THE LITERARY GARLAND.
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lha,,,l c:ng““lﬂnte you more for your gallantry
ost ﬂn: Sense, my friend,”” said Mr. Martyn, al-
- :l’lly, ““ what a pity that your harlequinade
Which, Li:mple‘cd by a good sousing in the water,
ot a“'a,rel: had nearly procured for you. I was
Moty hat you aimed at appearing in the cha-
« oo hero of romance.”
ll“ghi?,: }'E:“tyn be scvere 1 retarned the Earl,
Yoy \vis';,’ surely, you would risk more for one
5« ed to P]ease.”
ﬂfl‘ordzo?tld risk my life in a good cause; but to
Pain 2 il Pleasure, 1 would not inflict a great
€« N
Fain Would [ cast it back into the lake,” said
reven as king David threw away the pitcher
o Obtained for him by the Israelites rushing
bealilif ]ftnemy,s camp ; but oh, I cannot. Is it not
Margy, > ™ father 2 holding up the flower to Mr.
Napyg, Who she had Iearnt to call by that endeared
%y, .
Cop, N 1: l"”illti('ul, my Amy,” he replied ; ¢ all that
Map, Wo‘:lm the hands of God is perfect, and, but for
ontjp, d remain so. Oh, beautiful world !”” he
fhee fals. §azing around him, *thy Master made
i g, €%, and many a flower has he scattered
e —Mmany a well of water springs up in the
Yet, f’r fefresh us; countless are his mercics—and
da":er‘,u:he glittering joys, the fictious hopes, the
Cagy amay iHlbition, or the balcful passion, all are
« .
B
tiop ’b?t % would not have man without ambi-
“ ::k_ed Lord Blondeville.
wil) 5 ree}s 2 noble quality, call it ambition if you
2hoy, phed,Mr. Martyn, ¢ which leads us to soar
Xaliey that is mean and despicable, to all that is
% fyy o an(‘i glorious, and great ; butif it only rests
by, . IS earth is concerned, and carries not its
be“eath yond, I pity it, as altogether worthless, and
¢ desires of an immortal being.”
Yoop, o MBS to the castle, Amy hastened to the
Quengy (}ear invalid, who, she found, had fre-
Couy Muired for her during her al The
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impossible it would be that a Being so full of merey
would lay on her the weight of a feather beyond
what was really ncedful.

During this trying period, Amy proved to her as
a daughter, devoting nearly her whole time to lessen
the fatiguc and anxiety she suffered. And oh! it
was a joyful day when the beloved Arthur was suf-
ficiently recovered to be carried by his brother into
the cheerful drawing-room.  Then, indeed, the
Countess, on her Lnees, expressed her deep, her
heartfelt thanksgiving ; while Mr. Martyn, collect-
ing all the household in the chapel, offered up that
grateful incense so acceptable to God, and so proper
and natural for man.

Weeks now fleeted past, and the time drew near
when the return of Mrs. Somerville was expected.
Arthur’s health and strength were daily improving ;
he could now drive out, ride his pony, and, to Amy’s
infinite delight, once more become the companion
of her short rambles ; and snatched, as he had been,
from the very verge of the grave, he was, if possible,
more dear to her than ever.

¢ How shall I be able to part from him, from
them all?”’ she would mentally cxclaim ; “alas! I
had almost begun to forget that this is not my home
—that I belong not to any here, but am an alien
and a stranger.”

“In such moments as these, Arthur, percciving
the sad expression of her countenance, would throw
his arms round her neck, and, by his childish sym-
pethy and affection, soften the bitterness of such re-
flections.

Lord Blondeville, ever since the arrival of Amy
at the castle, had declined all invitations, and latterly
he had felt less inclination to enter into the society
of the neighbourhood, amongst which, it was natu-
ral to suppose, that one like him would be much
courted ; but now, that the Countess was his guest,
and that all anxiety for his brother had ceased, he
unwillingly admitted that he had no longer an ex-
cuse, and he felt obliged to accept the card which

requested his company at dinner at Lord —’s.

X fong . VS itting by his side, watching, with all
‘?elnbi,‘ Other’s anxiety, over her treasure, and
bleg, Sg 28 she beheld him so wasted and enfee-
Mr. M € Was goon joined both by the Earl and
ety Y03 and beautiful it was to witness the
hea,. N aﬂ:ectionate attentions of her son, and to
Partey STacious words of strength and comfort im-
Qpe,ieny the amiable minister—who, from having
L olan, 8orrow, knew so well how to soothe
r°l'te.-, by her. He did not, like the worldly com-
W on '®r cease from weeping, or tell her she
Couyy 'Mg 1 yielding to her grief—that what she
] the lugeﬁ:e]l’ she must endure ; but he led her to
W' of her Saviour—to his sympathy in
"\dtoher 8 tears at the tomb of his friend—and
dow of that exquisite, touching story of the wi-
N5 until her heart acknowledged how
20

On the morning of the day, the Countess was
sitting under the shadow of a peculiarly fine elm
tree, which grew near the water’s edge. She was
watching with interest the gambols between Arthur
and Lion, whose rough manner of showing his re-
gard called forth many a laughing reproach, parti-
cularly when his ungentle attentions were shared
with Amy, whe #as, as usual, his companion.

Presently Lord Blondeville drew near, and throw-
ing himself op the grass at his mother’s feet, he
gazed for-séme little time on the scene before him ;
then playfully laying his head back on Lady Blonde-
ville’s knee, he said :

“Is not Amy a most. lovely and loveable being 2
My mother, we must never suffer her to leave us
again.”

% She has promised to return with me into De-



