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ARy dttéred an exclamation of griéf, and sank
:n on the ncarest seat : .
‘llchl beseech you, tell me what tan have caused
. 1 8 lamentable catastrophe,” sho said, bursting
tears,
' Woman drew close to her, and, in a low tone
‘Vom, replied :
Umust not let ¢hem hear me, my lady ; they are
es:’ow enough, and good cause ‘have they for it.
. ‘l'day morning, Susan asked her mother’s per-
%00 to gg to the Faleon’s Nest ; she said it was
Something very particular. Her mother told
she could not spare her, as she wanted her to
) .:;; “.bnaket. of eggs to the town. Susan looked
Whe dunppointed, and begged hard for one hour ;
. .“hel‘ mother became impatient, and struck her,
g her idle and many cruel mames; and that, if
‘v 9Ny went to school to learn disobedience, she
<y, Jetter stay at home. Susan meekly replied :
’\bege" mother, § did not mean to be disobedient—I
it 'i’t:ur pardon ; give me the baskei, 1 will carry
Teph Pleasure.” Dame Grey was softened, by this
2, for truly does scripture say that a soft answer
lleth away wrath;; and she told her if she made
back, she miglit still have time to go to Lady
Yo, T+ The ¢hild aecordingly set out, and wandered
her lea)', until'the snow-storm camne on—when, in
the e:’m, she missed the right track. It appears

X ﬂ?“ired from many persons the road, but none
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© trouble to guide her. The last place where
oy 22 Been alive was ina farm-yard, where she
by E07€ for shelter ; from this she was driven out
Lh‘ml?;iewr:asn:ﬁ'—when, faint and weary, she laid
o » with no one near to take pity on her—
90F ready to receive her. And this morning
t 2 found by her own father, who had gone out
k or her, laying quite dead, with her little bas-
Y her gige.
Tedoubled sobs of Mrs. Grey, when the wo-
hag “eased speaking, showed that this tale of woe
"eached her ears; while Amy was so painfully
“83ed at jts recital, that the sudden change from
Yant, happy feelings with which she had en-
_ '© cottage, to thereverse, quite overwhelmed
1 ’r felt o pang at her heart which drove the co-
by TOM her cheek—she gasped—she tried to speak,
wg Was unable. The woman became alarmed,
Sir Ch‘,.w open the cottage door, to admit the air.
pk“&ml“ was standing outside, apparently in no
gy, x1300(1, for he was stamping his feet, and
W, "‘"ng, by various means, to keep himself
. Wayy: JCCasionally muttering invectives against
S, - Birls and their visits of charity.
";%‘0 Young lady is ill, sir, pray step in,” said
8 é’;‘n, on pereeiving him.
) ﬁ&”ml"& threw up his hands and eyes.
. oy - Will 1 promise to wait outside a cottage
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lady vho his been disinherited by her father,” were
his thoughts on entering.

Amy, in the meantime, had strugzled with her
feelings ; she felt that the intrusion of strangers, in
such an hour of sorrow, was improper.

1 will not stay to add to your trouble,” she said
to the woman ; ““do all you can to comfort thesc
unhappy parents, who I will see when they are more
composed ; in the meantime, pray take this,”” and
she placed her purse in the woman’s hand, it may
be wanting.”

¢ Giod bless your ladyship,” she replied, courtsey~
ing, ““but would you not like to step in here, and
see the dear child for the fast time—she looks so
sweet, 80 calm 1’

¢ Oh, no, w,, not now—I could net bear it,” cried
Amy, covering her face, anid hastening from the cot-
tage, followed by Sir Charles, to whom, as they
walled slowly home, she related the stery of poor
Susa: , begging him not to mention it, as she would
not like to distress Lady Emily on the day of her
brother’s arrival.

¢ A most unfortunate occurrencs indeed,” replied
Sir Charles, tenderly—“1 vow, a2 most unpleasant
thing to happen—but see, il is getting quite dusk,
and has become extremely cold, and I confess | have
no fancy that we should be so lost in the snow—
shall we hasten our steps, Signora 7

Amy tried to redouble her speed ; she thought if
Lord Blondeville or Mr. Martyn had been her com-
panions, how different would have been their sym-
pathy in such a heart-rending case, and she spoke
no more until they reached the entrance door at the
Falcon’s Nest, which was opened for them by Ver-
non. On entering, she perceived Mr. Martyn, walk-
ing up and down the hall. She flew towards him,
throwing herself into his extended arms, and ex-
claiming : ’ .

¢ Oh, my own dearest papa, thank God you are
come ; but where is he—are you not both here 1>

% Yes, my child,” replied Mr. Martyn, * Blonde-
ville is gone to his room—it is late ; is it usual for
you to take these late walks, Amy %> and the tone
of his voice was grave, if not sad.

¢¢ Oh no, indeed,” she returned, while tears rose
to her eyes ; “1 cannot tell you now what detained
me, but you shall know tomorrow.” ‘

“ You scem agitated and fatigued,” continued Mr.
Martyn, “you had better retire, my dear child. I
only waited here to see you for a moment when you
came in,” and he led her to the foot of the staircase,
and shook his head mourn{ully as he saw her slowly
ascending : o

“ And is that hope to be withered alse,” he said,
clasping his hands together, ¢ and yet thy will, and
not mine be done.” .

Amy found Mrs. Somerville impatiently awaiting

N a winter’s day, particularly for a youg| her in her ®wn room :



