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"ish )said Lord Blondeville, in a tone of as-
nt--" how can you accouit for it ?"

y0u Ced, I know not," replied Amy ; I have scen

Surelseveral tines-but not your young brother,
t You must often run into the woods ?" looking

Sor rthur, who stood near them.
ro . very often ; I prefer the open fields, or

l in the boat. Arc you fond of the water'"
re think I should be fond of anything vith you,"

iAny, laying hor hand on his shoulder.Ihope that kthur ony t kind answer is not confined to Ar-

said the Earl, smiling. a e
faltereo '"l wvas Amy's reply, and her voice

Pal r for she thought of Mrs. Somerville. The
fac, remarked the passing shade or sadness on her

mead îsnediatly strove to divert it.
< ng Italian, of course," he asked.

flndave cultivated il, for manma's sake-who iscf j V

ht I ask for one air ?"
dear d Yes, and you shall hear my favourite; my

iith
ne ]R sie taste, she then sang that beautiful

which sh elmn's, "Vi ravviso." At the close of
tnough e rose, saying: " And now you have heard
tre Lord Arthur's gay laugh is a far greater

St n and 1 sec 1 have made hirn look grave."
Pr yyet for me," said Mr. Martyn, again ap-
niert, Ig ber, and gently reseating ber at the instru-
day5  there is one song, I uscd to hear in former
knO tiMPle Scotch ballad, perhaps you may not
favDU unIess Mrs. Somerville has told you what a
Wearin 't wvas of hers-of your mother's-' I'm

CCg awva.'"C
andh, that little melancholy air-yes, I know it,

Ove it for its sweet pathetie words."
it ast sweetly, most pathetically did she sing

n ur said, when she ceased :
>eckared to sec the angels, indeed, come to

Th er away, for she looked like one herself."

tila est Of the evening was spent in conversation,
to ass was rung, it being Mr. Martyn's custon
his be the houschold to prayer; they all met inprivat,
t4agn study, and Amy marked, with interest,

seaj rPetable domestics, iho had grown grey in
o ce Of their lord's noble family. Gasper was

a t the group, and on their retiring, when Mr.*artyn l
1ag out Cosed his book, she approached him, hold-

Otbeis r hand, which he received with a profound
rsulae, having previously learnt her arrival from

ear4 e good night, and take my blessing,
Drivi Of MY adoption," said Mr. Martyn, im-
e y,'laying his hands on her head, as she

efore hin, "may your footsteps ever fol-
o paths of pleasantness and peace."

ro "1r ight, beautiful Amy," repeated Arthur,
hi3 arms round her neck ; " I will show
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you many things about the castle tomorrow, which
I am sure ivill please you."

Amy returned the child's affectionate embrace,
and then looked at the Earl with timidity, and more
reserve. He perceived the change, as he said:

"Youth and age cnjoy happy privileges-I may
but say good night-yet believe me, that comprised
in those words, are many good, many kind wishes-
may Heaven realise them."

Arny's eyes spoke ber thanks, as she hastened
from the room, and attended by Ursula, sought her
own.

" What a lovely creature," said Lord Blondeville,
on the door being closed; "how shall we ever part
with her again."

"Iarold," replied Mr. Martyn, in a tone of deep

grav ity, "beware of making an idol; I once knelt
at an earthly shrinc, and it crumbled into dust-
trust not in man, or in any child of man-nor set
your affections on things of clay."

Lord Blondeville warmly wrung the hand held
forth to him, for he saw that the feelings of his
friend were unusually moved-he then retired with
his young brother for the night, whcn silence soon
after reigned throughout the castle.

When Mr. Martyn met Amy on the following
morning, he ivas calm and perfectly composed;
carly associations from seeing ber, had been re-
called the preceding evening, but he was too innately
pious for these to retain any hold over his strong
mind-he invitcd her to his study, where he con-
versed with hcr upon religious subjects-anxious
to elicite the truc state of her feelings, which, as a
Christian minister, ho was delighted to find were
all that he could wish in one so younge.

"You must corne to me daily at this hour, Amy,"
said he, " and we will read and converse together."

Most gratefully did she assent, and Lord Arthur,
who also studied with Mr. Martyn, said that " eveni
his Latin lessons vould be an amusement, if she
would only stay in the room while he learnt them."

The various avocations of the Earl, émployed
him for some hours during the early part of each
day, and Amy was thus considered as one of the
family, and allowed to feel herseif indeed at home,
as she vas no restraint on the movements of others.
On leaving Mr. Martyn, she adjourned to lier de-
lightful boudoir, where she employed herself in
some embroidery, assisted by the faithful Ursula,
whose tongu< was never tired praising and admid-ing
all she had secn and heard in the castle. Lord Ar-
thur soon followed his new favourite to her retreat.

"May I corne in, Amy 1" he asked, as he gently
opened the door.

" Surely yes, dear boy, and you shall help to
wind my silks."

But Arthur soon got tired of this-" I want to
shew you the grounds," he said, "and a great


