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CHAPTER L ]

"The end of su mmer; ”vm thoﬂa
“ing season is ab ite st el},had
dotted with the pw w’{‘ xit
gle; and the lnnes,—'bnr lovely
lanes!—dark and enoleven at noon day,
with the laxuriance of the foliage arching
high over head.

In such a lane, in one of the prettiest
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wanting.’
‘Ims&udyonmbomb bu'd-p-

pointed, -ypoot(hnrmd her friend.

"Vernonvn; whvy
whom T could not eﬂ-‘r

mm

hueno
'!"'. . > .éélj- _ ¥ - x..’ﬁ"’

his coming.’ >
Clara jumped down from her elevated

position, and, deelaring herself rested, be-
gan to questiou her friend.

parts of one of the midland connties, saun- |
tered two young ladies, glad of theyefuge ]
from th&e fervid heat, and talking merrily |

and freély of any and everything which |ing but the word, ¢ Papa has always wish-

| ed—such \fld friends—Vernon gfid I so
'nearly of an age ;’ and then an ¢mphatie,

‘wag interesting to devoted friends who |
had just mot after a parting of years. |

‘I never dreamed your home was so |
Iovely ad it is]’ cried Clara Forvester, stop-
ping short, to gaze around. ‘How I shall
hate onr dnll, ﬂxt half-town, half—no,
imitation—country house ut Kensington,
after these rural seenes! I wish my mother
would not like the environs of London.”

‘Please to remember, Malxmoiselle,’
said Viola Dalrymple, smiling at her com-
panion’s enthusiasm, “ that winter' comes
diere as well How
wonld you survive the monotony of a resi-
dence in the conntry, where there are n,,
theatres, no concerts, within reach,—few |
neighbors, Nand only half-a-dozen balls |’
wilhin as many-months?

as everywhere else,

| two gentlemens in the light, easy summer

' the other.

‘Bat yon always have Nature, ever-
beantiful Natarp!” roplied Clara, sentimen-
tally; ‘the birds, the flowers, and the hills,
and the valleys.'

“Yes; said Viola, langling outright:
“and these pathis that you tread so delight-
edly, and the ficlds which yon pronounce
worthy the peneil of & Clande or a Consta-
ble. Bat the fields are ‘impassable half

ho year for wot clay, and we eannot get|
to the village this way for mnd.” =

“It's no use talking to yon,” saild Ciara,
giving herself a little vexed shake, | ‘I de-
clire yon hiave not a bit of romance in yonr
compnsition and yet yon

COF course,’

live ™
replied Viola.
I am not complaining but poim-
ing out some of the disadvantages. ™
*Aud Idon't thank you for your pains,’
cricd hier friend gaily;
I'll not hear another

liere,

home,

‘aud what's .more,
Tell me what
- this fence hides from us—fields?

*No, n pwrk—Lisle park,’
Ply; “ the largest estate
]ww

Clara stos1 on t:p e, and made ineffec-
fuad attew ts £0 see more than the bianch

£ng «higg which the park palings hid not.

‘ Who lives there, Viola? she asked— |
Any one you visit?

* No oue’s there at present,” replied Vio-
in.  “Sir Vernon Lisle has been on the
coutinent-ever since he,succeeded to the |
burodetey. I wish you had come a week
earlier, and we wonld have spent a pleas-
ant day in the house and grounds. It is[
quite a show place; but we could not goi
now, for the owner is expected home very
shortly, and they are m: Lkmg great prepara- |
tionus for Lis reception.’

‘How sorry I am! exclaimed Clara,—,
‘ Then I must content myself with a peep, | |
if I can elimb this bank.’

*You elimb?' cried the amuased Viola,

‘ Better uot try; you areinexperienced,’

* Yon forget,” said Clara, umlm.ntedly,
‘that T have had three days' initiation, |

Alter the horrid stiles you have dmggedme |
over, no feat seems impossible.’

By dint of little exertion the young lady
succeeded in reaching a spot from whence |
she could peep through a knot hole at the
beantiful domain of Sir Vernon Lisle.

** What magniticent trecs! what emerald
tur{l!” she exclaimed. ‘Ol Viola, the lit-
tle I can sce is perfectly delicious! What
Stz champere might be given under those
‘branches! Is this absent baronet old and
ngly? she asked, as she slid down on the
bank to recover lier breath.

_* By mo means old,” replied Viola, * Sir
Vernon is of no more than tw enty-three or
twouty-four
*Young, and of conrse handsome,’ said
Clara. ‘] should like to stay and puke
his acquaintance

Again Viola's merry langhter was he
as she stood p!nckmg the i;lf:d ASSoms afmzlile
trailing dewberries.

‘But hundnome is not & m.tttvr of course
in this case,” she suid ‘Judging from
what my own recollections of V t‘l’h\.‘ll Lisie
were when he used to visit me in his boy-
hood, he must be sandy -haired, short, ang
Ehuu 50 you need, not | grieve that we le aAve

ere on Mﬁﬂday for Lytham and sea-
bathing.’

* What a shame to dispel one’s ﬂlu,smus
so remorselessly!' eried Clarn. ¢ Never
~ mind-—he must be amiable; and, in a

wealthy young b:trol_lret,.uuc u;.ight dispense

word.

was the re-|
in the nmgl,bm-|

{ ley, I'il go back to Venice, where ecarroty

I 1s my |.

ing,

' her, until she recants,’

} | tho universe to boot,” replied the baronet.

tfidgety, and dressy ; but was just at that
'time

‘Dread hi coming ! said Clara. And
why ?’ 3
Half the reply must have been inaudible

'to any ears but her own, conveying noth-

‘ but I eould never consent—neter !’
As the young ladies, engrossed in the
subject they were 'discussing, walked omn,

dress of tourists, rose from the root of the
tree in the park on which they had been
resting, and peeped at them ; tl;tay then
turned to ecach other, and, with a comical
look, laughed heartily.

¢ Sandy, short, and ugly !
Vernon I said one mockir gly.

‘Radg, nnchecked !I” said

Unfortunate

disugreeuble,

¢ Oh, most miserable wight that I am !
And this is the best that the handsomest
girl in the ecounty ean say of mme ! Stan-

hair is a grace, and the faults of my youth
are unknown. Is. my bhair very fiery
thongh?’ i

‘Dreadflully so,” was the langhing reply
‘but dyes ave cheap, and wigs ditto.’

‘Throw ‘em to tue dogs, I'll have none
of 'em,’ eried Sir Vemou, thestrically. —
‘(xom er : o

“To L}'tgﬁ], was thereply. ‘A pretty
ittle gquiet bathing place in Lancashire,
isn't it ¥ | :

Sir Vernon nodded, gazed after the
gracelul figures of the ladies, until they
were quite lost to sight; and then, lean-
ing his back against the fence, he mused
until bis eompanion utbtered an inguir-
‘Well ?

‘And well,” he repeated, slowly, ‘I
think, if you have no objection to offer,
we will for a time, renounce our intention
of presenting ourselves at Lisle house,
and receiving onr good {riends’ and neigh-
bors’ umwmm ations on our safe return.’

‘As you will,” said his friend. ¢ Bat
what, then, do you propose doing 2 \

‘Taking a trip to Lytham alone,’ re-
plied Sir Vernon, coloring a little.

‘It 1s good policy to fuilow a 1etreating
enemy 7' said Stauley Tremayne, laugh-
ing. ‘ Betiter sccure the field during her
absence, and when you have established
yourself in the good graces of the neutrals,
and drawn them -all over to your own side,
why, let her come. You cun afford to be
magnanimonus and forgive her.

‘Buat I do not feel disposed to forgive
replied Yernon.

‘Suppose she will do neither 7" asked
btamh.v, mulicionsly.

‘Why, then, T'll confess mysclf all she
~calls me, and the most conceited fool in

CHAPTER IIL
Lytham had not then obtained sufficient
notoriety to be bustling, and noisy, and
overfilled with people who are’ fussy, and

a charming resort for those who
ioved e sea and sands, and could
sit and dream the hours away, with noth-
ing o spoil their heartfelt enjoyment.

For two days after their arrival, Viola

reull}_'

and Clara spw not a face they knew, and
Alr. Dairymyple was their only companion
in their rambles or rides; but on the |
evening of the third day, when they came |
ont to join him on the beach, he was in

an animated conversation with

'
|
1

tuol

*'gentl emen, who lited their hats !

as the ladies slowly approached.

‘Viola, my dear,’ eried her father, seiz-
ing her hand, “was there ever such a co-in-
cidence ! Here is' Sir Vernon Lasle, your |
old playfellow. He is touring round the |
coast with a friend, and is making a stay
of a 19“ days Lere for the sake of l-et»h-
a.l.lb

Vicla fiushed a little as her father mare }
formally intrcduced Sir Vernon and Mr. i

Tremayne and her reeeption of the baro-
Ret was so frigid that, after murmuring a |

few words about his pleasure in meeting |
her aguin, he looked awkward anid embar-

,massed, and finally attached himself to

eoxs-es.
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arm, and rnther hnstily
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weather, she broke the silence, he askel,
‘Do you find my friend maich altered, Miss
Dalrymple?

‘Yes—no,” stammered Viola, glancing
indifferently at the baronet, who was smii-
ling at one of Clara's mirthful sallies; ‘ he
is improved, I think.’

“Ah, his hair/has darkened,’ said Mr.
Tremayne. ‘It must have escaped your
memory that in his boyhood it was red.’

Miss Dalrymple paliiated th's, ‘S8he did
‘not permit others the same license that
she had allowed herself.

‘Auburn, you mean,’ said she.
Vernon’s hair was never red.’

‘ He would not thank me fordiseussing
hLis personal appearance,’ said Me. Tre-
mayne smiling. ‘ He has been spoiled of
late by the attentions he has regeived.’

Viola locked as if she eould quite believe
this.

‘But Lis heart,” continued the gentle-
man. ‘I think I may answer for it, that
his heart is in the right place, and I have
no doubt that when he settles down at

Lisle Park he will try to do his duty as a
couniry gentleman.’

¢ Sir

Miss Dalrymiple’s expressive face had
the imyress of beingbored. It said rather
too plainly, this is nothing to me;" but
Mr. Tremayre did not appear to see it.

* Of course he will marry,’ said he,—
‘ In faet, there is, I believe, a contmot be-
tveen his uncle aud a gentleman i
nelghborhood of Lisle Par_ thab he sk

ly. ‘If Su Vernon is yoif Sutho)
st 1i’[‘cAcd uis egregions vanity to
him.’

Having th}s expressed herself, Viola
walked on in hanghty displeasure; but
Mr. Tremayne was by hér side instantly.

¢Miss Dalrym)l g saia he, ‘o I huye
said anything to annoy yoa? Ifso, believe
that my offense has been unintentional. —
I would not inecur your anger for the
world.’ -

His eyes seconded 'the speech. so elo-
quently, that the young lady, asbamed of
the intevest she had evinced in his gos-
sipping details, permitted herself to be
apprased; and when Clara and hep’ com-
panion came toward them at the expira-
tion of half anheur, she was listening with

‘flatiering attertion to Tremayne’s deserip+

tion of a snow-storm on the Appevnines.

It had been very pleasant at Lytham,
when Viola and Clara had only their own
resources to depend upon;but it was pleas-
anter still when two animated, intelligent
young men were always-at hand to acecom-
pany them in boating, walking and sketch-
ing excursions; and as the baronet, aftera
few yebufls, kept aloof from his frigid
playmate, or, if compelled to address her,
never ventured on more than a few mono-
syllables, Viola coctrived to endare his
presence. DMore than this she could not
be said to do, for Mr, Dalrymple seriously
seolded her for rudeness, snd Clara pro-
nounced Lerself astonished at the preju-
dices which made her so blind to his mer-
its. But Viola heard all they had to say
without giving more than the one young
ladyish reason for Ler bel av ior—ihat she
did not like him, anﬂ. was so sure that
she never should thatit would be wasting
time to try.

Her fatherde uounct.d her obstinacy, and
went away angry at the defeat of a long
chetished plan; but a liftle coasing and
pettivg broughit back his gocd humor;and

| RS :
| Clara was too happy iu Sir Vernon’s soci-

ety to be really anxious to relinquish his
‘arm and his attentions to any one.

But now a new tormenter sprang np in
the shupe of Stanley Tremayne,who as he
said , superintended Viola's sketehes, guid-
ing her band, or eutting her peneils,
blending with his instruections a verysober
regret that she treated her friend so cold-
| 1y. They were intimate enough now for
| him, to venture this, and the young lady
heard him without being offended; but his
periinacity vexed Ler at last, and, closing
Ler pordolio, she rose to l2ave him.

*Are you going, Aliss Dalrymple?’ he
'asked. *Is the voice of a peacemaker so
* harsh in your ears?’

* Choose any other topie, and I will

“listen to you with pleasure,’ she said, re-
suming her scat. g

- -.h.“ »
ﬂt ‘he {ed thisdnjunction? he asked.

i

'Bhonhl I be true bomyoanae if T obey-

leash-dupfnrhui,y,b-tm
18 earnest gaze, she turmed erimson.

. ‘Do you then make Sir Vernon's cause

m?nhenked.

-ﬂ*hent@hdhﬂu

s

A

emanded Viola, with a "%cora¥dl curl of
her-lip ‘amd if so, what am Iexpected ao'
say?

Mr. Tremayne seemed to find the ques-
tion a difficult one; but at last he replied,
*Sir Vernon longs to resume the frankand
pleasant intercourse of early days.’

‘He is very.kind,” she said demurely;
‘but the cat he delighted to tease is dead,
my doll I long Lave discarded, and I have
outgrown my terror of great dogs. My
own recoliections of those eafly days are
not sc agreeable as to induee me to wish to
recall them. The truth is, M1. Tremayne,
he was thought a very tormenting boy,
and ’

¢ Miss Dalrymple a pretty, timid child,
who could not perceive under the boy’s
rough exterior how charming, and gentle
he might be!" seid Mr. Tremayne. ‘Was
it not so!

‘I don't pretend to know what Sir Ver-
non really thonght,” she replied coloring
deeply. ‘I only know that the most flat-
tering attention I can remember to have
received from him was the gift of a bird’s
nest.’

“Which he risked his neck to procure,’
murmured Mr. Tremayne.

‘ Possibly,” szid the lady indifferently;
‘if so, I never knew it. My echildish in-
dignation, that he conld think so barbaxr-
ous an act would please me, swallowed up
all other seusations.” ‘Poor Vernon! eried
Mr. ‘Yremayne, with an- audible sigh:
‘must I then tell him that you are impla-
cahle?’
ment and then 1ookmg up bt.eadﬂyrephed _
¢Will you believe my assurance that this
raillery is most unpleasant to me? ToSir
Vernon’s confidant it"will perhaps be as
well to add that I.can never feel or think
differently toward him from what I do
now.’

*If you knéw how deeply——" Mr. Tre-
mayne began; but Viela, with scarlet
cheeks, had started up, and the sketches
were scattercd at her feet.

‘Sir, this persistence is unkind, ungen-
tlemanly,’ she said, as she walked proudly
away, leaving him to collect the contents
of the portfolio; amongst which, by-the-
by, he found a very spirited sketch of his
own features. As he drew near the house,
Sir Vernon and Clara came up, and the
latter ran away to look for her friend.

‘Well?' asked one gentleman of anoth-
er.

.\ud well 2’ was the thoughtful uns\wer

There is no hope for poor Sir Vernon.
‘Humph ' suid Le; ‘and Stanley Tre-
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‘It is very sndden,’ she said, ﬁougw-
fully. ‘They have only known each other
a few wecks. 1 hope Mrs. Forester 'll
feel satisfied.’

§‘Of course,’ replied Mr, Tremayne; ‘eve-
rything that is proper must be done; ' bht
I have no doubt my friend will be able fo
satx:.fx Mrs. Forester's scruples, if ahq hns
any.’

Viola turned over the leaves of har
book, and meditated, while her oompm
ion leaning carelessly against the trellis,
gazed down upon her with something of
tender admiration and secret umeasiness
mingling in his glances. 2

“It will be delightful to have Clm
near,” she broke the silence by saying,
“Lisle Park has been shut up so long
that it will be real, enjoyment to see_ it
thrown open again, and merry faces peo-
pling it. Do you know Lisle ? Itissuch
a lovely place ! I have often driven there
in the pony chase for the gratification of
wandering throngh the rooms, or read-
ing in the oriol window of the noble libra-
Y.

‘Strange, Miss Dalrymple,” said Mr.
Tremayne, ‘to like the house so well, and
yet detest the owner!’

‘Detest him?’ she said—‘oh, nol—I havﬁ
never detested him. Indeed; I beheve
him to be-a very worthy young man, or”
should not rejoice at his attachmeut to
Clara.

r Rude
LY. 5 vl
‘As a'doy,’ rephed Vmia
‘Short, ugly and r ired, ' continued
Mr. Tremayne. ‘e
‘Sir Vernon is almost as tall: as YOBI-
self,” said Viola, looking surprised ang
half affronted—‘and I do not think 1 “év-
er spoke of him in such terms to yot’i
Mr. Tremayne. Sl
‘To me? he said—‘h no! You have
contented yourself with testifying &' Jery
quiet and deeided dislike to one wheo camb
to England full of the sweet hope of winn-
ing the affcctions of his destined bridd.’
Viola averted her face for a moment]
when she raised it again. 1A
‘Rest assured Mr. Tremayne, that itiis
for the best,” said Viola, ‘Iam verypraud,
and to know that the world—nay, Sir
Vernon himself—might have believed that
his wealth Lad something to do. with my
acceptance, would have stung me to the
quick. Now Ican have a very fri
liking for my old playfellow and replﬁo
in the fehcity of my friend.’

r r

‘.‘ -1.*""“#-!»

.,

mayne ?’
¢ Has not ventured to plead for him- [
self,” was the reply.
At this moment Mr. Dalrymple came
toward them, and the dialogue was ended.

J

CHAPTERIIL

‘And so our pleasant sojourn at Liytham

ends to-morrow?' said Stanley Tremayne,
with a saddened tone.
- Miss Dalrymple, who had forgiven him
three days ago, looked up from her book,
and drew her shawl around her with a
littleshiver.

‘Ours does,’ she replied. “We have lin-
gered here much longer than my father
originally intended; and it grows bleak |
and cold. Ihave not ventured beyond |
this verandah to-day, and Clara issedulous
ly practicing her long reglected music,—a |
prpof that her tnoughts are wandering
homeward.’ 1

Mr. Tremayne glanced thronnh thec pen |
wirndow of the drawing room and smiled. |
Miss Forester was at the piaso, certainly,
but her hands were in her lap, and she | |
was listening, with downcast eyes to the
earnest whispers of the geutleman who |
leaned over her.

Viola's glance followed Stanley, and
bluthing slie rose to enter the room, and

F recall Clara to a remembrance that there

were lookers On.

said Tremayne, earnestly,
‘Pon’t go. They are happy; why. inter-
rupt them? You must have seen, Miss
Dalrymple, that our friends” have learned
to love each other.’ 1

‘Don't go,’

‘T am so pleased!’ said Vicla, anl her
face wore a glad smile. «Clara’s a dear
girl, and will make him very happy. You
are quite surz of this? {

the room with a hearty clasp of

' then both of them turned to Mr.
] _

' ple.

“Then,” said Mr. Tremayne, de‘t@iﬁﬁ
her as she rose, ‘you could “have lo
him but for these scruples? . Your reeolléct
tions of the rude, red-haired boy were not
resentful ones ? ¥/

*You are not my confessor,. Mr Txep
mayne,’ said Viola, smiliag.

‘T would I were,” he rephed in a gzea'i
agitation. ‘I am longing to ask you
what I fear to hear you answer.’ FN

" In great confasion she sank Gack GHHEE
seat, and he sap d6wy beside'lier,) I#aR

‘Al! Viola, you are too frank and gl

- erous to pretend to misunderstand

said. “Your heart divines my'love. *Nay,
do not leave me! Tell me thdt I maphopel

Viela's snswer, was 'so. very  indistints
that we cannot attempt to pen itj, batt.u

| parently it was satisfaotory, for Si
arm stole round her, and when H.rp,

| rymple’s nap ended in q_IomI yadn, wi
startled the couple at the pianofexté arien-

gagement ring was on Viola's taper fingess
and Stanley looked sauneily happy. v oll

‘Poor papa,” she whispered fr
| herself with a cloud dimming the bm
ness of her glowing face, “poor paps!
 What shall we say to him?- I’ am afratdl
' when he hears all this he will bod.\aapwb—
ed.

I don't think by will, love,” xe*
Stenley. ‘Bat come inj it is too ehill ‘
for yom to sit kere any longer.’ ‘ "

Clara began to basy herself w:thfinding

» song s they entered, and. Mz.,D:
ple started up, declaring the musgic ha
been so sweet that it had a.mostlulle{'l ]
to slevp. %

The yoong nen meb in the middid ot
pad

¢ Concluded on fourth puge.)

caly fouite o




