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I Wear a eme--he eould talk gaily, and even

my precious child, you astonish me," re-
ers. Somerville, "and i think you have al-

lwed fancy to distreus you unnecessarily. Men are
as We are-they sedulously guard against any
Iay Of their tenderest feelings ; in a party of

strangers, what could you expect ?"
liad he only called me Amy-had I met but one

d smile-but no, he has forgotten me-and I de-
e it, bitterly deserve it. Mamma, when you
Warned me that the hopes centered alone in

bthl, things carried pain and disappointment in
ir stream, I thought you might bc mistaken, and

ch knew of one, which could turn all into en-
eeknt8%eu around me ; that hope bas becn my dream
t nd day. Mamma, I have closed my bible to

tl4k of him ; now, tell me if the humbling punish-
e have experienced is not just. When I recall

theartfelt peace, the happiness I used to derivethe study of that blessed book, and compare itthe wandering state of my mind for some time
ta 1 am overwhelmed by sorrow for my base in-

trat'tude to my Saviour; but never, never again
it be so-I will cast forth every remembrancechave cherished, as I now do that worthless orna-

rient Which bas been pressjng on my brow until it
ache to agony ;" and as she spoke, she unclasped
t4 bd of pearls which had encircled ber head, andit on the ground.

rsomervlle's fullest sympathy as a woman
cealed forth. She felt that reasoning, in such a

would be ill-timed, and she allowed ber to
44'ge ber feelings until they gradually subsided in-

c5lner state ; she then said to ber:
, I will not dare tell you that you have not

te blame, nay, seriously so--let me raLher re-
k. to God that you are awakened to a sense

t extreme sinfulneas of suffering any object te
g your heat from its best treasures; at the same

i Will strive te comfort you by suggesting the
at the Earl's estranged manner must have

, fom 3ome unknown cause, which, when ex-
ha, Will satisfy you both ; for lied you beheld
Sto ese<d countenance when he opened the door
any our retreat, you would have thought him

%y g but indifferent. Calm yourself in prayer,
n Wh epose your grief and your anxieties onio ever turns away-whe, having foit our in-

Mi and sustained the burden of our sins,
tr h sinless himself,) is ever ready to forgive the

t ontrite and repentant heart. Yes, my child,
Of that dear Saviour, and compare His love

her ui Yrward, sapricious love of man ; remem-
, sufferings for you, until your chastened
k«,» AtkIowledges Ibat whatever usurpa an undue

over you, and interferes with your higher
14 oodmuast produce results the mostbaleful,NS 4With Pain.,,
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Amy's tears still continued to flow, but net in the
same violence. Mrs. Somerville had succeeded in
raising her, and placing her gently in the chair, with
her beautiful head resting ou the bosom of this va-
lued guide of ber youth, whose mild reasoning sooth-
ed, while it restored hope. Her hands were clasped,
and she seemed mentally imploring for that grace
and strength which only could bring back those
peaceful feelings and holy thoughts upqn which ber
truest happiness was based.

An hour thus passed, when Ursula and Annetta
were summoned to assist ber, ere she retired for the
night. The rich pale pink satin dress, which had
been selected with so much care by Mrs. Somerville,
was now thrown carele.sly aside, and a loose mualin
robe substituted, while Annetta unbraided the luxu-
riant tresses, wbich fell, like a long black pall, over
her pale, lovely features. There was something, at
that moment, so unearthly in ber appearance, that
Mrs. Somerville heavily sighed ; as she gazed upon
ber, ber thoughts reverted to ber angelic mother:

" Alas," she said mentally, " while J preach to
ber, have not I been making an idol '11

Annetta saw there was something wrong, and, for
a time, she continued ber task in silence; but, una-
ble to withstand the temptation to talk, she at length
said :

"I cannot conceive what•is the matter with every
one tonight-they either appear cross, or sad, or
sorry. Mr. Lewis, Sir Charles Courtenay's servant,
came into Mrs. Clement's, the housekeeper's, room,
saying that bis master was in such a passion before
dinner, because he was cold, and bis face blue with
the frost; he covered it over with pomade, which
he was forgetting te remove, when Mr. Lewis, in
the most polite manner, approached him with a nap-
kin, just as he had reached the head of the stair-
case, in bis impatience and hurry, be slid down
the whole flight, meeting the Countess on his
return. Mr. Lewis made us all laugh most heartily,
while imitating his master's low bows, with bis po-
lished face, as the Countess smilingly passed him.
And then again, to see Gasper taking offMiss Cour-
tenay waltzing with Lord Blondeville ; be was band-
ing round coffee at the time, and, though be looks
so quiet, nothing escapes him-he put himself into
attitude, dancing up to Mrs. Clements, who is one
of the Most prim old maids in the world, looking
in lier face so beseechingly, while she frowned, and
drew herself up, ber very cap appearing to stand
more erect, in anger et the insult to bar dignity ;
when, unfortunately, in pointing out bis toe, it came
in contact with one of ber favourite china dishes,
filled with jelly, which fell down, and broke in pi:
ces .. Poor Gasper was oblipd te make good bis
retreat, to escape the good lady's fury, tumbling over
Vernon, who at that moment wAs entering with a
tray full of glass, and who has been s testy and
ero sicc dinner as possible. WheM wili yes


