THE LITERARY GARLAND.

199

AUWT MARY'S WOTE BOOK.

BY E.

Continued from

M. M.

our last Number.
1)

Our travellers set out at an carly hour on the fol-

Owing morning. The Earl watched the carriage
Which containcd Amy, as it drove out at the court
Yard, until it was shut from his view by the broad
enue of trees; then turning to Mr. Martyn, he
82id, gloomily :

“We have suffered an angel to leave us; I much
Question our wisdom in so doing. By heavens,
'Iartyn ! her tears, and innocent expressions of sor-
Tow, both last evening and when going away, have
Rearly unmanned me 3 had 1 not pledged my word
O my mother, I would have caught her to my heart,
nd bid her stay for ever. Why should we loze two
Years of happincss i—surcly life’s page is briel
en(,ugh_”

“ Blondeville, you will not repent having acceded
19 the wishes of the Countess,” replied Mr. Mar-
T s <t would have been cruel to breathe a word
€Yond the kindness of a brother, to one of her ten-
Jeragze—to wed her, madness. How you delight
n her perfectly natural and undisguiscd expressions
°fﬂﬁ'ec1ion; all thesc would be instantly checked,
0 that eautiful simplicity, so suited to her years,

troyed, were she to view you in any other light

af‘ the onc she now docs.  The loss of her sweet
lely we shall both feel—for she has becn to me
'.alomd child; and to guide so gentle, so pure
:’\ded a being, in religion’s paths, I have feit to
n;i;h{lif: lla)r'ivilege, zm,(,l one Whi(‘:hl had lon‘g pra)"c.d
e ine.  Yes,” he continued, musing, “in
opu‘:ﬂltlon and talent, she is the counterpart of her
ien(;ﬂ‘-hcr beauty is that of her fathers. Ah, my
» You lament but the postponement of happi-
~how would you bear to sce the cup dashed

1 ™ your lips forever ; go, Harold, and be thank-

* Yetjet i - -
ly idoL» me again warn you : kneel to no earth:

{r

He they retired to the privacy of his study, while

. r:‘:, restless and unsettled, ordered his horse.
hefollows“mc d.islnncc, scarcely heeding the path
ere hee:’ until an inclination to visit the spot
ad first beheld Amy, proved a stimulus,

® galloped forward in the direction of the
ti‘eum r:‘he sun l.lad scarcely power to penetrate
. geous foliage of the trees, and the scene

¥ teg 2 gloomy aspeet, as he entered its con-
2 drawing near the mossy bank so well re-

membered, he was startled on beholding it occup‘itd
by a female—but oh, how unlike the one he had
last seen there. Her garb denoted that she belong-
ed to the gipsey tribe, and as she turned her face
towards him on his approach, he almost shrank from
its forbidding expression, while his horse showed
some dislike at passing her. She leant forward on
her crutch, and uttered a short Jiscordant luugh,
which jarred unpleasantly on his car. A ragged
child was near her, gathering sticks.

“ My lord i3 abroad early this morning,” said the
crone ; ““who comes he hither to scck, and where-
fore casts he such lowering looks ?—did he expect
to find a faircr one than I, on the green sward ?—
ha, ha, ha; listen to my song.” And she wildly
chanted the following :—

“The dove she has flown from her happy rest ;
She sceks a home in the falcon’s nest ;

My lord may ook out {rom his castle in vain—
For the dove she will not return again.”

¢ Cease your forecboding raven’s croak,” exclaim-
ed the Earl, rendered impatient by his prancing
steed, and angry at so unpleasing an interruption to
his meditations. ¢ Away, old hag, clse I will have
you taken up for trespassing.”

“ Aye, that is the way you nobles speak to the
aged, and the poer, and the miserable,” replicd the
gipscy, as she rose from the bank and stood before
him.  “Pampered as you arc in your princely
abodes, and every wish gratified cre expressed, how
can you sympathize with the knawing hunger, with
the hearth made desolate, or the broken heart {—
sput on your proud siced, and trample me in the
dust; and as you glance arourd you as far as the
eye can reach, szy, ¢ behold, all is minc—whercfore
should the beggzar dare set her foot to pollute the
soil ;” but boast not thyself,” shc added bitterly,
“ the day must come, when six feet of earth will be
‘thine inheritance, as well as mine.”

“Why speak so severely 3 replied the Earl,
struck by her words. and commiserating her miscra-
ble appcarance, bent double, as she was, by age, and
clad in the meanest habiliments ; “ Ged forbid that
the poor or the unfortunate should ever be driven
from my doors ; surely you have never sought relief

at the castle in vain 7’



