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leave off these monkey tricks ¥* said I, assisting Gas-
per to rise; ¢ the first time I beheld you was in the
character of a Charlatan, and methinks you have re-
tained it ever since.’—¢That is better than the one
of = saucy waiting-maid, Mademoisclle Annctia,” he
replied, marching out as stately asif he had been
my lord himself.”?

¢ Annettz, when will you learn to restrain that
silly tongue of yours 7 said Ursula—* 1 prithce,
peace with such idle folly.”

“ Folly it may be, dame Ursula,” replied Annet-
ta; *““but see, it has brought 2 smile to the lips of
my sweet young lady, and that was all T wanted :”

And the affectionate girl stooped to kiss the fair
brow from which she had been parting the long ring-
lets.

A gentle knock was now heard at the door.  An-
netta flew to unclose it, when the Countess entered.
Amy rose in some confusion, her hair still streaming
over her shoulders.

¢ My dear child, I am come to enquire how you
are,” said Lady Blondeville; I could not go to rest
in peace without seeing you.”

“ You are very kind—I am much better,”’ return-
¢d Amy; “and, I trust, tomorrow 1 shall be quite
well.” ‘

‘“Are you equal to returning with me to my
room ?* enquired the Countess, gazing anxiously
upon ber ; T would wish earnestly to speak a few
words to you.”

Amy hesitated in some trepidation.

% You need not fear, my child,” continued Lady
Blandeville, I am not going to confess you, and I
am alo’ne-l-l will not detain you many minutes ; nay,
come even as you are,” and she put her arm round
‘her to lead her away.

¢ Go, Amy dearest,” said Mrs. Somerville—<¢ La-
dy Blondeville is indeed most kind.”

A large unoceupied bed-chamber divided the
spartments of the Countess from those of Mrs. So-
merville ; they crossed this, and entered the one be-
yond, where Lady Blondeville slept. The crimson
damask curtains were closely drawn, and a cheerful
fire, with a couch drdwn near to it, gave an ajr of
great comfort 5 a silver lamp stood on the table, ang
beside it lay a large open bible. Amy gazed ti’mid-
ly rouﬁnd her, as the lizht shed a l‘eebl(: ray on the
megnificent canopied bed, and then turned towards
the Countess, whose tall, commanding figure, and
full, dark eye, as it rested on her, looked ‘0 like the

s ed so like the
EarP’s ; but Amy, timid and gentle though she was
shrank not from its scrutiny, which was lone ami
lvery grnve,.yet without the slightest severit';'; at
;;:,it;;ﬁl;:zlzfi dh:er hand on her shoulder, Lady

“ Amy, you are indeed a beautiful hei
A ‘heing—truth is
stamped, jnth heaven’s own impression, on that {air,
:cpfn brow. Come this way, my child,” and she led
T towards a deep recess, lighted by a large gothic

THE LITERARY GARLAND.

window of stained glase, over which fell a gauze dro’
pery. The Countess cautiously raised this, when the
object which presented itself was the slecping figure
of Lord Arthur, his smooth round check glowing
with health, and radiant in the noble beauty of his
race. Lady Blondeville pressed her finger on hef
lip, as Amy made an involuntary movement of affec-
tivn towards him : ’
“ Disturb hiin not,” she'said, as she held her backs
and continued gazing with the yearning love of &
mother on her heart’s treasure. < Amy,” she €on”
tinued, “ each night that T look upon that slumbef
ing boy, is your image present to my fancy with
his, as I first beheld it, when in a dying state he 18Y
supported in your arms ; in that dread hour were you
made, by a gracious Ged, the instrument of his pre-
servation, at the risk of your own life—say, canl
ever forget such devotion; ch, no, no, from thet
nigh* t ve I loved you as my own, and have united
your name with those of my children, on my knee?
at the throne of grace—judge then the interest 'l
take in all that concerns your welfare and happ¥
ness, and the distress T have fclt to behold yours
this day ; nay, start not, my dear Amy, or trembl®
thus, I am not going to probe you ; sit down hel‘c:"
and she drew towards the couch, and placed the ag¥”
tated girl by her side. * This morning,” continu®
Lady Blondeville, * you secmed all gaiety, alt bap-
piness, but when we met again in the evening;
should have scarcely known you for the same. I was
told that you were in tears when you returned fro?
your walk. Now, as I would assuredly questio®
one of my own daughters, dare I venture to ask Yo‘“
what called them forth, why you lingered with sif
Charles Courtenay, and how his conversation coul
have had the power to so affect you.”
< Dearest Lady Blondeville, I fear not to answer
any question you may put to me,” replied Amy, in-
genuously looking up, while her voice faltered; ¢ the
cause of my remaining absent so long, was a sad onés
and would have been told you before, only 1 fear®
it might reach thé ears of Lady Emily, and 1 ad
not wish to cast a shadow over her happiness on ¢
day like this,” and with much feeling and a renew
of her tears, she narrated the sad fate of poor it
Susan Grey. The Countess listened to her with the
deepest attention, and when she ceased speaking, she
strained her affectionately in her embrace, saying®
“ My beloved gir}, while I weep for the pa\’e“”
who have thus been deprived of a dear child, in °
distressing a way, I rejoice from my heart at
removal of an auxiety U heavily felt, when I ime”
gined that Sir Charles could have sufficient inf”
ence to cause you sorrow. Alas, Amy, you he
not yet learnt the bitter task of concealing YO )
feclings, and of wearing under a smile, troﬂ_b’
thoughts-—this is to come.” ‘ 1
At this moment the door was slowly opened, L
the figure of Lord Blonderille appeared ; he sartth



