LOVE SYMPTOMS.

T will now begin to sigh, read poets, look pale, go neatly.
and be most apparently in love.
MARSTON.

1 sHourD not be surprised if we should have
another pair of turtles at the Hall, for Master
Simon has informed me, in great confidence,
that he suspects the general of some design
upon the susceptible heart of Lady Lillycraft.
1 have, indeed, noticed a growing attention
and courtesy in the veteran towards her
ladyship ; he softens very much in her com-
pa;n}',jslits by her at table, and entertains her
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with long stories about Seringapatam, and
pleasant anecdotes of the Mulligatawney
Clab. I haveeven seen him presenther with
a full-blown rose from the hot-house, in a
style of the most captivating gallantry, and
it was accepted with great suavity and gra-
ciousness ; for her ladyship delights in Te-
ceiving the homage and attention of the sex.

Indeed, the general was one of the earliest
admirers that dangled in her train during
her short reign of beauty ; and they flirted
together for half a season in London, some
thirty or forty years since. She reminded
him lately, in the course of conversation,
about former days, of the time when he used
to ride a white horse, and to canter so
gallantly by the side of her carriage in Hyde
Park ; whereupon I have remarked that the
veteran has regularly escorted her since,
when she rides out on horseback; and I
suspect he almost persnades himself that he
makes as captivating an appearance as in his
youthful days.

T would be an interesting and memorable
circumstance in the chronicles of Cupid, if
this spark of the tender passion, after lying
dormant for such a length of time, should
again be fanned into a flame from amidst the
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ashes of two burnt-out hearts, It would ba
an instant of perdurable fidelity, worthy of
being placed beside those recorded in one of
the squire’s favorite tomes, commemorating
the constancy of the olden times ; in which
times we are told, ‘‘men and wymmen
coulde love togyders seven yeres, and no
licours lustes were betwene them, and thenne
was love, trouthe, and feythfulness ; and lo
in Iyke wyse was used love in Kyng Arthurs
dayes.” *

Still, however, this may be nothing but a
little venerable flirtation, the general being a
veteran dangler, and the good lady habituated
to these kind of attentions. Master Simon,
on the other hand, thinks the general is look-
ing about him with the wary eye of an old
campaigner ; and now that he is on the wane,
jg desirous of getting into wasm winter
quarters.

Much allowance, however, must be made
for Master Simon’s uneasiness on the subject,
for he looks on Lady Lillycraft’s house as one
of the strongholds where he is lord of the
ascendant ; and, with all his admiration of
the general, I much doubt whether he would

= Mort d’Arthur.
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like to see him lord of the lady and the es-
tablishment.

There are certain other symptoms, noswith-
standing, that give an air of probability to
Master Simon’s intimations. Thus, for in-
stance, I have observed that the general has
been very assiduous in his attentions to her
ladyship’s dogs, and has several times exposed
his fingers to imminent
jeopardy in attempt-
ing to pat Beauty on
the head. Itis to be
hoped his advances fo
the mistress will be i
more favorably receiv- i
ed, as all his overtures {
towards a caress are
greeted by the pestilent
little cur with a wary
kindling of the eye,
and a most venomous
growl. He has, more-
over, been very complaisant towards the
lady’s gentlewoman, the immaculate Mrs.
Hannah, whom he used to speak of in a way
that I do not choose to mention. Whether
gshe has the same suspicions with Master
Simon or not, I cannot say ; but she receives
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his ecivilities with no better grace than the
implacable Beauty ; unserewing her mouth
into a most acid smile, and looking as though
she could bite a piece out of him. In short,
the poor general seems to have as formi-
dable foesto contend with asa hero of ancient
fairy tale, who had to fight his way to hisen-
chanted prineess through ferocious monsters
of every kind, and to encounter the brim-
stone terrors of some fiery dragon.

There is still another circumstance which
inclines me to give very considerable credif
to Master Simon’s suspicions. Lady Lilly-
eraftis very fond of quoting poetry, and the
conversation often turns upon it, on which
occasions the general is thrown completely
out. Ithappened the other day thatSpenser’s
Fairy Queen was the theme for the great part
of the morning, and the poor general sat per-
fectly silent. I found him not long affer in
the library with spectacles on nose, a book in
his hand, and fast asleep. On my approach
he awoke, slipped the spectacles infto his
pocket, and began to read very attentively.
After a little while he put a paper in the place,
and laid the volume aside, which I perceived
was the Fairy Queen. I have had the curios-
ity to watch how he got on in his poetical

¢ Asleep when he reads.”
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studies ; but though I have repeatedly seen
him with the book in his hand, yet I find the
paper has not advanced above three or four
pages ; the general being extremely apt o
fall asleep when he reads.




FALCONRY.

Ne is there hawk which mantleth on her perch,
Whether high tow’ring or aceousting low,
But I the measure of her flight doe search,
And all her prey and all her diet know.
SPENSER.

THERE are several grand sources of lamen-
tation furnished to the worthy squire by the
improvement of society, and the grievous ad-
vancement of knowledge ; among which there
is none, I believe, that causes him more fre-
quent regret than the unfortunate invention
of gunpowder. To this he continually traces
the decay of some favorite custom, and, in-
deed, t}ligz general downfall of all chivalrous
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and romantic usages. ‘“ English soldiers,” he
says, ‘‘ have never been the men they were in
the days of the cross-bow and the long-bow ;
when they depended upon the strength of the
arm, and the English archer could draw a
cloth-yard shaft fo the head. These were
the times when, at the battles of Cressy,
Poictiers, and Agineourt, the French chivalry
was completely destroyed by the bowmen of
England. The yeomanry, too, have mever
been what they were, when, in times of peace,
they were constantly exercisedawith the bow,
and archery was a favorite holiday pas-
time.”

Among the other evils which have followed
in the train of this fatal invention of gun-
powder, the squire classesithe total decline of
the noble art of falconry. *‘Shooting,” he
says, ‘‘is a skulking, treacherous, solitary
sport in comparison ; but hawking was agal-
lant, open, sunshiny recreation ; it was the
generous sport of hunting carried into the
skies.”

¢ It was, moreover,” he says, ‘‘ according to
Braithewaite, the stately amusement of high
and mounting spirits ; for, as the old Welsh
proverb affirms, in those fimes * You might
know a gentleman by his hawk, horse, and
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greyhound.” Indeed, a cavalier was seldom
geen abroad without his hawk on his fist;
and even a lady of rank did not think herself
completely equipped, in riding forth, unless
she had her tassel-gentel held by jesses on her
delicate hand. It was thought in those ex-
cellent days, according to an old writer,
¢ quite sufficient for noblemen to winde their
horn, and to carry their hawke fair; and
leave study and learning to the children of
mean people.’”

Knowing the good squire’s hobby, there-
fore, I have not been surprised at finding
that among the various recreations of former
times which he has endeavored fo revive in
the little world in which he rules, he has be-
stowed great attention on the noble art of
falconry. In thishe of course has been sec-
onded by his indefatigable coadjutor, Master
Simon : and even the parson has thrown con-
siderable light on their labors, by various
hints on the subject, which he has met with
in old English works. As to the precious
work of that famous dame, Julianna Barnes ;
the Gentleman’s Academie, by Markham ;
and the other well-known treatises that were
the manuals of ancient sportsmen, they have
them at their fingers’ ends: but they have
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more especially studied some old tapestry in
the house, whereon is represented a party of
cavaliers and stfately dames, with doublets,
caps, and flaunting feathers, mounted on
horse, with attendants on foof, all in ani-
mated pursuit of the game.

The squire has discountenanced the killing
of any hawks in his neighborhood, but gives
a liberal bounty for all that are brought him
alive ; so that the Hall is well stocked with
all kinds of birds of prey. On these he and
Master Simon have exhausted their pafience
and ingenuity, endeavoring to ‘‘reclaim”
them, as it is termed, and to train them up
for the sport ; but they have met with con-
tinual checks and disappointments. Their
feathered school has turned out the most in-
tractable and graceless scholars ; nor is it the
least of their trouble to drill the retainers who
were to act as ushers under them, and to take
immediate charge of these refractory birds.
Old Christy and the gamekeeper both, for a
time, set their faces against the whole plan of
education ; Christy baving been netiled ab
hearing what he termsa wild-goose chase
put on & par with a fox-hunt ; and the game-
keeper having always been accustomed to
look upon hawks as arrant poachers, which
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it was his duty to shoot down, and, nail, in
terrorem, against the out-houses,

Christy has at length taken the matter in
hand, but has done still more mischief by his
intermeddling. He is as positive and wrong-

headed about this as he is about hunting.
Master Simon has continual dispufes with
him as to feeding and training the hawks.
He reads to him long passages from the old
authors I have mentioned ; but Christy, who
cannof read, has a sovereign contempt for all
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book-knowledge, and persists in treating the ’

hawks according to his own notions, which
are drawn from his experience, in younger
days, in rearing of game cocks.

The consequence is, that, between these
jarring systems, the poor birds have had a
most trying and unhappy time of it. Many
have fallen victims to Christy’s feeding and
Master Simon’s physicking ; for the Ixtter has
gone to work secundum artem, and/Zas; given
them all the vomitings and scouringslaid down
in the books ; never were poor hawks so fed
and physicked before. Others have been lost
by being but half ‘reclaimed,’ or tamed ; for
on being taken into the field they have ‘ raked”
after the game quite out of hearing of the
call, and never returned to school.

All these disappointments had been petty,
yet sore grievances to the squire, and had
made him to despond about success. He has
lately, however, been made happy by the re-
ceipt of a fine Welsh falcon, which Master
Simon terms a stately highflyer. It isa pres-
ent from the squire’s friend, Sir Watkyn

“Williams Wynn ; and is, no doubt, a descend-

ant of some ancient line of Welsh princes of
the air, that have long lorded it over their
kingdom of clouds, from Wynnstay to the

r




very snmmit of Snowdon, or the brow of
Penmanmawr. Kversince the squire received
this invaluable present, he has been as impa-
tient to sally forth and make proof of it, as
was Don Quixote to assay his suib of armor.
There have been some demurs as to whether
the bird was in proper health and training ;
but these have been overruled by the wvehe-
ment desire to play with a new toy ; and it
has been determined, right or wrong, in sea-
son or out of season, to havea day’s sport in
hawking to-morrow.

The Hall, as usual, whenever the squire is
about to make some new gally on his hobby,
isall agog withthe thing. Miss Templeton,
who is brought up in reverence for all her
guardian’s humors, has proposed to be of the
party, and Lady Liltycraft has talked also, of
riding out to the scene of action and lookibg
on. This has gratified the old gentleman ex-
tremely ; he hails it as an auspicious omen of
therevival of falconry, and does not despair
but the time will come when it will be again
the pride of a fine lady to carry about a noble
falcon in preference to a parrot or a lapdog.

I have amused myself with the bustliing
preparations of that busy spirit, Master
Simon, and the continual thwartings he re-
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ceives fr_om that genuine son of a pepper-bo
old Christy. They have had half p&I:B d %
consultations about how the hawk is t;’z;};
prepared for the morning’s sport. Old Nim
rolfi, ZS usual, has always got in a pet upox;
:vh : c _Master Supon has invariably gi;'en up
- W;:;Jmt., oli)servmg in a good-humored tone
= § x:ire , have it your own way, Christy :
y don’t put yourself in a passion ;” a reply’

which always nettles th
e ol 1
B e d man ten times




HAWKING.

The soaring hawk, from flst that flies,
Her faleoner doth eonstrain
Sometimes to range the ground about
To find her out again ;
And if by sight, or sound of bell,
His falcon he may see,
Wo ho ! he eries with cheerful voice—

The gladdest man is he.
HANDEFULL OF PLEASANT DELITES.

AT an early hour this morning the Hall
was in a bustle, preparing for the sfpm_-t of the
I heard Master Simon whistling and
atb sunrise, as he

day. 5

ginging under my window :

waz preparing the jesses for the hawk’s legs,
130
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and could distinguish now and then a stanza
of one of his favorite old ditties :

“In peascod time, when hound to horn
Gives note that buck be killed ;
And little boy with pipe of corn
Is tending sheep a-fleld,” ete.

A hearty breakfast, well flanked by cold
meats, was served up in the great hall. The
whole garrison of retainers and hangers-on
werein motion, reinforced by volunteer idlers
from the village. The horses were led up
and down before the door ; everybody had
something to say and something to do, and
hurried hither and thither ; there was a dire-
ful yelping of dogs; some that were to ac-
company us being eager to set off, and others
that were to stay at home being whipped back
to their kennels. - In short, for once, the good
squire’s mansion might have been taken as a&
good specimen of one of the rantipole estab-
lishments of the good old feudal times.

Breakf{ast being finished, the chivalry of
the Hall prepared to take the field. The fair
Julia was of the party, in a hunting-dress,
with a light plume of feathers in her riding-
hat. Asshe mounted her favorite Galloway,
Iremarked, with pleasure, that old Christy




forgot his usual crustiness, and hastened to
adjust her saddle and bridle. He touched
his cap asshe smiled on him and thanked him;
and then, locking round at the other attend-
ants, gave a knowing nod of his head, in
which I read pride and exultation at the
charming appearance of his pupil:

Tady Lillycraft had likewise determined
to witness the sport. She was dressed in her
broad white beaver, tied under the chin, and
a riding habit of the last century. She rode
her sleek, ambling pony, whose mofion was
as easy as a rocking-chair; and was gal-
lantly escorted by the general, who looked
not unlike one of the doughty heroes in the
old prints of the battle of Blenheim. The
parson, likewise, accompanied her on the
other side; for this was alearned amusement
in which he took great interest ; and, indeed,
had given much counsel, from his knowledge
of old customs.

At length everything was arranged, and oft
w. set from the Hall. The exercise on horse-
back puts one in fine spirits; and the scene
was gay and animating. The young men of
the family accompanied Miss Templeton.
She sat lightly and gracefully in her saddle,
her plumes dancing and waving in the air -
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and the group had a charming effect as they
appeared and disappeared among the trees,
cantering along with the bounding animation
of youth. The squire and Master Simon
rode together, accompanied by old Christy
mounted on Pepper. The latter bore the
hawk on his fist, as he insisted the bird was
most accustomed to him. There was arabble
rout on foot, composed of refainers from the
Hall, and some idlers from the village, with
two or three spaniels for the purpose of start-
ing the game.

A kind of corps de reserve came on quietly
in the rear, composed of Lady Lillyeraft,
General Harbottle, the parson, and a fab
footman. Her ladyship ambled gently along
on her pony, while the general, mounted on
a tall hunter, looked down upon her with an
air of the most protecting gallantry.

For my part, being no sportsman, I kept
with thislast party, or rather lagged behind,
that I mighttake in the whole picture ; and
the parson occasionally slackened his pace
and jogged on in company with me.

The sport led us at some distance from the
Hall. in a soft meadow reeking with the
moist verdure of spring. A httle river ran
through it, bordered by willows, which had
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put forth their tender early foliage. The
sportsmen were in quest of herons, which
were said to keep about this stream.

There was some dispufing already among
the leaders of the sport. The squire, Master
Simon, and old Christy, came every now and
then to a pause, to consult together, like the
field officers in an army ; and I saw, by

certain motions of the head, that Christy was
as positive as any olc wrong-headed German
commander.

As we were prancing up this quiet meadow
every sound we made was answered by adis-
tinet echo, from the sunny wall of an old
building that lay on the opposite margin of
the stream ;and I paused to listen to the

Fawking. 135

t gpirit of a sound,” which seems to love
such quiet and beautiful places. The parson
informed me that this was the ruin of an
ancient grange, and was supposed by the
country people to be haunted by a dobbie, &
kind of rural sprite, something like Robin-
Goodfellow. They often fancied the echo to
be the voice of the dobbie answering them,
and were rather shy of disturbing it after
dark. He added, that the squire was very
careful of this ruin, on account of the super-
gtition connected with it. As I considered
this local habitation of an ‘ airy nothing,”
1 called to mind the fine description cf an
echo in Webster's Duchess of Malfy :

«'Yond side o’ th’ river lies a wall,
Piece of a cloister, which in my opinion
Gives the best echo that you have ever heard :
So plain in the distinetion of our words
That many have supposed it a spirit
That answers.”

The parson went ontocomment ona pleas-
ing and fanciful appellation which the Jews of
old gave to the echo, which they called Bath-
kool, that is to say, ‘‘the daughter of the
voice” ; they considered it an oracle, supply-
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ing in the second temple the want of the
YUrim and Thummim, with which the first
was honored.* The little man was just
entering very largely and learnedly upon
the subject, when we were startled by a pro-
digious bawling, shouting, and yelping. A
flight of crows, alarmed by the approach of
our forces, had suddenly risen from =
meadow ; a cry was put up by the rabbla
rout on foot. ‘‘Now, Christy | now is your
time, Christy !” The squire and Master
Simon, who were beating up the river banks
in quest of a heron, called out eagerly to
Christy to keep quiet ; the old man, vexed
and bewildered by the confusion of voices,
completely lost his head : in his flurry he
slipped off the hood, cast off the falcon, and
away flew the crows, and away soared the
hawk.

I had paused on a rising ground, close to
Lady Lillycraft and her escort, from whence
T had a good view of the sport. I was
pleased with the appearance of the party in
the meadow, riding along in the direction
that the bird flew ; their bright beaming
faces turned up to the bright skies as they

Becker's Monde Enchante,

JuLia’s MisHAP.
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watched the game;
the attendants on
foot scampering
along, looking up,
and calling ouf, and
the dogs bounding
and yelping with
clamorous sympa-
thy.

The hawk had
singled out a quar-
ry from among the
carrion crew. It
was curious to see
the efforts of the
two birds to get
above each other;
one to make the
fatal swoop, the
other to avoid if.
Now they crossed *©
athwart a bright
feathery cloud, and
now they were
against the clear
blue sky. Iconfess,
being no sports-
man, I was more in-




terested for the poor bird that was striving
for its life, than for the hawk that was play-
ing the part of a mercenary soldier. A%
length the hawk got the upper hand, and
made a rushing stoop at her gqaarry, but the
latter made as sudden a surge downwards,
and slanting up again evaded the blow,
screaming and making the best of his way
for a dry tree on the brow of a neighboring
hill ; while the hawk, disappointed of her
blow, soared up again into the air, and ap-
peared to be ‘‘raking” off. It was in vain
old Christy called and whistled, and endeav~
ored to lure her down ; she paid no regard
to him ; and, indeed, his calls were drowned.
in the shouts and yelps of the armyof militia
that had followed him into the field.

Just then an exclamation from Lady Lilly-
craft made me turn my head. Ibeheld a
complete confusion among the gportsmen in
the little vale below us. They were gallop-
ing and running towards the edge of the
bank - and I was shocked to see Miss Tem-
pleton’s horse galloping at large without his
rider. Irode to the place to which the others
were hurrying, and when I reached the bank,
which almost overhung the stream, I saw ab
the foot of it the fair Julia, pale, bleeding,
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and apparently lifeless, supported in the arms
of her frantic lover.

In galloping heedlessly along, with her
eyes turned upward, she had unwarily ap-
proached top mnear the bank; it had given

way with her, and she and her horse had
been precipitated to the pebbled margin of
the river. -

I never saw greater consternation. The
captain was distracted ; Lady Lillycraft
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fainting; the squire in dismay; and Master
Simon at his wits’ end. The beautiful creat-
ure at length showed signs of returning life;
she opened her eyes ; looked around her upon
the anxious group, and comprehending in a
moment the nature of the scene, gave asweeb
smile, and putting her hand in her lover’s,
exclaimed feebly, “I am not much hurt,
Guy !” I could have taken her to my heart
for that single exclamation.

It was found, indeed, that she had escaped,
almost miraculously, with a contusion of the
head, a sprained ankle, and some slight
bruises. After her wound was staunched, she
was taken to aneighboring cottage until a car-
riage could besummoned to convey her home;
and when this had arrived, the cavalcade,
which had issued forth so gayly on this enter-
prise, returned slowly and pensively to the
Hall.

T had been charmed by the generous spirib
shown by this young creature, who, amidst
pain and danger, had been anxious only to
relieve the distress of those around her. I
was gratified, therefore, by the wuniversal
concern displayed by the domestics on our
return. They came crowding down the
avenue, each eager to render assistance. The
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butler stood ready with some curiously deli-
cate cordial; the old housekeeper was pro-
vided with half a dozen nostrums, prepared
by her own hands, according to the family
receipt book; while her niece, the melting
Phaebe, having no other way of assisting,
stood wringing her hands and weeping aloud.

The most material effect that is likely to
follow this accident is a postponement of the
nuptials, which were close at hand. Though
I commiserate the impatience of the captain
on that account, yet I shall not otherwise be
sorry at the delay, as it will give me a better
opportunity of studying the characters here
assembled, with which I grow more and more
entertained.

I cannot but perceive that the worthy
squire is quite disconcerted at the unlucky
result of his hawking experiment, and this
unfortunate illustration of his eulogy on
female equitation. Old Christy, too, is very
waspish, having been sorely twitted by Mas-
ter Simon for having let his hawk fly at car-
rion. As to the falcon, in the confusion oc-
casioned by the fair Julia’s disaster the bird
was totally forgotten. I make no doubt she
has made the best of her way back to the
hospitable Hall of Sir Watkyn Williams
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‘Wynn; and may very possibly, at this pres-
ent writing, be pluming her wings among
the breezy bowers of Wynnstay.

FORTUNE-TELLING.

Each city, each town, and every village

Affords us either an alms or pillage.

And if the weather be eold and raw,

Then in a barn we tumble on straw.

Tf warm and fair, by yea-cock and nay-cock,

The flelds will afford us a hedge or a hay-cock.
MEeRRY BEGGAES.

As I was walking one evening with the
Oxonian, Master Simon, and the general, ina
meadow not far from the village, we heard the
sound of a fiddle rudely played, and looking
in the direction from whence it came,lz?o; SaAW




