuse a

nobleman.

“The fact is,’ said Mr Puffington, ‘these Flat Hat chaps are all snobs.

They think there are no such fine fellows as themselves under the sun;
and if ever a stranger looks near them, they make a point of being as

rude and disagreeable to him as they possibly can. This is what they call

keeping the hunt select.’

‘Indeed!” observed Mr Sponge, recollecting how they had

complimented him; adding, “They seem 2 queer set.’

“There’s a fellow they call “Jack,”’ observed Mr Putfington, ‘who acts
as a sort of bulldog to his lordship, and worries whoever his lordship sets

and riding cheerfully on, he at length found himself on the confines of
a wild, rough-looking moor, with an unduladng range of hills in the
distance.
Frostyface and Lord Scamperdale here for the first time diverped
from the line the hounds were running, and made for the neck of 2
smooth, flat, rather invidng-looking piece of ground, instead 'of
crossing it, Sponge, thinking to get a niche, rode to it; and the ‘deeper
and deeper still’ sort of flounder his horse made soon let him know that
he was in 2 bog. The impetuous Hercules rushed and reared onwards
as if to clear the wide expanse; and alighting stll lower, shot Sponge
right overhead in the middle.
“That’s cooked your goosel” exclaimed his lordship, eyeing Sponge
and his horse floundering about in the black porridge-like mess.
‘Catch my horse!’ hallooed Sponge to the first whip, who came
galloping up as Hercules was breasting his way out again.
‘Catch him yourself)” granted the man, galloping on.
A peat-cutter, more humane, received the horse as he emerged from
the black sea, exclaiming, as the now-piebald Sponge came lobbing
after on foot, ‘A, sir! but ve should niver set tee 1o ride through sica
place as that!
Sponge having generously rewarded the man with a fourpenny piece,
for catching his horse and scraping the thick of the mud off him, again
rnounted, and cantered round the point he should at first have gone;
bur his chance was out ~ the further he went, the further he was left
behind; tll at last, pulling up, he stood watching the diminishing pack,
rolling like marbles over the top of Botherjade Hill, followed by his
lordship hugging his horse round the neck as he went, and the
huntsman and whips leading and driving theirs up before them.
‘Nasty jealous old beggar!’ said Sponge, eyeing his lessening lordship
disappearing over the hill too. Sponge then performed the sickening
ceremony of turning away from hounds running; not but that he might
have plodded on on the line, and perhaps seen or heard what became of
the fox, but Sponge didn’t hunt on those terms. Like a good many
other gentlemen, he would be first, or nowhere.
If it was any consolaton to him, he had plenty of companions in
mmisforrune. The line was dotted with horsemen back o the brickfields,
The first person he overtcok wending his way home in the discon-
tented, moody humour of a thrown-out man, was Mr Puffington,
master of the Hanby hounds; at whose appearance at the meet we
expressed our surprise. ;
Neighbouring masters of hounds are often more or less jealous of
each other. No man in the master-of-hound world is too insignificant
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they had so recently occupied. Tom Washball, Mr Wake, Mr Fyle, Mr
Fossick, and several dark-coated horsemen and boys, were congregated
around. Jack had lost his spectacles, and Blossomnose his whip, and the
countrymen were diving for them.

‘Not hure, L hope?” said Mr Puffington, in the most dandified tone of
indifference, as he rode up to where Jack and Blossomnose were
churning the water in their boots, stamping up and down, trying to get
themselves warm,

‘Hurt be hanged!” replied Jack, who had a frightful squint, that
rurned his eyes inside out when he was in a passion: ‘Hurt be hanged?’
said he; ‘might have been drowned, for anything you’d have cared.

‘I should have been sorry for that, replied Mr Puffington; adding,
“The Flar Hatr Hunt could ill afford to lose so useful and ornamental a
member.’

‘I don’t know what the Flat Har Hunt can afford to lose,” spluttered
Jack, who hadn’t got all the clay out of his mouth; ‘but I know they can
afford to do without the company of certain gentlemen who shall be
nameless,’ said he, looking at Sponge and Puffington as he thoughe, but
in reality showing nothing but the whites of his eyes.

‘I told you so,” said Puffington, jerking his head towards Jack, as
Sponge and he turned their horses” heads to ride away; ‘I told you so,’
repeated he; ‘that’s a specimen of their style;’ adding, ‘they are the
greatest set of ruffians under the sun.’

The new acquaintances then jogged on together as far as the
_ crossroads at Stewley, when Puffington, having bound Sponge in his
own recognisance to come to him when he left Jawleyford Court,
pointed him out his way, and with a most hearty shake of the hands the
new-made friends parced.
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him upon. He got into a clay-hole a litde further back, and a precions
splashing he was making, along with the chaplain, old Blossomnose:?

‘Ah, 1saw him,” observed Mr Sponge.

You should come and see my hounds,” observed My Puffingron:

“What are they?’ asked Sponge.

“The Hanby, replied Mr Puffington.

*Oh! then you are Mr Puffingron,” observed Sponge, who had a'sor
of general acquaintance with all the hounds and masters — indeed, widh
all the meets of all the hounds in the kingdom — which be read inthe
weekly lists in Bells Life, just as he read Mogg's Cab Fares. “Thervyou
are Mr Puffington?’ observed Sponge.

“The same,” replied the swranger.

Tl have a look at you,” observed Sponge; adding, ‘Do you rake iy
horses?’

‘Yours, of comsse, replied Mr Puffingron, bowing; adding something
about great public characters, which Sponge didn’t understand.

Tl be down upon you, as the exdnguisher said to the rushlighe)
observed Mr Sponge.

‘Do, said Mr Puffington; ‘come before the frost, Where are you
staying nows’

‘Tm at Jawleyford’s, replied our friend.

‘Indeed! — Jawleyford’s, are you?’ repeated Mr Puffingron. ‘Good
tellow, Jawleyford — gentleman, Jawleyford. How long do you stay?’

“Why, 1 haver’t made up my mind,” replied Sponge. ‘Have ng
thoughts of budging at present.”

‘Ah, well - good quarters,” said Mr Puffingron, who now smelt 2 rag,
‘good quarters — nice girls — fine fortune — fine place, Jawleyford Courg,
Well, book me for the next visit,” added he.

‘Twill,” said Sponge, ‘and no mistake. What do they call your shop?’

‘Hanby House,” replied Mr Puffingron; ‘Hanby House — anybody
can tell you where Hanby House is.’

‘T'll not forget,” said Mr Sponge, booking it in his mind, and eyeing
his victim.

‘Tl show you a fine pack of hounds,” said Mr Puffington, ‘far finer
animals than those of old Scamperdale’s — steady, wue huntng hounds,
that won’t go a yard without a scent ~ none of your jealous, flashy,
frantic devils, that will tear over half 2 township without one, and-are
always looking out for “holloas” and assistance

Mr Puffingron was interrupted in the comparison he was about to
draw between his lordship’s hounds and his, by arriving at the Bolsover
brickfields, and seeing Jack and Blossomnose, horse in hand, running
to and fro, while sundry counwymen blobbed about in the clay-hole

CHAPTER XXIV

Lord Scamperdale at Home

Wz FEAR OUR FaIR FRIENDS will expect something gay from the
above heading — lamps and flambeaux outside, fiddlers, feathers, and
flirters in. Nothing of the sort, fair ladies — nothing of the sort. Lord
Scamperdale ‘at home,” simply means that his lordship was not out
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hunting, that he had got his dirty boots and breeches off, and dry
tweeds and cartans on. :
Lord Scamperdale was the eighth earl; and, according to the usual
alternating course of great English families — one generation living and
the next starving — it was his lordship’s turn to live; but the seventh ear]
having been rather unreasonable in the length of his lease, the presens
earl, who during the lifedime of his father was Lord Hardup, kad
contracted such parsimonious habits, that when he came into possession
he could not shake them off; and but for the fortunate friendship of
Abraham Brown, the village blacksmith, who had given his young ides
a sporting turn, entering him with ferrets and rabbits, and so training
him on with terriers and rac-catching, badger-baiting and oter.
hunting, up to the noble sport of fox-hunting itself, in all probabiliey
his lordship would have been a regular miser. As it was, he did not
spend a halfpenny upon anything but hunting; and his huntng, though
well, was sdll economically done, costng him some couple of thousand
a-vear, to which, for the sake of euphony, Jack used to add an extra five
hundred; ‘owo thousand five underd a year, five-and-twency underd 4
year,” sounding better, as Jack thought, and more imposing, than g
couple of thousand, or two thousand, a-year. There were few dayson
which Jack didn’t inform the field what the hounds cost his lordship; or
rather what they didn’t cost him.
Woodmansterne, his lordship’s principal residence, was a fine place.
It stood in an undulating park of 500 acres, with its chureh, and its lakeg,
and its heronry, and its decoy, and its racecourse, and its varied grasses
of the choicest kinds, for feeding the numerous herds of deer, so well
known st Temple Bar and Charing Cross 2s the Woodmansterne
venison. The house was a modern edifice, built by the sixth earl, who,
having been a ‘liver,” had run himself aground by his enormous outlay
on this Italian structure, which was just finished when he died. The
fourth earl, who, we should have stted, was a ‘liver’ 100, was 2 man of
vertii —a great waveller and collector of coins, picrres, statues, marbles,
and curiosities penerally — things that are very dear to buy, b
oftentimes exiremely cheap when sold; and, having collecred 2 vase
quantity from all parts of the world (no easy feat in those days), he made
them heirlooms, and departed this life, leaving the next earl the pleasure
of contemplating them. The fifth ear] having duly starved through life,
then made way for the sixth; who, finding such a quantty of valuables
stowed away as he thought in rather a confined way, sent to London for
a first-rate architect, 5ir Thomas Squareall (who always posted with
four horses), who forthwith pulled down the old brick-and-stone
Elizabethan mansion, and built the present splendid Italian structure; of

the finest polished stone, at an expense of — furniture and all — say
£120,000; Sir Thomas’s estimates being £30,000. The seventh earl of
course they starved; and the present lord, at the age of forty-three,
found himself in possession of house, and coins, and curiosities; and,
best of all, of some £go,000 in the funds, which had quietly rolled up
during the latter part of his venerable parent’s existence. His lordship
then took counsel with himself - first, whether he should marry or
remain single; secondly, whether he should live or starve. Having
considered the subject with all the attention a limited allowance of
brains permitted, he came to the resolution that the second proposition
depended a good deal upon the first; *for,” said he to himself, ‘if I marry,
my lady, perhaps, may make me live; and therefore,’ said he, ‘perhaps I'd
-~ berrer remain single.” At all events, he came to the determination not to
marry in a hurry; and undl he did, he felr there was no cccasion for him
to inconvenience himself by living. So he had the house put away in
brown Holland, the carpets rolled up, the pictures covered, the statues
shrouded in muslin, the cabinets of curiosities locked, the plate secured,
the china closeted, and everything arranged with the greatest care
against the time, which he put before him in the distance like a targer,
when he should marry and begin to live,
At first he gave two or three great dinners a-year, about the height of
the fruit season, and when it was getting too ripe for carriage to
London by the old coaches ~ when a grand airing of the state-rooms
used to take place, and ladies from all parts of the county used to sit
shivering with their bare shoulders, all anxious for the honours of the
head of the table. His lordship always held out that he was a marrying
man; bur even if he hadn’t they would have come all the same, an
unmarried man being always clearly on the cards: and though he was
stumpy, and clumsy, and ugly, with as little to say for himself as could
well be conceived, they all agreed that he was a most engaging,
attractive man - quite a pattern of a man. Even on horseback, and in his
huntdng clothes, in which he looked far the best, he was only a coarse,
square, bull-headed looking man, with the hard, dry, round, matter-of-
fact fearures that never look young, and yet somehow never get old.
Indeed, barring the change from brown to grey of his short stubby
whiskers, which he wained with great care into a curve almost on to his
cheek-bone, he looked very little older at the period of which we are
writing than he did a dozen years before, when he was Lord Hardup.
These dozen years, however, had brought him down in his doings.
"The dinners had gradually dwindled away altogether, and he had had
all the large tablecloths and napkins rough dried and locked away
_ against he got married; an event that he seemed more anxious to
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provide for the more unlikely it became. He had also abdicated the
main body of the mansion, and taken up his quarrers in what used o be
the steward’s roomy into which he could creep quietly by a side door
opening from the outer entrance, and so save frequent exposure to the
cold and damp of the large cathedral-like hall beyond. Through the
steward’s room, was what used to be the muniment room, which he
converted into a bedroom for himself; and a little further along the
passage was another small chamber, made out of what used to be the
plate-room, whereof Jack, or whoever was in office, had the possession,
All three rooms were furnished in the roughest, coarsest, homeliest
way — his lordship wishing to keep all the good furniture against he got
married. The sitting-room, or parlour as his lordship called it, had an
old grey drugger for a carpet, an old round black mahogany table on
castors, that the last steward had ejected as too bad for him, four
semicircular wooden-bottomed walnut smoking-chairs; an old spindle-
shanked sideboard, with very litle middle, over which swung a few
book-shelves, with the termination of their green strings surmounted -
by a couple of foxes’ brushes. Small as the shelves were, they were
larger than his lordship wanted — two books, one for Jack and one for
himself, being all they contained; while the other shelves were filled
with hunting-horns, odd spurs, knots of whipcord, piles of halfpence
lucifer match-boxes, gun-charges, and suchlike miscellaneous articles,
His lordship’s fare was as rough as his furnirure. He was 2 grea
admirer of tripe, cow-heel, and delicacies of that kind; he had wipe
wwice a-week — boiled one day, fried another. He was also a gres
patron of beefsteaks, which he ate half raw, with slices of cold onion
served in a saucer with water.
It was a beefsteak-and-batter-pudding day on which the foregoing
run took place; and his lordship and Jack having satisfied narure off
their respective dishes — for they only had vegetables in common —and
having finished off with some very strong Cheshire cheese, wheeled
their chairs to the fire, while Bags the butder cleared the wble and
placed it between them. They were dressed in full suits of flaming
large-checked red-and-yellow tartans, the tartan of that noble clan the
‘Stunners,” with black-and-white Shetland hose and red slippers. Hi
lordship and Jack had related their murual adventures by cross visits to
each other’s bedrooms while dressing; and, dinner being announced by
the tme they were ready, they had fallen to, and applied themselve
diligently to the victuals, and now very considerately unbuttoned their
many-pocketed waistcoats and stuck out their legs, to give it a fai
chance of digesting. They seldom spoke much undl his lordship had
had his nap, which he generally took immediately after dinner; but on

MR SPONGE’S SPORTING TOUR 141
this particular night he sac bending forward in his chair, picking L
teeth and looking at his roes, widgx;miy ill at ease in his gﬁiﬁg{iz
guessed the cause, bur didn’t say anything. Sponge, he thoughs ﬁ&gd
beat him. e

‘Az.imgth his lordship threw himself back in his chair, and stretching

hgaf lile queer legs out before him, began to breathe thicker and
thicker, tll at last he got the melody up to a grunt. It was not the fine
generous snore of a sleep that he usually enjoyed, bur, short, ficful
broken naps, that generally terminated in spasmodic jerks of the arms
or legs. These grew worse, till at last all four went at once, like the

limbs of a Peter Waggey, when, throwing himself forward with a
violent effort, he awoke; and finding his horse was not a-top of him, as
he thought, he gave vent to his feelings in the following ejaculations:

‘Oh, Jack, I'm onhappy!” exclaimed he. ‘P'm distressed!” continued
he. ‘I'm wretched!” added he, slapping his knees. ‘I perfectly miserablel
hei concluded, with a strong emphasis on the ‘miserable.’

‘What’s the matter?” asked Jack, who was half asleep himself.

‘Oh, that Mister Something! - he’ll be the death of me?” observed his
lordship.

‘T thought so,’ replied Jack; ‘what’s the chap been after now?’

‘I dreamt he’d killed old Lablache ~ best hound T have,’ replied his
lordship. 7

‘He be — ) grunted Jack.

‘Ah, it’s all very well for you to say “he be this” and “he be that,” buc I
can tell you what, that fellow is going to be a very awkward customer
a terrible thorn in my side.’

‘Humph? grunted Jack, who didn’t see how.

“There’s mischief about thar fellow,’ contimued his lordship, pouring

himself out half a tumbler of gin, and filling it up with water. “There’s
mischief about the fellow. I don’t like his looks — I don’t like his coat —
don’t like his boots ~ I don’t like anything about him. I'd rather see the
back of him than the front. He must be got rid of,” added his lordship.

‘Well, I.did my best today, I'm sure,’ replied Jack. ‘T was deuced near

wanting the patent coffin you were so good as to promise me.’

‘You did your work well, replied his lordship; ‘you did your work

well; and you sfqaﬂ have my other specs till I can get you a new pair
from town; and if you’ll serve me again, PIl remember you in my will -
Tl leave you something handsome.’

‘U'm your man,’ replied Jack,
‘I never was so bothered with 2 fellow in my life, observed his

lordship. ‘Captain Topsawyer was bad enough, and always pressed far
too close on the hounds, but he wotld pull up at a check; but this rusty
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booted *bomination seems to think the hounds are kept for him to ride
over. He must be got rid of somehow,’ repeated his lordship; “for we
shall have no peace while he’s here’
If he’s after either of the Jawley girls, he’ll be bad o shake off?
observed Jack.
“That’s just the point,’ replied his lordship, quaffing off his gin with
the air of a man most thoroughly thirsty; ‘that’s just the point’
repeated he, setting down his tumbler. ‘I think if he is, 1 could cook hi
goose for him.’
“How so?’ asked Jack, drinking off his glass. »
“Why, Il tell you,” replied his lordship, replenishing his tumbler, and
passing the old gilt-labelled blue bottle over to Jack; ‘you see, Frosty's o
cunning old file, picks up all the news and gossip of the country when
he’s out at exercise with the hounds, or in going to cover — knows
everything! — who licks his wife, and whose wife licks him — who's after
such a girl, and so on - and he’s found out somehow that this
What's-his-name isn’t the man of metal he’s passing for.’
‘Indeed,’ exclaimed Jack, raising his eyebrows, and squinting his eyes
inside out; Jack’s opinion of 2 man being entirely regulated by }
purse.
“I’s a fact,” said his lordship, with 2 knowing shake of his head. ‘As
were toddling home with the hounds, I said to Frosty, “I hope that ¥
Something’s comfortable in his bath” — meaning Gobblecow Bo
which he rode into. “Why,” said Frosty, “it’s no great odds what com
of such rubbage as that.” Now, Frosty, you know, in a general way, i
most polite, fairspoken man, specially before Christmas, when
begins to look for the tips; and as we are not much troubled wi
strangers, thanks to your sensible way of handling them, I thoug,
Frosty would have made the most of this natural son of Dives, and be
as polite to him as possible. However, he was evidently no favourite
Frosty’s. So I just asked - not that one likes to be familiar with servan
you know, but still this brown-booted beggar is enough to excite on
curiosity and make anyone go out of one’s way a little —so I just
Frosty what he knew about him. “All over the left,” said Frosty, je
his thumb back over his shoulder, and looking as knowing as a goo:
with one eye; “all over the left,” repeated he. “What’s over the left
said I “Why, this Mr Sponge,” said he. “How so?” asked I “Wh
said Frosty, “he’s come gammonin’ down here that he’s a great ma
full of money, and horses, and so on; but it’s all my eye, he’s no morea
great man than I am.””’ :
“The deuce!” exclaimed Jack, who had sat squinting and listenin
intently as his lordship proceeded. “Well now, hang me, I thought he

was a snob the moment I saw him,” continued he; Jack being one of
those clever gendemen who know everything after they are told.

¢ “Well, how do you know, Jack?” said I to Frosty. “Ob I knows.”
replied he, as if he was certain about it. However, T wasn’t sadsﬁ»e’d
without knowing too; and, as we kept jogging on, we came to the old
Coach and Horses, and 1 said to Jack, “We may as well have a drop of
something to warm us.” So we halted, and had glasses of brandy apiece,
whips and all; and then, as we jogged on again, I just said to Jack,
casually, “Did you say it was Mr Blossomnose told you about old
Brown Boots?” “Np — Blossomnose — n9,” replied he, as if Blossom
never had anything half so good to tell; “it was a young woman,” said
he, in an undertone, “who told me, and she had it from old Brown
Bootws’s groom.”’

‘Well, that's good, observed Jack, diving his hands into the very
botrom of his great tartan touser pockets, and shooting his legs out
before him; “Well, that’s good,’ repeated he, falling into a sort of reverie.

‘Well, but what can we make of it?’ at length enquired he, after a
long pause, during which he ran the facts through his mind and
thought they could not be much ruder to Sponge than they had been.
‘What can we make of it?” said he. “The fellow can ride, and we can’s
prevent him hunting; and his having nothing only makes him less
eareful of his neck’

‘Why, that was jusc what I thought,” replied Lord Scamperdale,
taking another wumbler of gin; ‘“that was just what I thought — the
fellow can ride, and we can’t prevent him; and just as I settled that in
my sleep, I thought I saw him come staring along, with his great
brown horse’s head in the air, and crash right a-top of old Lablache.
But I see my way clearer with him now. But help yourself,’ continued
his lordship, passing the gin-bottle over to Jack, feeling that what he
had to say required a little recommendation. 9 think I can turn
Frosty’s information to some account.’

T don’tsee how, observed Jack, replenishing his glass.

‘I do, though,’ replied his lordship; ‘but I must have your assistance.”

‘Well, anything in moderation,’ replied Jack, who had had to turn his
hand to some very queer jobs occasionally.

Tl tell you what [ think,’ observed his lordship. ‘I think there are
two ways of getting rid of this haughty Philistine — this unclean Spirit -
this bomination of a man. I think, in the first place, if old charterbox
knew that he had nothing, he would very soon bow him out of
Jawleyford Court; and, in the second, that we might get rid of him by
buying his horses.’

‘Well,” replied Jack, ‘I don’t know but you're right. Chatterbox
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would soon wash his hands of him, as he has done of many promising.
young gentleman before, if he has nothing; but people differ so in their
ideas of what nothing consists of.’

Jack spoke feelingly, for he was a gentleman who was generally
spoken of as having nothing a-year, paid quarterly; and yet he was'in
the enjoyment of an annuity of sixty pounds.

‘Oh, why, when 1 say he has nothing, replied Lord Scamperdale, ‘1
mean that he has not what Jawleyford, who is a bumptious sort of an
ass, would consider sufficient to make him 2 fit match for one of his
daughters. He may have a few hundreds a year, but Jaw, I'm sure, will
look at nothing under thousands.’

‘Oh, cerrainly not,’ replied Jack; ‘there’s no doubt about that”

“Well, then, you see, I was thinking,” observed Lord Scamperdale,
eyeing Jack’s countenance, ‘that if you would dine there tomorrow, as
we fixed -’

‘Oh, dash it! 1 couldn’t do that,” interrupted Jack, drawing himself
together in his chair like a horse refusing a leap; ‘T couldn’t do that I
couldn’t dine with Jaw not at no price.

“Why not?” asked Lord Scamperdale; ‘he’ll give you a good dinner -

fricassees, and all sorts of good things; far finer fare than you have here’

“That may all be,” replied Jack, ‘but I don’t want none of his food. [
hate the sight of the fellow, and detest him fresh every tme I see him,
Consider, too, you said you'd let me off if I sarved out Sponge; and I'm
sure I did my best. I led him over some awful places, and then whata
ducking I got! My ears are full of water stll,” added he, laying his head
on one side to Ty to run it out.

“You did well,” observed Lord Scamperdale — ‘you did well, and I
fully intended to let you off; but then I didn’t know what a beggar I had
to deal with. Come, say yow'll go, that’s a good fellow.

‘Couldn’t, replied Jack, squinting frightfully.

“Yowll oblige me,’ observed Lord Scamperdale.

‘Ah, well, I'd do anything to oblige your lordship,’ replied Jack,
thinking of the corner in the will. ‘I'd do anything to oblige your
lordship; but the fact is, sir, I'm not prepared to go. I've lost my specs -
I've got no swell clothes — I can’t go in the Stunner rartan,’ added he,
eyeing his backgammon-board-looking chest, and diving his hands into
the capacious pockets of his shooting-jacket. :

‘Pl manage all that,” replied his lordship; ‘I've got a pair of splendid
silver-mounted spectacles in the Indian cabinet in the drawing-room,
that I've kept to be married in. Pll lend them to you, and there’s no
saying but you may captivate Miss Jawleyford in them. Then as to
clothes, there’s my new damson-coloured velvet waistcoar with the

steel buttons, and my fine blue coat with the velvet collar, silk facings,
and our button on it; altogether I'll rig you out and make you such a
swell as there’s no saying but Miss Jawleyford'll offer to you, by way of
consoling herself for the loss of Sponge.’ '

‘T'm afraid you’ll have to make 2 settlement for me, then,” observed
our friend.

“Well, you are a good fellow, Jack, said his lordship, and T'd as soon
make one on you as on anyone.’

‘I’spose you'll send me on wheels?” observed Jack.

‘In course,” replied his lordship. ‘Dog-cart ~ name behind ~ Right
Honourable the Earl of Scamperdale — lad with cockade — everything
genteel; adding, ‘by Jove, they’ll take you for me!’

Having settled all these matters, and arranged how the information
was to be communicated to Jawleyford, the friends at length took their

block-tin candlesticks, with their cauliflower-headed candles, and
retired to bed,

CHAPTER XXV

Mr Spraggon’s Embassy

Waen Mr SponeE RETURNED, all dirtied and stained, from the
chase, he found his host sitting in an armchair over the study fire,
dressing-gowned and slippered, with a pocket-handkerchief ded about
his head, shamming illness, preparatory to putting off Mr Spraggon.
To be sure he played rather a better knife and fork at dinner than is
usual with persons with that peculiar ailment; but Mr Sponge, being
very hungry, and well attended to by the fair — moreover, not
suspecting any ulterior design - just ate and jabbered away as usual,
with the exception of omitting his sick papa-in-law in the round of his
observations. So the dinner passed over.

‘Bring me a tumbler and some hot water and sugar; said Mr
Jawleyford, pressing his head against his hand, as Spigor, having placed
some bottle ends on the table, and reduced the glare of light, was
preparing to retire. ‘Bring me some hot water and sugar,’ said he; ‘and

tell Harry he will have to go over to Lord Scamperdale’s, with 2 note,
the first thing in the morning.’
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The young ladies looked at each other, and then at mamma, whe
seeing what was wanted, looked at papa, and asked “if he was going &
ask Lord Scamperdale over?’ Amelia, among her many ‘presentiments,
had long enjoyed one that she was destined to be Lady Scamperdale.

‘No ~ over — no,’ snapped Jawleyford; ‘what should put that in you
head?’

‘Oh, 1 thought as Mr Sponge was here, you might think it 2 good
time to ask him.’

“His lordship knows he can come when he likes,” replied Jawleyford
adding, ‘it’s to put that Mr John Spraggon off, who thinks he may do
the same. -

‘Mr Spraggon!” exclaimed both the young ladies. ‘Mr Spraggon!
what should set him here?’

“What, indeed?” asked Jawleyford.

‘Poor man! I dare say there’s no harm in him, observed Mrs
Jawleyford, who was always ready for anybody.

‘No good either, replied Jawleyford — ‘at all events, we'll be just as
well without him. You know him, don’t you?’ added he, mrping &
Sponge — ‘great coarse man in spectacles.’

‘Oh yes, I know him,” replied Sponge; ‘a great ruffian he is, too
added he.

‘One ought to be in robust health to encounter such a man
observed Jawleyford, ‘and have time to get a man or two of the sam
sort to meet him. We can do nothing with such a man. T can
understand how his lordship puts up with such a fellow.’

‘Finds him useful, I suppose,” observed Mr Sponge.

Spigot presently appeared with a massive silver salver, bearin,
rumblers, sugar, lemon, nutmeg, and other implements of negus.

‘Will you join me in 2 little wine-and-water?” asked Jawleyford
pointing to the apparatus and bottle ends, ‘or will you have a fres
bottle? — plenty in the cellar,” added he, with a flourish of his hand
though he kept looking steadfastly at the negus-tray.

‘Oh — why — I'm afraid - I doubt I think I should hardly be able &
do justice to 2 bottle single-handed,” replied Sponge.

“Then have negus, said Jawleyford; ‘you’ll find it very refreshing
medical men recommend ir after violent exercise in preference to wify
But pray have wine if you prefer ic”

‘Ah — well, Tll finish it off with 2 lirtle negus, perhaps, replie
Sponge; adding, ‘meanwhile the ladies, 1 dare say, would like a litd
wine.’

“The ladies drink white wine — sherry’ — rejoined Jawleyford, derer
mined to make a last effort to save his port. ‘However, you can have

sortle of port to vourself, you know,

Wery well,” said Sponge.

‘One condition I'must attach,’ said Mr Jawleyford, ‘which is, that you
fnish the bottle, Don’t let us have any waste, you know.

P'll do my best,” said Sponge, determined to have ir; whereupon Mr
Jawleyford growled the word ‘Port’ to the butler, who had been
_ witnessing his master’s efforts to direct attention to the negus. Thwarted
_in his endeavour, Jawleyford’s headache became worse, and the ladies,
 seeing how things were going, beat a precipitate retreat, leaving our
hero to his fate.

‘'l leave a note on my writing-table when I go to bed,’ observed
Jawleyford to Spigot, as the latter was retiring after depositing the
bottle; ‘and tell Harry to start with it early in the morning, so as to get
o Woodmansterne about breakfast — nine o’clock, or ée, at iatesra’
added he. |
Yes, sir,” replied Spigot, withdrawing with an air.

 Sponge then wanted to narrare the advenmres of the day; but,
_independently of Jawleyford’s natural indifference for hunting, he was
_ wo much out of humour at being done out of his wine to lend a willing
_ear; and after sundry ‘hums,” ‘indeeds,” ‘sos,” &c., Sponge thought he
might as well think the run over to himself as rrouble to put it into
words, whereupon a long silence ensued, interrupted only by the
dnkling of Jawleyford’s spoon against his glass, and the bumps of the
decanter as Sponge helped himself to his wine.

At length Jawleyford, having had as much negus as he wanted,
excused himself from further attendance, under the plea of ncreasing
illness, and retired to his study to concocr his letter to Jack.

At first he was puzzled how to address him. If he had been Jack
Spraggon, living in old Mother Nipcheese’s lodgings at Starfield, as he
was when Lord Scamperdale took him by the hand, he would have
addressed him as ‘Dear Sir,) or perhaps in the third person, ‘Mr
Jawleyford presents his compliments to Mr Spraggon,” &c.; but, as my
lord’s right-hand man, Jack carried a certain weight, and commanded a
certain influence, that he would never have acquired of himself.
Jawleyford spoilt three sheets of cream-laid satin-wove notepaper
(crested and ciphered) before he pleased himself with a beginning. First
he had it ‘Dear Sir,” which he thought looked too stff. then he had it
My dear Sir,” which he thought looked t00 loving; next he had it ‘Dear
Spraggon,” which he considered as too familiar; and then he tried ‘Dear
Mr Spraggon,’ which he thought would do. Thus he wrote:




i;;% MR SPOMNGE'§ SPORTIMG TOUR MR SPONGE’'S SPORTING TOUR 149

Dzrar MR SpracaoN — I am sorry to be obliged to put you off; bue

since I came in from hunting I have been attacked with influenza,

which will incapacitate me from the enjoyment of society at least

for two or three days. I therefore think the kindest thing Lcan do s

to write to put you off; and, in the hopes of seeing both you and my
lord at no distant day,

1 remain, dear sir, yours sincerely,

‘ CHARLES JAMES JAWLEYFORD

To Fobn Spraggon, Esq., &re. &e. &e, Jowleyford Court.

up to the subject of Sponge’s pecuniary deficiencies, when the dirty old
butler came in with Jawleyford’s note.

‘What’s here?” exclaimed his lordship, fearing from its smartmess
that it was from a lady. “What’s here?” repeated he, as he mnspected ‘ihf;
direction. ‘0, it’s for you!” exclaimed he, chucking it over o Jack,
considerably relieved by the discovery. /
‘Me? replied Jack. ‘Who can be writing to me?’ said he squinting his
eyes inside out at the seal. He opened it: Jawleyford Court,’ read he.
_ ‘Who the deuce can be writing to me from Jawleyford Court when I'm
going there?’

‘A put-off, for a guinea!” exclaimed his lordship.

‘FHope so,” muttered Jack.

‘Hope not,’ replied his lordship.

It is!” exclaimed Jack, reading, ‘Dear Mr Spraggon,’ and so on.

“The humbug!” muttered Lord Scamperdale; adding, “T'll be bound
he’s got no more influenza than T have,’

‘Well, observed Jack, sweeping 2 red cotton handkerchief, with
which he had been protecting his leathers, off into his pocker, ‘there’s
an end of that.’ ' ?

‘Don’t go so quick,” replied his lordship, ladling in the porridge.
‘Quick? retorted Jack; ‘why, what can you do?’

‘Dol why, go to be sure,’ replied his lordship.

‘H(}w can I go,” asked Jack, ‘when the sinner’s writen to putme off?’
‘Nicely, replied his lordship, ‘nicely. Il just send word back by the
servant that you had started before the note arrived, but that you shall
have it as soon as you return; and you just cast up there as if nothing
had happened.” So saying, his lordship took hold of the whipcord-pull
and gave the bell a peal.

“There’s no beating you,” observed Jack.

Bags now made his appearance again.

‘Is the servant here that brought this note? asked his lordship
holding it up. 5
‘Yes, me lord,” replied Bags.

‘Then tell him to tell his master, with my compliments, that Mr
Spraggon had set off for Jawleyford Court before it came, bur that he
shall have it as soon as he returns — you understand?’

Yes, me lord,’ replied Bags, looking at Jack supping up the far
porridge, and wondering how the lie would go down with Harry, who
was then discussing his master’s merits and 2 horn of small beézj with
the lad who was going to drive Jack. A

Jawleyford Court was twenty miles from Woodmansterne as the
crow flies, and any distance anybody liked to call it by the road. The

This he sealed with the great seal of Jawleyford Court — a coat o
arms containing innumerable quarterings and heraldic devices. Having
then refreshed his memory by looking through a bundle of bills, and
selected the most threatening of the lawyers’ letters o answer the nex
day, he proceeded to keep up the delusion of sickness, by retiring o
sleep in his dressing-room.

Our readers will now have the kindness to accompany us to Lord
Scamperdale’s: time, the morning after the foregoing. ‘Love me, lov
my dog,’ being a favourite saying of his lordship’s, he fed himself, his
friends, and his hounds, on the same meal. Jack and he were busy with
two great basins full of porridge, which his lordship diluted with milk,
while Jack stirred his up with hot dripping, when the put-off note
arrived. His lordship was still in a complete suit of the grea
backgammon-board looking red-and-yellow Stunner tartan; but a
Jack was going from home, he had got himself into a pair of his
lordships yellow-ochre leathers and new top-boots, while he wore th
Stunner jacket and waistcoat to save his lordship’s Sunday green cut
away with metal buttons, and canary-coloured waistcoat. His lordshi
did not eat his porridge with his usual appette, for he had had
disturbed night, Sponge having appeared to him in his dreams in all
sorts of forms and predicaments; now jumping a-top of him - no
upserting Jack — now riding over Frostyface ~ now crashing among hi
hounds; and he awoke, fully determined to get rid of him by fair mean
or foul. Baying his horses did not seem so good a speculation
blowing his credit at Jawleyford Court, for, independently of dislikin
to part with his cash, his lordship remembered that there were othe
horses to get, and he should only be giving Sponge the means
purchasing them. The more, however, he thought of the Jawleyfor

project, the more satisfied he was that it would do; and Jack and h
were in a sort of rehearsal, wherein his lordship personated Jawleyfor
and was showing Jack (who was only 2 clumsy diplomatist) how to dra
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handing them to Jack,
You promised me the silver ones,’ observed our friend Jack, who
wanted to be smart,
‘Did 17 replied his lordship; ‘I declare I'd forgor. Ah, yes, I believe T
did,” added he, with an air of sudden enlightenment. — ‘the pair upstairs;
but how the deuce to get at them I don’t know, for the key of the Indian
cabinet is locked in the old oak press in the still-room, and the key of the
still-room is locked away in the linen-press in the green lumber-room at
the top of the house, and the key of the green lumber-room is in 2
drawer at the bottom of the wardrobe in the Star-Chamber, and the -’
‘Ah, well; never mind,” grunted Jack, interrupting the labyrinth of
lies. ‘T dare say these will do — I dare say these will do,’ putting them ony;
adding, ‘WNow, if yowll lend me a shawl for my neck, and a Macintosh,
my name shall be Walker,’
‘Better make it Tromer,’ replied his lordship, ‘considering the distance
you have to go.’
‘Good,’ said Jack, mounting and driving away.
‘It will be a blessing if we get there,” observed Jack to the liveried
stable-lad, as the old bag of bones of 2 mare went hitching and limping
away.
‘Oh, she can go when she’s warm,’ replied the lad, taking her across
the ears with the point of the whip. The wheels followed mertily over
the sound, hard road through the park, and the gentle though almost
imperceptible fall of the ground giving an impetus to the vehicle, they
bowled away as if they had four of the soundest, freshest legs in the
world before them, instead of nothing but a belly-band between them
and eternity.
When, however, they cleared the noble lodge and got upon the
unscraped mud of the Deepdebt turnpike, the pace soon slackened,
and, instead of the gig running away with the old mare, she was fairly
brought to her collar. Being a game one, however, she struggled on
with a tror, dll at length, murning up the deeply-spurlinged clayey-
bottomed crossroad between Rookgate and Clamley, it was all she
could do to drag the gig through the holding mire. Burmnp, bump, jolt,
jolt, creak, creak, went the vehicle, Jack now diving his elbow into the
lad’s ribs, the lad now diving his into Jack’s; both now threatening to go
over on the same side, and again both nearly chucked on to the old
mare’s quarters. A sharp, cutting sleet, driving pins and needles directly
in their faces, further disconcerted our wravellers. Jack felt acutely for
his new eight-and-sixpenny hat, it being the only article of dress he had
on of his own.
Long and tedious as was the road, weak and jaded as was the mare,-

road, indeed wonld seem to have been ser out with a view of getting as
many hills and as little level ground over which a traveller could ‘make
play as possible; and where it did not lead over theiwps of the highest
hills, it wound round their bases, in such little, vexatious, up-and-down, ::
wavy dips as completely to do away with all chance of expedition. "ﬂm;
route was not along one continuous trust, but here over a bit o
rurnpike and there over a bit of rurnpike, with everianc,i anon lon
interregnums of township roads, repaired in the usual primitive styl
with mud and soft field-stones, that turned up like flitches of bacon.
man would travel from London to Exeter by rail in as short a time, an
with far greater ease, than he would drive from L(.)rc‘in Scamperégie? t
Jawleyford Court. His lordship being aware of this fact, and thinki
moreover, it was no use trashing a good horse over such roads, had
desired Frostyface 1o put an old spavined grey mare, th.at he ha‘éf
bought for the kennel, into the dog-cart, and out of which, his lordship
thought, if he could get a day’s work or two, she would come all the
cheaper to the boiler. ‘
“That’s a good-shaped beast,” observed his lordship, as she now came.
hitching round to the door; ‘I really think she would make a cow
hack’ o ,
‘Sooner you ride her than me,’ replied Jack, seeing his iGrds}ﬁ? W
coming the dealer over him — praising the shape when he could s
nothing for the action. . )
“Well, but she’ll take you to Jawleyford Court as quick as the best
them,’ rejoined his lordship; adding, ‘the roads are wretched, and Jaw
stables are a disgrace to humanity —~ might as well put a horse in a
cellar. o
“Well,” observed Jack, retiring from the parlour window to his lizdd
den along the passage, to put the finishing touch to his tqﬂet ~.the
green cut-away and buff waistcoat, which he further set off with a black
satin stock — ‘Well, said he, ‘needs must when a certain gentlem
drives. ‘
He presently reappeared full fig, rubbing a fine new e}ghzwaﬁd
sixpenny flat-brimmed hat round and round with a substantial pue
coloured bandana. .
‘Now for the specs!’ exclaimed he, with the gaiety of 2 man i lig
Sunday’s best, bound on a holiday wip. ‘Now for the silver specst
repeated he, ‘ 7 ’
“Ah, true,” replied his lordship; ‘T'd forgot the specs.” (He hadg t, {)ﬁi};f
he thought his silver-mounted ones would be safer %n his keeping than
in Jack’s.) ‘T'd forgot the specs. However, never mind, you shall have
these,” said he, taking his tortoiseshell-rimmed ones off his nose and
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Spigot really didn’t know whether it was Jack or his master.

‘Seven oclock!” muttered Jack. “What the deuce is the use of dinin’ at
such an hour as that in winter?’

Jack and my lord always dined as soon as they got home from
hunting. Jack, having got himself out of his wraps, and run his bristles
backwards with a pocket-comb, was ready for presentation.

“What name shall I enounce?’ asked Mr Spigor, fearful of committing
himself before the Jadies.

‘MisTER SPrAGGON, to be sure,” exclaimed Jack, thinking, because
he knew who he was, that everybody else ought to know too.

Spigot then led the way to the music-room.

The peal at the bell had caused a suppressed commotion in the
apartment. Buried in the hugurious depths of a well-cushioned low
chair, Mr Sponge sat, Mogg in hand, with a toe cocked up, now
dipping leisurely into his work — now whispering something sweet into
Amelia’s ear, who sat with her crochet-work at his side; while Emily
played the piano, and Mirs Jawleyford kept in the background, in the
discreet way mothers do when there is a little business going on. The
room was in that happy state of misty light that usually precedes the
entrance of candles - a light that no one likes to call darkness, lest their
eves might be supposed to be failing. It is a convenient light, however,
fora wmmd stranger, especially where there are not many footstools set
to trip him up ~ an exemption, we grieve to say, not accorded to
everyone.

Though Mr Spraggon was such a cool, impudent fellow with
men, he was the most awkward, frightened wretch among ladies that
ever was seen. His conversation consisted principally of coughing,
‘Hem! — cough ~‘yes, mum,” — hem — cough, cough - ‘the day,’ — hem —
cough ~‘mum, is’ — hem ~ cough ~ ‘very,’ - hem - cough ~ ‘mum, cold.’
But we will introduce him to our family circle,

‘Mr Spraggon!’ exclaimed Spigot, in 2 tone equal to the one in which
Jack had announced himself in the entrance; and forthwith there was
such a stir in the twilit apartment — such suppressed exclamations of —
‘Mr Spraggon! — Mr Spraggon! What can bring him here?’

Our traveller’s creaking boots and radiant leathers eclipsing the
sombre habiliments of Mr Spigot, Mrs Jawleyford quickly rose from
_ her Pembroke writing-desk, and proceeded to greet him,

‘My daughters I think you know, Mr Spraggon; also Mr Sponge? Mr
Spraggon,’ continued she, with a wave of her hand to where our hero
was ensconced in his form, in case they should not have made each
other’s speaking acquaintance.

The young ladies rose, and curtsied pretaly; while Mr Sponge gave a

and long as Jack stopped at Starfield, he yet reached Jawleyford Cou
hefore the messenger Harry,
As our friend Jawleyford was stamping about his study anathematisin
a letter he had received from the solicitor to the directors of th
Droernbrown and Sinkall Railway, informing him that they were gom
to indulge in the winding-up act, he chanced to look out of his winde
just as the contracted limits of a winter’s day were drawing the first fold
of night’s muslin curtain over the landscape, when he espied a gig drawn
by a white horse, with a dot-and-go-one sort of action, hopping its wa
up the slumpey avenue. v
“That’s Buggins the bailiff, exclaimed he to himself, as the recollee
ton of an unanswered lawyer’s letter flashed across his mind; and h
was just darting off to the bell to warn Spigot not to admit anyone
when the lad’s cockade standing in relief against the skyline, cause
him to pause and gaze again at the unwonted apparition.
“Who the dence can it be?’ asked he of himself, looking at his watch
and seeing it was a quarter past four. ‘It surely can’t be my lord, or tha
TJack Spraggon coming after all?’ added he, drawing out a telescope an
opening a lancet-window.
‘Spraggon as I live! exclaimed he as he caught Jack’s harsh, spectacle
features, and saw him titivating his hair and arranging his collar an
stock as he approached. '
“Well, thar bears everything? exclaimed Jawleyford, burning wi
rage, as he fastened the window again.
He stood for a few seconds transfixed to the spot, not knowing wh
on earth to do. At last resolurion came to his aid, and, rushing upstair
to his dressing-room, he quickly divested himself of his coat an
waistcoat, and slipped on a dressing-gown and night-cap. He the
stood, door in hand, listening for the arrival. He could just hear the gi
grinding under the portico, and distinguish Jack’s gruff voice saying ¢
the servant from the top of the steps ~ “We'll start directly afn
breakfast, mind,” A wemendous peal of the bell immediately followe
convulsing the whole house, for nobody had seen the vehic
approaching, and the establishment had fallen into the usual state
undress torpor that intervenes between calling hours and dinner-time
The bell not being answered as quickly as Jack expected, he j
opened the door himself; and when Spigot arrived, with such 2 foree .
he could raise at the moment, Jack was in the act of ‘peeling” himself,
he called it. ‘
“Whar time do we dine? asked he, with the air of 2 man with th
entrée.
‘Seven o’clock, my lord — thats to say, sir - that’s to say, my lord, i
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sort of backward hitch of his head as he sat in his chair, s much ds 1o
say, ‘1 know as much of Mr Spraggon as [ want

“Tell your master Mr Spraggon is here,’ added Mrs Jawleyford to
Spigot, as that worthy was leaving the room. ‘Tt’s a cold day, Mr
Spraggon; won’t you come near the fire?” continued Mrs Jawleyford,
addressing our friend, who had come to a full stop just under the
chandelier in the centre of the room.

‘Hems — cough — hem — thank ye, mum,” muttered Jack. ‘U'm not — hem —
cough — cold, thank ye, mum.’ His face and hands were purple
notwithstanding.

‘How is my Lord Scamperdale?” asked Amelia, who had a strong
inclination to keep in with all parties.

‘Hewn — cough — hem — my lord — that’s to say my lady — hem - cough
1 mean to say, my lord’s pretty well, thank ve,” sturtered Jack.

“Is he coming?’ asked Amelia.

‘Hent — cough — bemn — my lord’s — bem — not well - cough —no — bem 1
mean to say — bem — cough — my lord’s gone — bemm — to dine — congh -
bem — with his — cough — friend Lord Bubbley Jock — bem — cough — 1
mean Barker — congh.

Jack and Lord Scamperdale were so in the habit of calling his
lordship by this nickname, that Jack let it slip, or rather cough oug,
inadvertently.

In due tme Spigot returned, with ‘Master’s corpliments, and he was
very sorry but he was so unwell that he was quite unable to see anyone.”

‘Oh, dear!” exclaimed Mrs Jawleyford.

‘Poor pa!” lisped Amelia.

“What a pity!” observed Mr Sponge.

‘I must go and see him,” observed Mrs Jawleyford, hurrying off.

‘Hem —cough — hem — hope he’s not much — bem — damaged?
observed Jack.

The old lady being thus got rid of, and Jawleyford disposed of ~
apparently for the night — Mr Spraggon felt more comfortable, and
presently yielded to Amelia’s entreaties to come near the fire and thaw

himself. Spigot brought candles, and Mr Sponge sat moodily in his
chair, alternately studying Mogg’s Cab Fares — ‘Old Bailey, Newgate
Street, to or from the Adelphi, the Terrace, 1s. 6d.; Admiralty, 255’ and
so on; and hazarding promiscuous sidelong sort of observations, that
might be taken up by Jack or not, as he liked. He seemed determined to
pay Mr Jack off for his out-of-door impudence. Amelia, on the other
hand, seemed desirous of making up for her suitor’s rudeness, and kep
talking to Jack with an assiduity that perfectly astonished her sister
who had always heard her speak of him with the urmost abhorrence.
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Mrs Jawleyford found her husband in a desperate state of exciternent
his influenza being greatly aggravated by Harry having returned Vm};
drank, with the mare’s knees desperately broken ‘by a fall,’ as Harry
iccuped out, or by his ‘throwing her down,” as Jawleyford declared.
Horses fall with their masters, servants shrow them down. What a
happiness it is when people can send their servants on errands by
coaches or railways, instead of being kept on the fidget all day, lest a
fifry-pound horse should be the price of 2 bodkin or a basker of éﬁh?
Amelia’s condescension quite turned Jack’s head; and when he went
upstairs to dress, he squinted at his lordship’s best clothes, all neatly
laid out for hirn on the bed, with inward sarisfaction ar having brought
thern.
‘Dash me!” said he, ‘I really think that girl has a fancy for me.” Then
he examined himself minutely in the glass, brushed his whiskers up iziz'c;)
a curve on his cheeks, the curves almost corresponding with the curve
of his spectacles above; then he gave his bristly, porcupine-shaped head
a-backward rub with a sort of thing like a scrubbing-brush. If Pd only
had the silver specs,” thought he, ‘I should have done.’
He then began to dress; an operation that ever and anon was
interrupted by the outburst of volleys of smoke from the little
spluttering, smouldering fire, in the little shabby room Jawleyford
insisted on having him put into.
Jack tried all things — opening the window and shurting the door
shutting the window and opening the door; but finding chati instead (3;
curing it, he only produced the different degrees of comparison — bad
WOrse, Worst — he at length shut both, and applied himself vigorously t(;
dressing. He soon got into his stockings and pumps, also his black
Saxony trousers; then came 2 fine black lace fringed cravat, and the
damson-coloured velvet waistcoat with the cut-steel buttons,
‘Dash me, but I look pretty well in this!” said he, eying first one side
and then the other as he buttoned ir. He then stuck a chased and
ﬁgured: fine gold brooch, with two pendant tassel-drops, set with
turquoise and agates, that he had abstracted from his lordship’s
dressing case, into his, or rather his lordship’s, finely-worked shirt-
ﬁgnt, and crowned the toilet with his lordship’s best new blue coat
with velvet collar, silk facings, and the Flar Har Hunt butron — ‘a
striding fox,” with the letters F. H. F. below.
‘Who shall say Mr Spraggon’s not a gentleman?’ said he, as he
perfumed one of his lordship’s fine coronetted cambric handkerchicfs
with lavender-water, Scent, in Jack’s opinion, was one of the Ciii:eritc;‘as
of a gentdeman.
Somehow Jack felt quite differently towards the house of Jawleyford;
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and though he did not expect much pleasure in Mr Sp@ng(?’& company,
he thought, nevertheless, that the ladies and he - Amelia and he‘ a
least — would get on very well. Forgetting that he had come to eject
Sponge on the score of insufficiency, he rﬁa}iy‘ began to think he mighe
be a very desirable match for one of them himself,

stop, and Spigot having considerately placed the little round table, as if
to keep the peace between them, the ladies left the male worthies to
discuss their port and sherry together. Jack, according to
Woodmansterne fashion, unbuttoned his waisweoar, and stuck his legs
out before him — an example that Mr Sponge quickly followed, and
each assumed an atdtude that as good as said, ‘T don’t care twopence for
you.” A dead silence then prevailed, interrupted only by the snap, snap,
snapping of Jack’s toothpick against his chair-edge, when he was not
busy exploring his mouth with it. It seemed to be a match which should
keep silence longest. Jack sat squinting his eyes inside out at Sponge,
while Sponge pretended to be occupied with the fire. The wine being
with Sponge, and at length wanting some, he was constrained to make
the first move, by passing it over to Jack, who helped himself to port
and sherry simultaneously - a glass of sherry afrer dinner (in Jack’s
opinion) denoting a gentleman. Having smacked his lips over that, he
presently turned to the glass of port. He checked his hand in passing it
to his mouth, and bore the glass up to his nose.

‘Corked, by Jove!” exclaimed he, setting the glass down on the table
with a thump of disgust.

It is curious what unexpected turns things sometimes take in the
world, and how completely whole trains of well-preconcerted plans are
often turned aside by mere accidents such as this. If it hadn’t been for
the corked botde of port, there is no saying but these two worthies
would have held a Quakers’ meeting without the ‘spirit’ moving either
of them.

‘Corked, by Jove? exclaimed Jack.

‘It is? rejoined Sponge, smelling at his half-empried glass.

‘Better have another bottle, observed Jack,

‘Certainly,” replied Sponge, ringing the bell. ‘Spigot, this wine’s

corked,’ observed Sponge, as old Pomposo entered the room.

‘Is it?” said Spigor, with the most perfect innocence, though he knew

it came out of the corked batch. ‘T'll bring another bottle,” added he,

carrying it off as if he had a whole pipe at command, though in reality

he had but another out. This fortunately was less corked than the first;

and Jack having given an approving smack of his great thick lips, Mr

Sponge took it on his judgement, and gave a nod to Spigot, who

forthwith took his departure.

‘Old trick that,” observed Jack, with a shake of the head, as Spigot

shut the door.

‘Is it?” observed Mr Sponge, taking up the observation, though in

reality it was addressed to the fire.

‘Noted for i1,” replied Jack, squinting at the sideboard, though he was

CHAPTER XXVI

My Spraggon at Jawleyford Court

“Tup SpraGeoNs are a most respectable family, said he, eyein
himself in the glass. ‘If not very handsome, at all events, very genteel
added he, speaking of himself in particular. So saying, he adsrr%e
himself with his spectacles and set off to explore his way dgwnstaxzs
Afcer divers mistakes he at length found himself in the drawing-room,
where the rest of the party being assembled, they presently proceede
1o dinner. ) ,

Jack’s amended costume did not produce any ﬂlff&rgg{:&: in Mz
Sponge’s behaviour, who treated him with t}l@ utmost m@ﬁermce,
truth, Sponge had rather a large balance against Jack fﬂr his 1§1pudene
w0 him in the field. Nevertheless, the fair Amelia continued ‘he
attentions, and talked of hunting, occasionally diverging into observatio
on Lord Scamperdale’s fine riding and manly character and appearance
in the roundabout way ladies send their messages and compliments
their friends.

The dinner was flat. Jawleyford had stopped the champagne t@
though the needle-case glasses stood to tantalise the party til} gbsut i
time that the beverage ought to have been flowing, when Spigot too
thern off. The flammess then became flatter. Nevertheless, }as?k works
away in his usual carnivorous style, and finished by paying his respe
to all the sweets, jellies, and things in succession. He never got any
these, he said, at ‘home, meaning at Lord Scamperdale’s ~ .:faine
thought, if she was ‘my lady,” he would not get any meat there either

At length Jack finished; and having discussed cheese, porter, agd r
herrings, the cloth was drawn, and 2 hardwfeatgmd dessert consisting
principally of apples, followed. The wine @avmg made a couple
melancholy circuits, the strained conversation about came to 2
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staring intently at Sponge to see how he took it.

“Well, I thought we had 2 bottle with a queer smatch the other
night,” observed Sponge.

‘Old Blossomnose corked half a dozen in succession one night
replied Jack.

(He had corked three, but Jawleyford recorked them, and Spigot was |
now reproducing them to our friends.)

Although ‘they had now got the ice broken, and entered into
something like a conversation, it nevertheless went on very slowly, and
they seemed to weigh each word before it was urrered. Jack, too, had
time to run his peculiar situation through his mind, and ponder on his
mission from Lord Scamperdale — on his lordship’s detestation of Mr
Sponge, his anxiety to get rid of him, his promised corner in his will,
and his lordship’s hint about buying Sponge’s horses if he could not get
rid of him in any other way.

Sponge, on his part, was thinking if there was any possibility of
rurning Jack to account.

It may seem strange to the uninitiated that there should be prospect
of gain to 2 middle-man in the matter of a horse-deal, save in the
legitimate trade of auctioneers and commission stable-keepers; but we
are sorry to say we have known men calling themselves gendemen,
who have not thought it derogatory to accept a ‘ifle’ for their good
offices in the cause. ‘I can buy cheaper than you,’ they say, ‘and we may
as well divide the wifle between us.’

That was Mr Spraggon’s principle, only that the word ‘wifle’
inadequately conveys his opinion on the poing; Jack’s notion being that
2 tnan was entitled to five per cent as of right, and as much more ashe
could get.

It was not often that Jack got a ‘bite’ at my lord, which, perhaps,
made him think it the more incumbent on him not to miss an
opporaunity. Having been told, of course he knew exactly the sryle of
man he had to deal with in Mr Sponge — a style of men of whom there
is never any difficulty in asking if chey will sell their horses, price being
the only consideration. They are, indeed, a sort of unlicensed horse-
dealers, from whose presence few hunts are wholly free. Mr Spraggon
thoughr, if he could get Sponge to make it worth his while to get my
lord to buy his horses, the — whatever he might get — would come in
very comfortably to pay his Christmas bills. ‘

By the time the bottle drew to a close, our friends were rather better
friends, and seemed more inclined to fratemise. Jack had the advantage
of Sponge, for he could stare, or rather squing, at him without Sponge
knowing it. The pint of wine apiece — at least as near a pint apiece 38
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Spigot could afford to ler them have — somewhat strung Jack’s nerves as
well as his eyes, and he began to show more of the pupils and less of the
whites than he did. He buzzed the bottle with such a hearty good will
as settled the fate of another, which Sponge rang for as a matter of
course. There was but the rejected one, which, however, Spigot put
into a different decanter, and brought in with such an air as precluded
either of them saying a word in disparagement of it.

‘Where are the hounds next week?” asked Sponge, sipping away at it.

‘Monday, Larkhall Hil; Tuesday, the crossroads by Dallington
Burn; Thursday, the Toll Bar at Whitburrow Green; Saturday, the
kennels,” replied Jack.

‘Good places?’ asked Sponge.

‘Monday’s good,” replied Jack; ‘draw Thorney Gorse ~ sure find;
second draw, Barnlow Woods, and home by Loxley, Padmore, and
so on.’

“What sort of a place is Tuesday?’

‘Tuesday?” repeated Jack. “Tuesday! Oh, that’s the crossroads. Capi-
tal place, unless the fox takes to Rumborrow Craigs, or gets into
Seedeywood Forest, when there’s an end of it — at least an end of
everything except pulling one’s horse’s legs off in the sff clayey rides.
It’s a long way from here, though,” observed Jack,

‘How far?” asked Sponge.

‘Good twenty miles,” replied Jack. ‘It’s sixteen from us; it'll be a good
deal more from here.’

‘His lordship will lay out overnight, then?” observed Sponge.

‘Not he,’ replied Jack. “Takes better care of his sixpences than that.
Up in the dark, breakfast by candlelight, grope our ways to the stable,
and blunder along the deep lanes, and through all the by-roads in the
country — get there somehow or another.

‘Keen hand!” observed Sponge.

‘Mad! replied Jack.

"They then paid their murual respects to the port,

‘He hunts there on Tuesdays,’ observed Jack, setting down his glass
‘so that he may have all Wednesday to get home in, and be sure 0%
appearing on Thursday. There’s no saying where he may finish with a

crossrogds’ meet,

By the time the worthies had finished the bottle, they had got 2

certain way into each other’s-confidence. The hint Lord Scamperdale
had given about buying Sponge’s horses stll occupied Jack’s mind; and
the more he considered the subject, and the worth of a corner in his
lordship’s will, the more sensible he became of the truth of the old
adage, that ‘a bird in the hand is worth two in the bush.’ ‘My Lord,
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thought Jack, ‘promises fair, buz it is but a chance, and a remote one,
He may live many years — as long, perhaps longer, than me. Indeed, he
puts me on horses that are anything bur calculated to promote
longevity. Then he may marry a wife who may eject me, as some %af%ves
do eject their husbands’ agreeable friends; or he may change his mind,
and leave me nothing after all’
All things CGnSid\,I‘ed Jack came to the conclusion that he should not
be doing himself justice if he did not take advantage of such fair
opportunities as chance placed in his way, and therefore ﬁe thpught he
might as well be picking up a penny during his lordship’s life, as be
waiting for 2 contingency that might never occur. Mr Jawleyford’s
indisposition preventing Jack making the announcement he was sent to
do, made ir incumbent on him, as he argued, to see what conld be done
with the alternative his lordship had proposed — namely, buying
Sponge’s horses. At least, Jack salved his conscience over Wit{h the'sld
plea of duw., and had come to that conclusion as he again helped
himself to the last glass in the boude.
“Would you like a licde clarer?” asked Sponge with all the hospitakty
of a host.
‘No, hang your claret!” replied Jack.
‘A lirdde brandy, peﬁ%‘xp@’r” suggested Sponge. ;
‘1 shouldn’t mind a glass of brandy,” replied Jack, by way of 2
nighteap.’ o
Spigot, at this moment entering to announce tea and coffee, was
interrupted in his oration by Sponge demanding some brandy.
‘Sorry, replied Spigot, pretending to be quite taken by surprise,
‘very sorTy, sir — but, sir — master, sir — bed, sir — disturb him, sir.” ;
‘Oh, dash it, never mind that!’ exclaimed Jack; *tell him Mr Sprag -
Sprag — Spraggon’ (the bottle of port beginning to make Jack rather
inarticulare) - ‘rell him Mr Spraggon wants a little,”
‘Dursn’t disturb him, sir,’ responded Spigot, with a shake of his head;
‘Much as my place, sir, is worth, sir’
‘Haven’t you a little drop in your pantry, think you?’ asked Sponge.
“The cook perhaps has, replied Mr Spigot, as if it was quite out of his;‘
line.
“Well, go and ask her, said Sponge; ‘and bring some hot water and
things, the same as we had last night, you know.’
Mr Spigot retired, and presently returned, bearing a tray with three-
quarters of a bottle of brandy, which he impressed upon their minds
was the ‘cook’s swn.’
‘I dare say,” hiccupped Jack, holding the botile up to the light,
“Hope she wasn’t using it herself,” observed Sponge.
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“Tell her we'll (hiccup) her health,” hiccuped Jack, pouring a liberal
portation into his mmbler.

“That'll be all you'll do, I dare say,” muttered Spigot to himself, as he
sauntered back to his pantry.

‘Does Jaw stand smoking?” asked Jack, as Spigot disappeared.

‘Oh 1 should think so,” replied Sponge; ‘a friend like you I'm sure,
would be welcome’ — Sponge thinking to indulge in a cigar, and lay the
blame on Jack.

‘Well, if you think so,” said Jack, pulling out his cigar-case, or rather
his lordship’s, and staggering to the chimney-piece for a match, though
there was a candle at his elbow, ‘I'll have a pipe.’

‘So’ll 1, said Sponge, ‘if you'll give me a cigar.’

‘Much yours as mine,’ replied Jack, handing him his lordship’s richly
embroidered case with coronets and ciphers on either side, the gift of
one of the many would-be Lady Scamperdales.

‘Want a light!” hiccupped Jack, who had now got a glowworm end
t0 his.

“Thanks, said Sponge, availing himself of the friendly overture.

Our friends now whiffed and puffed away together — whiffing and

putfing where whiffing and puffing had never been known before. The
brandy began to disappear pretty quickly; it was better than the wine.

“That’s a n~n-nice-ish horse of yours,” stammered Jack, as he mixed

himself a second umbler.

‘Which?’ asked Sponge.

“The bur-bur-brown,” sphattered Jack.

‘He 1s that,’ replied Sponge; ‘best horse in this country by far.”

“The che—che-chest-nut’s not a ba~ba-bad un, I dare say,’ observed

Jack.

‘Mo, he’s not, rephed Sponge; ‘a deuced good un.’
‘I know a man who's rather s-s-s-sweet on the b-b-br-brown,

observed Jack, squinting frightfully,

Sponge sat silent for a few seconds, pretending to be wrapt up in his
‘sublime tobacco.”

‘Is he a buyer, or just a jawer?” he asked at last.

*Oh, a buyer, replied Jack,

‘Pl sell; said Sponge, with a strong emphasis on the sell.

‘How much?’ asked Jack, sobering with the excitement.

‘Which?’ asked Sponge.

“The brown,’ rejoined Jack.

“Three hundred,’ said Sponge; adding, ‘I gave two for him.”

‘Indeed!” said Jack.

A long pause then ensued, Jack thinking whether he should put the
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question boldly as to what Sponge would give him for effecring a sale,
or should beat about the bush a litle. At last he thought it would be
most prudent to beat about the bush, and see if Sponge would make an
offer.
“Well,’ said Jack, Tll s-s—s—see what I can do.
“That’s a good fellow,” said Sponge; adding, ‘Tl remember you if
you do. ) ) )
‘I dare say I can s—s—s-sell them both, for that matter,” observed Jack,
encouraged by the promise. ;
“Well,' replied Sponge, ‘T'll take the same for the chestmu; there isn'e
the toss-up of a halfpenny for choice berween them.’
Well,” said Jack, ‘we’ll s—s—s-see them next week.’
“Tust s, said Sponge ,
You r—r—ride well up to the h-h-hounds,” continued Jack, ‘and let
his lordship s—s—see w-w-what they can do.
T will,” said Sponge, wishing he was at work.
‘Never mind his rowing,’ observed Jack; ‘he c-c—can’t help 1o/
‘Not I, replied Sponge, puffing away at his cigar. ,
When men once begin to drink brandy-and-water (after wing)
there’s an end of all note of tme, Our friends — for we ‘may now call
them so,’ sat sip, sip, sipping — mix, mix, Mixing; now strengthening,
now weakening, now warming, now flavouring, 1l they had not only.
finished the hot water but a large jug of cold, that graced the centre of
the table between two frosted rumblers, and had nearly got through the
brandy too. o
‘May as well fi-fi-fin-nish the botile,” observed Jack, holding it up to
the candle. “Just a thi-thi-thim-bleful apiece, added he, helping
himself to about three-quarters of what there was.
“You've taken your share,’ observed Sponge, as the bottle suspended
payment before he got half the quantty thatjaak‘ had,
‘Sque—ee—eze ir,” replied Jack, suiting the acdon to the word, and
working away at an exhausted lemon.
At léngth they finished.
“Well, I s’'pose we may as well go and have some tea,’ observed Jack.
I¢'s not announced yet, said Sponge, ‘but I make no doubr it will be
ready.’ ,
So saying, the worthies rose, and, after sundry bumps and certain
irregularities of course, they each succeeded in z"eachir}g t%]t: door. 1
passage lamp had died out and filled the corridor with its fragrane
Sponge, however, knew the way, and the darkgess favoured - the
adjustment of cravats and the fingering of hair. Having got up a sort o
drunken simper, Sponge opened the drawing-room door, expecting 10

find smiling ladies in a blaze of light. All, however, was darkness, save
the expiring embers in the grate. The dck, dck, tick, dcking of the
clocks sounded wonderfully clear,

‘Gone w bed!” exclaimed Sponge.

“Wao-soor! shrieked Jack, at the top of his voice.

“What's smarter, gentlemen? — What's smatter?’ exclaimed Spigot
rushing in, rubbing his eyes with one hand, and holding 2 block tin
candlestick in the other,

‘Wothin', replied Jack, squinting his eves inside out; adding, ‘Get me
a devilled -7 (hiccup)

‘Don’t know how to do them here, sir,” snapped Spigot.
‘Devilled wrkey’s leg though you do, you rascall’ rejoined Jack,
doubling his fists and putting himself in posture.

‘Beg pardon, sir,’ veplied Spigot, ‘but the cook, sir, is gone to bed, sir.
Do you know, sir, what o’clock it is, sir?’

‘Mo, replied Jack.

“What time is it?” asked Sponge.

“T'wenty minutes to two,’ replied Spigot, holding up a sort of pocker
warming-pan, which he called a warch.

“The deuce,’ exclaimed Sponge.

“Who'd ha’ thoughe ie?’ muntered Jack.

‘Well then, I suppose we may as well go to bed,” observed Sponge.
‘S’pose so, replied Jack; ‘nothin’ more to get”

‘Do you know your room?’ asked Sponge.

“T'o be sure I do,” replied Jack; ‘dor’t think T'm d-d-dr—drunk,
do you?’

‘Mot likely,” rejoined Sponge.

Jack then commenced a very crab-like ascent of the stairs, which
~ forranately were easy, or he would never have got up. Mr Sponge, who
 sidll occupied the stare aparunents, took leave of Jack at his own door,
and Jack went bumping and blundering on in search of the branch
- passage leading to his piggery. He found the green baize door that
usually distinguishes the entrance to these secondary swites, and was
_ presently lurching along its contracted passage. As luck would have it,
however, he got into his host’s dressing-room, where that worthy slept;
and when Jawleyford jumped up in the morning, as was his wont, to see
what sort of a day it was, he wod on Jack’s face, who had fallen down in
his clothes alongside of the bed, and Jawleyford broke Jack’s spectacles
across the bridge of his nose.

‘Rot it!” roared Jack jumping up, ‘don’t ride over a fellow that way?’
when, shaking himself to try whether any limbs were broken, he found
he was in his dress clothes instead of in the roomy garments of the Flat
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Hat Hunt. “‘Who are you? where am I? what the deuce do you mean by
breaking my specs?” he exclaimed, squinting frightfully at his host.

‘My dear sir, exclaimed Mr Jawleyford, from the top of his nighe.
shirt, “T'm very sorry, bur -’

‘Hang your buts! you shouldn’t ride so near a man!” exclaimed Jack,
gathering up the fragments of his spectacles; when, recollecting
himself, he finished by say, ‘Perhaps I'd better go to my own room.”.

‘Perhaps you had,” replied Mr Jawleyford, advancing towards the
door to show him the way.

‘Let me have a candle,” said Jack, preparing to follow. V

‘Candle, my dear fellow! why it’s broad daylight, replied his host..

‘Is it?” said Jack, apparently unconscious of the fact. “What's the |
hour?’

‘Five minutes to eight,’ replied Jawleyford, looking at a timepiece..

When Jack got into his own den he threw himself into an old invalid .
chair, and sat rubbing the fracrured spectacles together as if he thoughe
they would unite by friction, though in reality he was endeavouring to
run the overnight’s proceedings through his mind. The more he
thought of Amelia’s winning ways, the more satisfied he was that he
had made an impression, and then the more vexed he was at having his
spectacles broken: for though he considered himself very presentable
without them, still he could not but feel that they were a desirable
addition. Then, too he had a splitting headache; and finding tha
breakfast was not till ten and might be a good deal later, all thing
considered, he determined to be off and follow up his success unde
more favourable auspices. Considering that all the clothes he had wich
him were his lordship’s, he thought it immaterial which he went hom
in, so to save trouble he just wrapped himself up in his mackintosh and
rravelled in the dress ones he had on.

It was fortunate for Mr Sponge that he went, for, when Jawleyfor
smelt the indignity that had been offered to his dining-room, he brok
out in such a torrent of indignation as would have been extremel
unpleasant if there had not been someone to lay the blame on. Indeed
he was not particularly gracious to Mr Sponge as it was; but that arose
as much from certain dark hints that had worked their way from th
servants’ hall into ‘my lady’s chamber’ as t our friend’s pecuniary
resources and prospects. Jawleyford began to suspect that Spong
might not be quite the great ‘carch’ he was represented.

Beyond, however, putting a few searching questions — which Mr
Sponge skilfully parried — advising his daughters to be caution
lessening the number of lights, and lowering the scale of his entertain
ments generally, Mr Jawleyford did not take any decided step in th

matter. Mr Spraggon comforted Lord Scamperdale with the assurance
that Amelia had no idea of Sponge, who he made no doubt would very
soon be out of the counay - and his lordship went to church and
prayed most devoutly for him to go.

SHAPTER XXV

My and Mrs Springwheat

‘LORD SCAMPERDALE'S FOXHOUNDS meet on Monday ar Larkhall
Hill) &ec., &¢. Connzy Paper, ’

The Flat Har Hunt had relapsed into its wonted quiet, and ‘Larkhill
Hill’ saw none but regular attendants, men without the slightest
particle of curve in their hats — hats, indeed, that looked as if the owners
at upon them when they hadn’t them on their heads. There was Fyle,
and Fossick, and Blossomnose, and Sparks, and Joyce, and Capon, and
Dribble, and a few others, but neither Washball nor Puffingron, nor
any of the holiday birds,

Precisely at ten, my lord, and his hounds, and his huntsman, and his
whips, and his Jack, trotted round Farmer Springwheat’s spacious back
premises, and appeared in due form before the green rails in front.
‘Pride attends us all, as the poet says; and if his lordship had ridden
into the yard, and halloaed out for a glass of home-brewed, Springwheat
would have wapped every fox on his farm, and the blooming Mrs
Springwheat would have had an interminable poultry-bill against the
hunt; whereas, simply by ‘making things pleasant,” — that is to say,
coming to breakfast — Springwheat saw his corn trampled on, nay, led
the way over it himself, and Mrs Springwheat saw her Dorkings
disappear without a murmur - unless, indeed, an enquiry when his
lordship would be coming could be considered in that light.

Larkhall Hill stood in the centre of a circle, on 2 gentle eminence,
commanding a view over a farm whose fertile fields and well-trimmed
fences sufficiently indicated its boundaries, and looked indeed as if all
the good of the country had come up to it. It was green and luxuriant
even in winter, while the strong cane-coloured stubbles showed what a
crop there had been. Turnips as big as cheeses swelled above the
ground. In 2 little narrow dell, whose existence was more plainly
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indicated from the house by several healthy spindling larches shooting
up from among the green gorse, was the cover — an almost cerain find,
with the almost equal certainty of a run from it. It occupied both sides,
of the sandy, rabbit-frequented dell, through which ran a sparkling
streamn, and it possessed the great advantage to foot-people of letting
them see the fox found. Larkhall Hill, was, therefore a favourite both
with horse and foot. So much good - at all events so much well-farmeg
land would seem to justify a better or more imposing-looking house,
the present one consisting, exclusive of the projecting garret ones in
the Dutch tle roof, of the usual four windows and a door, that so well
tell their own tale; passage in the middle, staircase in front, parlour.on
the right, best ditto on the left, with rooms to correspond above. Tobe
sure, there was a great depth of house to the back; bur this in no way
contributed to the importance of the front, from which point alone the
Springwheats chose to have it contemplated. If the back arrangements
could have been divided, and added to the sides, they would have made
two very good wings to the old red brick rose-entwined mansion, with the exertion of pulling on a very tight boot.
Having mentoned that its colour was red, it is almost superfluous 1o ‘Come in, my lord! pray, come in! The missis is below!” exclaimed
add that the door and rails were green. g Springwheat, from the window; and just at the moment the pad-groom
This was a busy morning at Larkhall Hill. It was the first day of the emerged from the house, and ran to his lordship’s horse’s head.
seasen of my lord’s hounds meedng there, and the handsome Mirs His lordship and Jack then dismounted, and gave their hacks in
Springwheat had had as much wouble in overhauling the china and charge of the servant; while Wake, and Fyle, and Archer, who were
linen, and in dressing the children, preparatory w breakfast, as also of the party, scanned the countenances of the sarrounding idlers,
Springwhear had had in collecring knives and forks, and wine-glasses 10 see in whose hands they had best confide their nags.
and mmblers for his department of the entertainment, to say nothing In Lord Scamperdale stamped, followed by his trainband bold, and
of looking after his new tops and cords. “The Hill) as the counmy Maria, the maid, being duly stationed in the passage, threw open the
people call it, was “full fig’; and 2 brighy, balmy winter’s day softened parlour-door on the left, and discovered Mrs Springwheat sitting in
the ammosphere, and fel as though a summer’s day had been shaken aritude. ‘
out of its place into winter. It is not often that the English climate is ‘Well, my lady, and how are you?” exclaimed his lordship, advancing
accormodating enough to lend its aid to set off 2 place to advantage, gaily, and seizing both her pretty hands as she rose to receive him. ‘I
Be that, however, as it may, things looked smiling both without and declare, you look younger and prettier every time I see you.”
within. Mrs Springwheat, by dint of early rising and superintendence, ‘Oh! my lord, simpered Mrs Springwheat, ‘you gentlemen are
had got things into such a state of forwardness as to be able to adom always so complimentary.’
herself with a litde jaunty cap ~ curious in microscopic punctures and ‘Mot a bit of it exclaimed his lordship, eyeing her intently through
cherry-coloured ribbon interlardments — placed so far back on her his silver spectacles, for he had been obliged to let Jack have the other
finely-shaped head as to proclaim beyond all possibility of cavil that it pair of tortoiseshell-rimmed ones.
was there for ornament, and not for the purpose of concealing the ‘Not a bit of it,’ repeated his lordship. ‘T always tell Jack you are the
liberries of dme with her well-kept, clearly-parted, raven-black hair. handsomest woman in Christendom; don’t I, Jack?” enguired his
Liberties of time, forsooth! Mrs Springwheat was in the heighdsy o Lordship, appealing to his factoram. '
womanhood; and though she had presented Springwheat with twins Yes, my lord,” replied Jack, who always swore to whatever his
three times in succession, besides an eldest son, she was as young, lordship said.
fresh-looking, and finely-figured as she was the day she was married ‘By Jove!” continued his lordship, with a stamp of his foot, ‘if I could

She was now dressed in 2 very fine French grey merino, with a very
small crocher-work collar, and, of course, capacious muslin sleeves,
The high flounces to her dress set off her smart waist to great
advantage,

Mirs Springwheat had got everything ready, and herself o0, by the
time Lord Scamperdale’s second horseman rode into the yard and
demanded a stall for his horse. Knowing how soon the balloon follows
the pilot, she immediately ranged the Srunner-tartan-clad children in
the breakfast-room; and as the first whip’s rate sounded zs he rode
round the corner, she sank into an easy-chair by the fire, with a lace-
fringed kerchief in the one hand, and the Mark Lane Foxpress in the
other.

‘Halloa! Springey!” followed by the heavy crack of a whip,
announced the arrival of his lordship before the green palings; and a
loud view halloa burst from Jack, as the object of enquiry was seen
dancing abour the open windowed room above, with his face all flushed
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‘Oh, Mr Spraggon!” exclaimed both, as they rushed to his assistanee, “There’s a brace, if not a leash, of foxes in cover, my lord,’ observed
‘what is the matter with my lord?’ . he, seeing his lordship was only playing with the contents of his plate.
‘Oh that Mister something!’ gasped his lordship, bending forward in ‘Is there?” exclaimed his lordship, brightening up: ‘let’s be at ’em!’
his chair, and venturing another glance through the window. , _ added he, jumping up and diving under the side rable for his flac hat
Sure enough, there was Sponge, in the act of dismounting from the  and heavy iron hammer-headed whip. ‘Good-morning, my dear Mrs
piebald, and resigning it with becoming dignity to his wasty groom, Springwheat, exclaimed he, putting on his hat and seizing both her
Mr Leather, who stood most respectfully - Parvo in hand ~ waiting o soft fat-fingered hands and squeezing them ardently. “Good-morning,
receive it. _ my dear Mrs Springwheat,” repeated he, adding, ‘By Jove! if ever there
Mr Sponge, being of opinion thar a red cost is a passport every: was an angel in petticoats, you're her; I'd give a hundred pounds for
where, having stamped the mud sparks off his boots ar the door, such a wife as you! I'd give a thousand pounds for such a wife as you! By
swaggered in with the greatest coolness, exclaiming, as he bobbed his _ the powers! I'd give five thousand pounds for such a wife as voul” With
head to the lady, and looked round at the company — _ which asseverations his lordship stamped away in his great clumsy
“What, grubbing away! grubbing away, eh?’ boots, amidst the ill-suppressed laughter of the party.
“Won’t you take 2 litdle refreshment?’ asked Mr Springwheat, in the ‘No hurry, gentlemen — no hurry, observed Mr Springwheat, as
hearty way these hospitable fellows welcome everybody. ~ some of the keen ones were preparing to follow, and began sorting
Ves, T will, replied Sponge, wrning to the sideboard as though i their hats, and making the mistakes incident to their being all the same
were an inn. “That’s a monstrous fine ham,” observed he; ‘why doesn’t shape. ‘No hurry, sir - no hurry, sir,” repeated Springwheat, addressing
somebody cut it?’ , _ Mr Sponge specifically; ‘his lordship will have a talk to his hounds ver,
‘Let me help you to some, sir, replied Mr Springwhear, seizing the  and his horse is sdll in the stable.”
buck-handled knife and fork, and diving deep into the rich red meat With this assurance Mr Sponge resumed his seat at the table, where
with the knife. several of the hungry ones were plying their knives and forks as if they
Mr Sponge having got two boundfal slices, with a knotch of home-  were indeed breaking their fasts.
made brown bread, and some mustard on his plate, now made for the _ ‘Well, old boy, and how are you?’ asked Sponge, as the whites of
table, and elbowed himself into a place between Mr Fossick and Jack’s eyes again settled upon him, on the latter’s looking up from his
Sparks, immediately opposite Mr Spraggon. ' plateful of sausages.
‘Good-morning,” said he to that worthy, 2s he saw the whites of his ‘Nicely. How are you?” asked Jack.
eyes showing through his spectacles. ‘Nicely too, replied Sponge, in the laconic way men speak who have
‘Mornin’ 'muttered Jack, as if his mouth was either too full been engaged in some common enterprise — getting drunk, peltng
articulate, or he didn’t want to have anything to say to Mr Sponge. people with rotten eggs, or anything of that sort,
‘Here’s a fine hunting morning my lord,” observed Sponge, address- Jaw and the ladies well?” asked Jack, in the same strain.
ing himself to his lordship, who sat on Jack’s left. ‘Oh, nicely,’ said Sponge.
‘Here’s a very fine hunting morning, my lord,” repeated Sponge, not “Take a glass of cherry-brandy,” exclaimed the hospitable Mr
getting an answer to his first assertion, Springwheat: ‘nothing like a drop of something for steadying the
‘Is it?* blurted his lordship, pretending to be desperately busy with nerves.’
the contents of his plate, though in reality his appetite was gone. ‘Presenty,” replied Sponge, ‘presently; meanwhile Il trouble the
A dead pause now ensued, interrupted only by the clattering o missis for a cup of coffee. Coffee without sugar,’ said Sponge, addressing
kmives and forks, and the occasional exclamations of parties in want'o the lady.
some particular article of food. A chill had come over the scene —a chill ‘With pleasure,’ replied Mrs Springwheat, glad to get a lirtle custom
whose cause was apparent to everyone, except the worthy host and ~ f?z her goods. Most of the gentlemen had been at the bottles and
hostess, who had not heard of Mr Sponge’s descent upon the county. sideboard.
They anributed it to his lordship’s indisposidon, and Mr Springwheat Springwheat, secing Mr Sponge, the only person who, as a stranger,
endeavoured to cheer him up with the prospect of sport. there was any occasion for him to attend to, in the care of his wife, now
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slipped out of the room, and mounting his five-year-old horse, whos
tail stuck out like the long horn of a coach, as his ploughman groom
said, rode off to join the hunt,

‘By the powers, but those are capiral sarsingers!” observed Jack
smacking his lips and eating away for hard life. Just look if my lord’s o
his horse yet,” added he to one of the children, who had begun to hover

r(m\f;d the tzb? gznd 23\1’2 t}}eir ﬁl}ief § %fm{} i'h? 5“’“‘3@‘312} e dossy ‘Hark! there’s the horn!” exclaimed Sponge, rushing to the window
“No,” replied the child; ‘he’s siill on foot, playing with the dogs.’ ‘So there is.” responded Tack. stand; e ‘ S
‘Here goes, then,’ said Jack, ‘for another plate,” suiting the action ¢ ot ; TESp Jack, standing transfixed on one leg to the
the word, and running with his plate to the sausage-dish. By th I ; A , ,
; , : : o » : - y the powers, they’re away!” exclaimed Sponge, as his lordship was
. Ea;% 2 3‘}85 one,” exclaimed Mrs Springwheat, adding, ‘it will be _ seen hat in hand careering over the meadow, beyond the C{)V@rpwiih
one in a minute.’ the tail hounds straining to overtake their flying coms es. Tow:
o , ) o . e 108 8 tak ying comrades. Twang —
No, thank e, f@?hﬁd }agk; with a shake of the head, adding, twang -~ twang went Frostyface’s horn; crack - crack - crack — went ?he
m{ghf:j}e tit?nci in a mumnaee 100-“ ‘ ponderous thongs of the whips; shouts, and vells, and velps, and
{H:e 1l wait for XOusfsungSEf.ObSSW@d S?GI?g% addre?s.mgjack‘, whoops, and holloas; proclaimed the usual wild excitement of this
Not so clear about that,’ r ?Pb»ed Jack, g@bbhng away; ‘time and m privileged period of the chase. All was joy save among the gourmands
lord wait for no man. But it’s hardly the half-hour yet,) added h assembled at the door — they looked blank indeed @
looking at his warch. What 2 sell’ exclaimed S o o
. . . . . 1 : e onge, in dis , Vi 2 .
He then fell to with the voracity of a hound after hundng. Spong hopelessness of the case. ponge, in disgust, who, with Jack, saw the
t00, made the most of his time, as did two or three others who sti ‘Yonder he goes!” exclaimed a lad, who had run up from the cover to
remained. o ' ' see the hunt from the rising ground.
‘Now for the jumnping-powder!” at length exclaimed Sponge, lookin ~ ‘Where?’ exclaimed Sponge, straining his eyeballs
round for the bottle. “What shall it be, cherry or near?” continued h “There!” said the lad, pgmtmg’ due south. ‘D'ye see 'E;bmmy Claychop’s
pointing to the wo. o ' ] pasture? Now he’s through the hedge and into Mrs Starveland’s rurnip
| th:rz"y for me,’ replied Jack, squinting and eating away witho field, making right for Bramblebrake Wood on the hill.’
ooking up. ‘So he is, said Sponge, who now caughs sigh eroi
‘I say meat, rejoined Sponge, helping himself outr of the Freng from the rurnips anto f grass field beyafd sight of the fox emerging
bottle. ack stood starin through his cctacles, wi iorni
“Yow'll be hard to hold after that,” observed Jack, as he eyed Spong wg . g g Al:aigreaa; spectacles, without deigning 2
tossing it off. o ‘ : ‘What shall we do?’ asked Sponge.
?hﬂp@ my h?rse won’t,” replied Sponge, remembering he was goin ‘Do?’ replied Jack, with his chin stll up; ‘go home, T should think.’
to ride the resolute chesmur. “There’s a man down!” exclaimed a groom, who formed one of the

¢ 2 - 3 * o )
‘Yiou i} ,Sh,ow us the ’im}f, I{(dare say, 053€W€f1 5301"7 ) group, as a dark-coated rider and horse measured their length on a
Shouldn’t wonder, replied Sponge, helping himself to a secon pasture.

that you musm’t mind,

‘Not I,” replied Sponge, who was used to that sort of thing.

‘You mustm’t mind me either,” observed Jack, sweeping the last piece
of sausage into his mouth with his knife, and jumping up from the
rable. “When his lordship rows I row,” added he, diving under the side-
rable for his flat hat. ‘

gl?z;}h L b exclaimed Tack. adding. “Tak domes ‘It’s Mr Sparks,” said another; adding, ‘he’s always rolling abous.”
aLi at éjt again!” exclaimed Jack, adding, “T'ake care you don’t 1 ‘Lor’, look at the parson!” exclaimed a third, as Blossomnose was seen
over my lor gathering his horse and setting up his shoulders preparatory to riding

‘Pl take care of the old file,’ said Sponge; ‘it wouldn’t do to kill th
goose that lays the golden what-do-ye-call-’ems, you know — he, he, b
“No,” chuckled Jack; * Deed ir wouldn’t - must make the most of him
“What'sort of 2 humour is he in today?” asked Sponge
‘Middlin’, replied Jack, ‘middlin’; he’ll abuse you most likely, b

ata gate,
&
%7, 3 9,1 :
Well don;e, old un! roared a fowrth, s the horse flew over it,
apparently without an efforr. :
ot . . .

I?Now‘ for Tom!” cried several, as the second whip went galloping up
on the line of the gate. »
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wun — the finest run that ever was seen! His hounds had behaved to
perfection; his horse — though he had downed him three times — had
- carried him well, and his lordship stood with his crownless flat hat in
his hand, and one coat lap in the pocket of the other - a grinning,
exulting, seif-satisfied specimen of a happy Englishman.
‘Lor! what a sight you are!’ observed Jack, turning the light of the
candle upon his lordship’s dirty person. ‘Why, I declare youw’re an inch
thick with mud,’ he added: ‘mud from head to foot, he continued,
working the light up and down,
‘Never mind the mud, you old badger!” roared his lordship, sl
waving the brush over his head: ‘never mind the mud, you old badger;
the mud’ll come off, or may stay on; but such a run as we've had does
not come off every day.’
‘Well, 'm glad you have had a run,’ replied Jack. ‘'m glad you have
had a run; ‘adding, ‘T was afraid at one time that your day’s sport was
spoiled.’
‘Well, do you know,’ replied his lordship, ‘when I saw that unrighteous
snob, I was near sick. If it were possible for a man to faint, T should have
thought I was going to do so. At first I thought of going home, wking
the hounds away too; then I thought of going myself and leaving the
hounds; then I thought if T lefc the hounds it would only make the
sinful scaramouch more outrageous, and I should be sitting on pins and
needles dll they came home, thinking how he was crashing among
them. Next I thought of drawing all the unlikely places in the country,
and making a blank day of it. Then I thought that would only be like
cutting off my nose to spite my face. Then I didn’t know what on earth
to do. At last, when I saw the critter’s great pecker steadily down in his
plate, I thought I would try and steal a march upon him, and get away
with my fox while he was feeding; and, oh! how thankfu! T was when I
looked back from Bramblebrake Hill, and saw no signs of him in the
distance.’
It wasn’t likely you'd see him, interrupted Jack, “for he never got
away from the front door. I twigged what you were after, and kept him
up in talk about his horses and his ridin’ till T saw you were fairly away.

You did well,” exclaimed Lord Scamperdale, patting Jack on the
back; ‘you did well, my old buck-¢’-wax; and, by Jove! we'll have a
bottle of port — a bottle of port, a5 I live, repeated his lordship, as if he
had made up his mind o do a most magnificent act.

‘But what’s happened you behind! - what’s happened you behind?’
asked Jack, as his lordship wurned to the fire, and exhibited his docked
rail.

‘Oh, hang the coat! - it's neither here nor there,” replied his lordship;

‘Ah! he won’t have it!” was the cry, as the horse suddenly swopped
short nearly shooting Tom over his head. “Try him again ~ try hi
again ~ take a good run — that’s him - there, he’s over!” was the cry,
Tom flourished his arm in the air on landing, ‘

‘Look! there’s old Tommy Baker, the rat-ketcher!” cried another, 25
a man went working his arms and legs on an old white pony across 5
tallow. ‘

‘Ah, Tommy! Tommy! you'd better shut up,” observed another: 4
pig could go as fast at that. .

And so they criticised the laggers.

‘How did my lord get his horse?’ asked Spraggon of the groom whe
had brought them on, who now joined the eye-straining group at the
door. ~

‘It was taken down to him at the cover,” replied the man. ‘My lord
went in on foot, and the horse went round the back way, The horse
wasn't there half a minute before he was wanted; for no sooner were
the hounds in at one end than out popped the fox at t'other. Sich g
whopper! — biggest fox that ever was seen.’ ~

“They are all the biggest foxes that ever were seen,’ snapped Mr

Sponge. ‘I'll be bound he was not a bit bigger than common.’

‘T'll be bound not, either,” growled Mr Spraggon, squintng frigh
fully at the man, adding, ‘go, get me my hack, and don’t be talki
nonsense there.”

Our friends then remounted their hacks and parted company in very
moderate humours, feeling fully sadsfied that his lordship had done &

On PUIPOSE,

CHAPTER XXVII

The Finest Run That Ever Was Seen!

‘Hoo-ray, Jack! Hoo-ray? exclaimed Lord Scamperdale, bursting
into his sanctum, where Mr Spraggon sat in his huntng coat and
slippers, spelling away at a second-hand copy of Bell’s Life by the ligh
of 2 melancholy mould candle. ‘Hoo-ray, Jack! hoo-ray!” repeated he
waving that proud trophy, a splendid fox’s brush, over his grizzly head.

His lordship was the picture of delight. He had had 2 wemendous
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then away down the hill over those great enormous pastares. 1o
Haselbury Park, which he skirted, leaving Evercreech Green on the
left, pointing as if for Dormston Dean. Here he was chased by a cur,
and the hounds were brought to a momentary check. Frosty, h(}wever:
was well up, and a hat being held up on Hothersell Hill, he clapped
for’ard and laid the hounds on beyond. We then viewed the fox sailing
away over Eddlethorp Downs, sdll pointing for Painscastle Grove,
with the Hamerton Brook lighting up here and there in the distance.
“The field, I should tell you, were fairly taken by surprise. There
wasn't a man ready for a start; my horse had only just come down.
Fossick was on foot, drawing his girths; Fyle was striking a light to
§1119ke a cigar on his hack; Blossomnose and Capon’s grooms were
my right foot out of the stirrup, when the hounds cjlashed forrard with %Sdmézhmd }‘;vi%pézzg ﬂf‘mf‘f h@fges; Dzﬁhb};e, as usual, was all behind; and
such energy — looking like running — and femembef}ﬁg ﬂ*fe tramendgus : aitogether there was such 2 scene of hurry and confusion as never was
climb T should have to get on to old Daddy’s back again, and seeing ey .
some of the nasty jealous chaps in the lane eyeing me through the As they came to the brook they got somewhat into line, and one saw
fence, thinking how I was floored, I determined to stay where I wag who was there. E:w; or six of us f:h&rg@d it together, and two went
and gathering the horse together, tried to squeeze through the hole ﬁﬂd@; One V{as 513?1??@“7 heat on his bay, who was somewhat pumped
Well. he went shuffling and sliding down to it, as though he were out; the other was said to be ’f{‘{opi{a Old Daddy Longlegs skimmed it
conscious of the difficulty, and poked his head quietly past the tree like a SW?BGW, and, getting his ﬁmdlegs well %z}der him, shot over the
when, getting a sight of the ditch on the far side, he rose, and banged ga?;ms beyond, as if he Y7as going upon turf. The hounds all this time
my head against the branch above, crushing my hat right over my eyes ba een I’;m;n;g ) {:f rather racing, nearly mute. They now, how ever,
and in that position he carried me through blindfold.’ . ’ gan dt‘o cel for e scent am.iﬂ as they got upon the cold, bleak
‘Indeed!” exclaimed Jack rurning his spectacles full upon his lordship, grounas a?ove Somerton Quarries, they were faiﬂy brought to their
and adding, ‘it’s lucky he didn’t crack your crown.’ ' ; noses.tUn;egl;nan gk{d I'was to see them; for ten minutes more, at the
‘Tt is” assented his lordship, feeling his head to satisfy himself that b izc? they had been going, would have 5?31‘33 off every man Jack of us.
L e it was, it was bellows to mend; and (Jaice?t’s roarer roared as surely
And how did you lose your til?’ asked Jack, having got th ioarer never roared before. You could hear him half 2 mile off. We had
ot e has , arely time, however, to rurn our horses to the wind, and ease them for
“The taill ah, the will” replied his lordship, feeling behind, where i 4 iﬁ;&om&ms, b;eﬁ}f@ th? pace began to mend, and from a catching to
wasn’t; ‘U1l tell you how that was: you see we went away like blaze 410 mi scezt_ t»he?} agam pm;-ired across Wallingburn pastures, and
from Springwheat’s gorse — nice gorse it is, and nice woman he hgfg o Zwag t:; oughacres Cgu,m %t was %}f:meeﬁ.thsse pigces that I got my
a wife — but, however, that’s neither here nor there; what I was going & £a 1 um}lled Lo my - hat, m‘f}mmed his lordship, knocking the
tell you about was the run, and how I lost my tail. Well, we got awa ;rown @is a;a%f{msr his mud-stained knee. ‘HGW?WT , [ didn’t care 2
like winking; nio sooner were the hounds in on one side than away e utton though I'd not worn it abcwg two years, and it might have lasted
the fox on the other. Not a soul shouted till he was clean gone; hats me 2 long time about home; but misfortunes seldom come singly, and T
the air was all that old his departure. The fox thus had time to run ;Vas soon o have another. The few of us that were left were all for the
matters through his mind ~ think whether he should go to Ravensc ;ne;, and very accommodating the one b?m’eeﬁ Newton Bushell and
Craigs, or make for the main earths at Painscastle Grove. He ch@fs?: th : ‘36 10”3’ -foot Bank was, the hO@dS running parallel within a hundred
latter, doubtless feeling himself strong and full of running; and 1? W yards on th? left for nearly a mile. When, however, we got to the old
had chosen his ground for him he could not have taken us a finer i vg?z;er "}mﬁi i the fields below, the fox made a bend to the left, as if
He went as straight as an arrow through Bramblebrake Wood, an changing his mind, and making for Newtonbroome Woods, and we

‘hat neither, he added, exhibiting its crushed proporuons. ‘Old
Blossomnose did the coat; and as to the hat, T did It myself - at least, old ’
Daddy Longlegs and I did it between us. We got into a grass field, of
which they had cut a few roods of fence, just enough to tempt a man
out of a very deep lane, and away we sailed, in the enjoyment of fine
sound sward, with the rest of the field plunging and floundering, and
holding and grinning, and thinking what fools they were for not
following my example — when, lo and behold! I got to the bottom of
the field, and found there was no way out; no chance of a bore through
the great thick, high hedge, except at a branchy willow, where t’heze
was just enough room to squeeze a horse through, provxdgd he didnt
rise at the ditch on the far side. At first I was for getting off; indeed, had
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gzod strong bi}sm on, and P'll finish the run on foor bus Pll see ig”
hen, just at the i e, an
wh f é Cat ¢ moment, the pack broke from scent to view, and
rolled the fox up like a hedgehog amongst them.’
e . IR « . P
Well %02‘2@3 exclaimed Jack, adding, ‘“that was 2 ran with a vengeancel’
¢ N 5 3 . P N - . "if} - !
Wasn’t it?” replied his lordship, rubbing his hands and stamping;
‘the finest run that ever was seen — the finest run that ever was seen!’ )
g : L s seen!
Why, it couldn’t be less than twelve miles from point point,
observed Jack, thinking it over. ?
e o oramd ® oo S L T
Not a yard,” replied his lordship, ‘not a yard, and from fourteen to
fifteen as the hounds ran.’
‘It would be all that, assented Jack. ‘How long were you in doing it»’
A "b -

were obliged to ty the fortunes of war in the fields. The first fence we

came to looked like nothing, and there was a weak place right in my
line, that I rode at, expecting the horse would easily bore through a few
twigs that crossed the upper part of it. These, however, happened to be
wwisted, to stop the gap, and not having put on enough steam, they
checked him as he rose, and brought him right down on his head in the
hroad ditch, on the far side. Old Blossomnose, who was following close
behind, not miaking any allowance for falls, was in the air before I was
well down, and his horse came with a forefoot into my pocket, and tore
the lap clean off by the skirt;’ his lordship exhibiting the lap as he

spoke,
‘It’s your new coat, too,’ observed Jack, examining it with concern ag he‘ asked.
he spoke. An hour and forty minutes,” replied his lordship; ‘an hour and forty

minutes from the find to the finish;’ adding, VIl sack 1
present it to Mrs Springwheat.’ B ek the brush and
¢ é‘?s ;0 };:3 hﬁ};éd Springy’s out of the brook,’ observed Jack.
“T'o be hoped so,” replied his lordship; thinking if he wasn’t
he should marry Mrs Springwheat or not. ’ o vhether
1 W{iﬂ now, after all thar, we fancy we hear our fair friends exclaim
Thank goodness, there’s an end of Lord Scamperdale and his hun‘ting-’
he has i?ad a good run, and will rest quiet for a ame; we shall }}G‘ﬁ; hea;
sa:u_nethmg of Amelia and Emily, and the doings at Jawleyford Court.’
Mistaken ladyi Zif you are lucky enough to marry an our-and-our F@x;
humfﬁr, you will ﬁn& that a good run is only adding fuel to the fire <;niy
inakxfig him anxious for more. Lord Scamperdale’s sporting fire s/;a@ in
full blaze. His bumps Eil'd his thumps, his rolls, and his scrambles, only
%}mﬂght out the beauties and perfections of the thing. He ;ared
nothing for his hat-crown, no; nor for his coat-lap either. Nay, he
wouldn’t have cared if it had been made into a spencer. 7
V?fhat s today? Monday,’ said his lordship, answering himself, ‘Mon-
day,” he repeated; ‘Monday — bubble-and-squeak, T guess — sooner it’s
rgady the better, for I'm half famished — didn’t do half justice to %:ha%
nice zbzeiak.gst at Springy’s. That nasty brown-booted buffer
compietely threw me off my feed. By the way, wi ¢
chesmut-booted animal?’ g it became of the
‘g/em: i@ma,’ replied Jack; “fittest place for him.’
‘Hope he’ll stay there,” rejoined his lordship. ‘N " his bei
the roads tomorrow, is there?’ P o fearofhic being at
‘None,” replied Jack. ‘I told him it was quite an imposs; i
from him, twenty miles at least.’ e s impossble distance
‘Thaé:’§ grand?” exclaimed his lordship; ‘that’s grand! Then we'll have
a rare, ding-dong hey~away pop. Therell be no end of those nasty

* "Deed, is it!” replied his lordship, with a shake of the head. * "Deed,
is it! That’s the consequence of having gone out to breakfast. If it had
heen tomorrow, for instance, | should have had number owo on, of
maybe number three,” his lordship having coats of every shade and
grade, from stainless scarlet down to tattered mulberry colour.

‘Il mend, however, observed his lordship, taking it back from Jack
i1l mend, however,” he said, fitting it round to the skirt as he spoke.

‘Oh, nicely!” replied Jack; ‘it’s come off clean by the skirt. But what
said Old Blossom?” enguired Jack.

‘Oh, he was full of apologies and couldn’t helps it as usual,’ replied
his lordship; ‘he was down, to0o, I should tell you, with his horse on his
left leg; but there wasn’t much time for apologies or explanation, for
the hounds were running pretty sharp, considering how long they had
been at work, and there was the chance of others jumping upon us if we
didn’t get out of the way, so we both scrambled up as quick as we could
and got into our places again.’

“Which way did you go, then?” asked Jack, who had listened with the

" attention of 2 man who knows every yard of the country.
“Well,” continued his lordship, casting back to where he got his fall,
‘the fox crossed the Coatenburn township, picking all the plough and
bad-scenting ground as he went, but it was of no use, his fate was
sealed; and though he began to run short, and dodge and thread the
hedgerows, they hunted him yard by yard wll he again made an effort
for his life, and ook over Mossingburn Moor, pointing for Penrose
Tower on the hill. Here Frosty’s horse, Little Jumper, declined, and
we left him standing in the middle of the rmoor with a stiff neck, kicking
and staring and looking mournfully at his flanks. Daddy Longlegs,
t00, had begun to sob, and in vain I looked back in hopes of seeing
Jack-a-Dandy coming up. “Well,” said I to myself, “I've got a pair of
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with the symmetry and action of 2 racer.’

Then Sponge thought he shouldn’t have an opportunity of showing
the horse il Thursday, for Jack had satisfied him that the next dav’z
meet was quite beyond distance from Jawleyford Court. )

‘It’s a bore,” said he, rising in his stirrups, and tickling the piebald
with his spurs, as if he were going to set-to for a race. He thought of
having 2 trial of speed with the chesmut, up a slip of rurf they were now
approaching; but a sudden thought struck him, and he desisted. “These
horses have done nothing today,” he said; ‘why shouldn’t T send the
chestmut on for womorrow?’ {

‘Do you know where the crossroads are?” he asked his groom,
‘Crossroads, crossroads — what crossroads?’ replied Leather,

“Where the hounds meet tomorrow,’

‘Oh, the crossroads at Somechin’ Burn,’ rejoined Leather, thought-
fully — ‘no, *deed, I don’t,” he added. From all ‘counts, they seem to be
somewhere on the far side of the world.’

That was not a very encouraging answer; and feeling it would require
a good deal of persuasion o induce Mr Leather to go in search of them
without clothing and the necessary requirements for his horses, Mr
S?()Ilgﬁ went trotting on, in hopes of seeing some place where he
might get a sight of the map of the county. So they proceeded in
silence, till a sudden turn of the road brought them to the spire and
housetops of the little agricultural town of Barleyboll. Ir differed
nothing from the ordinary run of small towns. It had a pond at one
end, an inn in the middle, a church at one side, 2 fashionable milliner
from London, a merchant tailor from the same place, and a hardware
shop or two where they also sold treacle, Dartford gunpowder, pocket-
handkerchiefs, sheep-nets, patent medicines, cheese, blacking, marbles
mole-traps, men’s hats, and other miscellaneous articles. It was qﬁité
enough of a town, however, to raise a presumpiion that there would be
amap of the county at the inn.

"We'll just puc the horses up for a few minutes, I think,’ said Sponge
mm%ng into the stable-yard at the end of the Red Lion Hotel an(i
?Ost}zlg House; adding, ‘I want to write a letter, and perhaps,” said he
looking at his watch, ‘you may be wanting your dinner.’ 7

H.avﬂmg resigned his horse to his servant, Mr Sponge walked in,
receiving the marked attention usually paid to a red coat. Mine host left
his bar, where he was engaged in the usual occupation of drinking with
customers for the ‘good of the house.” A map of the county, of such
liberal dimensions, was speedily produced, as would have terrified
anyone unaccustomed to distances and scales on which maps are lajd
down. For instance, Jawleyford Court, as the crow flies, was the same

jealous, Puffington dogs out; and if we have half such 2 scent as we hg
today, we'll sew some of them up, we'll show 'em what hunting is,
Now,” he added, ‘if you'll go and get the bottle of port, I'll clean myself
and then we'll have dinner as quick as we can.’

CHAPTER XXiX

The Faithful Groom

We LEFT oUR FRIEND Mr Sponge wending his way home moodil
after having lost his day at Larkhall Hill. Some of our readers will
perhaps, say, why didn’t he clap on, and try to catch up the hounds ata
check, or at all events rejoin them for an afternoon fox? Gentle reade
Mr Sponge did not hunt on those terms; he was a front-rank or
‘nowhere’ man, and independently of catching hounds up, bem
always a fatiguing and hazardous speculation, especially on 2 fin
scenting day, the exertion would have taken more out of his horse than
would have been desirable for successful display in a second run. }
Sponge, therefore, determined to go home.
As he sauntered along, musing on the mishaps of the chase
wondering how Miss Jawleyford would look, and playing himself
occasional tune with his spur against his stirrup, who should com
wotting behind him but Mr Leather on the redoubtable chesmut?
Sponge beckoned him alongside. The horse looked blooming 2
bright; his eye was clear and cheerful, and there was a sort of sprin,
graceful action that looked like easy going.
One always fancies a horse most with another man on him. We s
all his good points without feeling his imperfections - his trippings,
startings, or snatchings, or borings, or roughness of action, and
Sponge proceeded to make a silent estimate of Mulmum in Parv
qualities as he trotted genty along on the grassy side of the somewh
wide road.
‘By Jove! it’s a pity but his lordship had seen him,” thought Spon,
as the emulation of companionship made the horse gradually incre
his pace, and steal forward with the lightest freest action imaginable.
he was but all right,” contdnued Sponge, with a shake of the head, °
would be worth any money, for he has the swength of a dray-hors
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resumed his seat in the saddle, and bechought him how he would show
them the way on the morrow. ‘If he doesn’t beat every horse in the
feld, it shan’t be my fault,” thought he; and thereupon he gave him th
slightest possible touch with the spur, and the horse shot eway up
strip of grass like an arrow.

‘By Jove, but you can go?’ said he, pulling up as the grass ran out upo
the hard road.

Thus he reached the village of Hardington, which he quickl
cleared, and took the well-defined road to Bewley —a road adorme
with mile-stones and set out with a liberal horse-track at either side.

Day had closed ere our friend reached Bewley, but the childre
returning from school, and the country folks leaving their work, kep
assuring him that he was on the right line, 4l the lights of the town
bursting upon him as he rounded the hill above, showed him the end of
his journey. ‘

The best stalls at the head inn — the Bull’s Head — were all full several
trusty grooms having arrived with the usual head-stalls and rolls
clothing on their horses, denoting the object of their mission. Most
che horses had been in some hours, and were now standing well terers
up with straw, while the grooms were in the tap talking over the
masters, discussing the merits of their horses, or arguing whether Lo

Scamperdale was mad or not. They had just come to the conclus
that his lordship was mad, but not incapable of taking care of his affair
when the trampling of Sponge’s horse’s feet drew them out to 58w
was coming next. Sponge’s red coat at once rold his tale, and procure
him the usual attention.

Mr Leather’s fear of the want of clothing for the valuable b
proved wholly groundless, for each groom having come with a plent
supply for his own horse, all the inn stock was at the service of
stranger. The stable, to be sure, was not quite so good as might
desired, but it was warm and watertight, and the corn was far from b
Altogether, Mr Sponge thought he would do very well, and, havi
seen to his horse, proceeded to choose between beef-steaks 2
mutton-chops for his own entertainment, and with the aid of the ol
country paper and some very questionable port, he passed the evenin
in anticipation of the sports of the morrow.

CHAPTER XXX

The Crossroads at Dallington Burn

WHEN HIS LORDSHIP AND Jack mounted their hacks in the morning
to go to the crossroads at Dallington Burn, it was so dark that they
could not see whether they were on bays or browns. It was a dull
m?x:ky day, with heavy spongy clouds overhead. ’
There had been a great deal of rain in the night, and the horses
;}Qached‘ and squashed as they went. Our sportsmen, however, were
prepared as ﬁeﬂ for what had fallen as for what might come; fc:r they
were ezjgcaseé in enormously thick boots, with baggy overalls, and coats
_ and waistcoats of the stoutest and most abundant order. They had each
a sack of gﬁm{:mtﬁ&:h strapped on to their saddle fronts. Thus they
jven't blobbing and gm;.)iﬁg their way along, varying the monotony of
_ the journey by an occgswml spurt of muddy water up into their faces
_ orthe more nerve-trying noise of a floundering stumble over a heap 0%
stones by the roadside. The country people stared with astonishment as
; hghey pa;?eé? a;:d;he muggers and tinkers, who were withdrawing their
_ horses from the farmers’ fields, stood trembling, les i :
‘pollis’ coming after chem, ol st they mighebe the
: q think ic'll be 2 fine day,” observed his lordship, after they had
m};.mpe.d fz?r some dme in silence without its getting much ligher. ‘I
~ ﬁngi{ it will be 2 fine day,” he said, taking his chin out of his great
‘ g.; . d;;gymspotted neckeloth, and turning his spectacled face up to the
“The want of light is its chi ’ ing, ‘i’
| The vane g its chief fault, observed Jack; adding, ‘it’s
. ‘Ah, n:’i} get better of z.hatf observed his lordship. ‘I’s not much after
:;lgh? yet,’ he added, staring at his watch, and with difficulty making out
bat it véas half-past. ‘Days take off rerribly about this time of year, he
observed; ‘T've seen about Christmas when i g
e oy o when it has never been rightly
:Esiey gmn floundered on again for some time further as before
“Shouldn’t wonder if we have a large field,” at length ob Jack
br:ﬂgirig his hack alongside his lordship’s. i eserved Jack
Shouldn’t wonder if Puff himself was to come - all over brooches
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and rings as usual,’ replied his lordship.

‘And Charley Slapp, I'll be bund to say, observed Jack. ‘He’s
regular hanger-on of Puff’s’

‘Ass, that Slapp,” said his lordship; ‘hate the sight of him!”

‘So do I, replied Jack; adding, ‘hate a hanger-on?’

“There are the hounds,’ said his lordship, as they now approached
Culverton Dean, and a line of something white was discernib]
wravelling the zig-zagging road on the opposite side. 1

‘Are they, think you?’ replied Jack, staring through his gres
spectacles; ‘are they, think you? It looks to me more like 2 flock
sheep.’

‘T believe you’re right,’ said his lordship, staring too; ‘indeed, I he;
the dog. The hounds, however, can’t be far ahead’

They then drew into single file to take the broken horse-trad
through the steep woody dean.

“This is the longest sixteen miles I know,” observed Jack, as the
emerged from it, and overtook the sheep.

‘Tt is, replied his lordship, spurring his hack, who was now beginnin
to lag: ‘the fact is, it’s eighteen,” he continued; ‘only if I was to te
Frosty it was eighteen, he would want to lay overnight, and th
wouldn’t do. Besides the trouble and inconvenience, it would spoil th
best part of a five-pund note; and five-pund notes don’t grow upe;
gooseberry-bushes — at least not in my garden.’

‘Rather scarce in all gardens just now, I think,” observed Jack; ‘arle
I never hear of anybody with one to spare.’ 7

‘Money’s like snow,’ said his lordship, ‘a very meltable article; an
talking of snow,’ he said, looking up at the heavy clouds, ‘T wish w
mayn’t be going to have some ~ I don’t like the look of thin,
overhead.

‘Heavy, replied Jack; ‘heavy: however, it’s due about now.’

‘Due or not due,’ said his lordship, ‘it’s a thing one never wishes
come; anybody may have my share of snow that likes — frost too.”

The road, or rather track, now passed over Blobbington Moor, an
our friends had enough to do to keep their horses out of peatholes an
bogs, without indulging in conversation. At length they cleared th
moor, and, pulling out a gap at the corner of the inclosures, cut acros
few fields, and got on to the Stumpingron turnpike.

“The hounds are here,’ said Jack, after studying the muddy road f
s0Ime time.

“They’ll not be there long,” replied his lordship, ‘for Grabtintoll Ga
isn't far ahead, and we don’t waste our substance on pikes.”

His lordship was right. The imprints soon diverged up a muddy lane

T and into

on the right, and our sportsmen now got into a road so deep and

 bottomless as to put the idea of stones quite out of the question.

3 & P - P eyvrlar e 5 : i

' Hang z%‘xe: road! exdfuj'ﬁeé his i:}t{iﬁhx?, as his hack nearly came on

his nose, ‘hang the road!” repeated he, adding, ‘if Puff wasn’t such an

355, 1 really think I'd give him up the crossroad country.’

’ ‘I’s bad to get ar from us,” observed Jack, who didn’t like such
trashing distances.

ATl ] el v :

: Ah', but it’s a rare good country when you get to it,’ replied his
ordship, shortening his rein and spurring his steed.

T %;e lane being ar length cleared, the road became more practicable,

passmi over iaf"geﬁ pastures where a horseman could choose his own

ground, instead of being bound by the narrow limits of the law But

though the road improved, the day did not; a thick fog coming drifting

up from the south-east in aid of the general obscurity of the scene

e 3 i - : :

The day’s gettin’ wauss, observed Jack, snuffling and staring about,
‘It’l{ 33}0@;@’ over,’ replied his lordship, who was not easily disheart-
ened. ‘It’ll blow over,’ repeated he, adding, ‘often rare scents such days
as these. But we must put on,’ continued he, looking at his watch
i ) " - ’
‘for it’s half-past, and we are a mile or more off yet” So saying, he

< M i
clapped spurs to his hack and shot away at a canter, followed by Jack at
2 long-drawn ‘hammer and pincers’ wot.,

A hunt is something like an Assize circuit, where certain great guns
show everywhere, and smaller men drop in here and there, snatching a
éa}fﬁ@r a{k;ne{, as ti‘agz case may be. Sergeant Bluff and Sergeant Huff
tustle and wrangle in every court, while Mr Meeke and Mr Snecke
enjoy their frights on the forensic arenas of their respective towns, on
. it
§§ei;alf of sgmpi? neighbours, xﬂaho look upon them as thorough
So O;ﬁ()ﬂ& o with hunts. Certain men who seem to have been sent
gﬁ f world for the express purpose of hunting, arrive at every meer,
fr o o wi ‘ . . A
nd near, with a punctuality that is wuly surprising, and rarely

associated with pleasure,
It you th@f} to their conversation, it is generally a dissertation on the
previous day’s sport, with enquiries as to the nearest way to cover the
ﬁ& g o " .l » . . " e
; AL smnemes it is seasoned with censure of some other pack they
t;Ws&: een seeing. These men are mounted and appointed in 2 manner
f:hm; shows what a perfect profession hunting is with them. Of course,

€y come cantering to cover, Jest anyone should suppose they ride
their horses on.
S Yol 1. T ’ . . .

The “Crossroads’ was like two hunts or rwo circuits joining, for it
generally drew the picked i ,

: ,,} y € picked men from each, to say nothing of outriggers
an = i g P i
chance customers. The regular artendants of either hunt were
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sufficiently distinguishable as well by the flat hats and baggy garments
of the one, as by the dandified, Jemmy Jessamy air of the other. If a lord
had not been at the head of the Flar Hats, the Puffingron men would
have considered them insufferable snobs. But to our day.
As usual, where hounds have to travel 2 long distance, the field were
assembled before they arrived. Almost all the cantering gentlemen had
castup. .
One crossroad meet being so much like another, it will not be worth
while describing the one at Dallington Burn. The reader will have the
kindness to imagine a couple of roads crossing an open common, with
an armless sign-post on one side, and a rubblestone bridge, with several
of the coping-stones lying in the shallow stream below, on the other.
The country round about, if any country could have been seen,
would have shown wild, open, and cheerless. Here a patch of woed,
there a patch of heath, but its general aspect bare and unfruitful. The
commanding outline of Beechwood Forest was not visible for the
weather. Time now, let us suppose, half-past ten, with a full muster of
horsemen and a fog making unwonted dullness of the scene — the old
sign-pole being the most conspicuous object of the whole.
Hark! what a clamour there is about it. It's like a betting-post 2
Newmarket. How loud the people talk! what's the news? Queen Ann
dead, or is there another French Revolution, or a fixed duty on corn?
Reader, Mr Puffingtor’s hounds have had a run, and the Flat Hat men
are disputing it. ~
‘Nothing of the sort! nothing of the sort!” exclaims Fossick, ‘T know
every yard of the country, and you can’t make more nor eight of 1
anyhow, if eight” :
“Well, but P've measured it on the map, replied the speaker (Charle
Slapp himself), ‘and it’s thirteen, if it’s 2 yard.’ '
“Then the country’s grown bigger since my day,’ rejoins Fossick, ‘fo
1 was dropped at Stubgrove, which is within a mile of where you found
and Dve walked, and I've ridden, and Tve driven every yard of th
distance, and you can’t make it more than eight, if it's as much. Can
you, Capon?’ exclaimed Fossick, appealing to another of the ‘fla
brims,” whose luminous face now shone through the fog.
‘No, replied Capon; adding, ‘not so much, I should say.’
Just then up trotted Frostyface with the hounds.
‘Good-morning, Frosty! good-morning!” exclaim half a dozen voices
that it would be difficult to appropriate from the denseness of the fog
Frosty and the whips make a general salute with their caps. '
“Well, Frosty, I suppose you've heard what a run we had yesterday?
exclaims Charley Slapp, 2s soon 2s Frosty and the hounds are settled

1, ) ol P At . - .
Had they, sir - had they? replies Frosty, with a slight touch of 1:
an and 2 sneer, “Clad ¢ it, si ) hear it Hope they I
cap a sneer. “Glad to hear 1t, sir - glad 1o hear it. Hope thev L+
2panc a sheer, Gtad to hear i sir g1ad to hear it. Hope they killed
sir — hope they killed?” with a still slighter touch of the cap ’
.~ hope hey killed?” light
Kah&ci, g%/g? —killed in the open just below Crabstone
country;’ adding, ‘It was one of your foxes I believe.”
Glad of it s o v e
h :f* it, sir ;g-;lad of it, sir,” replies Frosty. “T'hey wanted blood
sadly — they wanted blood sadly. Quite welcome to one of our foxes
sir — quite welcome. That's a brace and 3 "alf they've killed. 7
Py £ drawle © ; o Y
{fx?gce and ar hawrmx—j ¥ drawls Slapp, in well-feigned disgust; ‘brace
3;{1‘ )i m;r:r»f ~why, it makes them ten brace, and six run to ground.’
P ey 1 1 ) .
C ,1:{{; on't ::ﬁii nee, retorts Frosty, with a shake of disgust; “don’t tel]
?s. EE 10ws better — I knows better. They’d only killed a brace since
gfﬁy‘ ;egai hunting up to yesterday. The rest were all cubs, poor
things! —a s Bo inoel Mr T .
i gs o m{?ﬁ.’, poor things! Mr Puffingron’s hounds are not the sort
o ,%ﬁiunib to kill foxes: nasty, skirtin’, flashy, jealous divils; always
starin’ about for holloas and assistance. I'll be damned if I'd ive
eighteenpence for the “ole lot on ’em.’ ¢
Ad loud guffaj/v from ‘the Flat Hat men greeted this wholes
gjﬂ emnation. 'f he Puffingron men looked unutterable things, and
i @ 3 P 05 y ’ '
there is dnc; saying what disagreeable comparisons might have been
ms;}mz {for the Pa}fﬁngt@mans mustered strong) had not his lordship
and Jack cast up at the moment. Hats i :
X _ 1 - Hats off and politeness was then the
order of the day. i e he
. s ha .
;\/,Egmm , said his }‘01 dship, with a snatch of his hat in return, as he
pulle up and stared into the cloud-enveloped crowd; ‘Mornin’ Fyle
= : 3 g/ . o " . - ’ ’ 5
m@ris.? , g)sm;k, he continued, as he distinguished those worthies a;
much by their hats as anything else. ‘Wi g  he said ¢
3 - "Where are the horsesy’
Frostyface, o heside
£
hjﬁust beyond there, my lord,” replied the huntsman, pointing with his
Whip to where a cockaded servant was ‘to-and-froing’ 2 couple of
hunters — a brown and 2 chesmut. )
. A g ,
: 1‘;22 ; 1};; 5?1’?& ‘sz;;d his lordship, @otting up to them and throwing
Off his hax o o . .
Oh;me o s hack like a sack. Having divested him-self of his muddy
t ra S;y-'e mounted the brown, a splendid sixteen hands horse in tip-
op condition, and again made for the field in all the pride of masterly
;qzﬁs?égm;m.{;& xﬁ(gnemary gleam of sunshine shot o’er the scene: a
Tk of the head acted as a signal o th all d
row off, and away they al
from the meet. ’ yeymored
Thorneybush G i
orse W cover, i i
oo dy : sorse was a large eight-acre cover, formed partly of
ifé aﬂh partly 95 stunted blackthorn, with here and there a sprinkling
. gat(: ﬁr's‘ His lordship paid two pound a-year for i, having vainly
e , . P NS 11 H :
to get it for thirty shillings, which was about the actual value of

{”1 -
ALECTL, 1 youy

ale
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the land, but the proprietor claimed a littde compensation for th
trampling of horses about it; moreover the Puffington men would ha

taken it at two pounds. It was a sure find, and the hounds dashed int

with a scent.

The field ranged themselves at the accustomed corner, both hune
full of their previous day’s run. Frostyface’s ‘Yoicks, wind him? “Yoicks

push him up!’ was drowned in a medley of voices.
A loud clear shrill “Tariv-so, away! from th

the excitement! Fach hunt was derermined to take the shine outof th
other.
“Twang, twang, twang!” ‘Tweet, tweet, rweer!” went his Jordship’s am

Frostyface’s horns, as they came bounding over the gorse to the spor,
with the eager pack rushing at their horses’ heels. Then, as the hounds

crossed the line of scent, there was such an outburst of melody in cove

and such gathering of reins and thrusting on of hats outside! The

hounds dashed out of cover as if somebody was kicking them. A man |

scarlet was seen flying through the fog, producing the usual hold
hardings, ‘Hold hard, sir!” ‘God bless you, hold hard, sir”” with enquiries

as to ‘who the chap was that was going to catch the fox.”
‘It’s Lumpleg!” exclaimed one of the Flar Hat men.
“No, it's not!’ roared a Puffingtonite; ‘Lumpleg’s here.’

“Then it's Charley Slapp; he’s always doing it,” rejoined the first

speaker. ‘Most jealous man in the world”’
“Is he!” exclaimed Slapp, cantering past at his ease on a thoroug
bred grey, as if he could well afford to dispense with a start.

Reader! it was neither Lumpleg nor Slapp, nor any of the Puffington
snobs, or Flat Hat swells, or Puffington Swells, or Flat Hat snobs. It
was our old friend Sponge; Monsieur Tonson again! Having arrived
late, he had posted himself, unseen, by the cover side, and the fox had
broke close to him. Unfortunately, he had headed him back, and a
pretry kettle of fish was the result. Not only had he headed him back,
bur the resolute chestnut, having taken it into his head o run away, ha
snatched the bit between his teeth, and carried him to the far side of 2

semicircle, and face the now flying sportsmen, who came hurrying on
through the mist like a charge of yeomanry after a salute. All was
excitement, hurry-scurry, and horse-hugging, with the usual spurring,
elbowing, and exertion to get into places; Mr Fossick considering he

had as much right to be before Mr Fyle, as Mr Fyle had to be befo
old Capon.
It apparently being all the same to the chesmut whic

e far side of the cove
caused all tongues to stop, and all hands to drop on the reins. Great wa

h way he went so
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long as h; had his run, he now bore Sponge back as quickly as he had
carried ium away, and with yawning mouth, and head in the air. he
dashed right at the coming horsemen, charging Lord Scamperdaleyfuﬂ
tilt as he was in the act of returning his horn to its case. Great was the
coﬂisign! His lordship flew one way, his horse another, his hat a third

his wh»;.p 2 fourth, hls spectacles a fifth; in fact, he was scatrered all 0%1"?
iﬁ;@ ﬁé@;t he lay in the centre of a circle, kicking on his back like a
‘Oh! I'm kilt” he roared, stiking out as if he was SWimnming, or
rather floating. ‘T'm kilt”” he repeated. “He’s broken my back — ize’s
broken my legs — he’s broken my ribs — he’s broken my collar-bone -
he’s knocked my right eye into the heel of my left boot. Oh! will
nobody catch him and kill him? Will nobody do for him? Will you see
an English nobleman knocked about like 2 nine-pin?’ added ‘his
lardsj‘m}:f, scrambling up to go in pursuit of Mr Sponge himself,

exclaiming, as he stood shaking his fist at him, ‘Rot ye, sir! bangin’s zo;

good for ye! You should be condemned to hunt in Berwickshire the vest of your

life!

CHAPTER XXXI

Bolting the Badger

WHEN 4 MaN AND His HogsE differ seriously in public, and the man
feels the horse has the best of it, it is wise for the man to appear to
acgommodate his views to those of the horse, rather than risk 2 defeat
Itis best to let the horse go his way, and pretend it is yours. There is n(;
secret so close as that between a rider and his horse,

w Spe{ige, having scattered Lord Scamperdale in the summary way
d§scmbed in our last chapter, let the chestnut gallop away, consoling
%umself‘ with the idea that even if the hounds did hunt, i; would be
impossible for him to know his horse to advantage on so dark and
unfavourable a day. He, therefore, just let the beast gallop tll he began
0 gagt,;nd th?{n h};e s:gum*ed him and made him gallop on his account.

€ thus ook his change out of i i :
e o o0k b cha Ige ut of him, and arrived at Jawleyford Court

Brief as had been his absence, things had undergone a great change.

field ere Sponge managed to manceuvre him round on a very liberal
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elegance, as our friend set up to be. The delicate enquiry ¢
Jawleyford now made, as to ‘whether he knew Mr Sponge Z %}eai >
of fortune,’ set him off at 2 tangent. =

‘Me gnaw he’s a man of forrune! ] know nothing of his forune. Yo
ﬁsi:ted him here, not me,” exclaimed Jawleyford, stamping furiously. :

No, myndean’ replied Mrs Jawleyford, mildly; ‘he asked himself, you
%ngOW; but I thoz;%gizt? ?érhaps, you might have said something that =’

ME say z}nythmgf’ interrupted Jawleyford; ‘7 never said anything ¢
least, 'no::.hm’g tha‘;c any man with a partcle of sense would think
anythg}gy of, ﬁogt{n‘ued he, remembering the scene in the hilliard-
YOOI i?: s one thing to tell a man, if he comes your way, you'll be glad
t0 see him, and another to ask him to come bag and baggage, as this
ﬂﬂpﬁdﬁﬁlt Mr Sponge has done,” added he, ’

‘ Cﬁ'rmmiy,’ replied Mrs Jawleyford, who saw where the shoe was
pinching her bear,

‘T wish .he was off,” observed Jawleyford, after a pause. ‘He bothers
me ex(fesszveiy - I'll try and get rid of him by saying we are going from
home, “

:Where can you say we are going to?’ asked Mrs Jawleyford.

- ‘Oh, anywhergj replied Jawleyford; ‘he doesn’t know the people

abgu; here}; the};} zwkegimrys, the Woolertons, the Browns — anybody.’

etore they had got any definite plan of proceedi

Sponge returned from the chase. ’ e g, Mo

Ah’. my dear sir!” exclaimed Jawleyford, half gaily, half moodily,

extending a couple of fingers as Sponge entered his study; ‘we thought

you had taken French leave of us, and were off

;\/{r Sfpgﬁge asked if his groom had not delivered his note.

1 No, ra;z}hed J;awieyford, boldly, though he had it in his pocker; ‘at

a?dgzi }%{;ﬁf nat I've seen. Mrs Jawleyford, perhaps, may have got jt,

‘Indeed? exdaimed Sponge; ‘it was very idle of him. He then

-gm}z:ezd%ed o dztail 0 Jawleyford what the reader already knows, how
¢ had lost his day ar Larkhall Hill, and had tried to mak it

going to the crossroads. o foriby

“Ah!” exclaimed ji;Willeyfcrd5 when he was done; ‘that’s a pity — great

pnfy ~ IMOonstrous pity - never knew anything so unlucky in my life.
él‘s’hs{l’ortune’s will happen,” replied Sponge, in a tone of unconcern.

| ?h};;t \gfasn t ig much the loss of the hunt I was thinking of,’ replied

awleytord, ‘as the arrangements we have made i tence of

hinking you were yonn: ade I consequence of

‘What are they?’ asked Sponge.

Certain dark hints respecting his ways and means had worked their way
from the servants' hall to my lady’s chamber, and into the upper
regions generally. These had been augmented by Leather’s, the trusty
groom’s, overnight visit, in fulfilment of his engagement to sup with
the servants, Nor was Mr Leather’s anger abated by the unceremoni-
ous way Mr Sponge rode off with the horse, leaving him to hear of his
departure from the ostler. Having broken faith with him, he consid-
ered it his duty to be ‘upsides’ with him, and tell the servants all he
knew about him. Accordingly he let out, in swrict confidence of course,
to Spigot, that so far from Mr Sponge being a gentleman of “fortin,’ a5
he called it, with a dozen or two hunters planted here and there, he was
nothing but the hirer of a couple of hacks, with himself as a job-groom,
by the week. Spigot, who was on the best of terms with the ‘cook-
housekeeper,” and had his clothes washed on the sly in the laundry,
could not do less than communicate the intelligence to her, from
whom it went to the lady’s-maid, and thence circulated in the upper
regions.

Juliana, the maid, finding Miss Amelia less indisposed to hear Mr
Sponge run down than she expected, proceeded to add her own
observadions to the information derived from Leather, the groom.
‘Indeed, she couldn’t say that she thought much of Mr Sponge herself
his shirts were coarse, so were his pocket-handkerchiefs; and she never
yet saw a real gent without a valet.”

Amelia, without any positive intenton of giving up Mr Sponge, at
least not until she saw further, had nevertheless got an idea that she was
destined for a much higher sphere. Having duly considered all the
circumstances of Mr Spraggon’s visit to Jawleyford Court, conned over
several mysterious coughs and half-finished sentences he had indulged
in, she had about come to the conclusion that the real object of his
mission was to negotiate a matrimonial alliance on behalf of Lord
Scamperdale. His lordship’s constantly expressed intention of getting
married was well calculated to mislead one whose experience of the
world was not sufficiently great to know that those men who are always
talking about it are the least likely to get married, just as men who are
always talking about buying horses are the men who never do buy
themn. Be that, however, as it may, Amelia was tolerably easy about Mz
Sponge. If he had money she could take him, if he hadn’t she could le
him alone. ~

Jawleyford, too, who was more hospitable at a distance, and in
imagination than in reality, had had about enough of our friend
Indeed, 2 man whose talk was of hunting, and his reading Mogg, was
not likely to have much in common with a gentleman of taste ant
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“Why, my Lord Barker, a great friend of ours — known him from 4
boy — just like brothers, in short — sent over this morning to ask ug'all
there — shooting party, charades, that sort of thing — and we accepted.”.

‘But that need make no difference,’ replied Sponge; ‘Tll go too.”

Jawleyford was taken aback. He had not calculated upon so much
coolness, ~

“Well,” stammered he, ‘that might do, to be sure; but ~ if —~Tminee
quite sure that I could take anyone -’

‘But if you're as thick as you say, you can have no difficulty,” replied
our friend. _

“True, replied Jawleyford; ‘but then we go a large party ourselves -
two and two's four, said he, ‘to say nothing of servants; besides, his
lordship mayn’t have room — house will most likely be full.

‘Oh, 2 single man can always be put up; shake-down — anything does
for him,’ replied Sponge.

‘But you would lose your hunting, replied Jawleyford. ‘Barkington
Tower is quite out of Lord Scamperdale’s country.’

“That doesn’t matter, replied Sponge; adding, ‘I don’t think T
rrouble his lordship much more. These Flat Hat gentlemen are no
over and above civil, in my opinion.’

“Well,” replied Jawleyford, nettled at this thwarting of his actempt
‘that’s for your consideration. However, as you've come, 'l talk ro Mir
Jawleyford, and see if we can get off the Barkington expedition.

‘But don’t get off on my account,’ replied Sponge. ‘I can stay her
quite well. I dare say you'll not be away long.’

This was worse sdll; it held out no hope of geting rid of him

Jawleyford therefore resolved to try and smoke and starve him out

When our friend went to dress, he found his old apartment, the state
room, put away, the heavy brocade curtains brown-hollanded, the jug
wurned upside down, the bed stripped of its clothes, and the looking
glass laid a-top of it.

The smirking housemaid, who was just rolling the fire-irons up i

the hearth-rug, greeted him with 2 ‘Please, sir, we've shifted you inte
the brown room, east, leading the way to the condemned cell that

Jack’ had occupied, where a newly-lit fire was puffing out dense cloud

of brown smoke, obscuring even the gilt letters on the back of Mogg’s.

Cab Fares, as the lirtle volume lay on the toilet-table.

“What's happened now?’ asked our friend of the maid, pucting his
arm round her waist, and giving her a hearty squeeze. ‘What's

happened now, that yow've put me into this dog-hole?” asked he.

‘Oh! 1 don’t know,’ replied she, laughing; ‘I s'pose they're afraid

yowll bring the old rotten curtins down in the other room wit
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qmokin’. Master’s a sad old wife,” added she.

A great change had come over everything. The fare, the lights, the
footmen, the everything, underwent grievous diminution. The lamps
_ were extinguished; and the transparent wax gave way 1o Palmer’s
g@xﬁp&sﬁt@sg under the mild influence of whose uﬁsearajhing light the
young ladies sported their dashed dresses with impunity. Ceméeﬁﬁ&n
berween therm, indeed, was abour an end. Amelia claimed Mr Sponge,
should he be worth having, and should the Scamperdale scheme fail;
_while Emily, having her mamma’s assurance that he would not do for
either of them, resigned herself complacently to what she could not
help.

Mr Sponge, on his part, saw that all things portended a close. He
cared nothing about the old willow-pattern set usurping the place of
the Jawleyford-armed china; but the contents of the dishes were bad,
and the wine, if possible, worse. Most palpable Marsala did duty for
sherry, and the corked port was again in requisition. Jawleyford was no
longer the brisk, cheery-hearted Jawleyford of Laverick Weﬁs, but a
crusty, fidgetry, fire-stirring sore of fellow, desperately given to his
Morning Post, )

Worst of all, when Mr Sponge retired to his den to smoke a cigar and
study his dear Cab Fares, he was so suffocated with smoke that he was
obliged to put out the fire, notwithstanding the weather was cold, indeed
inclining to frost. He lit his cigar notwithstanding; and, as he indulged in
it, he ran all the circumstances of his situation through his mind. His
pressing invitation - his magnificent reception — the attention of the
ladies — and now the sudden change everything had wken. He couldn’t
make it out, somehow; but the consequences were plain enough. “The
feﬁ@'w’s a humbug,’ at length said he, throwing the cigar-end away, and
turning into bed, when the information Watson the keeper gave him, on
arriving recurred to his mind, and he was satisfied that Jawleyford was a
h‘gi‘;lbug. It was clear Mr Sponge had made a mistake in coming; the best
thing he could do now was to back out, and see if the fair Amelia would
Fakf: itto heart. In the midst of his cogitations Mr Puffington’s pressing
invitation occurred to his mind, and it appeared to be the very thing for
him, affording him an immediate asylum within reach of the fair lady,
should she be likely to die. }
INext day he wrote to volunteer a visit.

Mr Puffingron, who was stll in ignorance of our friend’s real
character, and still believed him to be 2 second ‘Nimrod’ our on 4
‘tour,” was overjoyed at his letter; and, strange to relate, the same post
that brought his answer jumping at the proposal, brought a letter from
Lord Scamperdale to Jawleyford, saying that, ‘as soon as Jawleyford




6E’s SPORTING TOUR

er) he would like to pay him 2 visig)
lordship, we shoulg i the reader, nowwithstanding his rece
mishap, still held out against Jack Spraggon’s recommendation to g
rid of Mr Sponge by buying his horses, and he determined o fry
experiment first. His lordship thoughe at one dme of entering into
expiaﬁatmn, telling Mr Jawleyford the damage Sponge had done him
and the nuisance he was entailing upon him by harbourmg him: b
not being a great scholar, end several hard words warning up that
lordship could not well clear in the spelling, he just confined himself ¢
a laconic; which as 1t turned out, was 2 most fortunate course. Indeed
he had another difficulty besides the spelling, for the hounds having a¢
usual had 2 grear run after Mr Sponge had floored him ~ knocked ki
right eye into the heel of his left boot, as he said ~ in the course g
which run his lordship’s horse had rolled over him on a road, he was
like the railway people — unable to distinguish between capital an
mecome ~ unable to say which were Sponge’s bangs and which his own
50, like a hard cricket-ball sort of a man as he was, he just pocketed ol
and wrote as we have described. v
His lordship’s and Mr Puffingron’s letrers diffused joy into a house
that seemed likely to be distracred with wouble.
So then endeth our thirdeth chapter, and a very pleasant ending it is
for we leave everyone in perfect good humour and spirits. Spong,
pleased at having gor a fresh billet, Jawleyford delighted at the comiin
of the lord, and each fair lady practising in private how to sign he
chrisdan name in conjuncdon with ‘Scamperdale.

was quite glone (scg

CHAPTER XXXII

My Puffington; or The Young Man About Town

Mr PurriNeTON took the Mangeysterne, now the Hanby hounds,
because he thought they would give him consequence. Not that he was
particularly deficient in that article; but being a new man in the county,
he thought that taking them would make him popular, and give him
standing. He had no narural inclination for huntng, but seeing friends
who had no taste for the rurf take upon themselves the responsibility of
stewardships, he saw no reason why he should not make 2 similar

MR SPQN{}EE SPORTING TOUR 167
gicrifice ar the shrine of Diana. Indeed, Puff was not bred for a
gportsman. His father, 2 most estimable man, and one with whom we

_ hgve spent many a convivial evening, was a great starchmaker ar
_ Stepney; and his mother was the daughter of an eminent Worcester-

shire stone-china maker. Save such ludicrous hunts as they might have

 seen on their brown jugs, we do not believe either of them had any
 scquaintance whatever with the chase. Old Puffington was, however,

what a wise heir esteems a grear deal more — an excellent man of
business, and amassed mountains of money. To see his establishment
st Stepney, one would think the whole world was going to be starched.
Enormous dock-tailed dray-horses emerged with ponderous waggons
heaped up to the very skies, while others would come rumbling in,
laden with wheat, poratoes, and other starch-making ingredients.
Puffingron’s blue roans were well known abour town, and were
considered the handsomest horses of the day; quite equal to Barclay
and Perkins’s piebalds.

Old Puffington was not like a sportsman. He was a little, soft, rosy,
round-about man, with stff resolute legs that did not look as if they
could be bent to a saddle. He was great, however, in 2 gig, and slouched
like 2 sack.

Mrs Puffington, née Smith, was 2 tall handsome woman, who
thought a good deal of herself. When she and her spouse married, they
lived close to the manufactory, in a sweet little villa replete with every
elegance and convenience - a pond, which they called a lake —
laburnums without end; a yew, clipped into a dock-tailed waggon
horse; standing for three horses and gigs, with an acre and a half of land
for a cow.

Old Puffington, however, being unable to keep those dearest
documents of a Brigsh merchant, his balance-sheets, to himself, and
Mrs Puffington finding a considerable sum going to the ‘good’ every
year, insisted, on the birth of their only child, our friend, wpon
migrating to the ‘west,” as she called it, and at one bold stoke they
established themselves in Heathcote Street, Mecklenburgh Square.
Novelists had not then written this part down as ‘Mesopotamia,’ and it
was quite as gentee] as Harley or Wimpole Street are now. Their chief
object then was to increase their wealth and make their only son ‘a
gentleman.” They sent him to Eton, and in due time to Christ Church,
where, of course, he established a red coat, 1o persecute Sir Thomas
Mostyn’s and the Duke of Beaufort’s hounds, much to the annoyance
of their respective huntsmen, Stephen Goodall and Philip Payne, and
the aggravation of poor old Griff. Lloyd.

What berween the field and college, young Puffington made the




