THE LITERARY GARLAND.

Mony htavily did this ceremony pass to her, and

:.ﬂent, during the whole time, until her companion
IS conversation to the scene she had witnessed

" the Cottage, whichghe did with his usual affecta- i

n of Sympathy and tenderness of manner—this at
Zained her attention. Miss Courtenay ap-
"ed in charming spirits, seated between the two
Wemen ‘Amy had noticed, on her first entrance ;
:Ln Whose names Sir Charles informed her were
e T R‘)Semount, and the Honorable Colonel D’Ar-
ee.’ She looked for Mr. Martyn, who, she per-
e Was near the Countess, but from the foot of
‘g .t"’b]e. she most seduloualy kept her eyes. She
lity talking 5o earnestly upon the subject of poor
B “:diu‘sm’ that she did not at'first observe Lady
Ville rise from table ; she deeply blushed and
'nly'p:’ticu_lazly vexed as she noticed Miss Courte-
Teay; Un towards Lady Matilda and smile. In
doin'hg the room, she had to pass the Earl, and in
"hdf 80 encountered his dark eyes fixed upon her,
"hOIeme firm compression of his lip gave to his
_° COuntenance an expression so severe that she
from jt dismayed, and felt, oh, how thankful,
the déof was tlosed upon her. In the saloon
s foung Lady Emily and Arthur; the boy. flew
%c;: With his usual affection to meet her, and
atry: . Ped her arms round him, with ditfeulty re-

g & gush of tears.
day 1€ You as happy as you expected to be this
he,;.de"re‘t Amy ?” enquired Lady Emily, taking

« and, and looking anxiously in her face.

Yaig, 1o, no, nor may 1 ever dream of happiness
€

ge

W]

rl{ dear girl, you surprise me ; sit down by me,

fopy y ™€ Whiat you can possibly mean—and yet, 1
1 my, i’

wig ay, Y guess ; pray compose yourself, or you
_Tact the invidious observation of others.”

Iy, g 2o, while Arthur still clung to her fond-
~ % R
R
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1y, iy
tug
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my is not well—she is tired—that cross
8 Courtenay kept her out too long.”

Vask how it happenggd that you were so
"?day, dear Amy 1”"enquired Lady Emi-

indest tone.

LT :';:"night, dear Emily—tomorrow you shall
nigg, has made this wished-for day the most
You © One of my life—spare me now, I beseech

- The g,

M‘:‘_‘img doors to the music-room were now
Teat o Pen, and it was brilliantly lighted. The
qu, Emi:ﬂd-les adjourned there, after spcaking to
50!"‘8 ha Y- Mrs. Somerville had watched her
%hﬁl "8e during dinner, but, unconscious that
""m.,“;ny New cause for the deep depression she
N’ ;he attributed it to the one alone, and,
Wohigy. el it might be diefelled during the

e Countess appeared graver than usu-
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al, and occasionally cast an anxious glance towards

¥ did she wish it over. She continued almost | her ; but her chief attention was, of course, €ngross-

ed by her guests.

Miss Courtenay was performing a brilliant piece
on the harp, when thc gentlemen entered, at a late
hour, most of whom advanced towards Lady Emily,
{ and conversed with her till they were attracted by

the music. The Earl addressed a few words of af-

fection to her as she caught his hand ; but when she

jwould have detained him, he broke away. Mr.
! Martyn alone lingered, and drew his chair near the
}couch : -

‘1 have come to you,” he said, smiling, “to hear
your report upon my-adopted child—tell me, has so-
ciety spoiled her, or is she still my own dear Amy 7

““If being one of the most gentle, sweet creatures
| in the world, gives her that privilege,” replied Lady
Emily, pressing Amy’s hand in hers, * she bas still
a right toit. - I know not how it is, but she wins all
hearts—even old Vernon’s has been taken by sur-
prise; and you know,” she continued; smilipg,
“ how difficult be is to please.” . .

“ The opinion of an old and faithful - servant car-
ries some weight in my estimation,” retursed Mr,
Martyn, much gratified, * and I can assure you, that
of Vernon is not to be despised—the old man is very
acute in his observations.” ’

At this moment Lady Matilda commenced play-
ing 8 beautiful waltz, Miss Courtenay having ri-
sen from the harp, amidst the plaudits of all. The
young lady started, and looked innocently round her,
then began to dance, throwing herself into various
graceful attitudes, until she approached the spot
where the Earl was standing. Here she paused, and
pleadingly turned her eyes upon him ; the appeal to
his gallantry was irresistible—he instantly stépped
forward, while she, with a pretty look of childish
helplessness, laid her erossed hands on his shouldér,
and suffered him to bear her lightly round the room.
Both danced admirably, and every eye was ‘upon '
them. An indescribable pang shot through the heart
of Amy, as she watched their movements, though no
mean envy assailed her; it was the gaiety with
which Lord Blondeville addressed his fair partner .
which most pained her. At length, panting and fa-
tigued, Miss Courtenay threw herself into a chair,
the Earl remaining by her side.

¢ Lord Blondeville must be very fond of dancing,
is he not 7" asked Amy.

“Who—my brother 1*” replicd Lady Emily, care-
lessly—¢‘ no, I do not think he is—but he feels it
right, in my mother’s house, to make it agreeable to
her guests; even Mr. Martyn, with all his gravity,
could scarcely have resisted such an nvitation' to
waltz,” and she smiled.

, “1fear the day for my running afier butterflies
has passed,’” seid Mr. Martyn, returning ber smile ;
“but had it not, I searcely think yonder pretty futs
terer would have tempted me to tho chase. Amy,
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