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Now, if you are an ardent young fellow of some five or six and twenty,
whose affections are still free and whose hearl is still whole, it is impossible
to hear that any day in your rambles you may meet with a very pretty girl
—for that she was pretty old John declared with great warmth, though,
again, “ unconunon 'aughty “—it is impossible to hear this, I say, without
a degree of pleasurable excitement. Carlton knew plenty of pretty girls in
London ; he was a good match,and he had been pursued—pursued is a strong
word, but there is no other for it—by sundry mammas with views in which
sundry * darling girls " coincided. Well, he had escaped all the snares luid
for him ; and he enjuyed the ease of his bachelor life; but, as you may
imagine, he had no objection to entering upon a little game on his own
account,

It would have interested Carlton still more if he could have kuown that
mutual enquiries were being made ; that he himself was at that very moment
the subject of conversation between Miss Laura Nettley and her maid.

Miss Laura Nettley was in every respect a *‘ superior” young womasn.
She knew the mesning of * higher education *’; she played the violin—she
rather scoffed at the piano ; she sang not only in English but in three or
four other ianguages also ; nor were her attainments confined to the arts;
political economy and logic were both favorite studies ; in short, this young
lady wasa paragon, and a remarkable pretty paragon. She wasuo bluestocking
in appearance ; her face was not pale, nor of a partuicularly intellectual
cast ; neither did she wear a pince nez On the contrary, Miss Laura had a
fresh young face—she was between nineteen and twenty—clear, dark eyes,
large and expressive ; a great wesith of gold brown hair falling about a head
which was held up with something of an air: a tritfliog downward curve of
the lip, and the somewhat scornful nostril of the tip-tilted nnse ; these were
features which made up a very agreesble whole—even the supercilious
expression somehow added to the charm.

Miss Laura, in spite of her many attainments, found things dull some-
times. What few friends she had lived at too great a distance to Le often
seen ; and her father had a deep rooted objection to visitors ; they disturbed
his quiet snd made his gout worse. Miss Laura was feeling particularly
duli just now ; there arc times when even political economy ceases to
interest. ‘The lady’s maid had brought news from the village of 2 London
gentleman who was slaying at The Dlue Fox. The presence of a stranger
in such a small community as that of Lullington is soon known; any one
of my readers may, if he wish, speedily become famous by visiting a place
of sufficient smallness. Miss Laura was secretly interested to hear of the
new arrival, but you may be sure that she did not allow her maid to per-
-ceive this.

Lizzie—that was the damsel’s name—had hersclf seen Mr. Carlton, and
gave s glowing account of his appearance.

“ A most handsome man he is, miss, and quite the air of the gentle-
T0an,” she concluded.

“There, that is quite encugh,” yawned Miss Laura, when she found there
was no more news of the new-comer.  “ What does it mauer who is stay-
ing in the village, and whether Mr.—what's bis name? Carlton I—walks
through the patk every day or not 1"

CHAPTER 1L

0o as fine & June morning as anyone could wish to sce Carlion started
out on oue of his daily walks. He was somethieg of a botanist, and col-
lected spicimens on his rambles ; he had a great handiul of flowers now
before he had been walking for half an hour.  The snu was ratker hot, and
he turned off the path and entered 2 wood where the shede and coolness were
delightful. Hesat down upon a2 fallen tree trunk and began to arrange
his specimens.  He had carefully sclected from the bunch he held those
flowers which he wished to keep, and had placed them beside him, when
suddenly a great dog burst in upon him through the bushes and jumped
over the tree, scattering the specimens in all directions.

Almost at the same moment Carlton was aware that a slight girlish figere
clad 1 a dark green dress had cinerged from among the trees and was stand-
irg before him  The lzdy called the dog off sharply, and then apologized.

* 1 am sorry Dan was so unruly ; I aaw him sweep all your flowers 6ff,”
arnd Miss Neuley stooped to pick up the failen specimens.

* Pray don't trouble to do thay,” cricd Carlien ; *“ the flowers arc of no
consequence whatever."”

He was entranced by the charming picture of this green-clad maiden
with the lustrous eyes and brown hair.  This, he thought, must bz the proud
Miss Nettley ; there could not Le a doubt of it

“ Speaks like an educated man,” thuught Miss Laura on her side.

* Some of these flowers are worth picking up, though,” she said, and
held cut a few of them as she spuke with such a pleasant smile that there
was 2 good frchiug established between them at once.

Carlton, with 2 secret wonder 1hat anyoue should cver bave called this
gurl proud, began tatking abuut the country, and the delightsof 1t to a
town-bred men.

Misx Laura confessed with & sigh that it was very pleasant indecd in
summer ; but it was not aiways jo lovely as he saw it now—in June. In
fact, by starting with a few commonplace remarks, the two were soon talk-
ing tugcther as casily as possible

Suddenly Miss Lwura louked up rather shyly.

** This 1s nut quite proper, you koow, is it she said ; “ ought wc not
to exchspge pastc-boards?”

ever. ‘Time passes quickly when one is interested, and when Miss Laura
looked at her watch she pretended a vast surprise at the lateness of the hour;
said she must go at once, and held out her hand to Carlten as she spoke.
What a warm little handshake it was! He could feel the thrill of it long
after the goddess had departed. and he was left alone

Here was a diversion at last ! Of course they would meet agsin ; he felt
sure of it; had they not both almost said as much? Carlton was already
quite enough in love to feel that he should merely exist unul the next
interview.

Aud Miss Nettley ; what was she thinking of? To do that young lady
justice, she was counsiderably ashamed of herself. If she had not been
actually flirting with this stranger she had pretended to a great friendliness
for him. e seemed quite a gentleman, sho thought, and the meeting was
a welcome change in the monotony of her hifo. No one would know of the
acqua manceship besides themselves. Mr. Carlton would, no doubt, be
leaving Lullington befors very long. They would theo cease to know one
snother, and there would be no harm done. That she might possibly lose
her heart 0 this stranger she did not for one woment imagine ; she looked
upon it as a condescension on her part to speak to him atall. That Carlton
also might possibly consider matiers in a more serious light hardly crossed
her mind. She would know how to check any awkward intrusiveness on
his part, she was sure.

‘The next day there was another meeting, and after that another and
another, until cach day brought its appointed time and place, and each
succeeding interview between Carlton and Miss Nettley was more cordial
and confidential than the last. Carlton, on his side, was now so thurougly
in love as to feel that without that daily delight of intercourse with Miss
Nettley he must certainly have died of very exnui, and, indeed, when one
day it rained so hard that she failed to putin anappearance—although it was
quite unreasonable to expect her to do so—he nearly had a fever, and was
so surly to old Joha at the inn, that that worthy wondored what could have
happened to his guest, usually so polite and good-tempered.

Carlton felt, 100, that the lady could not be indiffzrent to him, or surely
she would never have encouraged him as she did, smiling ai him so brightly
when they met, and conversing in tones of such tender accent. No word of
love, as he knew well enough, was cver spoken between them. Their pre-
sent friendship was pleasant of itsclf, too pleasant that anything should be
introduced to embarrass their mutual cordial freedom of manner. Thus
the days wore quickly sway. To Carlton the summer brightness had never
seemed so charming, so fuil of life and freshness. He felt that he was
beginning to live now for the first time ; with but one drawback he was
perfectly happy. He felt a trifle uneasy at the underhand way in which his
friendship with Miss Nettley was conunued Ie hated any kind of decep-
tion, and he had tiied to introduce the subject of the squire to Miss Net-
tley’'s notice. ‘That young lady, however, steadily refused to take apy hivts
as to an iotroduction to her father. She was having a very pleasant time
with her new friend ; but s for falling in love with him, or continuing the
acquaintanceship after Mr. Carlton had left Lullington, such a proposition
was too absurd 10 be seriously considered.

The crisis came at last, as it was bound to come.

The young couple had been rambling lazily through the wood-path after
a more than ordinarily confidential talk, when they came upon the fallea tree
where Don (now grewn to be a great friend to Carlton) had so uncermon-
iously begun the acquaintance.

By common consent the twwo young folks sat down there. It was a
plessant spot ; the shade was very agreeable; the humming of insects
among the trees w§ the only sound to be heard in this sohitude. There was
silence for a time, then Carlton began in a rather trembling voice :

** Do you remember our first meeting here, Miss Nottley 2”

Q1 course Miss Nettley remembered it well enough, but at Carlton’s
tene she felt what was coming, and became perfectly frigid, determined to
check any impertinence.  She said nothing.

“ I think,” her companion went on, * I thiok it has been the very hap-
piest ume 1w my life—these last few weeks. My holidy isover ; I must go
back 10 London to-morrow.”

¢ Indeed ¥’ in the iciest of tones.

** My dear Miss Nettley,” he exclaimed imp:utuously, *“ 1 canuot go
away with a mere good-bye ; 1 must know wmy fate before 1leave you.”

‘“\What do you mean 2" said mademoiselle, rising up very proudly.
““ Why cannot ynu say good bye 1"

Stuog by the coldness of her tone, Carlton started to bis feet and let
his love speak in onc great passionate outburst ; how he had loved her
from the hour of their first meeting; how cvery moment when she had

cen absent from him he had thought unceasiogly of her; aud a vast deal
more besides to the same purpose.

As he grew more excited he tried to seize her hand, but Miss Nettley
drew it away sharply.

** Mr. Carlton,” she began in freczing tones, and lookiog him straight
1 the face without the least appearance of cmotion.  * Mr. Carlton, 1 am
perfecily astonded. You have presumned, sir, upon an acquaintance which
ought never to have been begun.  You must be aware that the difference
0 our social positions alone renders 2 warriage quite out of the question.
Do you know that the Nettleys ""—with an sbsurd toss of the head here—
*are the best famuly in the country? And you——" Shc stopped, not
quite knowing what to say next.

“ Yes," said Carlton bitterly, determined to spare his own pride asmuch
as possible, and now cven cooler than the Iady, so great had been the
unexpected shock of words, “ what am I, to aspire to such emincnce? I
have been a fool like many another man before me. However, the barm



