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Chapter I.
THE STAGE COACH.

Tagx Jast signal had been given, and'the om-
nibus which daily passed through the little vil-
lage of €——, was about to depart on its ac-
customed route. - -

Standingat the door of the /¢ Stage House,”’
Ernest Sinclair had, for the last balf hour, been
amusing himself with watching the bustle and
eonfusion . that pervaded the iinterior of the
stage coach—the cries of children, the disposing
of bundles and baskets, the scrambling for seats
and adieus to friends. Suddenly his attention
wag drawn of by the sound. of carriage wheels, |
and the pext instant a handsome barouche and '
grays dashed up.the lane at full speed and
stopped darecﬂ'y in frout of the hotel. Another |
moment and the earriage door was opened by a
{iveried footman, who assisted two females to
alight—one . apparently quite youthful, the"
other evidently advanced in years. Their fa-
ces were closely veiled, but the sylph-like form
and graceful bearing of the younger made Er-
nest Sinclair wish: that he could penetrate: that
thick “misty curtain’ of gauze and obtain a
view of her countenance. * With much interest
he watched -their motions, ‘and at length saw
them direct their steps toward the well filled
stage. - The elder of the two bad obtained her
seat, and her companion-lingered for a moment
on the steps of the omnibus while she gave a
parting message to the footman, and the driver,
deeming all were ready, and impatient to be off,
weracled his whip, and the horses started. 'An
exclamation: of alarm issned from all the by-
standers—the young  girl ‘tottered and would
‘have fallen to the ground had ‘not Ernest Sin-
clair sprang hastily forward and caught her in
“his arms—thus, ‘in all probability, saving her
“from deformity for life! ;

“" The stage coach’ was detained, and many.
‘now congratulated the young gentleman on his

rell-timed activity, but he was too busy ascer-
“taining whether the young lady had suffered
from the alarm her danger must have ocasion-
ed, to heed them. A voice most softly musical
assured him that she had not, and thanked him
for rescuing her; and as she spoke, the lady

¢

‘drew aside her veil and revealed a very lovely |

face; one of the sweetest, Sinclair thonght that
he had ever seen. She appeared to be very
young; perhaps not fifteen, and there was an
intelligeat yet mischievous light in those darlk
blue eyes, though they now beamed gratefully
upon her preserver,

Five minutes after, she was seated beside
her friend n the stage coach; once mere the
driver gathered up the reins,flourished his whip
Jhigh in the air, the horses neighed and pranced,
and ere many seconds had elapsed the omnibus
was lost in the distance. g E

Ernest Siaclair stood gazing abstractediy up-
on the vehicle till it disappeared from sight,
and then turned thoughtfully towards home to
dream of that fair girlish face and remember
the soft clagp of that liltle hand!

Often afterwards did he think of that adven-
ture, and it was with an indefinable sensation
that his mind dwelt upon the youthful stranger
to whom he bad afforded such timely aid. Of
naany, a dream. was she the theme; many an
bour did he wile away endeuvouring to recall
each feature-of hef countenance aid imprint it
more foreibly upon his memory; for he was
resolved that ifthey ever met a second time,
he would renew the acquaintanee so propitious-
ly (for him at least) begun.. But though for
weeks he watched the arrival and departare of
the ‘omnibus, she never came again. Alas,
poor Ernest! -

X dhapter ¢ g
LIZZIE CARRINGTON.

# Binclair, my good fellow, how are you
exclaimed a manly voiee; as, a few months af-
ter the iancident related above, Ernest Sinclair
was taking “a stroll in Broadway, for ho had
come to the metropolis on a visit previous to
his departure for foreign parts. The youog
wan tarned round sarpised at this sudden salu-
tation, and beheld beside bim his old acquain-
tance aud college chum, Henry Carrington.

¢ Harry! My ‘old friend, how are you ?’
said Frnest, seizing the extended hand and giv-
ing it a_hearty shake.

v 'Well, Ernest, are you married yet - asked
Carrington, at the conclusien of a lengthy con-
versation upon the past, ‘or are you still in a
state of single blessedness, ‘a  bachelor
doomed. to  die,” as. the song says?’
" 1¢Not quito so bad as that, Hacry. Trab I
have not yet come across the right one; but
1 hope to do so one of these days; as yet I
don’t trouble myself much upon the subjeet.’

¢ But it is Kigh time, Sinclair, that veu did
begin to trouble vourself upon the subjeet.
Why man!” ecxelaimed Carrington, slapping
him - emphatically upon the shoulder, *you
tust have pussed yoar twenty fourth year,
and with such u fortage as your’s yoa ought to
liave murried loug ave.  Even I, who am your
senior by only a twelvamonth, have been a Be-
‘nedict these three years. Believe me, Ernest,
"you would feel much happier in a ' comfortabla
houee of your own, with a gentle, pretty littla
wife to be mistrese of it.’

Ernest Sinclair sighed inwardly aud thought
of his Joat inumorata, and he was about to re-
late his romuntic adventure to his compauion,

1§ when an idea that it might meet with ridicule
| prevented him.  Just then they arrived at the
'§ Astor House, and as this famous hotel was his

residence for the present, he bade Carrington
adiev, after accepting a pressing invitation to
spend the evening with him.

According to his promise, ' about seven
o’clock, Sinclair found himself at the door of
his friend’s dwelling, a stately mansion in’ Se-

{ cond avenue. - He rung the bell, and was soon

admitted by a colored man, by whom he was
ushered into a richly furnished parlour. Two
ladies were sitting’ by a table sewing—they
raised their eyes as the visitor entered, and he
caught a glimpse of two countenances, certainly
not very prepossessing in their appearance.

The ladies continued their work, and the
visitor awaited with impatience the appearance
of his friend. Ina few seconds more the door
opened and Carrington entered, and after giving
his gues: a warm welcome, introduced the la-
dies as his sisters, the Misses Carrington. The
next ten minutes were occupied In a lively
conversation between the two gentlemen, and
then Sinclair moved toward the table where
the ladies were stationed; and on a nearer
view he was enabled to discover that though
their style of dress was youthful, they had
both evidently passed their thirtieth year. Af-
tera few eommon-place remarks, which were
replied to with formal politeness by the one,
and a sort of strained attempt at condescension
by the other, he again resumed his seat beside
Carrington; and the departure of the ladies
{rom the room after a few minutes had elapsed
left the two friends to themselves.

Half an hour afterward the two gentlemen
were aroused by the sound of langhter, and se-
veral joyous ringing peals saluted- their ears!

A smile stole across Carrington’s face—he
advanced to the door and motioned Sinclair to
follow: him. = With noiseless steps:they moved
through the hall, and at length Carrington
‘halted before’ an apartment from whence the
merriment seemed to proceed. - The door was
standing partly a-jar, and peeping in, Carring-
ton ‘and his companion beheld a lively scene!
In one corner ot the room was a lady, quite
“young, who held in her arms, a little girl who
might have numbered two years.  Beside her
stood a' pretty girl of fourteen, with dark hair
and deep’ blue eyes, her face convulsed with
laughter 25 she watched the movements of ano-
ther girl apparenntly about a' year her senior,
‘who was dancing about the room with a well
grown kitten, to the tane of ¢ Dandy Jim.” A
soldier’s cap of paper, ornamented with red
riblbons, was placed roguishly upon her head—
but beneath it fell over a pair of white shoul-
ders a profusion of glossy tresses, which in her
gambols had escaped from the comb that had
confined them. A cap of similar material but
smaller dimensions adorned the head of the
partner of her dance; and poor puss looked
sadly victimized as she was whirled rapidly
round the room by her frolicsome mistress.
Here was evidently the cause of all the mirth—
for the lady in the corner was lagahing right
merrily, though now and then pausing when she
had gained breath, to join in singing—

<1 looked in the glass and I found it so,
I’m the best looking nigger in the connty O,’

while the baby girl clapped her hands and fair-
ly shrieked with delight* But why did Ernest
Sinclair gaze with such eager, almost breathless
scrutimy upon the face of the youthful dancer ?
Why did he start almost wildly as he exclaim-
ed ¢ who is she 2’

¢That,” whispered the Benedict, who was at
this moment absorbed in the contemplation of
the gaiety of his better half, (who, by the bye,
was the lady that held the child,) ¢ that is my
wife.’ s

¢ Your wife,” ejaculated Sinelair, as a sudden
pain shot through his heart; < That yonng girl

our wife!”

¢Oh, you refer to the danseuse,’ said Car-
rington, smiling archly, for he now comprehen-
ded his friend’s meaning. ¢ That is Lizzie, my
little chatterbox of a sister. But take care and
do not lose your heart; Mr Ernest, for 1 fore-
warn you that she bids fair to be a most des-
perate little flirt.’

At the first part of this information, Sinclair
falt inexpressibly relieved; for in Lizzie Car-
rington he had recognized thé lady with whom
he had been of so much service more than four
months previous! She had mow to all appear-
ance concluded her artics, for she had seated
herself upon a ‘chair, and was busily engaged
divesting the kitten of her ornamental attire.
Ernest Sinclair thought ke could never tire ga-
zing upon that fair and laughing face; but his
attention was now atiracted by the sound of
Mrs. Carrington’s voice.

¢ Come, Lizzie,”  she said, smilingly, as she
advanced and took the young girl’s hand, ¢ now
hat you have put the finishing stroke to your
grand dance, suppose we adjourn to the parlor
and claim® an introduction to Henry’s friend,
Mr. Sinclair.’ v

*No, indeed Mary, T shall do no such thing,”
she replied, withdrawing her hand; <1 have a
| great deal to study this evening, and cannot af-
ford to waste any more time.”

“But you pesitively must see him, Lizzie—
aye, and set y ur «ap for him too; for, from all
accounts, he would just suit you—young, hand-
some, and wealthy besides.

At this moment Sincliir would have left his
station, but Carrington perceiving his intention,
eanght his hand and detained him by force;
and he was obliged, thongh against his will, to
listem to Lizzie’s answer. :

¢ I set my cap!’ she exclaimed with contem-
tuous toss of the head, ¢ just as though I ought
to trouble my head aboat beaus. For shame,

to a little school-girl’s brain! Set my cap, in-
dged! No, uo, ‘Mary; for once I congratulate

Mary Carrington, to put such silly thoughts in- '

‘myself on being wiser than you, thongh you are
the elder. So, go to the parlor, good sister,
and Jeave me alone with my studies.’

And in spite of Mrs. Carrington’s continued
entreaties, Lizzie remained firm in her refusal;
and when her sister turned away with many
expressious of discontent, Lizzie’s only reply,
accompanied by a playful shrug of her pretty
shoulders, was—¢ Il faut souffirir patiemme-
ment ce qu est inevitable.’ (* What cannot
be cured must be endured!’

Days passed away, and Ernest Sinclair still
lingered in New York, and was often a visitor
at Mr. Carrington’s. He had by this time be-
come well acquainted with the family, and was
a favourite with all—particularly with the mai-
den sisters Jane and Chloe, especially the lat-
ter, who believed herself to be the object of
his visits, And was it so? Ah! reader, why
ask the question ? If you could have explored
the depths of Sinclair’s_heart, you would have
discovered that fo less a person than Miss Liz-
zie Carrington, the little school girl, attracted
him to the house of his friend. But though
day after day he called there, he had not since
the momentous evening of his arrival, beheld
her. Ernest often wondered at this—he had
forgotten Lizzie’s avowed distate to the society
of gentlemen, and did not know that tho Mis-

_ses Jane and Chloe, fearfu!l of their younger

sister’s charms, did all in their power to keep
her out of the way of their supposed admirer.

Chapter III.
LIZZIE AGAIN.

One afternoon, Sinclair had called at an ear-
ly hour, or the purpose of leaving Miss Chloe
a book of poems he had promised to lend her,
and he was about to take his leave again, when
the parlor door was suddenly thrown open, and
Lizzie Carrington, with a satchel in one hand
and two or three books in the other, entered.
Throwing them hastily upon the table, without

- perceiving that there was a stranger near, she

seated herself upon the nearest chair, and a
merry peal of laughter echoed through the a-
partment! - In an instant more, she was follow-
ed by another young girl, rather her junior, who
came bounding into the room, and threw her
arms round Lizzie’s neck, while she whispered
a few words that only served to ‘convulse her
the more! 3 :

The prim, formal Miss Chloe was shocked—
absolutely shocked, at being an observer of
such improprieties, and forgetting her usual
amiability, she exclaimed in a tone of severi-

‘ty, ¢Children, I am ashamed of you. Julia

Carrington—Lizzie—awill you never acquire a
proper degree of dignity 2’ But the children,
as they were styled, only laughed the louder
and heartier.

At length Lizzie recovered sufficiently to look
around her; and the first object that met her
sight was Ernest Sinelair sitting by the window.
In an instant her face was suffused with blush-
es; she cast down her eyes, then raised them
again, and gazed earnestly upon him. That
look was enough, she had discovercd one on
whom she was deeply endebted! Hastily ad-
vancing, she seized his extended hand, and
once more bent her eyes gratefully npon him,
while she faltered forth a few words of recog-
nition!

Miss Chloe was an amazed observer of the
scene, till deeming some explanation of her
seeming boldness necessary, Lizzie turned to
her and detailed the manner in which she had
previously met the gentleman before her,
whose name, as she assested, she was not even
yet acquainted with; and Miss Chloe, however
reluctant she might be, now felt herseif obliged
to introduce Mr. Sinclairto her.

¢ Mr. Sinclair exclaimed Lizzie in surprise,
¢ Can this be Mr. Sinclair 2

Ernest did not conclude his visit quite as
soon as he expected that afternoon; nay, he
even accepted an invitation to stay to tea—and
when he did return to his lodgings, it was quite
late in the evening.

Weeks, months, again passed away—Sin-
clair seemed entirely to have forgotten his pro-
posed tour, and was still a constant visitor at
the Carringtons. In spite of the hints upon
forwardness she daily received from her elder
sisters, Lizzie always managed to appear when
he was present; and Sinclair who, blessed with
penetration, in time acquired an insight into
the mancenvres of Miss Chloe, succeeded at
length so well in convincing her by sundry well-
timed hints, that be regarded Lizzic as a mere
child, that she began to consider her situation
in his heart as completely secure.

And now of an evening, instead of remain-,

ing to study with her younger sister Julia in
the sitting room, Lizzie would bring her book,
into the parlor, and Ernest often found himself
of great use to the little school-girl. Was she
at loss for the meaning of a French phrase,
he was near to translate it. Was she searching
for a poetic quotation to insert in her composition,
he knew just where to find one; or if ke did
not, the deficiency was quickly supplied from
the effusions of his own brain. - In short, Er-
nest Sincloir and Lizzie Carrington - became
well acquainted—aoery well acquainted indeed ;
and though Miss Chloe looked on, it was with-
ont suspicion, forshe felt confident that Sinclair
would never throw himself away upon such a
flighty little creature as her sister Lizzie.
Chapter IV.
LOVE—COQUETRY.

“ Well, Mr. Sinclair,”” said Lizzie Carring-
ton, as she one evening” entered the parlor
where he was sitting alone, ¢ fate seems de-
termined to persecute me! Sister Jane has
gone out with Henry, Chloe has the tooth-ache,
and'Mary is obliged to remain in the nursery
with'little Anna, who is not very well; so I
have been deputed your sole entertainer doring

“‘the whole of'this long evening—a dreadful task,

I can assure you, to one so young and inexpe-
rienced,’’ :

Ernest laughed.

‘1 do not see how I can assist you, unless T
take up a line of march and thus extricate you
from so horrible a dilemma,’ he replied, yot
without essaying to do as he proposed.

¢ Oh, no, that would never do—and as I em
doomed to entertain you, I think I may as well
be resigued. So I will look about and see if ¥
can find anything for amusement, and you
shall have your choice of everything that I'dis-
cover.’ Y

She walked toward the centre table. Book
after book was taken up and then thrown down
with a dissatisfied air; at last seizing upon ove,
she drew a chair te the table, and began to tum
over the leaves. '

¢ What absorbs your attention now ?* asked
Sinclair.

¢ Oh, nothing,” she replied, laying the boek
aside; * I was only glancing at Mrs. Caudle’s
lectures. - But perhaps you would like me 1o
read you ene, Mr. Sinclair.’

¢Oh, no, no!” exclaimed Earnes,, playfally
placing his hands over his ears, *not for
world would 1 imbibe a prejudice against ma-
trimony. Indeed, to tell you the truth, I have
taken a vow never to lend ear to any of Mrs.
Caudle’s domestic details.”

«« 'Well, thon, I’m sure T know not how I
shall amuse you’’—and she turned away in
pretended despair.

“Iwill tell you how I intend to amuse
myself, if you will be seated,”’ said Ernest,
smiling. So Lizzie resumed her seat, and Er-
nest drew his chair nearer to her.

¢¢In the first place, 1 intend to scold you for
being resolute in your determination of calling
me JMr. Sinclair.”’

“ Well, then, I will call you Ernest, if you
wish it,”> she replied, while the crimson moun-

‘ted to her cheek—*¢ Cousin Ernest.”” And

though he would fain have dispensed with any
claim to cousinship, Sinclair was obliged to con-
tent himself.

¢ And in the next place, I am going to dis-
cover whether I should offend you very much
if [ should call you Lizzie—dear Lizzie’” And
how Mr. Ernest Sinclair amused himself after
that 1 will not take upon myself to repeat; but
certain it is,that night Lizzie Carrington retir
to her chamber with the full consciousness that
she was Joved! Foralong time she remaine
awake musing. Until that evening she ha
never deemed herself thought of as other than
a child by Sinclair; till then she had never taken
the trouble to examine her own heart, and now
as she did so she was surprised to find that it
was no longer her own—that she loved even
as she was beloved! Lizzie started, as she
owned the trath to herself. What would the
girls in school think if they knew it}
Would'nt they teaze her?—and Lizzi¢
could’nt thdy call her bold and pert, and tell
her they wished they could hammer a sense o!
propriety into her—and—and—-. Baut,
peshaw ! how were they to know anything of the
matter ? She wouldn’t tell them—no, she’d di¢
first! And then the young girl’s thoughts were
turned upon Ernest—and in a few minutes she
had formed a plan which she meant to carry
out fully.

¢ 1f thou lovest, hide thy love from him
Whom thou dost woiship : do-not let him
know
How dear he is; flit like a bird before him,
Lead him from tree to tree, from flower to
flower,
Till thou art won.””—

murmured Lizzie. ¢ Yes!” she exclaimed de-
lighted with the idea with which that quotation
had inspired her, ‘I will do it—1I will turn co-
quette, ' he shall not know that I care for him,
till T think proper to confess it; and I—oh, 1
will 80 teaze him, and he will only love me the
more.” aud then she thought of some of sister
Mary’s friends who in early youth had been
noted coquettes. There was Mrs. Graham,
who was now settled in life, with a handsome
husband, who thought the world of her—and
Mrs. Hamilton—and Mrs. Lansing, and half &
dozen others and why might not she do as they
had done? She did not know that Mrs. Gra-
ham’s handsome husband was a weak-minded,
soulless being, who in youth had, not possessed
sufficient spirit to resist his lady-love’s flirta-
tions, and who was even now entirely rale
by his wife, living in a sumptuous dwelling ©
which he should have been master, yet whers
in reality he scarcely dared

¢ With a peremptory tone
Assert the nose upon his face his own.”

She was not aware that Mrs. Lansing, in her
luxurious home, pined for the early lover W
had turned from Eer in disgust—that the beau-
tiful Mrs. Hamilton tarned away with a sigh
from the old man, her husband, and thought of
a heart her folly had broken, and of a mmjlf‘
form that now rested heneath the sod. No-
had the knowledge been her’s Lizie Carring-
ton would with a shudder, have dashed the yet
untasted chalice from her lips. 3

Was it a wonder that from that evening
whenever Ernest Sinclair ventured to breath®
forth a word of love,Lizzie received it lnu_ghm"
ingly, though in reality it sank deef in_her
heart 2. Was it a_wonder that she delighted in
calling him eousin Ernest even after, in a most
serious manner, be had requested her to drop
the title 2 Ernest deemed it very strange that
his attentions should be received so trifling-
ly—yet there were moments when, perhaps
orgetting her assumed character, Lizzie's
glance would rest timidly and emestly upon her
lover—and those moments were not  forgotien
hy him )




