
THE LITERARY GARLÀND.

I beheld nothing, save cold stern look&, which were g
changcd for smiles whenever you addressed others. r

t

y

r

g

iven to mamma by Mr. Martyn, before she mar-
ied, and I know she valued it more than any thi4

he p9ssessed ; when she ivas dying, she placed i,
n. Mrs. Somerville's hands for me, with a desire
hat I never would part with it. I wish you ha
asked me for any thing else, for there is nothing but

his tiny book which I would refuse you."
" Do you promise that, dearest ?" returned tb'

Earl, smiling at her eagerness.
"Yes, indeed, I do."
" From which of these pretty bande did I extrt

the thorn-do you remember 1" and he pressed them
both.
" From this-I remember well "

Even so, Amy, so well can we conceal, under " Then, Amy, may I claim it as mfine-wiIl y00

he mask of indifference, our private thoughts; with give me this instead of the book "
s it is the "e iso sciolto pensieri stretti," while Amy atarted, and became in an instant violentf
ours are undisguised, as they are pure and inno- agitated, while the colour 'mounted to her cheek.
ent. la not this the case, my own beloved 2" " Oh, I meant not that-I am not prepared-pray

" It is a new lesson which you have taught me," pray spare me," and sie strove to disengage herself'
eplied Amy, her eyes bending beneath his admiring "Amy, my own darling, be composed, and liste
aze, " but I knew not that you could prove so se- to me," said the Earl, gently detaining her, and g'
ere a master." ing earnestly and affectionately on her lovely face-

"Then forget it Amy, and let the remembrance " if my lesson of yesterday stamped me as a sever
f yesterday be erased for ever from your mind." mentor, do you forget all those which you used to

" Not so, since I trust I have gleaned much pro- listen to with such pleasure 2-no, I see you do n"4
it from its trials, and as we are taught to forgive -the remembrance of those days are, to me, full g
hose who are only made the instruments in Divine the most delightful associations. Before I beIe8

hands, to chasten us for our good, so do I from my you, I felt there was a want-a blank to be filed ef,
heart forgive you for every pang you inficted," and which none but one like you could have effecte'1
with a look the most angelie, she placed her hand in your extraordinary beauty, I confesa it was, which

is, while he, unable to conceal his emotion, turned firat charmed me-but even this faded before t1i
away, and walked towards the window. deeper feelings which your gentle, innocent and 0#t

When again he resumed his seat by her aide, the engaging manners inspired, dictated, as they Wer,
open eslket on the table attracted his notice. by a mind imbued with a love of ail that was god

«What treasures have you here, Amy," he en- and pure, and holy. Yes, Amy, my beloved, qUell'
quired, taking it up, " what little book is this 1" ties like these can alone rivet our affections-Which

It was a amail bible, beautifully bound in velvet, they never fail to do, unless we are lost to tver
with a goll i:4sp, upon which was engraved the right feeling, by the constant contamination ofname of' Agnes. The Earl took it from ils case, Now, tell me, dearest, would you wish those d'
and unclasped it ; the leaves were much worn, and to return 1-would you be happy to wander ago
marked in many places, \vhile numerous pictures over the grounds of the old castle, with Mr. Mart"
enriched its pages, although defaced and torn. as your guide and friend, Harold your protector

That was the valued companion of my child- your fond companion, and Arthur your play-folloW
hood, replied Amy, " and my only book for five Yes, yes, I read it in that dear smile-look at 0
long yera mt iwa Concealed in my dress by day, my own Amy, and answer me."and under my pilow at niglt; you know not how Amy raised ber dark blue eyes, and ixed tb0dear it is to me."

The on the Earl, whose countenance was now
rl looked over it with considerable inter- mated with an expression the most noble and e

ed ; she clasped her hands together, while, in a
Aed. your own pencil marks," he solemn and full of pathos, she replied:

" Not a"4 ion 7 Of them were my ma M n. IHarold, you have taken me by surprise, and
fredonias, to whom t belonge. e Man- answer you, tries my courage to the utterot-

« A I will not deny you the response which my
bok, d yor o dI have a fancy for this little dictates : with you, and you alone, it would bc b?

book," aid Lord Blondeville, after giving it much piness to wander in a desert where no suae
tentoh, "ow you bestow it on me &" shone-where no other foottep ever strayed-eo

ow you pain me by your rquest," she re- all was dak aroun us, sae the ligt kinaded
I ma inot comply wih it,-t was deeming love, to guide us both to heves"p

If you beieved that I had forgotten all your kind- s
ness, and the many dear associations connected with i
Blondeville Castle, I tan no longer be surprised, but
that you COULD believe it seems marvellous." a

"Amy, dearest, your gentle reproach is my pun-
jhment, for it keenly touches me," returned the
Earl, now sitting down by her, " and couid you
only have witnessed the struggles I endured to dis-
guise my feelings ail last evening, you would have
known how deeply I shared in all yours."

" And yet you could dance," said Amy, faintly
smiling.


