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;:::ﬁm“ be induced to accompany the rest, when
thay c°“l'tcnay would insist upon her learning, and|
idle Charles should teach her ; but Amy proved an
. edless acholar, and received many a rebuke,
How distrait you appear, Lady Amanda,” said
Countenay one morning, when listless and
i g“l she stood with the cue in her hand, until
«. Charles approached to guide it on the table,
b U were g]] Jife, all spirits, when we first game,
late You are grown quite sentimental. Charles,
Pupil does you little crcdit—pray make her
«_ Wtentive—surcly the poor girl'must be in love.”
In love,” repeated Lady Matilda, ¢ Amy is too
U8 to be in love with any thing, save teaching
ged children to read.”
™Y’s soft blue eye turned reproachfully on her,
el .‘l"ered this in a sarcastic tone, when the re-
Cttion of her devoted conduct towards Arthur
«p '8 her, she pressed her hand, as she added,
Orgive me, I had forgotten.”
™Y smiled, then begging her to finish the game
I‘dhe": she left the room, and proceeded towards
7 Emny’s boudoir  On entering, she found her
8ed reading a letter, with little Susan sitting by
iﬁu; "°"¥ing diligently at the gown she was o anx-
' give her mother. On looking at the ¢hild,
+.\O8iced a bruise on her shoulder.
You Y, Susan, who has done this, who has hurt
o 8sked Amy.
She did not mean to hurt me so much, ma’am,”
e Susan, without looking up.
! could it have been your mother, poor child,
hee :;:"' You still take such pleasure in working for
[{
"i:;:nt&e more,” returned Susan; “1 vexed her by
r 2 to read to her when she was busy, and, in
very te, she threw something at me ; but she was
% '““7 when she saw how it hurt me—and I am
> “:lhe only goes to church, she will soon leave
‘65:‘“"& into a passion. I shall try, therefore, and
w v, <Y hard to finish her gown by next week.”
i"er"‘;m Jyou let me help you, Susan, for you can
: 0 it all in one day 7
.,“'“‘ hesitated, and then replied :
o Ou are very kind, ma’am, but it would not be
L”;Vl';'ork then—and that is what I wish.”
") Emily now laid down her letter, saying :
h“! your mother let you come again next Wed-
Ny ‘; Which is a half holiday 2—you could then
K Oh by Saturday easily.”
> 1dare say she would,” replied the happy
N"n:tl; “ thank you, ma’am”—and she went on
. *, ) ml,’ needle with redoubled alacrity ; while La-
“Dg” turning to Amy, said :
M’“‘l kmow that Harold is coming to us next
‘..h y 12
Nt ea; it be possible 17 exclaimed Amy, clasp-
“a joyfully—< ught he would not ar-
“wcb::u’nuﬁ 1 thought be }uld ar

.
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¢ He comes earlier than he intended—hear what

passage from the letter:

<] found the old castle looking so dull on my
return, every thing bright and beautiful vanished,
and, in their place, withered lcaves whirling over my
head, and the winds moaning through the deserted
branches of the trees, that, after a week or two, I
thought it was useless to remain grumbling over the
fire with Martyn, who has become as silent as an
owl—and so we proceed to Devon next week, and
shall reach you certainly by Thursday.” Now does
not this rejoice your heart, my little sister 1

1t is indeed delightful,” said Amy, as the letter
was again refolded, ¢ and how quickly has the time
passed since I came here—who would believe that
three months have flown since I left Blondeville cas-
tle.”” ’

“Time does indeed flit away,” returned Lady
Emily, gently sighing ; *and yet, brief as lile is, we
are continually looking forward to some imaginary
happiness, which must consume still more ere it ar-
rives ; the present scarcely ever satisfies —there is a
constant longing, and waiting, and watching—a love
of change, inhcrent in our nature, which powerfully
expresses that this is not our rest—that, as immor-
tal beings destined to a brighter home, our souls
pant, as we proceed, for joys beyond any we can
meet with here. Susan, your song would not be in-
apposite to what I mean—sing it, my child.”

The child rose, and, standing before her-amiable
protectress, sang, in a low, plaintive voice, the fol-
lowing :

On summer eve, when I have roamed
O’er fields and lanes so gay,

And heard the merry song of birds,
And watched them soar away ;

I’ve marked them hop {rom bough to bough,
Then seck a nobler flight—

Upward they bound through liquid air,
Far, far beyond the sight.

Then have I wished that I could be
A little bird, so blest—

To change the hopes, the cares of earth,
For heaven’s eternal rest.

Lady Emily affectionately kissed the child, and, in
after days, those simple words would often recur to
her remembrance in the silence of her room.’

There was great joy throughout the house when
it was known that the Earl was so soon expected—;
‘for he was perfectly idolised by every one in it, but
to none did it afford such intense happiness as to
Amy. She was standing, gazing on his picture, in
the saloon, where she happened to be alone, the day
previous to the one on which-ae was to arrive, when
Vernon, the old servant, entered to arrange the fire.
He looked at her for some little time, and then said,

smiling :

he says about it,” returned Lady Emily, selecting a '



