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et to come, Taking the paper from her hus-
‘:d's hands, she read it over, and exclaimed:
Mor:hat will do ‘very well, but still, I’ fear,
D, this ungovernable young man will re-
™, and have an explanation with your daughter.
8:05- Amy is very inexperienced, and I grieve to
y::l"" very obstinate; but that is your own fault;
l‘en‘; long habits of absolute indulgence hsiwe
in ered her 5o, She will of course believe him,
Preference to us, and the evil will still remain
Tremedieq »
in“ What am I then to do ?”’ asked Mr. Morton
despail'ing tone; “have I not made it as
g fearr 3s his worst enemy could (}esh:e? N.ay, I
Toye ? much so, Louisa;” but his wife m?kmga.
You ;{nem of impatience, he added: ‘’Tis true,
Roth; Bow him well, and have assured mec that
in |8 short of such harsh words wiil make any
bidpl‘essi(fn on him, I have peremptorily for-
2 him ever to approach the house, or cor-

1 *Pond gy any of its inmates. What else can
Ea,y ™
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Withyou must cut off all hope, and leave him
w36 one ray of expectation.”
ut how is that to be done ?”

ell hi H
fol.mr.” im Amy has solemnly renounced him

341-. Morton half rose from his chair.
! nol that is impossible. Willing as I
8 °f'“8h his faintest hope, I cannot resort to
l!im, Ufjustifiable means. So far from renouneing
ity t:m convinced the foolish girl loves him
w« fold ardour.”

R . . .
“m .® much the worse,” said his companion.

the si:lkh you .that Delmour, while there 'remains
dop higs test circumstance to cling to, will aban-
hilgrg PU.I‘Sl'm? Kuowing as he does, your
em,m g;“hahly for him, he w'111. never cease his
®teq y Poor Amy falls a victim to his inter-
{ Telye lews,  Come, Morton, overcome your
o “hil¢ Bee. Consent to this sacrifice for your
&Qm Y a few lines you can discourage him
Ay Sver making another attempt, and when
thy,, omes to maturer years, she will gratefully
thry ii 2“ for the prudence which prevented her
. ‘;hefﬁe’lf away on a miserable adventurer.”

at le""on s seruples were fast disappearing,

Yoy . P8th, with the air of a man thoroughly

O the task, he impatiently exclaimed:
g, g+ Well! do as you like, but let us be
L I am tired to death.”
%pue:eedless to say his companion promptly
forg,, * 20d Mr. Delmour was distinctly in-
hep l:e:;ltmt Miss Morton, feeling submission to
i n‘“lﬂtiowas her first duty, and repenting the
A le' sole 1 she had so long practised towards
S Mnly renounced him for ever, in obe-
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dience to her Father’s command. ~ No kind word,
no gentle appeal, with which Amy could have
softened even that abrupt message, but all was
cold, formal, and indifferent. The task conclu-
ded, Mr. Morton retired to his couch, with uneasy
feelings he vaiuly strove to dispel, by remember-
ing he had done all for the best. As to her,
whose false representations, and artful suggestions,
had wrought him up to act as he had done, she
closed her eyes with the comfortable reflection,
that she was amply, oh, how amply ! revenged,
on the two beings she chose to consider in the
i light of her worst enemies. Could she but have
seen the motherless gir, in the solitude of her
lonely chamber, her head bowed in her hands in
the attitude of hopeless grief, she must indeed
have been satisfied. The hour that had witnes-
sed the removal of the remains of a beloved
mother forever from her sight, was not, perhaps,
fraught with more overwhelming agony to Amy,
than the present. Then she had at least & living
parent, who tenderly loved her, but now, separa-
ted as she was from the being next dearest to
her, after her father, and the object of that pa-
rent’s indifference, if not dislike. * Surely,” she
murmured with a shudder, * he never could
have looked at me, spoke to me as he did, if he
retained one spark of his former affection.” To
add to her sorrows, the cheerless prospect of
being subjeeted for years, to the tyranny of such
8 woman as her stepmother, a woman whose
influence was increasing every day over her hus-
band, till it threatened to become all-powerful,
rose to her recollection, and it is not wonderful, if
in the bitterness of her grief, she murmured a
passionate regret that she had not followed her
mother to her grave, ere her father had taken
another wife to his bosom,

CHAPTER V.
THE next day, Amy remained in her room, and
indeed she reguired repose. Her want of rest,—
for the dawn of morning found her absorbed in
her sad reflections,—the agitation she had under-
gone, and the long night passed in tears and
sorrow, imparted a pallor to her cheek, and a
heavy, care-worn expression to her brow, unna-
tural to one so young. But a keener pang was
yet in store for her. That evening, a note was
handed to her. One hasty look at the super-
cription, and she impatiently tore open the seal,
but how her countenance changed as she glanced
at its contents. How quickly the warm, happy
glow, that had mounted to her temples, wes.suc-
ceeded by a look of wild astonishmert and des-
pair. The first words chilled her to the heart—

&




