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¢ thank God, and thank you also, never shalt this
day be forgotten by me while [ live.”

She rose and approached the window, Colonel
Lennox following. Words seemed hovering on his
lips, but by one strong effort he restrsined them,
while he conlinued gazing on her, his whole soul
beaming in his eyes. Lady Neville’s carriage now
appeared in sight, followed by Lord De Melfort’s
curricle. The cottager and his wife hastily re-cntered
to announce them. [n a few morec moments, Roselta
was clasped to the bosom of her mother, whose trem-
bling frame and deathlike countenance expressed her
feelings. She turned to look for the gallant pre-
scrver of her child ; but he had retreated, and ap-
peared standing without talking to Lord De Melfort.
The pale cheek of Blanche testified her sympathy, as
she fondly embraccd her beloved cousin. It was
arranged that she should return with her and Lady
Neville, while Colonel Lennox would take her place
in the curricle. Generously were the worthy cotta-
gers rewarded for their kindness, and many were
their expressions of gratitude in return. Rosetta was
then wrapped in a large shawl, and lifted into the
carriage by her uncle, when Colonel Lennox once
more approached her. She held out both her hands to
him ; he tenderly held them in his, as he said :

% God in Heaven bless you, may all health and
happiness attend you, till we meet again.”

¢ You will come to the Priory tomorrow, will you
not 7" she inquired anxiously.

¢ Not tomorrow, I fear—farcwell.”

He turned hastily away as he spoke, anxious lo
avoid Lady Neville.

Lord De Melfort,then assisting Blanche,whispered,
¢ Thus closes a happy day, my own Blanche, cn-
tirely disappointing the hopes of the morning.”

¢ Not entirely, dear Algernon,” replied Blanche
smiling 5 * great cause for thankfuluess have we all
and if you do not come tomorrow in your gayest
mood you may expect a long lecture. ““Lord De
Melfort kissed his hand to the swect girl as the car-
viage drove away, and continued gazing afler it, un-
til roused from his reverie by Colonel Lennox, when
springing into the curricle he drove off at a rapid
pace. Both continued silent and lost in thought, for
a considerable space. At lgngth Coloncl Lennox,
turning to his friend, said with a saddened voice :

“ Would to Heaven De Meclfort, that you had
told me of Miss Neville's previous attachment.”

Lord De Melfort started ot the remark, while he
replied with some vehemence.

¢ Lénnox, what do you mean, she never was pre-
viously attached.”

It is too truc, she all but owned it to me, this
very day.”

“ Impossible, she never could have dane so—you
are mad, Lennox.”

¢ De Melfort,” said Colonel Lennox, astoniched |

at his words and mauner, then suddenly recollecting
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himself, hie added with a smile, ¢ of course You are
aware that it is Rosetta Neville I aliuded to.”’

“ Ah yes, Loselta, certainly,” returned Lord De
Melfort, colouring ; ¢ poor child, it was but a pass-
ing fancy—a dream—a nursery tale.”

*Aye, you can reason thus lightly wow, my
friend,” said Colonel Lennox, “though you nearly
bit your lip through at the thoughts of such a fancy,
such a nursery tale, when in connection with ano-
ther—Dbut seriously speaking, De Mellort, I fear it
was beyond this—at least, if | may judge from the
incidents of today ; listen, and 1 will tcll you: we
were standing together on the brow of a hill during
our ramble ; you had all wandered from us—I was
pointing out to her notice the various beauties in
the landscape which lay Lefore us—therc may have
been an unusual warmth in my manner, -for 1 con-
fess she is one to inspire it, when 1 pereeived
her countenance suddenly becomie guite pale, and
she would have fallen, but for my support. In the
same moment that unlucky Captain Yorester and
his friend passed quite near us, when I heard the
latter inquire the name of the beautiful girl. On
turning sharply round to look at her, the eyes of
Forester flashed fire, while an expression of scorn-
ful anger curved his lip, which was increased to one
of defiance as he glanced on me ; then in a careless
light tone, which he evidently meant should rcack
us, he said :

¢ Who is that beautiful girl. you ask 2—why Ro-
sctta Neville, the heartless, faithless coquette.”

These words were followed by a rude luugh,
while the clder stranger continued guzing on her
with a freedom, which I thought highly offensive—-
the poor girl scemed ready (o sink into the earth.

<« Shall I follow them ¥ I demanded, in 2 tone of
suppressed indignation.

** Oh, no, no, for heaven’s sake stay with me,”’
she replied, clinging to my arm in cvident terror ;
¢ ypray lead me back to mamma.”

After proceeding a little way in silence, I in-
quired :

¢ Are you acquainted with that young man 77

1 have known him,” she gasped with a quiver-
ing lip, “but from henceforth I shall know him no
more.”

Not another word passed between us, but in these
I read a volume—I could now account but too well
for her depression of spirits, her illness, which first
called forth my intercst—she had loved, and the
pang the discovery gave me was indescribable. |
had thought her so perfectly unsophisticated, so
fresh, so artless, that 1 began to flatter mysell I had
found the trcasure I had long been seeking—but the
charm is dispelled, and 1 must fly ere my peace is
morc decply involved.”

“ Lennox, you are the most provoking, old fash-
ioned, fustidious fellow in the world,” replied Lord
De Melort. *“If you expect 1o nect one more art-



