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r“:;r M"Y came smiling one evening into the
bllsi]; Where Mrs, Selwyn and her daughters were
som, em})lo?’ed, finishing some warm garments for
'illa.,:?or distressed objects of their charity in the
w3 ? her Note Book was in her hand.
Juljy am sure you have a story for us,” exclaimed
Wity 3, ¥ youngest neice ; “if so, pray indulge us
o« ' my dear Aunt.”
drey 5t willingly, my child,” she replied, as she
s M her chajr to join the domestic cirele;
this 3PS You may be disappointed that I do not
Paig Me figure in it mysel('; but the last visit I
of incidmy friend, Mrs. Somerville, was too barren
tepges OOt to afford a story, which was, however,
ang y, oy hfr relating the one I am going to read,
ne 13 quite a ¢ romance of real life ;> not the
i ® of olden days, which is haunted chambers
it § on;"YStfrious witcheries, but a simple tale, and
hag o Y yield half the pleasure to you which it

'epai:,ff' e to collect it for you, richly shall I be

84
%ee then spread her book upon the table, and com-
e !tory of

THE COWFIDED,

R .

““‘:u y:““g Earl of Blondeville was riding leisurely
[ ® Woods of his own domein—his thoughts
the - 'PON the plans he had in view to improve
be ) PPiness of (hose who were so fortunate as to
O%er i Under his protection, and were scattered
ed ] :x'f:nsive possessions—he had nearly reach-
Tregy ape""lg which led immediately up to the
Teg Of the castle, when his attention was ar-
'itting :t © appearance of two females, who were
Wy o 00 3 bank overshadowed by trees. The one
highy, :nc'ent dame, and from her simple, though
hn;.,’ oe’l’e!!table costume, might be taken for a
Pe " favourite upper domestic—the other ap-
“hity ot Just emerged from childhood—and the
e My, in which she was attired, showed to
Utey wel ‘ﬂg‘e the slight graceful figure, and con-
reno'et 1 With a profusion of raven tresses which
b‘ﬂk, g *houlders—the silken bonnet was thrown
i was looking eagerly up at hér com-

panion, who, with spectacled nose, appeared to be
engaged in extracting a thorn from one of the most
beautiful hands in the world. Her face was turned
away or rather shaded from the view of ELord Blon-
deville by her ringlets, until he approached quite
near, when one glimpse of its surpassing beauty
rivetted him to the spot. He dared scarcely breathe
lcast he should disturb what it was a perfect delight
to gaze upon. The old lady continued prying in-
tently, but apparently without success, while the
maiden laughingly said, in the most musiesi tone,
“you may look forever, dear Ursula, but you will
never find it.”

¢ Ah, my eyes are not what they used ta be,” re-
plied the dame; “I remember when they were
bright enough, and could see any thing they sought,
but age and sorrow have dimmed them."’

“No sorrow shall again reach you, that your
own Amy can avert,” returned the lovely girl,
throwing her arms round the neck of her compa-
mion, who pressed her with fond affection to her
heart, ““but my poor hand,” continued she, looking
down on it, as it rested on her knee, ‘“who will
remove the thorn 1 .

This was an appeal which Lord Blondeville felt to
be perfectly irresistible—he made a slight move-
ment towards them, when they both started ; the
moment the youthful stranger beheld him, she ut-
tered a ery of terror, and covered her face with both
hands. The dame was more composed, after look-
ing on him intently, she turned to her charge, say-
ing, ““ It is not he, my child, look up, do not alarm
yourself.> The Earl was distressed, he dismounted,
and giving his horse to his servant, desired him to
ride on with it to the castle ; he then approached the
ladies. )

1 regret much having caused you alarm,” he
said, “it was unintentional, believe me ; I was on
my way home, when I was attracted by seeing you
sitting here.”

¢ It is the Earl himself,”’ said the dame;. ¢ you
are then safe, my dear young lady.””

Her charge on hearing this, ventured to turn her
eyes on the stranger—what she met in his gaze 1
know not—but in an instant her beautiful cheek



