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antlers. Now then, hold yourselves well together; for the honour of Westmacott 
Grange, let nobody fall off. Come round this way, that stone wall is too much 
for you ; here is an easy opening. 

Why, Jack, you were nearly over that time; your horse stumbled in a rabbit 
hole, did he? Look out for rabbit holes, children, we are just now in the centre 
of a large warren. Yonder the hunters go right through that mass of bracken. 
Whip up those fat little ponies of yours, boys. 

Follow me, this is a short cut ; look out for your heads as we pass under 
the trees, and take care of your skirts, girls, or they will be torn by the brambles. 

Here we are, right in the midst of everything ; the old stag is getting tired 
with his long run. See, he is standing at bay, and the dogs are closing round 
him. I don’t care to see the end of this, so we will bid good-bye to all these 
excited hunters, Rufus, Henry, and the rest, and canter quietly back to our babes 
in the wood. 

Here they are, as safe and as sound as we left them. 
Just tether up your ponies with a good long rein to those trees, so’ that 

they may have their feed of the rich green grass. Jack, Charley, Tommy, run 
down with these pails to that pond yonder, and fetch them some water, they 
must be very thirsty after their long run. 

And now for lunch. 

Of course I have thought about lunch. Open the locker of that waggonette, 
not there! this one; here is everything we want to make us happy and comfortable; 
spread it out on the grass. Hark! I hear the horns sounding, they have found 
another stag, a very long way off, judging from the faintness of the sound. 

And now you are all satisfied, you can go and wander about until you hear 
Jack play “ Home, sweet home” on his cornet, and then you must come back 
here, for it will be time to start for home. 

Children, look, here is an old ruined church, overgrown with ivy, and moss, 
and ferns, and beautiful even in its decay ; this was one of the churches that I 
told you the Conqueror had destroyed, and all around us, judging from the 
fragments of ivy clad walls that we see about us, was at one time a Bigspctous 
village. 

Now for a game of hide and seek. 

Well, we have had a pleasant day, haven’t we? I hear “Home, sweet 
home” sounding out, so we must all wend our way back to the glade, and start


