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CHAPTER XIX,

WHILE Lefevre was thus drinking
the sour draughts of regret and disappoint-
ment, which the world ever imposes on
such as are credulous enough to listen
to her flattering speeches, he received the
following ' letter from his deserted, but
steady fnend Douglas.

Myr. Douglas to Mr. quevre
“ MY Dnm CHARLES, .

‘It is now six months since I have
seen or heard from you; and it is three
times that period, since you have informed
~ me of any thing belonging to your affairs!
VOL, II B
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‘Who would have thought it'—Womld not
you—should not 1—six years ago have
pronounced such an event in the history
of our friendship impossible? Bat it has
occurred ! If you chose to awoid personal
intercourse, was it not due to a friend,
who has so much interest in yoar welfare,
to give him some #ccount of your sitna~
tion? Bat I forbear—This is my consola-
" tion, if our friendship is at an end, Z have
not been accessary to its dissolution.

“ I asaure you I have need of this con-
solation. No loss in life appears to me
worthy -of comparison with the loss of
friendship—And I have Jost a friend! The
companion of my youth, the sharer and
heightener of my joys, has left me; he
who nobly strove to outstep me in climb-
ing the elevations of christian knowledge,
and in exemplifying the devotedmess of the
christian character, has halted in the race,
O Charles! what pleasares have bem ours.
What sympatliy of sénflidetit-—what amix-
tare of .souls!—what sufdhe peace cwhat
heavenly raptures!  TRey dré gone=
they, wre gome! They live ondy -in res




ch. 19, NO PICTION. T

sembrsncel—a remembrance so bitterand
yot.50 dear, that I would part with. it one
#ooment, and the rext I cannot et it go!
# - ¢ Rorgive me this allusion-to the past,
1-did not mean it, but my emotion encreases
ak-Fproceed. I thought I had prepared
miyself for the event, and find I have not.
I:knew’ that our friendship was founded
on the love of religion and literature;
and, when I saw the foundation affected,
I had reason to anticipate the consequence
to the superstracture. Yet my anticipa-
tions have not availed me, I seem like the
sorrowing parent, who, through months of
" hopeless suffering, had endeavoured to.re-
doncile herself to  the departure of her
child{ and, after all, when the event -ars
‘rives, it finds her unprepared for the awful
stroke.
<] have reason to fear, from some
hints' I casually receivéd a day or two
since, that you haye once more sacrificed
your-good intentions; and have given your-
self ap to the most unlicensed indunlgence
of the passions. I would most willingly
have disbélieved ‘this intelligence, but it
B2
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was too correctly made, and you know not
what distress it has given me. Much asX
feel your loss, it is nothing to the idea of
being lost to yourself—lost to God! Oh!
Charles, my dear Charles, once more I
beg you to reconsider your course. Will
you suffer yourself to be subjected again
by lavish expences, to those embarrass-
ments and insults, from which you have
suffered so much?  Will you dissolve. the
pearl of health and peace in.the cup of
intemperance? Will you regard the deceit-
ful voice of those whose ¢paths lay hold
‘on hell’~who are the. handmaids of .des-
traction? Will you throw up your inte- .
rests in both werlds; and bring on yourself
at once, the reprehension of man, and the
wrath of the great Judge, to gratify a vice—
to pursue mere vanity? ‘

“ What is the world that thus ensnares
and enslaves you? What is the testimony
of those who have seen most of it? . One,
a prince and a warrior, whose .course. had
been attended. by victory and honour,
finishes it.in anguish,. saying, ¢ I have had
a fine dream.” Another, a senator and
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statesman, the devotee of ambition, leaves
the world exclaiming, ¢ What shadows
we are, and what shadows we pursue!
A third, the wisest of men, raised to a
state more than human, with every facility
to gratify every desire, as if to make one
full experiment on life, sums up his esti- ,
inate in two words, ¢ vanity and vexation.
Does not your own testimony bear the
same character? You have. been de-
terinined to make the trial for yourself,
and I would seriously ask you, what. is the
- result? Has it improved your happiness?
or has it aggravated your misery? Yea, I
would put the question on a lower scale
than . this, Have you found so much
pleasure in the indulgence of any one
passion, as yon would have found in re-
straining and wmortifying it? Sarely not, -
In defiance of all our ingenuity, and of a
‘the world’s sophistry, we shall certainly
find,. that sin and misery are constantly
and inseparably united. _

¢ And is it not time to abandon a ser-
‘vice, the.wages of which, are ignominy, sor- -
row and death?. Will you any longer con-
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‘tinue to balancé the' world against the
claims of religion—the interests of etei-
nity? Alas!—1 tremble as I think it—but
I fear you will. 1 know your character<-
its excellencies and defects. In better days
1 have seen, with power to make a good
, resolution, you have wanted the patience
and perseverance requisite to keepit. And
what am Ito think now ? Is it not a likely
conclusion, that youar past practices have
deprived you of power for the one and the
other? And yet I cannot allow myself to
-yest on such a conclusion. How dreadful
“are its consequences! Would that they
" appeared to you as they do to me! Would
- that all you have seen and suffered might
“make you wise to your salvation in-tflis
“time of your peril! Would that yon would
“return to your real happiness—your real
? friends? ~ Oh, how weuld the heart of your
Douglas exult to receive you to itself! But
) —lf you medltate no return—if you will:
- yemain as you are—then Charles—O how
shall T write it—then Charlés— farewel /
Our attachment; 14dm persuaded, can never
“wholly céase; but'to .our cominunion thére
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“isanend. As far as you ave concerned,
wmust parsue the remains of my pilgrimage
in-adlitude, apd lament that he, who-once
wps may companion aod comforter, ;hae
twrned aaide o lying vapities. But, al-
Abough we may,puraue diffexent paths, they
il infallibly bring s to ene common place
of meeting—the judgment seat of Christ!
+~©, how sghall I hear to meet you there!?
. “ Bat, I bave not yet referred to the
;subject which is, nevertheless, the principal
-reaspn of my writing you just now. I ewe
it to your past sympathy and kindness to
~give you .Abe earliest information on an
.affair, which, for the last five years, has
-eptored so maferially ipto my happioess.
Kuow thep, that the correspondence s re-
.agwed—that my addresses are acceptd-—
apd that I have now the prospect of being:
nnited, in p few months, to the first—the

. dearest object of my affections. 'The per-
son in question is all that I ever thought

. der to he. Pions, prudent, modest, apd

. gentle.. No aflectatiop, mo display, no

. fincage. Of eleyated tastes—of pimple map-

.-mers—of retiripg habits—of warm and ge-
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rerous sentiments. Not seeking the admi-
ration of many, but the heart of one, -who
can appreciate and reward herlove. Ifind
that from the first 1y regard was not met
with indifference; but that a mutual in- -
terest, unknowri to each other, has been
operating a striking conformity of charac-
ter. :
“ T know yon will rejoice with me on
this account. 'You know more than any
one how much I suffered; you long and
‘tenderly participated of those sufferings ;
and you have a right to share my joys.
How wonderfu] -are the events of Provi-
dence! Just when I had:given all upin
“despair, ‘the finger of God effected it, with-
out human effort. How happy I am that,
in the severity of the trial, 1 was not pet-
mitted’ to use any means to effect the
-object, which, though not positively wroog,
I could not have thought strictly honorable.
"How much T regret that ever I should have
been tempted to doubt the promise- of
- God, in listening to my prayers! Blessed
is' the man who trusteth in the Lord a#
" all times! ' - e o
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¢ Bat T must not enlarge at. pleasure -
oua subject, - which, though interesting to
you, must necessarlly be more so to me.
Would that you would let me commuani-
cate with you on every subject as we used
to do! Well! I will endeavour to hope
the days—the happy days—will return.
‘Perhaps, like Noah’s dove, after wandering
over the face of the earth, and finding no
. vest for the sole of your foot, you may,
weary and heavy laden, return to the
-bosomr of your friend—to the ark of your
salvation. . For this I will not cease to.
-pray. Meanwhile believe, - that whatever
- may be the elevations or depressions of my
state—whatever the colour of your future

life, no change can be produced towards .

you in the heart of » ,
. ¢ Your affectionate,

“ DOUGLAs.”

Thls letter produced the following
rep]y, which is inserted, not merely as it
‘is a closing one 'in the correspondence
. of these friends, but as it sheds important
light on the situation and sentiments of
Lefevre at the period.
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Alr Igfevme to Mr. Doriglas.
‘ Lambctb,-—-—--

’ "DEAR Dovams,
“ I thapk you for yeur Ietter. You
are perfectly right in thinking I am still
mte.rested in you. ¥ was as much de-
hghted as could be to.hear of your hopqs
and pr_ospects But, , _
‘Man deligh,tp not me, nor woman neither.”
¥ am dissatisfied with every thing, and
mmost of a]l with myself, After all that
Jibertines \have -said, J helieve domestic
bappiness is the hest thing in the world.
May you enjoy M as you deserve! I cap-
-pot—-I hawe.forfeited it !
“I kpow yeu have 1easqn o, eemplm
of me. Ihave avoided you—fersaken yon.
" But I solemnly assure you, it has been
from no want of regard to you. I respect
and love you still, and shall do so whilst I
 live. - But two.cannot walk tegether-except
- they are agreed.. I tumed aside into.a dif-
ferent course from your’s. Foel that ¥ was!
‘it-woptld haxve been well if I.-had not! 8o
itis: and this led tg a-separation. .
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* Why do you. aeproachfuny a8k ime,
whether: 1 :wil} onoe more snbmit to the
insults and.embarrassments of debt? Yom
doubt this! and doubt it after the assu-
rances I gave you, that I was resolved to
recover myself! Is this kind? But, per
haps, I deserve it. [ know you thisk me
“ infirm of purpose.” ¥ou shall see; how-
ever, when my pride is touched, thatJ can
be firm. You shall see that on this sub-

‘ject, notwithstanding your fears, I can -
“both make and keep a resolution. No, I

will nedexpose myself to the duns -and

--harpies of upstart creditors. I am deter-
-ynined  to recover - inyself from -my -diffi-

culties. 1 have already begun, and my

- agency in thie-codl trade will carry me for
-wward. No man shall be able to:say, he
-thas lost a sixpence by me; and I willmnt
“rest till no man shall.be able to ask me for
-sixpence. Inever.designed any othed; and,
“although some of my friends . have said

thard things of me, T have ﬁbe consolanon-

"-of ‘m conscia rechs.’

% As to religion, I bad mﬂ:erhemhut.

'i must. plead guilty to:.all ‘the . charges
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you can bring against me on that head.
Far be it from me to palliate or excuse
what I know to be wrong. How much
soever I may be the subject of sin, I would
not be its advocate. I would not glory in
iy shame. Indeed, I have nothing to glory
in. I cammot look back upon my past
life without horror and dissatisfaction.
But I bave learned something since I have
been drawn into the vortex of giddy dissi-
pation.. I can indeed say, that the world
is vanity and vexation—and ¢ that there is

w0 peace to the wicked” Before I received
your letter, and ‘independently of all reli-
gious considerations, I had determined te
abandon the world, and seek in retire.
ment that peace for my wounded spirit,
‘which neither religion ner the world can
impart. God has given me a capacity to
‘perceive and know the way that is right
and good ; but I have left it—I have de-
parted from his precepts—1I have sinned
against light and judgusent. Spared I am
~—but not for good. - My own condemna-
" tion is rivetted on my breast. I cannot
describe my situation and feelings wheb
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I turn to religion:’ Convmoed as .I am,
that if I do not fly to the hepe set before
me.in the gospel I must perish—I feel no
inclination. 1 feel as though I were for-
bidden to approach God—as if the door
of salvation were open to any one but me.
I amn a backslider—that is the vilest of all
characters~there is no hope for me!_ Suf-
fered to wander a few more years in this
miserable world, and thén—but I cannot
think of it! That way, as. poor Lear said,
is madness!
“ You know me too well, Douglas, to
think what I am now .writing is not the
truth. I hate nothing more than religious
eant and hypocrisy. I never before have
expressed, even to myself, so much of my
state, and ‘T really shudder at it; but I
must forget it.. I would not hurt your
mind by saying so much, for I know it is
affectionate. I merely wished, in a closing
letter, to reply to your anxietiés in such a
way as to show, that though I am now un-
worthy of your friendship, I have not lost
my friendly esteem and confidence, It had
been well for me, perhaps, had ‘I un-
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bosomed myself to you before, Bat I was
proud. Sorrow has broken my spirit, yet
it is now too late to be beneficial to me.
Separated as we must be, think of me—
feel for me. Feel for me—not as a chris-
tian ~I ‘am not ome—but as a man—a
miserable man! : ‘

“ May you be happy ! You will be so!
You have not deserted religion—you bave
rot forfeited hope—you have not dqstroyed'
your spirits by dissipation. May you
find another friend! Just such a friend,
and even better, as (if he had not deserted
his God) you weuld bave ever found in

% CHARLES LEFEVRE.™:

- 'This letter greatly affected Douglas.
He was delighted that his friend had cast
aside his reserve and communicated his-
feelings ; but ‘he was grieved tothe utber+:
most to find he was reduced to such a state-
of ‘mental suffering. As soon as he well
could, he wrote to him as follows :— B
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Mr. D‘ouglas to Mr. Lefevre S
Bristol, ——

« Altbough, my very dear Charles, a
1'eply to your's may not be expected, I
cannot suffer a day to pass away without
writing you. You are miserable, and
can1 beindifferent? —can I forego an at-
tempt to comfort you? *Let wmy right
" hand forget its cunning, rather than refuse
to hghten the sorrows of a friend! Fain
would I say something to revive hope, and
expel despoundency!

<« And are you £o miserable as you
desaribe yourself? Have you found the
world te be simply vexatious and deceit-
ful? Havé you relied on her promises,
-and .does she scoff at you for doing so?
In thevery paths of pleasure have remorse
and disappointment, stung you like an
adder, and bit you like :a serpent? +Are
you, -at once, deprived of hepe im hoth
worlds? .And do you, deliberately, uiter
your own condemnation? 0, .Charles! -
what shall I say?-My very heart bleeds
for you!
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v «;Phespair seems to liave” fastened
itself upon you.  But you must not yield
" to it—indeed yoa must not. It is death to-
entertain it!—it shuts up the soul in ims<
penitence and unbélief. I havelong seen’
and deplored a tendéncy to this state of
mind. I would not willingly add a particle
to a weight alfeady insupportable to you, -
but excuse me if I ask, May not this’
despair arise from the sullenness of mor-
tified pride, rather than from real humility? -
May it not have been successfully em-
ployed already by your great enemy, -in -
withholding you from religion? * If he can
once bring us to think, that there is-no ~
hope for us in God—in his salvation—orin -
the use of the means of grace, he will find
- nothing more necessary to induce us to -
abandon them. And never, & we resolve -
on their abandonment, does our situation’
properly assume a hopeless aspect. - It is
not the strength and virulence of our
disease, but the rejection of the antidote,
that renders our case desperate.

*. « Think not then of forsaking the only
remedy that can promise you relief. Deep
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a8 is your fall, despair not of redemption.
Despair of the world~-despair of yourself
~-but do not despair of religion. There
i8 nothing it cannot effect on the heart
placed beneath its influence! It can sub-.
due the most powerful corruptions —it can .
regulate the. most violent passions—it can
sanctify the most polluted soul.. It affords.
the fullest eneouragement to the very chief,
of sinners. 'The gospel assures us that
God is ‘ready to forgive, and uawilling
to punish ; that the blood of Jesus Christ.
cleanses FroM ALL SIN; and it extends.
its - invitations, without exception, to the;
rebellious, the. guilty, the ungodly, the
backsliding. - ,

“ Oh! Charles, the Father you have,
forsaken, is still waiting to.receive you—
the fountain .you have despised, is still.
open to cleanse you—the Saviour, whose
voice. you have long lost ip the din of
carnal dissipation, still addresses you, and
says, ¢ Come unto me, thou that art weary
and heavy laden, and I will give you rest.’
Ah! .is not your heart touched by such
amazing forbearance and grace >:—Will you

VOL. il, ‘ c



2 { ] NO FPICTION. ch. 39.

oty Hke the récheant prodigal, réturn vnte
the Qod of your mercies ? O, return, retem,
'to the Ged from whom you have so deeply
revolted ! Réturn, return, to the pleasures

-you have se unwisely sacrificed to vanity !

Your race is not yet runi—your suti is not
yet sét 1-—the day of grace is not yet past!
Yéur peace; your character may yet be
‘re¢overel. The gates of mercy are never
closed against the returning penitent. You
have nothing to fear, but impenitence and
despaty. Remember, it is only those who
confinwe in iniquity, that shall be cut off’;
that those only perish, who choose death,
rather than life; if they die, it is because

they cast away life—they die as sutcides! -

‘“ How greatly am I concerned to find

you, in your present state, resolving to-

¢ forsake at once the world and religion,
and to seek in retirement that peace neither
of them can afford you.” This is not the
language of reason and sobriety, but of
intemperate and desperate feeling. Be
assured we never really forsake the world,
till we really embrace religion ; and, while

our hearts are alienated from the life of-
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Ged, we ere under the spirit of the werld,
.whether weare gay or sarrowful—whether
-we-seek the hannts of dissipation, or retire -
frem-them disgusted.
«.- % And can you for 3 mament thlnk
#hat it is in the power of mere retirement
to comfort you? Can retivement he
pleasiog, with remorse and despadr for her
attendants ?- Is it not because you bave
plready found your own society insupport-
rable to - yourself, that you have fled from
solitade to a crowd of ensoaring-com-
panions?- Avd do you now look to it as
toa .sovereign remedy? O you forget, that
when it was delightful to you, it was made
so by cheistian friendship, by the light of -
the Divine countenance, and by the unac-
cusing testimeny of a geod conscience..
Without these, retireament will only add
poignancy {o your sorrows, and blackness
1o your despair.
¢ Think not that I oppose retirement
in general terms. I oppose it merely.in
the light in which you contemplate it.
Retire, by all means retire, from a-world
-which has made you too ‘miserable! -But,
c2
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retire; to call upon God-~retire, to.segk
the application of the balm of Gilead, ta
jour wounded mind—retire, to re-enter, the
paths you have so long deserted. Nothing
less than this, rely upon it, cam reconcijg
you to yourself, or make retirement 8
blessing to you.
¢ Oh! my dear Charles, this is a se-
fipus crisis to you. You seem to stand on,
* g precipice, and the next step may either,
recover you to virtue, or fix you in despalr'
-Pray before you think, and think before ygn,
resolve. Spared as you are till now--con-
vinéed as you must be of the folly and cri-
minality of your course—and solicited as
you are by the voice of friendship and ‘reli-
g;on—ought you not to flee to the only hope
;hat remams to you? Such a period npay
never occur again, O, by our former fnend-
shlp— by your present distress—by the pos-
1b1hty of your return to happiness—and
by the mercies of God—I earnestly beseech
you do not slight jit—do not abuse lt to 3
-useless ;nelancholy !
“ Pamful as are your, feelmvs, I repxce
that y you have been dlS?OSGd to commum-
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cite thém. 'SHIT tell ‘me all you think and
fehr. ' "'Be assured, that the utterance ‘of
yOUr Yoost uneasy sentiments cannot give
mie 50 much pain, as their concealment.
My' confidence and sympathy are what
Jou once knew them to be. Trust them
as they deserve. S
' ““May God Almighty visit you, and
- $ive'you! May you be restored to the
pleasares you have lost, and raised to such
as you have not- yet partlctpated‘ Rehglon
~ dan- do’ thls. ' o
’! Lo Your'’s most aﬂ'e‘ctipnatél)‘f,;w
S v « Jaues Doveras,”
" This correspondence did ot ‘produce
the effects that might have been’ hoped-
Liefevre did not embrace Douglis’s kind
n[nvitatxons to.a tenewed and candid mter—
course. He "had replied so' freely to
Diuglas’s first letter, rather to Justify hun-
. Yelf, than to conifess his faults, as he feared
Douglas might have been tetnpted to think
him even worse than he was.” Douglas
gave him credit for'a better motive, and
wis in the issue dxsappomted
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’

- Nor were the references made to his
spiritual condifion more successful: © Des-
pair had too long possessed him to be
éasily dismissed ; and, it is to be feared;
Lefevre sather cherished than resisted it
He had quarrelled with the world, - but he
did not abhor it. He was vexed with the
pains and penalties of sin; but was not
- prepared to renounce it as a thing wholly
hateful. He was not an enemy to hope;
but he knew, that in a sinful course, there
is much to fear and little to hope; he was,
therefore, willing to separate from the one,
to be free from the other. He had found,
with many others who have been resolved
on wickedness, that despair is an opiate to
Jear; and he trusted, if he could persuade
himself that he had no concern in religion,
he should be so far justified in neglect-
ing it.

However, the violence of Lefevre’s
passions was now subsiding, and the thirst
of curiosity was satiated. In the fit of disap-
pointment he had determined to retire from
the world; and, even in his sober thoughts,
he was so canvinced of its evils, as to be
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willing to forsake its most troublesome and
irregular paths. He had experienced that
uacontrolled passions are insupportable
tyrants, and he was dispased, though not
to crucify them, to put them under some
sestrgant.  This disposition, thongh far
frow -pure in its origin, and promising to
pontinke only as 3 rey to the passions,
bad. already recoverad him compamtilely
to. regular and maral babits; and eme
paragraph in Douglas’s correspondence
bad an insensible tendency to strengthen
',ami pmlung its existence. .
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-1 { LEAFEVRE bad natarally a tastefdr
‘domestic pleasures. He was the favorite of
- whildren, and, by many obliging attentions,
idiscovered: ®n ;interest in the femaleisex.
‘He had, however, neverseriously deter-
mined on wedded life. ' In:the first instgnes,
‘hewasideterred by his circumstances, and
-afterwards, by his irregular habits : foris
- generesity would not allow him deliberagely
~$0 unite -himself to an excellent  férmale,
¢with'the fear of exposing her to the ills!of
poverty, -or the anguish of neglect. ‘Now,
_indeed, a8 his resources were improved,
and he had retreated from excesses which
cost him so much, his eye turned involum-
tarily towards domestic life, but he could-
-not permit himself to dwell on it.’
v fle had latély been introduced to'a
“fatiiidy* fear: Sevenowks; -in which''was a

/
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younglady, of whom he could not think with
common sentiments of esteem. Hé had the
highest opinion of her.  She is,” thought
he, ¢ every way qualified  to make me
bappy.—But —no—I must speak in the
past time.  Once she might have made me
so—aow it is too late! And if she could,
I*could not render ker happy. Iam um-
“worthy of her.. Miserable as [ am, ‘I
should ‘make-avy one so,” who was com-
neeted with me. I will never sacrifice:a
worthy woman to my wishes! No! I will
keep my wretchedness to myself.”
~- - Wallis knew the state of ‘Lefevres
-nied; and he was desirous of raising his
Jiopss to the object, in which he was evi-
.dently interested. = Altogether of & weaker
*character, Wallis was never tempted 4o
follow up a worldly course to extremity.
His passions were busy, but not impetuons
~unruly, but pot-daring. He loved him-
self above all things ;’and pure. selfishness
 generally supplied hiak with sufficient saga-
- city to know, in the parsuit of any object,
~when the punishipent was.palpably.greater
. than_ the gratification. ‘Whenever this was
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the. case, he immediataly relinquished the
pleasure; and. be.waa ; plesaed 10 dignify,
the act with the-name of selfdemial. . In
one instance, the influemce. of Lafevmq
example had cansed him to trespass on thd
usual limits he prescribed to himself; hut
he instinctively perceived the damger, angd
as instinctively retreated. From this tinej
thowgh his ioferiar in every thing, he
looked down on his headlong course with
_pity, with wonder, awd even with con-
tempt ; and his friendship for Lefevre,
though it bad lost much of its power, wag
rather beneficial than otherwise, as far as
it went. He certainly loved Lefevre, as
much es bis saperficial heart could be
said -t0 love say thing that was distingt
foow himself; aod his beat efforta were in
requisiion to recover bim from his, violextt
excesses. -

With. this view ke had. at&stbmaght
him . intd the presence of Misg Drwm, the
person in. question | awd -he now endea-
voured to make her the ohject of Aanefid
attestion. He dwelt -ab. ber -accomplishy
mente-ralnsdedd: to ber fortnne—~—ridjcaled
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his: sensei of - umwerthiness-—and, cssumﬂ
him be lind every. encourageinent, *Yeb,
yés,” said he, ¢ trust me—I knaw how the
game lies—the prige 8 your’s if . you wild
but take it. . I can.tell. ' Women are de-
¢eitfal creatures, sure: enongh—but never
Heocive me! 1 can feel their pulse—I
have falt he#s—~and rely upen it, it flusters
like the breast of a new-canght robin at‘
thic name of Lefevre.” :

Wallis’s rodomontade had nat .alhhe
effect he.thought it deserved. The moss
it did-was to- make Lefevre. waver. inhis,
purposes. He, for a moment, thought- he
inight be bappy amd render:others s0; but,
again he fell under the conviction; that
wothing remained te him, but.the dregs of
thas -eup h¢ had so0 long begn drinking.
‘He purposed, and meversed his tpnrpme,
and continued undecided.

While the fluctusting. passiens of Le-
fevre were thus uttracted -and repelled by
the allurements of vicious, and the:loveli-
‘ness of mnocent, enjoyments, Douglas, -hy
his first letter, informed..him of .his open-
‘fog - prospects of demestic felicity.- . This
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slight Inmmw»ws odm Hopes! Bad .
sewpHising inflnéhee on the expudtationsvof
Lssfevie! ' Prom haviog thought cohﬁxgﬂ
Ruppiness incompatible with his stats; and
at:the : most' hiving waveded -for+a niv?
ment' on 'the subject, he placed it/ withiit!
the ssphere of ‘passidilities; anid Hmmel
diately resolved, thoagh with hesiuting-
~steps, ‘to pursue -t Tt-is not, - perfiziph!’
edny to account for this, but so it'was, -* Tt
might arisd: from that spirit ‘of entulativh}’
of ‘which Lefevre was powerfully the sub-
jeots ' And, if: not ascribed to ‘this sdutce,
it'vast be classed with those sudiea tutns’
of tlie wind, ‘of which al are cdnséwhs
bt whieh nowe can ¢xpldin, ~ -~
Hope, being permitted to live, sodn’
Became vigorous and ardent. : Léfevre has-
teaed ito Wallis, to reveal his change of
sentiment, and to. devisé the best’ method’
“of proceeding: : Walkia: was full ‘of surprisé’
. and pledmre-i-ascribed the cange, withs
owtiscruple;- to bis owii argutnents,—and
: agteed touttend hiy - friend - the wextday,’
on‘ a vinjt 40" the fainity of 'Misk Do - |
. Miss: Dii—ui was of a supétior class of”
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spupg nnderatanding. and wanmi affactique,
strit priogiples :and. benevglent manpers
. She-was feminine. withont weaknessrmkipdi
without . gstentation — and.; aecoeplished
withomt:,vanity.. Ske was remankable far
haxing a paramoun sense of ‘dulys -and ens
deavppred to obey its dictates, unifQumly;.
whether., they. congerned her. fellow erea-
tyres or,the Supreme Being. She wantesd,
indeed, anly one thing; but that.one thing:
was. the one thing. needful.’ .. She had 4w
form of virtne and, godliness ; but. the lifer
giving principle was absent.-..Of this defi-
ciency, -howeven, . she was, nat. sensible;.
she had not begn: taugh.t its natme, R
necessity. - .

. She wap grﬁaﬂy mdbbtad :to mrmd
ggand{q_agther, with, whom .she Jived, - foy-
the best paipts- of her character, Her pa..
rents. left: her. ap, orpbap.in iafancy s.end
this excellent relative. took her under her
ropf, with.the design.of syperintending her
edueation, . Fonthis.work phe mas happily
quahﬁed.‘ To hex; yonth she had: felt . the
exils of 100:tigid; awelsin Ler age,shethad
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saex the ewils of too tax a systems; she thene-
fore regulated her own plans, by keeping
an. apprehensive eye on these «damgeros
extremes. Instead of threwing aside:the
yoke of authority, she relieved it of its
irksomeness, by lining it with. kindres; and
eften, where she anticipsted resistance, by
3 mamner all ber own, she made hex pupil
wnawares a perty.to her views, She was
now guthering the fruits -of her formet
labors. Her grand-daughter regarded hen
at .onoe, with the highest reverence and
parest affection, -She was the volantary,
chieerfal, and untired .cempanion. of her
uge; and, by ber youthful spirits, and filial
attentions, she beguiled its wearisomeness;
and sweetened its calm enjoyments~—In
closing this slight description, it may be
proper to observe, that Miss D— in+
herited - from her parents a small estate
worth abent: £1500; and that she was @
principal legatee in the will of her- grand-
meothen., .

-1 1On the morrew, Lefevre, with ahghtet
heart than he had knewn for years, or than
he thought bhé conld ever know again, joins ‘
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edt Wallis:om the way to Sevenonks, 'Jsilve
mogt light things, ‘howevet, it began 20
flatter most troublesomely unider:the eddies
of the passions, as he appreached the end of
His ride ; and on his arrival, it became sb
uaraly, s actually to traverse all his pre-
conceived purposes. $e had decided on
}iib spéeches—~but he could not utterthem.
‘He had determined - to ‘be most obliging m
his manners—but was Uncommenly awk:
ward. He thought of preparing his way
by particular attentions tb the young lady
—il was with constraint and difficulty he
could shew her any. So high did his
feelings rise, and so little was he in a state
to resist them, that they threatened to sups
‘press the very object of his visit. Lunch .
came and’ went—dinner came and went—
tea was now on the table--and nothing had
been done! Lefevre had said nothing 4
prepos; he had merely joined in the general
conversations, and very shabbily in them,
" He had at first concluded, that the fore-
noon was the most suitable<~when it came,
he postponed it to the afternoon.” The afs
ternoon- arriveds=it wis @ “drowsy times
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hewould, wait till bis spirits were refreshed
by tea. He was.now taking tea with &
design of. refreshing them, but they were
not refreshed as usual—they had been too
much jaded.—In fine, he could not bring -
himself to the task ! ‘ No,” thoughthe, «“J
cannot do it.. I wonder I ever thought I
could, — To say, in 8o many set words,
Will ‘'you marry me!—I can’t do it—] *
will .write to her—that’s the only way to
communicate one’s sentiments on such g .
subject.~Then I can say all 1. meant to
say.” .
Tea was ended, and Wallis proposed
a walk in the garden, The proposal was
immediately .accepted. He entered the
walks with his friend and Miss D—;
but soon struck off in another. du'ectnon.
leaving them together. Lefevre, from the
moment he resolved on waiving the
subject, felt himself at liberty,, His con+
yersation .became mypch more free and
pleasing, Miss D—- listened with sym-,
pathy and spoke with. tenderuess, Lefevre’s
heart way elated with satisfaction; and, '’
ignerant of. what_ he . did, be gave his ob-

"
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Iservationsa: direction-to the :sulsjbitowhich.
awva$ prididry in bis theughts.: it g v+t
» - «'Flie.visit of this day;” said he, “fjs
et quite a disinterested one.” .. s 117 -
5, 'There are‘few things we do,-T dth
bfraid, that are quite disinterested,” repliedt
Mlss D, with a'smile,’. +': " uwpss
«' " % Emednt,” said Lefévre, ‘with & sub-
theed and faultering voice, not -qidte dis-
jtiterested in relation to - iw relatidh
to-—-a person not far from me!” IR E L
- MHss D——8 éyes “fell-—her- Counte
nance colored to crimson. They cofiti
nued: walking -some time they 'knew not
whither. .They looked notthey scitcel§
breathed. = Lefevre; however, had- passéd
the” Rubicon, and lie niust go:forward.
Hi$ companion sighed. ¢ suppa‘esséd'ﬂi‘
emotions and said—  ° PR
“ From what has e<caped me; "Miss
D ~——— will perceive ¥ have a tegatd for
~ her. .May I hope that any attehtxdns’nf
mine can make that regard mutual s g
She remained ‘silent. "Té:atis Yot
any thing except indifference;  Héf hedd
_drooped like the rose wider the'fMffthe
VOL. 1L D
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showér—lier whole frame was agitated.
She motioned to sit down om a chair they
dpproached.

“You are not well,” said - Lefevfe,
#carcely knowing thit he spoke dt all,
¢ What can I do p—-v”

“ O, nothing—leave me,” she replied,
with a trembling and hasty voice.

« Leave you! O, doh’t way it!—look
on nie~speak to me!—only say I may
address you—-say you are disengaged.” )

She ehdeavoured to raise her head,
but only effected it in part, and struggling
with: her feelings, said—“ O, sir!—my
grandmotlier—learve me, leave me—2a little.”

“ Deat Miss D——!" exclaimed be-
fevre—lie could bay no more. He was
intoxicated with joy at this reference to
her guardian, and imtnediately tarned
towards the house in putsait of her.

He found her alone in the parlour,
with a countenarice rather more raised
and anxious thati ustal, 4s thongh guess-
ing the natofe of his errarid. He avowed
his attachment—expressed his hopes«-and
referred to his cifcamistances; Wwithh a fal-




2
ch. 20, NO PICTION. k. 3]

tering tongue and a beating heart. Many
mere the blunders be committed—many his
" attempts to correct therm—but seldom were
they improved by the attempt. '
-+ However, his was not the repulsive
task, to acknowledge feelings where the
acknowledgment was treated with coldness
and scorn. Aged as she was, this worthy
personage had not forgotten the sentiments
of youth, and was always benevolently
prepared to sympathize in them. She be-
haved to Lefevre with the utmeost delicacy
and respect. She gratified his affection by
“speaking in eandid and tender terms of her
‘granddaughter; and pacified bis fears by
assuring him, that should the connexion
appear to involve her happiness, there
would be no obstacle in the way to it.:

Lefevre respectfully kissed her hand
—called her in his thoughts ¢ the best—
the kindest of relations’—and with a heart
tess anxious but more joyful, than that
with which he entered the house, hastened
‘from it in search of her, who was the spring

of all his emotion.
He came to the seat on whnch he bad

D2
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left hqx:-r-but she was not there. . He was
qnxlqus—“ Why did I leave her so ab-
rupt]y ¥ said he—* Perhaps she became
worse.” He continued to walk as he spoke,
and soon perceived her moving, slowly and
thoughtfully, down a green alley that led
to the arbor. He quickly joined her and
announced his suecess. They continued
tp walk and commune with each other for.
nearly an hour, when Lefevre received a
summons from Wallis. They had agreed.
to sleep.at Bromley that night, iu their
way to town; and, as the shades of even-,
ing were coming on, it was necessary they
shopld start. The separation was one of
matual. regret, but of mutually good un-.
dgr;taqdmg. _

. ,The intercourse, bemg thns opened ‘
was camed forward for some weeks by.
lgtt@:' and occasional visits, with growing
sgtisfaction to both partxes. Lefevre, ine,
deed s0qn fqund he had a rival—but 2
rwal fnjom whorq he bad pothing to fear.
Mr. Simpkins—if his pame deserves to be
recorded—was an._empty, congeited and;
ppsxtwe young u man . He had, ,howeyer,a.;

v
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good "perso, ‘and 'a ban’dsome fortade!
These he' adored, and riekt to these, he
vowed 'he ‘adored Miss D ——. He'c con

cluded, with such prétensions, no young
lady, situated as Miss D —— was, would’
venture to refuse him. With tHls notior
in his head, he had set-down his repulSeé
to the coguetry of the sex, and “only Fé
newed his addresses accordingly:; “Whef’
Lefevre came in the way, his bad bﬁssndné o
which are always much strongér thad’ {hé
good ones in weak characters, weré put it
motion ; and he determined to contend; if
not for love, for victory. He becdmie ful”
some in his professions, and perseciting i’
his-addresses ; and, by proposing’to 'éc_éitlf‘
£500. a year upon her, and start s ¢ha-"
riot on the day of marriage, he thought to
securé his prize by a coup de main, 'To his
udter astoriishment, ‘however, he found a
female heart proof against all his bribes.’

"All his ‘overtures only raised indifference’

to antipathy —tliey wére rejected without
hesitation—and he, at length, retired from
the hated presence of his successful com-
petitor, with wounded pride festering in his:
heart,
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Altheugh the attentions of Simpkins
were far from benefitting himself, they had
a tendency to stremgthen the very bouds
ke wished to break asender. The pre-
sence of such a man set off to great ad-
vantage the respectful reserve, the frank
manners, the freedom frem paltry jealousy,
which were manifested in the conduct of
Lefevre ; while it farnished an opportunity
of discovering the retreating modesty, the
transparent simplicity, the firm dignity of
Miss D——. Neither party seemed - tip
require soch stimuli as these to gquicken
‘their affections; it may. readily be con-
cluded, therefore, that they had a powerfal
tendency to accelerate and confirm their
‘attachments,

Much has been said of the happy -

fluence of a virtnous and worthy attach-

ment on character. Lefevre now became
an iastance of this. He had not permitted
himself to think of addressmg Miss D ——~
without previpusly resolving to sacrifice
every thing inconsistent with his proposals
to her; and, as all the energies of his pas-
‘sions were soon turned into this new
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shannel; ke found no dificulty ip fuliilling
bis purpopes. Low as he had fallen, he
seemed now. rising from the abyss of vice
au the wings of hope and love; and he¢ rd-
Jjoiced afresh ip 3 copuexion that made a
labor easy to him, which he had formerly
fanpd impraaticable. He loeked back on
ghe past with melancholy sorrow; but he
began to cheer himself by thinking, he
Jmight recover what he had lost.” Engrossed
by one object, he learnt to renounce ag
iusipid, his recent society and pleasnres.
He applauded himself on bjs success; and
daoked ronwd on his original comnexions
and employments, with desire and expec-
tation, Still more satisfied with himself,
he experienced greater facility in resisting
the habits of free drinking, which he had
_ formed; and he determingd wholly o sup-
sue them. “Yes,” said he, with new-born
Joy glistening in his eyes,—~*“ I will recover
- myself—1 will make myself worthy of fer.
Douglas shall yet see that I have power to
resolue and keep my resolution.”
To witness such resglutions in Lefevre
at this period, and to see 80 mapy. of them
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i the way of accomplishment, is truly gra-
tifying;: yet it must be observed, for the
benefit of the young reader, that: his reso-
-lutions were palpably grounded on' his in-
-clinations, rather than a sense of duty—a
sandy and precarious foundation.

* Full of high purpeses, Lefévre paid a
visit to Douglas. He knew he had now'a
tale to tell; that would greatly please his
‘benevolent mind; and he felt that his ap-
probation would really improve his bliss.
Douglas received him alone, -that their in-
terview might not be overawed. He had
not geen him for two long years, and he
feared that this call was rather the fruit of
necessity than of choice.  The air of Le-
fevre, however, soon dispelled his fears;
and they enteted into. conversation on the
past, in which the delicacy ef friendship
was conspicuous en one side, and on the
other, an unusual candour of corfession.
The #ubject od which Lefevre meant to
converse first and chiefly, was postponed
till the very last. It was only as he was
rising, with his hat:in his hand; that he
said with assumed carelessnéss— ' -
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5% Do:you know that much of mwhat ¥
hdye. referred to, is to be traced to an
eyent which I am antxc:patmg, but which
.I-have not mentioned.” e

. # No~what is it?” - :

“ Would you guess ma.rmge?” a
¢ . Marriage!” exclaimed Douglas, with
aore surprise in his manner than he wished.

wr “ Yes,” replied Lefevre with less firm-
mess of voice. .

. % To whem?”

a4 To a Miss D-—-—~—you do not
imow her—I wish you did. I'm sure yow
would approye her.”

« J.dare say I sheuld if you think so—
yoeu know .my .taste-—ls she of mlspotted»
family 7 .

. * Yes-—rvery good—very respectable!”

“Sensible ™ :

4 Yes, veryl”

4 Prudent ¢’

(o Yes-manages every 'tlnng in thg
house.” , .

. “-Good tempered i"” s
% Yes —sweetness itself!” .
* Modest " . N
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“ Of .conrse r~fall of your favorite
neserve.” .
1] PIOIJS !.”

Lefevre’s ready replies failed him,
That single word evideptly distressed
him. However, after some hesitancy, he
answered —

“ Ah! I wish I was half as good—I
wish I was worthy of her!”

Douglas was sorry the last quesuon
bad escaped him; and, aceepting thls
vague veply, continued—

“ Well, Charles, I hope you will be
thoroughly satisfied on two things, before
yeu ik of marriage seriously.” .

“ What are they ?” said he hastily. .

“# Fipst, that you can make the object
of your attachment happy. And secondly,
that she can make you so. There may he
excellent qualifications on each side, where
there is pot this mutual fitness; and with-
out this they are as nothing.”

“ Heigh, heigh!’ taking Douglas by
the hand and passing to the deer—* I am
fully satisfied of them already. . Believe
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me,” continued he smiling, ¢‘ we are not
like two spheres, which have but one point
of union; but like fwo planes that meet
. throughout.” :

So saying, the friends parted. Upon
the whole, Douglas was pleased to find
any thisg bad wrought such a change on
Lefévee. He was constrained, however, to
recur to a time, in whiekh he weunld not
have allowed himself to.think of piety and
manriege as separable things, aud he sighed
under the recollection.

P I ]
i



CHAPTER XXI '
Ssstesm—

THE following day Lefeire had set
apart for a visit to Miss D——; -and,

baving mwade needful arrangements, he'

started with the sun to fulfil his intention.
It was a fine autumnal morning ; and, with’
a -heart full of gratified love, he was in a’
condition to enjoy it. Heé thoughtthe sun
shone brighter than usual y and he drank"
in, with peculiar relish, the fine bracing
air, that was stirring amongst the Surry -
and Kentish hills. Every-object in nature

wore a smiling aspect to him, and seemed

inviting him back to his long lost plea-

sures, In present' enjoyment, he for a

moment forgot the' slickened pace of his
horse; -:and, then ‘recollecting himself, -
clapped his spurs to his side, to hasten

him to- the object,’ who had insensibly

given a charm to every.thing. Lefevre
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had often pressed the nomination of a day
for completing his connection with Miss
D——; aund lie nowvisitéd her with a-good
hope of sutcess —at least, he determined to
carry the point ¢f* possible.

With such determination on his llps,
Lefevre arrived at the residence of his
friend.. But, alas! his attention was soon
called off from the flattering purpose he
had been cherishing. He looked towards
the, parlonr window as he dismounted, for
the countenance which generally greeted
him—no countenance was there; though
he had sent information of his coming. . He
entered the house with trepidation, and
passed into the.parlour. No-one appeared I
but the servant. :

. “ Where is Miss D —?” said he:
.. “ In her room I beligve, Sir,” was the .
reply, as the servant closed the door. ,
~, Lefevre walked up and dewn the -
room~he was too uneasy to sit. . .In.afew
minutes the grand-mother came in.  He -
hasteued to her with his. .usual salutatwns.'
With a disturbed air, she ret.reatedastgp to-
avpid thgm, and: spoke not. . ., .
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¢“Oh! madam,” cried Lefevre, * what
does this mean ? —pray tell me?”

‘¢ Ah! Charles,” said she with pity h
her voice. Then suppressing her feelmg,
continued,—* Mary sends you this mote
and paecel, and begs you to excuse seemg
her.”

This sentence fell like lead on the
heart of Lefevre. Agitated as he was he
threw himself into a chair, that stood
near ; and barst the seal of the letter to
assure himself of the contents. It was,
however, some time before he could read
it-~his eyes were so dizzy ; and after read-
ing it several tithes, ke could not compre
hend it—his semrses were so confosed. He
sat with it in his hand in a state of stuper.
At length he passed over it8 contents with
more compesure. They were as follotws :—

¢ Thursduy. Morning..

 With this noteIreturn toMr. Lefevre
his letter of yesterday, and those of every
former date. The period is come at which
our. correspondence must cease for ever.
To enter on the reasons of my conduct
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‘would be only t6 reproach yon, and this
T witl not do. Adas! you must suffr too
stitch from the reproaches of your éown
comscience. Do me the justice, however,
"0 think, thut I afo ot acteated by caphice
and resenfment. I assure you the step I
Jrave taken is both dekiberative and dedisive,
1 have acted wnder a semse of duty, and
<directly againist the dictates of feebing ; and
J am conscions of doing righs, while I anm
pared in doihg . it

~ ¢*But the more I write the mere I
shal} distress you, My grand-mother, who
has kindly consented to give you this, will
4anewer any question you may think neces-
sary ; but the less said on the subject the
better, Think o inote. of me, or of ow
fitefcourse, éxcept ag it may have-an ite
fluence in fixing you in the paths of virtue.
O, Charles, this is the last letter I shall
ever write you! Lost 4s you are to -
ine, bé wot lost te yourself—lost to the
tnnocent delights which Providence hus
so bountifully placed within our reach!

Aditu! Adieu!
“To Mr. Lefevre.”

“ MABY D--—-u
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" Lefevee concluded from this letter,
that Miss D—— bad been informed of his
past errors in conduct, and that Simphins
had been the informant. He also allowed
himself to think, that the eirenmstances
had been aggravated, and that Miss P —
bad formed her purpose on'a sapposition
that he continued in the practice of evils
which belonged te a past period. Full of
this hope, he flew to ber venerable relative,
who had seated herself at the other ex:
tremity of the room, exclaiming—* Oh!
madam, there must be some mutake h’ere!
Simpkins has maligned me——

“ No, Charles, 1 fear not,” replied she,.
with serious concern. “ My daughter and
myself were t00 reluctant to believe any
thing against you, to listen to the tongue
of malice. Mr. Simpkins, indeed, did
" send us a long account of your past life,
. aad it gave us uneasiness; but we thought'
it might arise—wicked man l—wholly from
his resentment; and if not, that it was
greatly exaggerated. I felt it my duty to’
be fully satisfied on the subject, and I am
grieved to say, it is but too true, There,
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said she, presenting a lester to bim, ¥ you
are at liberty to judge for yourself. T bev
liave you will not deny what you know to
be:correct.” :
+»+  The letter bore Slmpklnss signature.
It proved that he had taken incredible
pains to collect every thing unfavourable
to L.efevre’s character, and to place each
article.in its most unfavourable light: Yet,
while the colouring of malice and revenge
rested on the whole statement, he felt that:
the facts, in substance, could not be de-
vied. Tears of indignation at the triumph’
of his rival, and of grief at his own follies,
bugst from.his eyes while he said ——

. “Yes, madam, it is too true; I acknow-
ledge;.but the trath is -told: by an eimenyy.:
However, I scorn to palliate what 1 was:
not ashamed to do.. Yet; let me assure
you of one-thing, from the time kresolved?
to address your granddaughtes, Ihave done:
nothing inconsistent with.uwy professions.”

. .. “I believe it! But-you. should have!
heen candid. You shouldbave acquahited 3
ys with the past. By cOncealment, we pltice

SOLAIL | . LE D sl b
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oureelves in the power of others. O, what
would my child—what should 1 have 'sufi
fered, had this been discovered, only whed
separation would have been impeossible!” -

“ Madam,” said Lefevre, touched with
niger, “] detest concealment, nor did I
seek it; though, perhaps, I ought to have
acted otherwise than I have. But I kpew
you sought my character of Wallis; and.
he can testify, I never forbade him naming
any incident in my whole life.”

“ Wallis indeed,” said she, ‘¢is much
to blame. We relied on him—he has de-
ceived us, and brought us and yourself into
these painful circumstances.”

“ Let me, madam, see Miss D——.
Let me have an opportunity of explammg
my conduct to her.”

“ You must excuse seeing her,” she
replied, “It can answer no end what-
ever.”

“ O, madam,” cried Lefevre, agonized
at the thoughbt, “ not see her! 1must see
her l—indeed I must—I cannot leave this
house without seeing her ¥

« Mr. Lefevre,” said she with an as- .
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surved dignity, while trembling at the vio
lence of his -emotions, “ Are you aware
that this is my residence ; and that no one
has a right to use such ldanguage in it to
me?”

“ Madam,” hereplied with a softened
voice, ‘ forgive me! 1 was not prepared
for- this stroke. You kuow not how it
afflicts me—I am not quite myself—indeed
I am not—pity me. You have a kind na-
ture—intercede for 'me. You once had a
son—think that I am thatson——feel for me.
Beg your daughter to see me—] cannot
be satisfied unless I see her.” As he spoke
the tears rolled fast and silently down his
burning cheek. *

This tenderness deeply affected - the:
grandmother. A convalsive trembling:
played on the wrinkles, which time had
placed about her lips, and, without trust-
ing herself to speak, she hurried from the:
room.

A few minutesafterwards she returned
with her granddaughter, who, by the pale-
ness of her looks, was evidenily suﬁ'ermg'
from suppressed feeling. -

EQ
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. Hope and fear struggled in the bosg
of Lefevre, at the sight of her, s0 vnylgpﬂﬁ
that he could net address her.. = ).,

"'« 1 had hoped you would. have spargd

us this painful interview,” said sts D—
“but as you request it I come.” '

“0,” said Lefevre, - afflicted by her

‘changed manner, ¢‘speak not so coldly.—

Receive my explanation—let me hqpe—-— ,

“ You have no reason to think me cold
on such an -occasion. Alas! [ am not
ashamed to acknowledge, this affair has
cost me more than you—more than my
greatest enemy, would have wished me tp,
suffer.”

The forbidden tear stole. from her. eye.
Lefevre was melted at her emotion. He.
seized her hand, and exclajmed—‘ My,
dear Miss D——1 Let me—" .

. She withdrew her haad, and mter-
rupting him, said, “« Mr. Lefevre, this is.
“not wise. Do not misconstrue my involun-,
tory feelings. 1 do feel—but my feelings.
cannot change my epinion—should I everw
sink vader them, my resolution will remain-
2he same. To destroy the power of syg-:
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pénse ‘oo your mind, 'let me de“hﬁerate]y
assure you—." B

“Q, sayitnot!” interrupted Lefevro—'
“I am lost if you say it! Say you wilt
use your influence to fix me in virtue—to
raise me to happiness!”

“F cannot—indeed ¥ cannot!” she re-
plied, with an agitated voice. “ My heart
knows I wish you happy- —wish you every
thing that is good-but I must not sacrifice
myself.”

" «No!”—said he—“ you need not. I
should be all you wish—all I wish to be.
O, you know not what power you have-
over me!” .

“ E cannot trust that power! All who
have trusted it, have repented of it. In,
the past you have submitted to one tempta—
tion after another,. and what security is.
there: for the future? And, eould that
security be given, it would not besufficient.
for me. No—forgive me in saying it, duty,
imposes- it ‘on me—F could never give my.
Kand to-a person, allowing him to be re-.
formed, who has, in former life, been fam1~
Liarized, with vice. This will convince you
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that I never can be yowr’s. No—And in
withdrawing my hand from you, I do it
with a resolution of never giving it to any
other! Yes—my vain dream of bliss is
followed by real sorrows! and I only blame
my own indiscretion for it!” '

The tears flowed freely as she ceased.
Lefevre stood motionless. The struggle
was deep in his soul. Hope expired—
despair trinmpbed—the conflict of the
passions produced a calm, more dreadful
than their violence. At length, raising his
eyes, and forgetful for the moment of those
~ ahout him, he exclaimed, with a tone as
deep as his feeling, “O God! it is thine
hand—and I deserve it!” Then catching her
hand, he pressed and repressed it to his
burning lips, and dropping it said, * There!
now it's all over! mow I'm a lost man!
The outcast of Providence!—X have no
friend '—no—neither in heaven nor on
earth [—O, weep not for me—I de-
serve it not! Best of women! ‘I ought
not to be your's—I am not worthy of you !
Forget me—~Tell me I have not power to
make you unhappy-that alone can give
me some comfort)’
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.- He paused—but was. answered anly
by sobs and tears. e was passing to-the
door, but checking himself, he turped
back and said— At least, Miss Do,
do. me the justice to believe, that, in my
conduct, before you I was not aeting a
part. No—whatever I have been—what-
_ever 1 may be—I1 was not a Aypocrite.
I acted uprightly—and really meant to
bp what. I professed —Farewell—for ever
farewell ”

... So saying, he dashed the stale tears
from his eyelids-—and hurried from the-
.xoom and the house. -
v+ “Mr. Lefevre!” cried the awtawd
grandmother, “leave ws. not thus.”

“0, stay! stay!"——exclaimed Miss
Do, roused by the voice of her relativé,
to a sense of his departure; and losing all
rvestraint an her feelings. :

Lefevre did not obey—did not hear.
He had fled to the stable—thrown himself
on his saddle, and, in an instant, the
shoes of the horse were ringing on the
pebbled court yard. The chords of her
heart answered to every sound. She has- -
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tened to:n ‘window: that commanded a cor-
wer of the road. She saw Lefevrs turn:the
engle—and disappear— she-felt ¥t vous for
sver J—8he clasped her hands in anbuwish
a sense of suffocation rove te her throutil
she ‘burried to her closet to weep ‘and sigh
in secret! - Coo
Lefevre sighed not—wept not—-spokb
not—-thought not. The vultures of re-
meorse and despair. were busy at his heatts;
-and he surréndered it as a vietim, withoht
an effort or a wish for its preservation.
He was alive only to a sense of wretched-
ness ; and, he hurried over the read, whith,
+am hour ago, had been so pleasing:to hish,
as if he felt that change of place might
bring relief. - Wretcheduess, however, like
happinees, is not the inhabitant of plates
. but of persons; and Lefevre founid himself
at home, without any mitigation -of -Mis
pains. - He locked his 'door, and threw
himself on-someé chaits:that were near ft,
overcome with ‘that stapor ‘which follows
bodily exhaustion, and'acute mental suf-
ferings. Thus he lay for some hours.
- -When hie wds- ¥roused, it’' was by the
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voice pf his hostess, ioviting him to take
refreshments. :These he refused, and seas-
4ug :himself at his bureau, undesigredly
began to look over the .corresponidence of
Miss D ——. It was full of kind senti-
.ments and felicitous anticipations, sweetly
veiled in modesty. His heart sickened 28
heglanced on them. He folded the whole
in ome parcel ; and, having directed it to
-the writer, he cast it back into. the drawer.
“The same drawer contained her miniature
likeness, Heseized and opened it. - It had
an amiable and siiling expression. Itepoke
.of tendermess supported by dignity. . His
_hand trembled—his lip quivered—he threw
'it -foom him-—and - then- instantly snatched
it up egain, and, without looking on.it,
_thrust it in his bosom. He walked the
‘-room awhile, and then cast himself én
.bhis bed, rather to change his posture,
. than in reference to sleep. Sleep, for that
_night, he had .not, if that term invelves
repose; for, through the whole of it, he had
either a wakeful or dreamy sense - of hls

misery upon him.
On the morrow, Lefevre arose—not
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to more wretchedness—but to a mare dis-
tinct perception of the sources of hig
wretchedness. In any supposable . eir-
cumstances, such a stroke must have been
severely felt; but, in his circumstances,
there was every thing to aggravate the
blow. He was rejected—but his con-
science compelled him to justify the hand
~ that repulsed him. He had, how impro-
perly soever, identified his return to virtne
and religion, with his union to Miss D—;
and, now, he could not separate them.
“Yes,” said he, and it was the first sen-
~ tence he had uttered since he left Seven-
 gaks—*‘I have lost her, and with her I
have lost every thing. I seem to have
been raised by an angel’s band from the
pollution of the world—but it was only to
make my fall the deeper. 1 am. ruined—
and it is all my own fault—but—no—it ia
all my own fault! If I had never known
yice—never forsaken religion—this heavy
stroke had never come upon me! Well—
it cannot be worse.”
In this desperate state of mind, what
was to be done? Reason and hope would
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have urged him to remain exemplary in
his conduct, with the prospect of its yet
influencing the mind of Miss D ; O,
if no expectation could have been rested
here, they would have pressed him into the
paths of religion, as the only ones favor-
able to his peace. Bat alas! from the voice
of reason and hope, the sonl of Lefevre
now was alienated. His pride would not
allow him to look on one, who had deci-
dedly rejected him; and who, by that
rejection, had made herself his superior;
nor wonld it suffer him, to hend in humility,
under the chastising rod of Providence.
Pierced as his bosom was with the shafls
of the spoiler, he still exposed it to his foe!
Like the silly hind, he was alive only to
his wounds, and not to the quarter whence
they came—he sought rather an opiate to
lull bis pains, than the band of divine skill
to operate on the seat of them.

In such a temper of mind, to one who
had acquired the habit of drinking, and
who had, indeed, only weakened without
having fully conquered it, what a tempta-~
tion must spirituous liquors have presented.
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In fact, the temptation to him appearedt
invincible ; and he gave himself up: to its:
power, without regard to. consequences.’
Thus ended the reformation of Lefevrelr
Thus, will every reformation end, that
is founded on passion, and not on:principle..
« Passion,” as Douglas has well observed,.
“is a mere energy,” and is only good,
as it is. under the direction. of good
principles. '

“ It cannot be-worse” Lefevre had said;.
when- he looked round with despair on:
his situation. He was mistaken. There:
was a point of conduct, which yet remain--
ed unimpugned ; bat, whieh his very des-
pair made vulnerable. Through all the-
changes, which- have been noticed. in the
course of the narrative, he had fully pre--
served his eharacter witlr his employers.:
In the office he had no rivals for skill and

despatch, qualities highly valued in' the-

routine of business; and, ‘in the agency,

which he had- recently. assumed, his ad-' .

dress, his punctuality, and his integrity,.
had called forth peculiar expressions of
confidence -and admiration, from the firm:




«h. 21, NO FICTION,. 65,

with which he was copnected, . Indeed,
ke ﬂattered himself on the favor of his.
vsupe‘nors,‘ in proportion as he excluded.
himself fram higher satisfaction ; and this
faver was the more-dear to him, ‘as, to his
high spirit, it seemed necessary to soften
the ties of servitude. . -
But, dear as his character with the world
-was to bim, he was insensibly taking steps
to lewer it. His former comparatively
moderate use -of liquors was not now-suf-
ficient, to drown in oblivion his accumu--
lated -sorrows. He, therefore, applied to:
them as frequently as he thought he wanted,
them ; and, ‘what from their. losing their.
power by repetition, and, what from.their -
really strengthening the disease they were
designed to-qualify, -he soon wasted thom
_nearly all the day through SR
~ Nothingis more opposed to the ha.hts '
-of ‘business, than the habit of drinking.
Lefevre soan discovered .an irregularity, :
which subjected him to potice, and pro-
duced dissatisfaction ,with -his employers.
The favor .with which. he. was regarded, :
‘awever, induced counivapce, at .Jeliien-:
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cies, which it was thought, could only.
have an occasional existence, with. such a.
person as Lefevre. He was notwithstand-
ing, so far from profiting by their lenity,
that, with that rash assurance which is
one effect of intemperance, he judged him-~.
self necessary to them; and continued to-.
discover his disinclination to business.:
Forbearance, on the other bhand, was
speedily exhausted. At nearly the same:
time he received a regular communication
from the principals of the- eoffice, repri--
manding him for his neglect, and couched.
in threatening terms; and a request to
balance and present his accounts connected:
with the agency.

This last request was made in a res-
pectful manner, and might have been re~.
garded as in the course of business. It
was, however, the first that had been made
to Lefevre of the kind; and with his dis-
ordered mind and romantic notions of ho-
nor, it was likely he might construe it into:
a suspicion of his integrity. Nothing could. -
exasperate him equally with this; and just

now it affected him the more, as he was -
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got in a'state inmediately to comply with
the requisition. He bad postponed some
business of several days, which he thought
could be done at any time, till it accumu-
lated upon him in a formidable manuer.
He could not pass his accounts properly,
till he recovered from these delays; and
he could not recover from them suddenly.
Unhappily too, he had prematarely antici-
pated his domestic establishment ; and had
consequently brought upon himself some
extra expences. A small bill became due,
which he was obliged to take up; and not
haviog sufficient cash of his own, he bor-
rowed a small sum from his agencyaccount,
to meet the emergency. He had never
before done this; and now he did it in the
uprightness of his heart, and with the full
prospect of replacing the money to the ac-
count, before it should be necessaryto pass
it. The summoos he had received, there-
fore, literally confounded him. If he obeyed
it directly, he might fix on himself those
suspicions which he had imputed to kis em-
ployers, and incur censure, geither of which
‘could he endure ; and if le neglected it,
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‘he could not think it would in the least
amend his predicament.
The communication from the office

affected Lefevre differently, but not less.

If he thought his integrity questioned by
the one, he felt his pride sorely mortified
by the other. The step indeed was rather
severe. Such official and formal reproof
was seldom resorted to in the first in-
stance; he would have tre'abled to have
thought himself in. danger of it; and in-
deed, as his irregularities had been but
trifling, and were set off by ten years per-
severing and exemplary service, he was far
from meriting it. Such reproof too, was
always matter of notoriety in -the office;
and the subject of it became the butt of
insolent wit, and paltry merriment. Lefevre

had stood first of his class; his conduet:

in his duties had beeun faultless; he had
been respected by his fellows, aad ap-
plauded by his superiors; —~how could his
spirit brook the reproaches of those whem
he had always counsidered his inferiors?
On the whole, it is impossible . to

describe the feelings of Lefevre, He-

-
— el
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arraigned his friends—jostified himself—
condemned his employers—rose against
Providence ;—and then fell under the hea-
vier weight of self-accusation.. Anger, re-
rorse, pride, resentment, fear, and hate,
created a tempest in his soul, which threat-
ened. the frame it inhabited, and which was
only allayed by the master-hand of despair.
‘This-demon, nourished by Lefevre’s errors,
had long -enveloped from his eyes his fair-
est prospects; and, now, the last bright
spot on which the star of hope shone, sank
into the surrounding darkness! His mind
wigis: wrought to desperation. He made no
formal resolutions; but his heart involun-
tarily settled in @ purpose of never facing

. those, whom he had served so faithfully,
and who, he thought, had treated him thh
such ingratitude! '

Under the influence of this purpose,'
and excited by the dread of more messages,
be-wrote two notes to say, that he was ill,
(this he could truly assert;) and to excuse
himseif on that acconnt. Having done this,
he fastened the door and cast himself on

lns bed, indifferent alike tq food—to. com-
VOL. II, F
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fort—~to'life? Even the babit of drinking,
which nething else had wholly sebdued,
was deprived of its power by the universal
lintlessness of his soul !

As time wore away, it deft him capa-

ble of some reflectiod ; but this only gave
acuateness to his sorrows. He was eom-
-pelled to allow, that the blame he bad
hastily cast on others, was otiginally his-
: oww. From his worldly disappointments;
be was thrown baek uwpon his religious:
declensions, as the source of all evils.
Conscience, from having slhumbered so:
long, now aweoke “ to bite like an adder,.
and sting like a serpent.” She busied her-
self in throwing up to his wiew every event
which he had struggled to forget; and
seemed determined to revenge the affront,
which he had so repeatedly given, in the
hour of 'his utmost calamity. Coward as.
Lefevre had always been to his eonscience,
‘he now writhed under the pangs he ceuld
no lenger escape, and vainly wished that
they and existence would terminate to-
gether! '
Meantime, the night shut in still,

s
<
B SR
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elose, and sultry, foreboding the approach:
of storm. As the hours passed, every sign:
of convulsion in the elements encreased 3
and, before midnight arrived,. the labering
atmesphere discharged itself fn the most
violent manner. 'The hail dashed to the:
ground in heavy columns; the blue light-
nings glazed by fits the face of the whole:
earth and heavens; while the thunder
rolled and broke in. one continuous peal,
like thevarying but constant roaring. of
tamultuated waters !

" Lefevre was not superstitious; e
Had often enjoyed the sublimity of a-storm ;;
But this was no season for enjoyment.. It
gave power to an incensed couscience, ands
terror- to. the impressions of his guilt.—
¢« The sins of liis youth were set in order
before-him ;” and the hand of death seemed:
poin/ting to-a. dark, a hopeless,. a fathom--
less eternity. He bit his lip- under the:
poignancy of inward. angnish-; and' trem-
bled to find himself at the mercy of a:
raised imagination.. He shut his eyes, lest:
ke should see any other form thanhis ewns;
—he closed his ears,. lest. he should: hean

F 2
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some unearthly sounds ;—and, enveloping
bimself in his bed-covering, breathed quiek
and hard, while perspiration started from
every pore! Joyful at that hour was the
cry of the passing watchman, breaking on
the terrible solitude of the night; and more
joyfal the first dawnings of opening day,

which threw a check on the disordered

fancy of Lefeyre.

- Another day and night passed away
in a similar manner, only that a continuance
of the same distress, left him less able fo
support it. - On the third day it became ab-
“solutely insupportable. Imagination, long
uaruly, now usurped dominion ; and some-
times succeeded in giving to her chimeras
ghe character of substance and reality!




. CHAPTER XXIL

-~ DOUGLAS had not -heard frome
Lefevre since the interview, which has:
been noticed. He had, however, heard: of”
‘Miss, D—— ; and from the character she
_‘bore; he hoped' the union might effect what
" mothing else-had been able to accomplish—
‘his recovery to good' conduct and' rationak
enjoyment; With this hope he. looked:
forward with some anxiety to his domestic:
settlement ; and -occasionally wondered -
‘within himself whether it had: taken: plaee.
" While his mind remained it this state,,
he was awakened one night from:his sleep-
-by a heavy knocking at the-house doer! Oms |
kastening to-his chamber window, to ascer—
-tain whe was there,. a well knewn voice;,
exclaimed * Douglas ™ -
“ Charles !” said he,, “is- 1t. youit”" -
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“ Yes,”— was the reply — « Come
down!” Douglas soon put himself i a con-
dition toleave his room, and give admission
‘to his friend ; confounded, however, at the
‘reason of so untimely a visit. - As the door
opened, Lefevre pushed into the passage,
“and thence into the parlour, exclaiming, as
Douglas remained to shut it, *“ There—
there—~now I'm in—that’s right1”

Douglas followed to the room, and
observed him. His whole body was in &
state of extreme agitation—a hopeless
gloom strayed rather than rested on his
countenance, while his eye rolled in strange
wildness from object to object. Douglas
questioned his safety in his presence.
However, he preserved calmness of man-
ner, and in silence countinued to notice him;
Jjudging it wise to give him an opportunity
of speaking, as this might, more than any
thing, tend to relieve him.

Lefevre glanced upon him, and read
the state of his mind. “ O,” said he, ‘“ there’s
nothing the matter with me, I havn't
drank a pint of beer these three days—
Feel my pulse —(baring his wrist)— But
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‘T've seen strange things to-nightl—but I'm
safe here—don’t you think I am? I knew
iyou would protect me Douglas!”

“ Certainly I will,” said -Douglas,
“Come, sit down, and compose yourself.”

~ * Yes —but I'm safe Aere, a’'nt 1?”

I believe yon are perfectly safe with
me. Come sit down, and, if ady thieg
distresses you, tell me,” - '

“ Digtresses mel~=Ah'—I've seen
strange things to niglit! - But you say, 'm
safe with you, and so I am !—P'm not very
swell—I think I shall. die—my forehead’s
Jhot—very hot (plaeing his hand on it)~—
-butI wanted to see you—well, Il tell you,”
.(seating himself with a little more com-
Jposure.) -

“ Do you believe in supernatural ap-
pearances Douglas?” he continued. “You
-know I did not—but I believed nothing.—
Well, let me tell you—As Flay a bed td-
"night, I saw a man’s hand at the foot-post
.of my bedstead, waving like so (as he
waved his hand.)—1 rose in the bed —anil
then it was still—and pointed with the
fore-finger—and disappeared. I lay down
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+«-and immeédiately it returned, beckining
-as-befbre. I arosé again—and then it:was
still—and pointed as it had deue and
vanished. I .lay down again—It came
‘directly —and began beckoning. T started
up—and it pointed again.—* Whatis it}
1 eaid, ¢ Am I to go any where? ‘It con-
tinued pointing.—* Where ‘shall- I go 2«
To Sevenoaks ¥ —It still pointed.—* To
:Douglas It began beckoning. *Well,
said I, ‘Tl go~Fli'go to him directlyse
I'll tell him every thing!"—His eyes fell
as he ceased, and bhe started from his
seat, evidently strugglmg with some’ latent
burden.
“Come,mydearChar}es, mdDouglas,
“ pray be composed. Iam glad to seeyou,
.and will do any thing in my power for
you.” :
“It’s too late—you are good—Butcall
'me not ¢ your dear Charles’ My name'is
Charles Lefevre. 1 am dear to. nobody
now! No—-rejected—disgraced—insulted
—rained-forsaken of man and God 1" |
© “What then has happened 7. At least,

* Charles, I'have pot forsaken.you!” .. -:
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+ - He was agitated. - “ No—but I have
forsaken you—injured you! But I'll tell
you—1 came here on purpose to tell you{”
Then clasping his hands and dropping his
kead, as if about to fulfil a paioful resolur
‘tion, he said—“ You remember when you
were ‘at. Plymouth writing to me, anid
‘bringing a charge against mer” - i
v “Yes, I do” .
¢ Y.ou remember that I demedit
4n the most. solemn manaer?”

i “Yes”

« Tt was.true aotwammdug .
TR True I” cried Douglas, surtmg in his
‘chair,

He had the most unlimited conﬁdence
qin Lefevre's veracity. - It was in a moment
destroyed, and he could not suppress this
utterance of his astonishment. His mind
‘was distressed. ‘O where,” thought he,

- ghall I look for trnth and honesty aﬂer
this?” -

Lefevre was too much engaged wnth
‘bimself to notice either his expression or
. ~countenance. He sullenly repeated, “True!
yes it was irue!”. He peused.. Donglas
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could not speak. He resumed—-* This lie
" has sunk Jike burning lead to the bottom
of my soyl! I could not die with it on my
conscience, Now I am satisfied! I believe
I shall die~1 /vnow 1 shall be damaed !” .
He spake like one, who theught, that -
 this confession broke his last link with
humanity—{ike dne, who was waiting the
summons to final punishment. .Horror .
tmoved on his features; and the chair he
occupied trembled with his emotion!”
“Q Charles! said Douglas, “do you
know what yeu are saying? - Do yom know
what it is to be damned?” . . . - '
With a voice and smile inconceivably
unnatural and shocking, he replied—* Know
_schat it is? 1 thenk 1do! They who have
suffered as I have these three nights, may
easily know what is damnation.”
. % Charles! Charles!—you must not
talk so! "This is language snited only
tothose spirits, who bave fallen below hope!”
« And am oot I below hope? Am not
{.like them? Do not I suffer the wrath af
God? Do not I feel the unquenchable
dives mthm me? — y .
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¢ Charles!” interrupted Douglas, « I
‘beseech you-—this must not be—quit the
sybject——"

“Quit the subject!” he cned renewing
is ghastly smile,—*quet the subject! Why,
1 can think of mothing else!—Jt haunts
ane by night and day, and I cannot
get rid of it! O, Douglas! 1 have lighted
ap the fires of hell in my conscience and
d canmot extinguish them!” :

- Douglas, oppressed with grief and
terror for his friend’s desperation, sat gazing
on him in silence, allowing him to speak
for a-while as his feelings compelled.

Lefevre, accordingly, reverted to the
Past with more regularity than could have
been expected, He confessed his follies,
crimes, gnd disappointments ; and, so far
.from extenuating any thing, he endeavoured
{0 give to bis whole conduct a character
.that would justify his despair.

However, the mere utterance of his
wretchedness evidently mitigated it; he
“became more and more composed as he
proceeded. His miseries had been pent
Jip within his heart, till they threatened to
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burst the vessel that held them, unless:
they were allowed a natural chanuel of
expression, In that hour of distress, he
bhad looked round on: the eircle he had:
formed to himself for a friend, to- whom
he might confide the sorrows of his souk
It was vain!. He felt there was loneliness:
in the society of the world; and that,
although there might be union in vice, there
could be no friendship. He was driven:
to Douglas; and, in defiance of al that:
pride and self-love had said, er could say,.
.without hesitation, he sought, by com-
municating, to lighten a burthen, which.
.became altogether intolerable..

- Reason, who had reeled wnder the:
_sallies of an exasperated imagination, now
seemed to recover hez Just -ascendancy.
Douglas made a few observations, calcu--
-lated to-sooth the pains, which, in the. dis-
ordered state of his mind and bedy, be
thought it unwise either to probe or to-
.heal. As, through the last two nights,
‘he had suffered so. greatly, without the
- usual relief of sleep, rest was the first
Yequisite. He, therefore, pressed some
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lefreshmeuts on him, and then insisted on
‘his retiring to bed. :

..On having conveyed Lefevre to an
'ad)ommg chamber, he retired to his owng
but not to close his eyes. For some time
noises were heard in Lefevre’s room, “and,
full of fears, he bent his ear to judge of
their import,- till the sense was totally
_ fatigued. At length, every sound ceased ;
:and he hoped he was losing, for a while,
his weight of woe in the unconsciousness
ofsleep. Still Douglas sought not repose.
Grief, hope, fear, and affection, were wake-
ful within him; and were supplying him,
alternately, with the fervent prayer, and the
serious reflection. He now discovered the
reason of Lefevres - shunnmg his society.
He earnestly prayed that he might yet be
beueficial to his friead. From the evils of
sin thus set before his eyes, he learned to
abhor and renounce it afresh; and, from
observing -the bitterness of backsliding
from God, he resolved to cleave closer to
the Lord with fuller purpose of heart!
Thus, had Douglas tutored himself to imn-
prove by the faults of others; and this is
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not the first time he gathered strength from:
the very weaknesses of Lefevre,

o the merning, beyond the hour at
which Lefevre had said it was necessary:
for him to rise, Douglas entered his reom.
He was still asleep ; but in sleep he was &
distressing object. His teeth were closed:
—his.eyes half opened —one hand was fixed:
on. his: forehead—the: other was clenched
eonvulsively—and an indescribable uneasie-
ness. meved over his whole countenance,.
DPouglas had not wept during the mid-
night interview with Lefevre; but there-
was something irresistibly touching in this.
scene! The ‘tears of sympathy flowed

‘silently down his cheek, while he said;.

with a whispering voice —* How poor is:
the rest of the guilty '—Unhappy Lefevre F
where will all: thy follies end !—Heavenly
Shepherd! whe didst lay down thy life-
for the sheep; look on this wretched wan~
derer, and bring ‘bitn’ back to thy blessed:
fold"—In the ardor of uttering the last
sentence, his woice insensibly rose. Le-.
fevre started, and, but half awake, ex-
claimed—“What? Where 2—where am I
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. '« Be not alarmed, Charles,” said
Douglas, “ you are safe, and with your
friend.” o

He paused, in an eflort to recall the
events of the past night. They brought
with thesn the remembrance of his shame:
He arose in silence, and, having dressed
himself, left Douglas with a promise té
return to dinner, and spend the evenmg
in serious. eonversation.

‘Fhis promise Lefevre was not able to
sccomplish. The agitation of his mind
bad fixed disease on his body; and the
fever of the body heightened the pertarba-
tion of the mind ‘The most he could do
was te reach home, and his bed became
immediately necessary. The fever rose
rapidly apon him; and, beneath its sway,
he was, alternately, rational and delirious;

" baut, in either state, bis thoughts were
" engrossed by the weight of his guilt. ¥
he reasdned, it was against himself; and,
“if frantie, -it was the frenzy of despair.
" His hostess, a humane weman, was greatly -
_alarmed at his conduct; and, in addition

to calling in medical assistance, she semt
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jatelligence to his frieads of his sttuatnon,
before the day expired. ,

Early on the ensuing morning, the:

faithful and affectionate Mrs. Russell arri--
ved. A delirous fit was upon him. She
spake to him; it was useless.. He was not
sensible to surrounding. objects. The
most affecting, the mast awful things
escaped him. She sat dowan by his side;
weeping for him, as a mother for a.s08
who refuses to be comforted. ,
- Mr.Douglas came in. All his former
feelings were revived. He stood over the
bed pensive and prayerful, restraining. the
violence of his actions, and watching an
opportunity to address him.

Lefevre had, from exbaustion, been
silent a few minutes, He began again
exclaiming at intervals:—“Mary {—Mary 4
‘—but you wo'n't listen to me—no—you

rejected me—cast me off —cruel Mary!—, -

Yet you did weep—1I remember you did—
buti lt s easy to weep.— I should like to weep
~—but I can 't—(passing his hand over his
fiery eyeballs)—and yet my heart’s very
sad!—very sad indeed!—1I told you X

-




eh. 22. NO FICTION. 85

you left me I should fall —and now I am
fallen low enough, a'n’t I?—1T shall never
get up again!— Perhaps you’ll pity me
now >—don’t you think you’ll have to an-
swer for all this?—But I won’t accuse you
Mary—no I—I won’t accuse you!—Why,
it’s all my own fault—1I should have kept
as I was—not forsaken my God—not des-
pised my Saviour. 0, Douglas, why did
I leave you!—These base fellows led me
away—Ah! Douglas, you should not have
let me go; indeed you should not.”— '
' He paused, "and seemed coming to
himself. - ,

« Charles!” said Douglas.

He looked towards him—¢ Don’t you
know me?” Douglas continued.

“ No Sir—I don’t know you—IF have
been very ill—and very wretched !—I have-
seen strange things !—1I told Douglas, and
be said he'd come and talk with me.”

“ Well, T am Douglas. I have come
-to talk with you. DPon’t you know me,
Charles?” '

Recovered by the sound of his’ voice,
ahd passing his_eyelids over his eyes,

VOL. 1I. <}
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clear his sight and recollection, he ex-
claimed—* Yes,~—you are Douglas!”

“ Yes—and I am your friend, and
wish to comfort you.”

“ Comfort me!—Ah! you cennot—
nobody can comfort me l—You ought not
to come t0 me. How I bave abused you
~—igjured you—don’t you remember what
I told you?”

“ I dowwand from my heart, Chaﬂes;
] forgive you that, and every thing else, yon
may think you have done against me!” .

*“ Ah! you forgive me —you were al-
ways kind—but I cannot forgive myself—
and God will never forgive me!” :

“ O yes he will{—¢ He is Walung to
be gracions!’” 2

“ Ah! but ot Yo me—not to me."*

* Yes t0 you, Chartes! —~Was he not
gracious to Saul of Tarsus, a persecutor
.and biasphemer—the ¢ chief of sinners?’*}

“ Ab! I am worse than /e—Y am the
very chief of sinners. Consider, I em. n
backslider, that’s the worst ofall characters.’

“But yet the backelider may be par-
doned.—Was not the apostatiging . Peter
pardoned:” ;
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«Hiws sins were not like mrne.”——
“ But ‘God assures us ‘he will heal
our backslidings—that though our sins are
as crimson and scarlet, they shall be white
as snow.’”” ' ‘ ,
“ Yes—that’s all true, I believe—but
I am-an exception—who is like mef=Do
, not flatter me Douglas. My condemaas
tion is sealed here (laying his hand on his
breast) —Coasider, what' mercies I have
abused—wlhat privileges I have neglected
—what convictions I have stiled—what
sins I have committed” — .
“ For the world, my dear Charles, ¥
would not flutter you. I do consider your
gins, and all their aggravations ; and, while
I cousider them, I most deliberately assure
you, that they do not put you beyond the
reach of mercy. No'!—though you had
‘committed even more sins than you have,
there would be thé fullest envowragément
‘to' flee to theé Saviour!— His blood ‘cléanses
from all sin. - YWe are not condemaned,. be-
cause we bave sianed beyond the efficacy
-of the atonement; but becanse; by impe-
mitehce and unbeglief, 'weé eut ourselves off
G2 S, ),,-!*;-}
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from its virtue., I know more than any
one, of what you have been guilty, but I
think you are now committing the greatest
sin in your life, by rejecting, in despair,
the remedy.”

Lefevre was silent and thoughtful.

‘ “Look to Mount Calvary!” said
Douglas,—“look to the cross of Jesus-
there hangs all our hope”— :

“ O name it not!” he cried,—* that
goes to my very soul!—O how have I
abused—mocked and crucified the Saviour
of sinners |—but for this, there might have
been some hope!”

““ There is hope yet!—Though you
have insulted and neglected him, he looks
upon you, as he did on Peter, and invites
you to return.to him. O look to him
Charles !”

“ O do look to him Charles I” cried
Mrs. Russell, dropping down by his bed-
" ‘side, and raising her hands as in supplica-
tion.—* He has said, he will cast out none
that come to him—if you had a thousand
souls, you might trust them all onthat.”

“ I cannot—1I cannot I”
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. “ Ask hLim to enable you,” said
Douglas. = - .. ’
“ 0, do ask him, Charles!” rejoined
Mrs. Russell. « He has said, ‘ask and ye
shall receive—seek and ye shall find.’—Do
pray to him ! —Only say, ¢ God be merciful
to me a sinner!’ - He will hear you.”

“Yes, he will -hear you, my dear
Charles, rely upen it,” said Deuglas. «O,
think of his love in dying for us, when we
were ungodly and rebellious! How much
more shall he regard us, when we ask his
mercy.”

“ Itis too latel”

«“ Nol” replied Douglas, ¢ it is not too
late! it cannet be too late while you are
out of eternity.”

Lefevre was affected. Douglas wept.
Mrs. Russell sobbed. She thought there
was a ray of hope. Always ardent, her
{feelings rose with her hopes, and she con-
tinued sobbing and saying,—* O Charles,
do be persuaded-=do listen to me—listen
to Mr. Douglas—you -loved. Mr. Douglas
—and he loves you—listen to him.—Do try
to pray.—Bless my ears with one prayer
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—if it is only ‘Lord help me’—Say,
Lord help me—do! He will hear you
indeed he' will.—Shall we pray for you?
—Mr. Douglas, do pray for him~—he does
ot odject. -

Douglas sank on his knees, but was
not in -a state-for regular -prayer. They
wttered their desires:rather * by ctries and
tears unto God,” than by any connected
sentences.

They arose, and, in silence, looked
anxiowsly and tearfully upon him. He had
evidently been greatly agitated, and ap-
‘peared as though his thoughts were begin-
‘ning to wander. His despair strengthened
with the disorder of his mind.—‘ O dort
weep for me,” he cried,—'¢ my heart is so
.hard, I cannot weep. Once sympathy was
dear to me—but now it’s like oil to niy
‘barning couscience.”

“ We weep,” eried Mrs. Russell, for
love, for hope; we hope you will recover
-+—we hope our prayers will be heard.”—

~ ¢ No neverl=no never!” heexclaimed
in adeepand resolved voice-~* yourprayers
will bless you, but they cannot bless me—




clr. 22, MO FICTION. ae

nono can bless me bit God, and he will
not—M is just—1 have forsaken hingr]
will, laugh - at your calamity, and‘meck
when your fear cometh,'—think of that?”
He paused, and was getting more con-
fosed:  Wallis and his uncleé came into the
root, but he did -not distingunish . them.
He looked.round with wildness, and cen~
$inued at intervals:— oo .
« Lost, lost, for ever lost!—O I haye
forkaken my God—he called, but I would
inot hear—he stretched out his hand, byt
I rejected it—ehink of that /——See! how
his bread eye frowns upoa me! O hide
‘me—hide me—from the wrath of the
Lamb! Cruel Douglas, to tell me to look
to the cross—any thing but that! - -

S S

‘O how 1 burnl—Pour some water ever nie
here .(running his band over his bosom)—
Unquenchable five, think of that!—a weortn
that dieth not-if it would but die!-—Death
-i8 nothing +-But it's whet eomes after death
“w—dreadful —dreadfual? . .. ... ... -

.. . T ’ WY XY ',’,;
P A R AL R ™
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Mind I tell you—take care of sin—it's a
nasty, bloody thing. If it stains your.con-
science youll never get it off—I trifled
with it—and I shall never he clean again!
Take care of sin ! —God wo'n't forgive you,
else—O, He is good and merciful—very.
—very~but then he’s just—he’s just/!—
think of that /|—O 1 have forsaken my
God—I have forsaken my Ged !” ,

Lefevre groaned heavily as he termi-
nated these and some similar exclamations;
apd _looked round on the objects in the
chamber, with that ‘specaulation in bis
eyes,” which indicated the return of his
mind to his senses. Wallis and Lefevre’s
uncle gazed on each other in wonder.

“ Pqor fellow ! this is only what might
have been expected,” said Wallis, veiling
his sentiments in ambiguous words, lest
Douglas should correct bim.

-« Expected indeed,” said the uncle,
“ this is what I always thought his over-
righteous ways would come to. I told
him it would never hold long, and if it
did, it would be sure to turn his brain.
You see my words are true. It’s all his
religion—that’s a clear case.” ‘
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¢ - Lefevre sprung hastily in his bed
as the last sentence caught his ear, and
exclaimed —“ Al my religion, Sir! O, is
the: just punishment of my sins to be im-
puted to religion! No, Sir, it is all for the
wanit of religion that you see me thus! 1
neglected— despised that religion which
you awfully blaspheme—this makes me
wither and perish as you see, under the
curse of Almighty God!”
‘ « Well, don't discompose yourself
_Charlzes,” said Wallis, stepping towards him.
. Lefevre had not distinctly recollected
his presence. He turned a piercing eye
upon him,  which spoke to his soul—his
tongue faltered a ‘moment, and then he
said=—* 0 Wallis! you have ruined me!
-How can I look at you! Yes—you have
not gone the lengths I have—but you
first led .me astray—first brought me. to
base company! O, I was never unhappy
till 1 knew you/-—Yet it was all my oun
Joult-—T1 knew better.” '
Wallis endeavoured to cover his
_awkwardness under this address, by as-
suming an air of indifférence.
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- Lefevre’s quick eye, still searching his
countenance, observed it —“ O Wallis,”
said he, “ attend to me'—I have little to
say in this world '—There is hope for you.
Doubt not the truth of religion. I tried to
doubt, but I don’t doubtnow! 1 feel there
is a God whom 1 have offended. I feel
there is a heaven I have lost. T feel there
is a hell—I bave the witness here (striking
his breast)=—O do not trifle as J hawe
done—as you have done-~renounce the
world—fly to the Saviour. Brave.not the
terrors of God! T could brave more than
you~-but see what I am! The finger of
God crushes me like a moth!— O ’tis &
terrible thing to fall into the hands of the
living God!”

Wallis was somewhat confounded at
this personal address, made in such a con-
fident tone, . before so many witnesses.
However, with his self-reposing, unin-
quiring temper, uneasiness never dwelt
long; and to deliver himself from it the
sooner, he referred all Lefevre had sald
10 tnsantty.

Meanwhlle he. aud Lefevres unche

,'-L\‘.rn. . ' PRI RFEDEE DA
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were. rélieved from the strangeness of a
sick - voom, a place they scarcely ever
visited, by-the arrival of a physician. They
had requested his attendance on their way,
and sow hastened to give Awm his snstruc-
wons. ‘They assured him that the patient’s
vowplaints, whatever they were, were
brought on by ebsurd religieas notions,
That he had the misfortune -to 'get ac-
quainted with some methodistical people,
arho had bewildered his head ; and that
there was np hope for him, unless he were
separated from them. .

'« .Thus prepossessed, the worthy prac~
titioner found little difficulty in deciding
on the disease—it was roligious frenzy.
The remedy was to correspond with this
predication. ' In addition to a medicinal pre-
acription, he: was to he kept quiet, and not
to see anybody, (that is, as was understood
by the parties, not anybody of a certain
characier, )—all methodistical books were
to be put from his sight —his attention was
to be diverted, wholly, if possible, from
religion—and, as the fever should subside,
Jie was to be entertained with -¢heerful
company, and worldly amusements,
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Supported by such authority, the uncle
(Mr. Perry) resolved immediately on his
measures. He saw no way of fulfilling
the physician’s directions, as Lefevre was
now circumstanced ; he, therefore, deter-
‘mined to carry him to his own residence.
That residence was a tavera in the neigh-
bourhood of the city; ‘a place not well
suited, it must be confessed, to an invalid.
But Mr. Perry was never troubled with
any little scruples of delicacy. He was a
"man of rough manners, gross perceptions,
and positive opinions. If people saw with
him, why they were right and good for
something ; if they did not, they were fools,
and he could not help it. His intentions,
however, were generally honest ; and, if he
now resolved on removing his nephew, he
did it in kindness, and for his welfare. He
had a sort of natural antipathy to methodists,
(so he called, without exception, all who
showed any concern for religion,) for which
he could pot account, and which he was |
willing to cherish. He was sure no good
could come where they were, and he re-
joiced in his heart, that he should be able
to foil them.
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Accordingly his purpose was announ-
ced in the spirit which conceived it. Le-
fevre had relapsed into insensibility, and
could offer no opposition. Douglas, know-
ing his sentiments towards his uncle, ven-
tured to remonstrate, as far as he could;
where the claims of relationship were inter-
posed; but it affected Mr. Perry, -as the
most rational remonstrance always affected
.him, when he had once spoken his mind —
it only transformed his resolation to ob-
stinacy.. He was pleased, indeed, rather
than otherwise, to know the step would
inflict the vexation he desired ; and, with-
-out loss: of time, he and Wallis conveyed .
_the unresisting, unhappy Lefevre, from his
own apartments to those of his relative,



CHAPTER XXIII.

S—y—

THUS separated from his fitends,
Lefevre passed two days almost in solitude.
Those who had been most associated with
him in folly, seemed to forget bhis very
existence, Wallis had been content te
send a servant to inquire after his health
and his uncle satisfied himself, with pro-
curing the best advice, and ordering the
best nourishment for him. This was truly
as much as might be expected from suchi
a person. He was amerry fellow and a
bon vivant ; how could he bear to be con:
fined with the 'sick? Besides, he had the
‘same antipathy to a sick-chamber, as he
had to all methodism ; and very possibly it
sprahg from the same tauses.

' Leféevre’s religious friends would still
have supplied the deficiencies of his worldly
connections; but their efforts were: uua-
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vailing. Mrs. Russell bad called, and was
not asked to see him. Douglas had been,
but was assured he was asleep; and Le-
fevre remained without any knowledge of
their kindness. His bodily health, how-
ever, was improviog. A right applicatioa
of medicine had brought rest to his ex-
hausted frame; and rest was succeeded by
a considerable diminution of fever. The
consequences might have been most happy,
bad a judicious christian friend been at
hand, to divert his attention from himself,
and occasionally present to him  the hope
of the gospel.” As it was, his thoughts
preyed upon themselves. He pronounced
the name of Douglas —but it was when
there was none to hear. ¥rom a wish to
withhold his wretchedness {rom the cold
curiosity of uusympathizing attendants, it
accumulated wpoa him; and he was sink-
ing sensibly, from the yvioleat expression of
it, .into soul-consuming melancholy. . |

The afternoon of the third day, how-
ever, brought . bi# mother to. town as his
comforter. : She hag, .recnived .a, hastily
written Jetter, .stating . genarally, thas, hes
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son was dangerously ill, without any ex-
planatory detail. Here was room for ima-
gination to work ; and Mrs. Lefevre’s had
wrought upon her to agony, before she
reached the end of her journey. How did
her maternal bosem swell as the hackney
carriage, which bore her from the inn to
her brother’s, stopt at his door! Without
dismissing it, she sprang into the bar-par-
lour, and exclaimed—* Is he aliver"—and
then sank into ' a chair, trembling to hear
the answer to a question she was so eager
to propose. ,

' « Don't be uneasy,” said the brother;,
taking her hand, and supporting her, “ he
is alive!”

* rically. She could ask ner hear any
more. Her feelings had all tlowed some

hours in one direction; they were now .

“suddenly thrown back into an opposite

one. The change was too violent—she -

fainted under it.
The application of the common means
soon restored Mrs. Lefevre from her swoon.
- With her first thought returned the name of

¢ Oh!—Thank God!” she cried, hyste-
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her son.  “He is alivel>—“ How is he?”
said she. '

¢ O, yes,” returned the brother, ““he’s
alive and doing well. He’s been doing well
enough since I took him in hand. Poor
fellow! —he was as mad as a March hare,
when I found him tormented by these
canting, psaln-singing methodists.—Not
half so bad now —He'll soon be right again,
I'll warrant.” , -

“ Thank God!” exclaimed the grate-
ful mother, springing from her seat. * Let
me see him ?” o

“ Follow me,” said the straight-forward
brother, and immediately he led the way to
. the staircase,

It had been well if, in Lefevre’s weak
state, they had theught of apprizing him of
his mother’s arrival, prior to the interview;
but the uncle, in the eagerness to show off
his recovering nephew, and the mother, in
herimpatience to embrace her beloved =on,
forgot what was due to his tender system,
It did not matter. With high, but with
varying emotions, they entered the room—

Lefevre was not there?
 YOL. If, - on
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Mr. Perry stood like a statue one
minute; the next he exclaimed, ¢ Bless
‘me!” ina tone of confusion and astonish-
ment. .

“ Mr. Perry! what do you mean?t”
cried Mrs. Lefevre, coloring with anger.
She knew he loved a trick, and the thought
shot through her mind, that he was now
resolved to have sport, when he ought to
exercise compassion.

This challenge to an explanation con-
founded him still more. ““What do [
mean?” said he, ¢ What do I mean? Rab-
bet me! if I know what I mean—It’s
‘mazing odd !" looking round the room as
he spoke. ,

“ Mr. Perty,” she resumed, “ you know
where Charles is! Where is he? I must
not be trifled with !”

“ This is strange enoagh!” he cried. -

““ Where is he? that’s what I want to know.
Upon my honor I don’t know where he is.”.

Mrs. Lefevre’s eye dwelt en his face.
as he uttered this. She felt he spoke
seriously. In her turn, she stood motion-:
‘less, under the arrest of new and uncere
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tain apprehension ; and then ran from the
chamber -to other parts of the house, in
search of him, not knowing whither she
went. Every place, likely and unlikely,
was examined ; but nothing could be seen
of him. Every servant was catechised;
but nothing could be heard of him: ex-
cept, that his attendant stated, he had
talked in the morning of trying to walk on
the bridge, but that she had seen him long
since dianer.

Messengers were now despatched to
the bridge—he was not to. be found there.
Again they were hurried to his friends, who
resided about the Metropolis—nothing
could be ascertained. The night shut in,
but he came not—the evening weore away,
but it bore no tidings of Lefevre. The
whole family was thrown into the-greatest
confusion.

But, who shall descnbe the feelings of
his mother!—After she had :satisfied her-
self that he was not in the house, she would
have run abroad to seek him. When re-
strained from this, she sank exhausted to
the ground, beneath the pressure of sorrow.

H2
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She prayed that the servants might go every
where in search of him ; and, as each one
returned without intelligence, a fresh dag-
ger pierced her bleeding heart. Hour after
hour she sat gazing with her weeping eyes
at the window, to catch the familiar fea-
tures; till night made all outward objects
alike invisible. As time grew late, she
was compelled to give up the' dear
hope of seeing him; and her suspense fled
to another subject equally fruitful in au-
guish—* where was he ?” Perbaps, weak
as he was, he had fainted in the street.
Perhaps a fit of mental disorder had seized
him, and he was straying he knew not
where. Perhaps he had ——— she had
‘connected his speaking of the bridge with
the water—but she dared not express her
fears, even to herself. 'That night she
thought not of rest. . Long she. sat, after
the family, with her ear bent to the house~
door, impatient for the lingering knock ;
and listening, in every passing step, for the
well known tread of her dear Charles,
Hope sickened ; and she betook herself to
the chamber he had left, alternately sitting

-
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in Ass chair, and resting her aching head
on kis table; or pacing the room in dis-.
traction, and then throwing her wearied
body on Ais bed for relief. Solitary and
awful were the feelingsof her soul—the pic-
tures of her imagination that night! Now
she saw him dropping in the street faint
and insensible, without an acquaintance at
hand, torestore him to his mother. Then
- she saw him, under a paroxysm of derange-
ment, running wild from place to place,
exposed to damp and darkness, and un-
. aware of the thousand daugers that beset
hig path.. Then, again, in defiance of her,
imagination pictured him leaping des.
perately from the balustrades of the bridge
—falling through the air—sinking in the
river—rising, then sinkinge—rising, then
sinking—till she shrieked with horror, as
she seemed to hear the last gurgling of the
waters over the head of her onlychild! -
" The next day the efforts of the family
were renewed, but with as little success.
They could not trace him a yard beyond
their own dwelling! As a forlorn hope,
the uncle now sent advertisements to the
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papers, and bills to the principal post-
" offices, descriptive of Lefevre’s person, and
proposing a reward on receiving any cer-
tain intelligence of him.
- But, What was become of Lefevre?
Looking on his situation as a sort of lonély
imprisbnment ; shrinking from an-obliga-
tion to a relative he never liked ; and sti-
mulated by that restlessness which was
genderell by his disease, and strengthened
by concealment; he had resolved to leave
the house. He, at fitst, proposed to start
in the motning, and had carelessly alluded
to his'walking on the bridge to open the
way; but, as the servant immediately said
something about the necessity of an attend-
ant, he apparently relinquished the design.
The design, however, was only postponed.
* Itoccurred to him, that in the busy part of
the afternoon, when so mariy persons were
entering and departing, he might pass
without being observed. The experiment
was made, and succeeded to his wishes;
it was a full hour after his departure when
‘he wasfirst missed by his uncle and mother.
Trewbling -with feebleness and appre-



ch.'. 23, NO FICTION. 107

hepsion, he hurried through theé adjoining
streets, without having resolved to what
poiot to direct his way. At length, he
found himself near the Bricklayer'’s Arms,
in the Deptford Road. Relieved from the
fear of instant* detection, his spirits fell
under the weight of exertion so unegqual
to his strength, and a faintness ran ovee
his whole body. Dreading alike to fall
insensibly into the arms of strangers, or to
remain long in so public and near a situa-
tion, he entered the house, and took a glass
of wine, the only voluntary refreshment
that had passed his lips since the day he
wvisited Douglas. Revived by this season- -
sble cordial, he was leaving the seat on
which he had sought rest—still without an
object before him. All places were alike
to him, provided they protected him from
she search of his friends, and hid him from
the face of man! A stage for Chatham °
drove up at the moment; and, -without
deliberation, he took his pl fn it, as the
readiest means of accomplishinghis desire.
Late in the night the carriage reached
Chatham, Lefevre entered, without con-
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cern, the Inn at which it finally stopt. He
wanted a bed ; but he could not ask a bed
without taking a sapper. It was ordered,
and, having scarcely tasted it, he gladly
ascended to his chamber ; and, too much
exhausted to disencumber himself of his
clothes, he laid on his couch and sunk to
sleep.

In the moming. he arose from slum-
bers longer and more exhilarating, thanany
he had knowan for many--many nights.
He would have foregone- breakfast, but
at an Inn there was no option. It came;
and when it was before himn, he was tempted
to partake of it slightly. His account was
then to be settled, as he mneant to leave
the house. How surprised was he to find,
that he had not sufficient money about him
to discharge it! I no other circum-
stances would he have thought of money ;
but now he was a prisoner for the want of
it. ¢ Whatcould hedo?” He recollected
his watch, and concladed on pledging it.
With this desigh, he was hastening inte
the street. His haste excited the sus-
picions of the vigilant mistress. She ran:
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up to him as he reached the door; and tap-
ping him on ‘the arm, said—¢“ Excuse me
Sir! —but you Kavin't settled your reckon-
mga”

- Lefevre shrunk fmm her touch, and
tnrmng round looked chagrined, but knew.
not what to say, * I—I shall be back in a
few minutes,” he stammered out.

¢ Jwit not convenient now Sir?” pursued
~ the: landlady. ;

Lefevre was roused. His anger was
kindled at suspicion he could never en<
dure; and, with an honesty of maonner
peculiar to him, he cried—“What, am I
not to be trusted? Do you insul¢ me?”

« By no means,” said the subdued lady,
thmkmg it better after all, to risk a trifle,
than offend she knew uot whom. < But
you must be aware, we are subject to great
impositions, Suspect you! No one will
suspect you, Sir, who once looks in your
face—~an honester one I've never seen, [
must say. Baut, as you had called for your
bill, and had said you wanted nothing more,
i thought it would bave pleased you to
settle it—It 'ill be quite as well when you
come in, Sir! Hope no offence, Sir!”
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Vexed as Lefevre was by this officions
assault, he felt satisfaction in being suffered
to go hefore payment was required; as
the requisition would have been imprac-
ticable. Soon did he re-appear; and,
redeeming himself from obligation, hast-
ened to escape from the dwellings of hu-
manity.

The exercises of-the last sixteen hours
had benefitted Lefevre’s bodily powers,
and they had been, in a certain way, advan-
tageous to his mind. His desire to avoid
pursuit, had divided ‘his attention; and
Mis compelled notice of the realities of life,
bad sobered his imagination. Fhe deli-
rium of fever had passed away; and, ‘with
it, the unconstrained and violent expres-
sion of the passions had subsided. This,
however, was the whole amount of the
imprevement. It was merely -superficial.
All within was dark, stermy and ominous.
Like the ocean lashed by all the winds
of heavem, Lefevre's passions had been
wrought up-to an impetuous expression of
emetions, which -had become intolerable;
and, like the same awful element, ‘having
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vented their rage, they now rolled and
swelled ‘with inward and hollow sounds,
far less noisy, but much more dangerous
and terrible. -

. Thous silent, but restless, Lefevre went
forth from the busy town. Where was he
to go? —What was he to.do? —were ques-
tions, ‘that -did not oceur to him. He
werely wished to escape the inquisitive
eye—the impertinent question—the objects
and coneerns of a world, which had ruined
him, which he loathed, and from which he
felt he was severed for.ever. :In a word,
be sought zolitude. But solitude was not
made for man; muach less for the guilty.
"Fhere grows -the nightshade; ‘there live
the scorpion and the serpent; there dwell
the beasts of prey ‘going about seeking
whom they may devour;’ and there are
found the syrens of a lower world, decoy-
ing the reckless wanderer te his own de-
struction. Lefevre should have sought in
the sanctuary of friendship, the medium
between desolate solitude, and worldly.
tumult; :but he had yet much to learn.. .
- 'The means he once more.adepted. for his
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relief, were such as would provoke his
distemper; and, as he wandered carelessly.
away over hill and valley, to the eye of a
compassionate spectator, he appeared as
though he were ‘ going out into the wﬂder-
gess to be tempted.’

Long—Ilong he. wandered, thoughtless
of place—of time—of appetite—of fatigue.
At length, he was impeded in his course,
by suddenly coming down on the margin
of a counsiderable river. A fine old tree
stood close beside him; and;. spent with
exertion, he threw himself beneath its
refreshing shade.

The prospect around him waspleasmg
The river, in one direction, ran and wianded,
as far as the eye could see; and in the
other, was, at about half a mile from the
spot, decorated with a well formed bridge,
which was animated by the foot of industry,
and the rumbling of carriages. The arms
of the bridge united the dwellings and
inbabitants of-two populous towns; while
its elliptic arches presented in fine pers-
pective, the cottages, meadows,- and hills,
which rested in the distance. Onm one-
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hand, the hills again arose in larger and
bolder form, clothed with a verdure that
might bave deceived one’ into spring. On
the other hand, appeared, on a pretty
eminence, the tower of a church, rendered
beautiful, by being encircled with elm
trees ; respectable, by standing connected
with the remaius of an old baronial castle;
and awful, by having at.its feet the tombs,
of our fathers, and our fathers’ fathers.
Over the whole scene the sun shone with
a living: brightness. Nature had shed her
dews profusely on the face of the earth, as
if to hide the nakedness of autumn; and
now they glittered on every obJect, with a
crystal, silvery. light.
But what were delightful prospects
to Lefevre! If his eye strayed over the
scenery, it .was unconsciously and for a
- moment;.and, if it had any effect upon .
him, it was without effort or comparison.
Its gaiety and cheerfulness insensibly
seemed to put him farther from happiness;
and to deepen -the darkness of his soul.
There was but one object that could secure
his attention, and on that it was fixed—
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, 8¢ was the river! His eyes rose and fell
. ' upon its waters, “so as to indicate a spirit
under the changing sway of anguish, fear,
and desperation. For some minutes, he
had sat as still as the tree ‘beneath which
he rested, and then, with a low voice, as
if opposing some objections, said—“ Why
should I live? My life is a curse to my-
self and to others. I know I am lost and
must die—Why should I live? If I were
dead I should know what I have to suffer.
My punishment is just—I allow it; why
may I not seek it!” To this, a veice within
him replied,—That though the sentence
were just, he was not autborized to take
the execution of it into his own hands
that the Author of life alone, has the right
of disposing of life—and that to touch his
own life would only be to add to his other
transgressions the heinous one of self-des-. '
traction. '

" Lefevre, with all his waywardness,
was not vnllmg to add to his offences, and
he had no argument to oppose to these
suggestions; yet the tempter was busy in
his soul. - As he was silently vevolving the
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perilous subject, and his reason and pas-
sion held a doubtful confli¢t, a sheepbelong-
ing to a flock- feeding near hips, ventured
from the circle; and coming within a few
yards of him, stood looking in his face.
Lefevre’s attention was called up. Dumh
as the animal was, its features spoke i
innocent and happy. He could not look
upon it—it touched his heart! -“ I wad
once,” thought he * like ¢t~ what am ¥
now ?” He turned away his head, rose
from the ground, -and began to walk from
a spot-so ensnaring to him.

- 'The tempter does not always expect
immediate suecess to attend the temptation:
he offers. An alarming object must be
reconciled to the sight, by frequent presen-
tation, before it can be embraced. Lefevre’s:
mind had been happily diverted from itselfy
in a noment of great danger; but the sub~
ject on which it dwelt was by no means
dismissed. - On the contrary, he returned-
to it directly—balanced it' in his thoughts:
with an avidity he could have experienced:
on notbing -else —and often rose to a tone
of confidence, m deciding against doing
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an injury to his own person. This did
not signify. His enemy had gained one
. point, perhaps the only one he proposed
at this time—he had familiarized his
thoughts to the act, by the very eonsidera-
tion of it. The hour of close assault was
to come, ‘

. The day, for the season of the year,
had been remarkably fine and warm; and
the evening partook of its nature. Lefevre
bad rambled about till, as the sun was
declining, he came in view once more of the
_river; but at a distanee of about five miles
from the spot, to which a reference has al-
ready been made. The feelings, with which
he had gazed upon it in the morning, power-
fully revived within him; and he was,
alas! too well prepared to indulge them
with, at least, diminished horror. He ad-
vanced to the side of it. A bank bhad been
made, several yards in length, for facilita-
ting the conveymace of chalk and flint to
the vessels; it was now in disuse, "and
covered with grass, except where a few cal-
carious stones were seen. The side to the
water rose perpendicularly about four feet
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above the surface, and descended several

feet below it. To this elevation Lefevre
ascended. He walked toand fro, agitated
~ with those throes of passion which, by the

torment they gave, biassed his mind to the
sinister resolution. Weary of action and
weary of life, he sat himself on the stones
at the very verge of the river. This was
the moment of trial! The night bad come
on. Obscurity had fallen en every thing

but the waters ; on them the moon beams

played  with most fascinatingssweetness.
Lefevre'’s frame was heated with fever and
exercise ; no breeze was stirring to invigo-
rate it; the river alone looked cool and
refreshing, and seemed inviting him to its’
very bosom.—He listened—not a sound’
was to be heard. He looked round—not:
a liviug creature wasto beseen. His pur-’
pose strengthened—he started on his feet:
His spirit shuddered with horror—not at
the leap to the waters— butat the idea of
rushiug into the presence of the Great God
he had offended! He walked about in agi«
tation--sat down again. He postponed a
purpose which he had not power either to
break or fulfil—he would do it when the
VOL. II. . I

N?
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tide came to a certain height. "His aching
eye hung over the bank, watchimy the
awful progress of the rippling waters. Now
they ran over the stone, which was to filt
up the measure of his time—but they sank
again! The blood fell back to his heart,
and the sweat drops sprang on his fore-
head! Now again the little waves ripple
over the mark—and— subside no mere!
He rises from his seat for the last time!
He starts to see a person in the path whicls
ran along the bottom of the bank. He
'paused to get the stranger out of srght.
This was not so readily done. He waited
~—and waited ; and, at last concluding the
intruder meant to watch him, he deseended
to the pathway, and left the plate full of
" indignation.

Lefevre was not mistaken in thmkmg
himself watched. The stranger was a per-
son of benevolence and leisure. He had
been walking and reading on the side
of the river, as was his custom. On re-
turning towards his home, he sought rest
a few moments on the stump of a tree, at
some distance from the bank. As ke was

-
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sitting here, Lefevre came in sight; while
the branches of a small thicket coneealed
him from Lefevre. There was something
in his manoer, which stirred suspiciom
_ in the heart of the stranger ; and instantly
he resolved not to leave the spot, while
he remained. As the night approached,
and  Lefevre seemed ripening in his pur-
pose, he began to walk slowly along the
path with his book under his arm, as
in meditation; concluding that he should
certainly he. observed. To his surprise,
however he had ventured by the foot
of the bank, and, .so folly was the .at-
tention of Lefevre absorbed, he -was un-
heard —unseen. He was now returning
with the design of speaking,. should it be
necessary, when his moving person met
Lefevre’s eye, and frustrated a purpose
that might have been fulfilled, but for such
an intervention. Fhus possible is it for the
bqnevolent mind, that seizes occasions. of
doing goed, to bless and save a fellow-
greature, without speaking a .word, .er
expending a shilling ¢
Lelevre, for such. a stnkmgmﬁerpog:—
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sion of Providence, felt- no gratitade—no
joy. [Fretted and mortified, he moved
slowly towards the dwellings of man ;- and,
on reaching Brompton, he entered the first
inn he saw capable of giving him lodging.
Quickly he sought his chamber and re- .
alized, in frightful dreams, what he "had
happily failed to realize during his wakmg
hours.

The followmg day, as Lefevre was
about to call for his little bill, and hasten
away, the master of the house entered the
room uncalled, followed by a wsharp lad
about the age of fourteen. With a self-
jmportaat air his eyes wandered over Le-
fevre’s person, and then fixed themselves
impudently on his face. Lefevre raised
his upon him, with a look of piercing dis-
pleasure. But the saucy publican, far
from being dashed, proceeded calmly to
examine the features thus exhibited to .
him,

- “What do you mean, Sir?” exclaimed
Lefevre, fired by that jealousy of insult
which commonly attends the fallen. ,

“ May I be so bold, Sir, as to ask you
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your name?” said the pubhcan, wnbout
answering the question.

“ No, Sir, you may not!” rephe&
Lefevre sharply.

«“ Hum!” said the publican, “that’s odd
enough! An honest man may tell his name
to-all the world; as I do”—peinting to his
sign which was creaking over the door. -

« Sir, I will suffer no insolence,” re-
tarned Lefevre, taking up his hat.—Telk
me what I have to pay you.”

“ Bobs I” resuimmed the landlord, « ¥
mean no offence, Sir—so you need not be
so testy.—But pray mightn’t you have come
from Lon’on about a couple of days ago ?”

- “ Let me know what I have to pay
you, Sir!” cried Lefevre, cboked with in-
dignation.

“ Heyday!” said the publican eare-
~ lessly. Then coming nearer, and present-
ing a paper he held in his hand, continued
~—*I only just wanted to judge whether
this description belonged to- you—but as
you will answer me nothing, judge for
yourself,” laymg it on the table.

Lefevre cast his eyes upon it. It ran—
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Missing,
A
Young Man,
Thirty years of age; five feet nine
tnches high; of florid complexion and
large dark eyes;

- He read no more. A mist passed
over his eyes, and confusion covered his
face, The publican observed it—

« My boy,” said be, ‘“saw it stuck up
at the Post Office, and a crowd of people
looking at it. He would have it was you,
and has wrote it all down here. And I
must say, I'm of the boy’s mind now. See
it answers in every thing, even your dreéss,

Black coat & waistcoat, & grey pantaloons.
-« And,” cried the boy, « it says
The linen marked with C. L.

and see, here is a C. L” holding up the
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corner of Lefevre’s silk handkenchief, which
laid on the table.

“ Sure enough, so it is boy!” said the
father. “ Why this is proof pesitive.”

“Let me know what I have to pay,”
said Lefevre again, putting his handker
chief into his pocket, and retiring haughtily.
from a discussion which left him no room
for any thing but humiliating confession.

“ O certainly, Sir,” resumed the land-
lord, “but if you mean by that, you are
going away, I must make bold to tell you,
you caunnot leave this house.”

“ Prevent me at your peril.” said Le-
fevre;

“ Ha! peril be on me! but I will,”
said the determined publican.

Lefevre moved towards the door. The
publican put out his arm to prevent him,
and coutinued calmly.—* Let us under-
stand one another young man. I don’t
mean to hurt you, or insult you—no, no,.
but I think it my hounden duty to keep
you, till your friends can be informed

"where you are. If you will stay quietly,
~we will do every thing to make you com-
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fortable; 'if you will not, we must use
means—for go you ska'n’t till we've sent to
Lon’on.” . =~

The little room was now filling with
‘persons, curious to know the subject of
altercation. Lefevre could, at no time,
bear the. gaze of impertinence; and now,
in such equivocal circumstances, it was
intolerable. Hemade his passage through
the crowd —gained his chamber—and, re-
nouncing afresh all intercourse with huuran _
s:)ci_ety, shut his door resentfully on the
whole world ; . while the landlord instantly
adopted means to prevent hisescape,should-
_ he be disposed to attempt it.

This precaution, however,. was unne-
cessary. Time was, when in such a situa-
tion, the exasperated spirit of Lefevre
would have scorned allordinary fastenings ; .
.but.now. a little child might watch him.
His spirits, though not softened,- were bro-
ken; and it was only when suddenly ex-
posed to real or fancied provocation, that
they rose and flashed with indignation, and
‘then sunk again in powerless - apathy.
Melancholy was evidently preying on the



ch. 28. NO FICTION. 125

energies of his soul. He was becoming -
unconquerably averse from speech and
motion ; and, if he had a desire, it appeared
to be merely that he should ‘be left alone.
All this day he scarcely moved, and did
not speak. He ‘sat almost in the same
posture, and gazed vacantly on one blank
part of -the partition which confined him.
It was doubtless unpropitious to him, that
- he had fallen into such bands just at this

.. stage of his complaint. His host, it must

be allowed, acted towards him with honest
intentions and general kindness; but with-
. .put that gentle sympathy, which has often
reached a desperate wound, after resisting
remedies of more imposing name. Lefevre
felt this; hisdisordered mind gave the worst
coloring to the conduct of his host; and,
by poring on it, it helped to fixa conviction
which had become almost indelible—that
e was abhorred of God, and desplsed of
all men!



CHAPTER XXIV.

EARLY the following day, Mr. Perry,
with an attendant, arrived in post-chaise
~ to claim his nephew, and bear him back to
town. This duty he performed very much
to his credit. .Elate with joyat finding his
relative, after so many apprehensions for
his safety, he freely expressed his delight;
and restrained himself from any thing like
upbraiding. He was, however, a little
mortified when he perceived, that he was
rendering what he thought a very important
service to one, who refused to offer the
slightest acknowledgment.

Lefevre, indeed, was neither satisfied
nor displeased with his arrival. He was
ready to obey his bidding; but it was less
from any inclination to move, than from a
dislike to resistance. He passed from his
chamber to the chaise without a look or a

-
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word; and went from the Inn at Bromp-
ton to his uncle’s residence, nearly uncon-
scious: of what was happening - to him.
Many a time did his uncle endeavour. t¢
rouse him to attention and speech; but
finding no success, he turned away from
bim to his other companion. <“Well,” thought
he, *“thisis odd$ but his mother will make
him speak I'll be bound.”

The carriage stopt atthe door. They
“alighted ; and ascended te the room whepe

Mrs. Lefevre was waiting to receive them.
Her attentive ear heard them coming.
She ran towards them. Her quick eye
glanced oa the features of her child to
assure ‘herself of his identity. ¢ Tis he!
Tis he!” she exclaimed, embracing him,
“ Mother!” cried Lefevre, with a faint voice,
as his head sunk on her bosom. “My
son! My son?’ she replied, falling on bis
meck and sobbing aloud.

v . Mrs. Lefevre struggled to suppress her
:emotions of joy, that she might be at liberty,
20 utter them in ftee communion with her
won. It was in wain; her son could. not
“beinduced to speak again, One word had
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burst from- his- heart on falling into the:
arms of a parent, who loved him so entirely,
and whom he had not seen for so long a
- period—but ¢¢-was all.

Deep melancholy had been gradually-
preying upon Lefevre, and her dominion
seemed now complete. He became meore
like the statue of a man, than a man-him-
self. Hour after bour he would retain the
same seat, and even the same attitude,
without any sense of fatigue; as in sleep
we retain a posture free from uneasiness,
which would have been insupportable had
we been awake to our situation. The fea-
tures of - his face were fixed in one un-
changed -expression; knowing ne variation
but the occasional muttering of the lips,
which - yet emitted. no. articulate sounds.
He noticed nothing —he wished for nothing
~he showed feeling at nothing; except
when attempts were made to disturb hism.
The servants, and even the very animals
of the house, in time, passed to and frem
‘his room, as though. it were unoccupied 3
and, if any regard was paid to it, it was
.auch a reggrd as we pay to a place where
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death has entered, and not where a living
inhabitant is found. In a word, Lefevre
appeared to. have lost all volition. "He was
like a fine' machine, perfect in all its parts;
‘but, from the fracture of the grand spring,
incapable of all motion, except by extrinsic
excitement. 'With all this apparent insen-
‘gibility, however, to a careful observer,
-there was ‘an indefinable -something about
Lefevre, whieh indicated—not only feeling
—but feeling compressed and agonizing:
The rebellious passions had ceased their
violent struggles in the outworks, but they
were new sapping the very citadel. A
cold, stony -indifference had placed its
deathy form on all his faculties ; but upon
the whole of that form might be seen the
worm of anguish, silently, yet rapaciously,
feeding on-the very seat of vitality ! -
Nothing can readily be imagined more
afflicting-to an affectionate mother, than to
‘be called to attend, day after day, a child
in such a situation. “She soothed him—
she caressed him—she entreated him—she’
prayed for him—she wept over him—but
nothing availed—it was-like raiy falling ox
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the rock. The most that, by all her efforts
she could extort from him was an unwels
come “ Leave me! leave me!"—and all the
notiee for some days which he took of any
thing, -distinct from his slight vefreshment,
was to put-a small testament in bis pocket,
which laid on the table. The book was
the one he had given to Caroline. His
mother -had found it amongst his things,
and had placed it in his way, hoping he
might look into it. . Iu this particular she
was disappointed ; yet, that mother alone,
who has watched day and night over a child
in a similar state, can conceive the.pleasure
this simple act afforded, as it was the only
voluntary one she had witnessed.

Lefevre’s unele was, perhaps, almost
as much aflected as his mother, although
in a different maoner. He felt uadoubt-
edly from affectionate coneern ; but he felt
much mere from wounded pride. It was
the unheppivess of Mr. Perry, that he

-eould give no quarter to any ompe who
resisted his wil. Now, it had been his.
will, that Lefevre should walk abroad, see

* sompany, shuffle cards, read plays, go to
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the theatre, and wholly forget whatever
related to religion ; but although, hie will
~ bhad been formally made known, and fre-
quently insisted upon, it was to his dismay
entirely inefficient. Sometimes, vexation
mingling with hope, would carry him to
Lefevre, and urge bim to compliance. He
would then address him in alternate fits of
kindness and aenger; and, pressing him
from his seat, oblige him to walk the room,
or compel him to an airing in a.carriage.
At other times, vexation leagued with dis«
appointment, would hurry ‘him from his -
presence, pronouncing his disease a whim—
his temper obstinate—his heart ungratefal
—his religion hypocrisy. |
It mast be granted that, how well in-
. tentioned soever, this treatment, it was on
the whole of ;no promising description.
Lefevre wanted those noiseless, delicate,
. unobtrusive attentions which appear care-
~ less of the object they are most anxiously
- watching. It was well his thoughts
should be called off from himself; yet
. it should have been dome, not in defiance
or neglect of his bumour, but by making
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his. humour insensibly a party to the design.
By such patient efforts he might have
been recovered to confidence and conver-
sation; and in the absence of them, he
waxed as much worse as his desperate
state would. allow.- His mother’s over-
wrought feeling and unsubdued kindness,
only . deepened his dissatisfaction with
himself, since he ceuld make her no return;
while the rough and forceful conduct of
his uncle, only converted dislike into ﬁxed
antipathy.

Mrs. Lefevre had throughout desired,
that his old friend Douglas should see her
son ; and, now, that all their eflorts were
baffled, she pressed her desires with an
earnestness, which indicated too great a
reliance on the issue of such an interview.
The uncle, however, yielded so far as to
allow her “ to do as she pleased.”

. dn a day or twe Douglas called to
enquire after. his friend, and was requaested
to .see him. .The request surprised and
pleased him ; and he hnmediately followed
Mrs. Lefevre to his room.

. What a picture was presented to him!
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The day was bright and. cheerful, but all
here was dark and distressing. A piece
of thick green baize had been hung over a
large window by the hand of one, who
might be supposed. to say~—

‘ Sun! how I Vbate‘thy beams ;’

while, from it:s unfitness to answer the end,
the rays of light streamed in round its
sides, 8o as to render the gloom heavy and
visible. In the centre of this gloom sat
Lefevre, as though loving the darkness he
had created. His:bodywas bent; his legs
crossed; his elbow rested on the table;
and his hand supported his forehead, so as
to cover his face as much as possible. How
changed was that face! The eye, once so
quick and gay, now fell motionless on the
ground; and the cheek, once florid with
the mantling blood of health, was ‘sunken
and sallow.. But, the erpression/—how
shall it be described? It was of one sim-
ple character; but every passion which is
hostile to the peace of man, seemed ‘to
have contributed to its formation. ~ And, as
though the fullest effect were to-be given
vV oL il, K
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to the scene, Lefevre sat with his back to
the light, and his face to the fire; and it
was only, at one time, by the bickering
and .smoky flame, and at another, by the
hurid glare of heated coal, that his features
could be discriminated. The whole appa-
rition instantaneously reminded Douglas
of some of Fuseli’s unearthly conceptions;
but with this sense of his present condition,
he associated a recollection of the height
from .which he had fallen. .

. “Sorrow is a sacred thing.” And that
sorrow ‘that lies deep in the heart—that
breathes no sigh—sheds no tear——utters
no complaint—is wonderfully affecting,
Douglas never felt more respect mix with
his pity, than at this period of Lefevre's
uttermost distress. With the delicacy of
Job’s friends, a delicacy he had often ad-
mired, he sat down without saying a word
to sympathize with him in silence. Pro-
found was the stillness that prevailed for
many minutes. Lefevre seemed moved by
his quiet-and respectful sympathy; and
appeared desirous of neticing it,:in propor-
tion as it retreated from notjce:and expres-

\
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sion. He half raised his eyes in an effort
to look on bim; but they feH under him
again. This rejoiced Douglas; and he
was waiting for the second effort, expect-
ing it to be successful, when Mry. Lefevre
broke the silepce. She did not fully eom-
prehend that communion of spirits which
subsists, not only without words, but in
scorn of them; and she was uneasy that
he did not ¢alk to her son.

“ Charles!” said she, “here is Mr.
Douglas, you'll speak to him, wo'nt you?”

Lefevre, evidently shrunk from this
overture, and Douglas, scarcely knowing
how to act, said—‘ Charles! I am con-
cerned to see you so unwell.”

He spoke not.

“ If my speaking,” Douglas continued,
“is painful to you, only raise your hand,
and I will desist altogether.”

The hand was not raised. Douglas was
encouraged—** There is hope, Charles}!”
said he. :

Lefevre shook his head slightly.

“ O yes, I do assure you there is hope!
For the vilest returning sinner there is

K2
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hope! The tempter may incline you to
think' otherwise, but remember he is ¢the
father of Zes” He is always tempting us
either to presume or despair.”

He was silent. Douglas alluded at
intervals to the inviting language of Scrip-
ture. '

““The'Redeemer has said, ¢ Come unto
me all ye that are weary and ‘heavy laden,
and I will give you rest.”” '

O A I S D B

“ God has put words into the mouth
of the backslider—* Take with you words
and turn unto the Lord, and say unto him,
take away all iniquity, and receive us gra-
ciously.”” :

* R % ® % K ® % %

4¢ Let:the wicked forsake his way, and
the unrighteous man:his. thoughts ; and let
him return unto the Lord, and he will have
mercy upon him; and to ourGod, for he
-avill. abundantly pardon.”

* * T * * % ¥ * T * ok
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b}

“ God has graciously assured us, ¢ that
he has no pleasure in the death of a sin-
ner, but rather that he should turn unto
him. and live’ And. he condescends to
expostulate with us—* O why will ye diel’’
Do not such scriptures afford you.encou.-
ragement ?”’

Again he shook his head..

“Q Charles,” continued Douglas much-
affected—“ do not.cast away hope. Think
of what you are doing, 'The mercy of God
is- unbounded ; the merit of the Saviour is
infinite; the agency of. the Spirit is al»
mighty :—to suppose then, that their influ.
ence canuot reach you, is to dishonour God
in a point where he is most jealous of his
glory. Surely you would not wish this?”.

His frame seemed. to. shudder. at. the.
suggestion.. '

“ Then do not reject all. hope"’ rés
sﬁmed Douglas, “ Look to Him who
looked  with. pity. on his. enemies—his
murderers—who looks with pity on you /"

“ Do, Charles, do!” said his mother.
“Take comfort L entreat you I

_ “Far. your own sake—for.the sake-of
your friends,” continued Douglas..
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 Fornij sake—for your mother’'ssake!”
cried Mrs. Lefevre, seizing his passive
hand, and kissing it. “ O Charles, my
dedr Charles, take comfort! Are you not
my hope—my joy? Do I not live for you
only? O Charles, pity your poor distracted
mother!—Speak to us Charles! Tell us
you will take comfort—that will comfort
usI”

-« Leave me! leave me!” said Lefevre,
gently pressing her away.

« Leave me! leave me!” exclaimed the
anguished mother. O Mr. Douglas! ifI
beg of him to speak to e, he says, Leave
me, Leave me! 1 have heard nothing
from his lips these four days but—Leave
me, Leave me. Cruel words! Cruel child!
—he knows I cannot leave him! *Can a
mother forsake her child, that she should
not have compassion on the gon of her
womb, Mr. Douglas?”

She walked the foom in great distress.

“« Madam, I beseech you be composed,”
* said Douglas. :

« Leave me! ledve mel 1 do every
thing ‘to comfort hitn, 2nd he says— Leave
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me! Cruel"~still walking the room and
clasping her hands.

“ Mother, I am not cruel,” said Le-
fevre, with an agitated voice.

She started.  She did not hope to
hear him speak. Her affections took a.
new turn, and running to him, she said—
“Cruel! Did I say you were cruel? Na,.
you are not cruel! Dear patient sufferer!
you are not cruel! forgive mel—Only
don’t bid me leave you. I cannot bear that
word"—and  she alternately wept on his.
face, and dried up her tears with her lips..

She continued uttering her affection
in broken sentences. Lefevre spoke not
again, however, as she hoped; and was
‘evidently distressed at her excess of feeling..
Douglas saw no other way of relieving.
‘him than by proposing to depant. Re-
gretting. that he could not have more pri-
vate intercourse with his friend, he rose
to leave, without troubling him with the
‘notice of his departure, and Mrs.. Lefevre
followed him.. As they entered an adjoin-
ing reom, she exclaimed—** O, Mr. Doug-
las, is not Charles in a strange way? -Am
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not I a most wohappy mother?” weepmg
afresh. .
© < Yout trials are very severe ma’am.”

“Severe indeed ! O, Mr. Douglas, I
think I could have borne any thing but
this !—I am a widow, and I shall be child-
less! . Robert is gone, and 1 shall lose
poor ‘Charles! My life has been full of
troubles !”

¢ Life is troublous to the best of us.
ma’am. In this world God designs our im-
provement rather than our Aappiness; and,
if our troubles only prepare us for eternal
felicity, we shall in the end, number them
with our blessings!”

Ah! ‘Mr. Douglas, but it's cutting—
very cutting—I fear I shall never be able
to endure it!”

« 1t is, ma’am ; but the promise secures
strength equal to the burden, And,” con-
tinued Douglas, “I thiuk it is too much
for you to be continually with your son.
If some other ——" '

“Q no,” she interrupted, « I cannot
leave him! . Who can watch him like a
mother ?~whe cap. do for him like a mo-
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ther?>—who can feel for him like his mother?
Dear child! I cannot leave him! Want
what he will, he asks for nothing—and none
could tell his wants but his mother !”

- “ But then, ma’am, the sight of him
grieves you, and your grief distresses him!”

“But -one must be a stone not to
grieve,” she cried. If he would but speak
—would but look at me—1I think I should
be comforted. But when I sit day and
night with him, and see him so wretched,
and no word—no look,—I pore upon his
‘face, and think of what he was, and al-
most forgetting myself, I say,—¢ Can this
be Charles!”

.“Indeed it is too much for an affec-

tionate mother!” said Douglas, with great
sympathy.
«  “But,” she resumed, “if I were not
always with him, his uncle would take it
up, .and he would be strict and harsh with
him. He calls it all nonsense and fancy;
and says he should be scolded and driven’
out of it.”

- “Thats a fatal mistake, ma’am,”
replied Dovuglas. It is.neither ———".he
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paused. He knew not what to say. He
felt that ff he expressed his sentiments, he
should have to protest agaimst the uncle,
and would hardly please the mother. Pro-

» priety restrained him. Full of pity for an

..excellent parent, he took his leave of her;
promising to renew his visit in three or four
days, and hoping ‘it ‘might be still more
propiticus.

Soon after Douglas’s departure, Mr.
Perry visited Lefevre. He made some
free remarks on Douglas ; and, in his vio-
lent way, insisted that he should ride out
‘with him. Persecution will make a wise
man mad. Agitated by what had already:
‘occurred, and chafed at the behaviour of
his uncle, Lefevre formed his purpose—
he would once more escape. e

The next day be himself proposed a:
walk. This rejoiced his friends, and his.
uncle especially ; for he contended that this.
improvement, as he called it, was his-own:

. work, and he cheerfully became his com-
panion. '

The second day he renewed lis walk ;.
and, to prevent any suspicion, he-took his
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cousin with him, a lad about ten years
old.. When be had got some distance from
home, he went into a confectioner’s, and
treated the child ; directing him to stay a
minute for him, while he called somewhere
else, and then disappeared from the spot
for ever. The lad waited obediently minute
after minute, and even hour after hour;
and then hastened home in distress to telt
of his cousin’s desertion.

The former elopement of Lefevre led
his relatives immediately to the truth ; and
the family was once more thrown into dis-
order, It was, however, a confusion unlike

the former. Mr. Perry, unable to sympa- .

thise with him under the effects of his pe-
culiar sufferings, scrupled not in his anger
to call him unthankful and unfeeling ; and
declared he “ would not pass the thres-
hold to seek him again.” :

The first impressions on Mrs. Lefevre
too, were mingled with reproach and cri-

mination, though she could not bear to .

hear them from other lips than her own.
Unhappy mother! her cup of suffering was
now fali ; and she was called to drink it, at
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a moment when her frame was- exhausted
by previous anxieties, and almost sleepless
vigilance. Shelaughed- and sobbed—sob-
bed and-laughed ; and. then swooned, and
was cdrried to her chamber insensible to
all things.. Here her grief continued so to
fill her soul, and agitate her reason, that
she had not power to think of the probable
means for the recovery of her son.. Fits of
weeping, of silence, and of talkativeness,.
by turns seized her. Now.she walked rest--
less about the room, bitterly reflecting on
her child ¢ for forsaking a mother, who
would have gone with him over the face of
the earth;” and. as-quickly apologizing for
him,, from the weight of his sorrows, and
the influence of his. disease. Then, she-
would sit down in profound stillness,. and
pore over the source of her troubles, till.
memory was bewildered ; and confounding -
the past with the present,. she would leave-
her seat to pay. her son some little attenes-
tions,. to which she had been accustomed. .
Then again, recalled to recollection by. her-
own motion, she would smite her forehead .
to find him absent, and. fall. back: onher.:
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chair, ‘to weep and sob hysterically. ‘But
words ‘were never meant to utter the sor-
rows of ‘a fond mother, who finds ‘herself
husbandless, childless, and hopeless, under
éircumstances the most afflictive possible.
The morning, ‘however, raised her a
little above the violence of her grief. Then
-came the workings of a torturing imagina-
tion—where was Lefevre? Then followed
severe self-reproaches, for not having imme-
diately adopted-the means for hisrecovery.
From these she was relieved‘by concluding,
that her brother ‘had done-what she had
forgotten; and, on i‘m&iug he had not, she
was 8o exasperated, that dll her reproaches
were diverted from herself to him. ‘Last of
all came the-resélution, to use the means
without délay.” Into this resolution Mr.
Perry entered, if not from redl -concern,
‘yet from a desire to justify himself in the
eyes of the world:; and ‘instantly all the
former means were put’in requisition.
“The means employed ‘did not avail.
All that day nothing was heard of 'Lefevre,
except that a young person had seen him,
near Kensington. ‘That night notices were
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issued to the different post-offices; and
the next day Douglas, the Russells, and
other friends, joined the relatives in the
search; but still it was in vain. Other
days and nights were spent in the same
anxious enquiry, till all enquiry was non-
plussed. At length, since with all their
exertions, his path could not be tracked
beyond the first afternoon, a nameless fear
took possession of the thoughts of his
friends. Douglas was the principal excep-
tiou to this; and, though he had his mis-
givings, he continued to hepe, that the
veéry listlessness which had seized him,
might preserve Lefevre from injuring his
own person. '

While dubitation was subsiding into
despondency, rumour took care to keep
up the tortures of suspense. Letters were
received from different places, in answer to
the notices, containing such indistinct and
general information, ar only served to
excite and confound expectation. And
one man called on the advertiser, most
counfidently asserting, that he had seen a
person, exactly suiting the description
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given in the bill, walking melancholy and
Jate in the gvening, by the side of the New
River. But, as he was tather of shabby -
appearance ; and, as his account, on exami-
nation, was neither correct nor probable,
it was conclnded, that he had made up a
story, ‘with his eye on the reward. -

When report had succeeded report,
each one leaving the tantalized mind more
.suspicious to the truth of all report, a
-sfatement was sent.up from a village in the
North Riding of Yorkshire, which seemed
" to carry credibility with it. It stated, that
a young man on foot tarried at the ina in
that village three weeks since. That he
dooked very ill when he eame—that he
-spoke to no-one——ate scarcely anything—
-and went early to bed. That he was taken
-mrach worse in the night —and . died at six
.w'cleck the next morning. That pains had
.been taken to find out:his friends; but that
-all their endeavors had been fruitless; and
he had, therefore, beeniburied sixteen days
~ ago by the parish. And, finally, that in
every particular there was a perfect agree-
ment between this persen; and the printed
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description. The account was signed by
the publican and medical attendant; and
sent, in respectful and condoling terms, to
the relatives of Lefevre.

This communication supplied a degree
of miserable satisfaction, To give more cer-
tainty to it, another letter was despatched,
with some additional questions relative to
his person, his dress, and the little articles
that might have been about him.

The reply to this was courteously made
by the professional gentleman. The. part
noticing his person confirmed the convic-
tion, that it must have been Lefevre; while
the remaining part neither destroyed nor
strengthened confidence. His dress had
been disposed of. Neither watch, nor
pocket-book, nor money, was found upon
him. A silk handkerchief was sent up,
but it could not be recognised as his.

However, on the whole, the evidence
warranted the identification of Lefevre with
the account. Mr. Perry acquiesced in it,
and Mrs. Lefevre felt fully assured of it.
Woeful were her sorrows at the thought of
her son’s dying ‘without a friend to soothe
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him, and receiving the last offices of kind-
ness from the cold hand of charity ; but they
were not so insufferable as the rack of ever-
lasting suspense. She sent off a sum ade-
quate to cover the expence, which had been
incurred on the occasion. She put on
mourning, ¢ resolving never to take it off,
nor to believe her son existed in the world,
4ill she saw him with her own eyes;’ and it
was agreed bétween her and her brother,
that, should nothing occur within a twelve-
‘month to alter their purpose, they would
 wisit the distaut spot, and see a tomb-stone
erected over the ashes of Lefevre!

VOL. 11, ) 4



CHAPTER XXV.

.LEFEVRE was not dead. Nor bad
he now, as formerly, any particular temp-
tation to ¢ touch hislife.” While, therefore,

his relatives are left to weep over his grave;

the reader, if not already wearied. with his
wanderings, must be content once more to
trace his devious path  in the land of the
living”

On leaving his little cousin, as has
been mentioned, Lefevre hastened to free
himself of, the metropolis, in a direction the
opposite to that he had before taken. This
was soon accomplished ; and, on coming
near Kensington, he began to relax his
pace, when suddenly his hand was seized
by a youth he had not noticed. He started
and frowned, expecting he was pursued,
‘and resolving on resistance. But a smiling;
grateful, well-known face instantly dis-
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pelled his alarm. It was the face of his:
protégé John Graham. Heshook his hand:
in silence, and moved to pass on. ¥oung
Graham still fixed ag asking and anxious:
eye on him., Lefevre shrunk frem it, andi
turned his face aside. Grabam read its:
expression. He thought of the former
elopetent, and exclaimed—“ Q, Mr. Le-
fevre, you are going—you are going to-
leave us!—You are not going to leave us:
. again, are you?’ '

He spoke not; but endeawoured te:
disentangle himself from Grabam’s hold.

“0, Sir,” continued Graham, “ yow
wo'n’t leave us! Pray don’t leave us!
What will Mz, Douglas do—what will your:
mother do?” - -

Lefevre could not endure these recol~
l:ectrons, and, wresting his arm from the-
affectionate gr acp of Graham, he went.
forward.

Graham’s concern gave Bim eourage;.

He renewed lis hold, and pressed upon.

his arm, so as.to cheek his.course.. “ O,

Mr. Lefevre, if you are going—if youw will

go—let me go with- you! I wilk go. any
3



158 wo.picrroN. ok 25,

where with you, If you ere unhappy, I
‘will comfort you, How much you have
done for me, and.d bave never been able
10 do any thing for you. Do let me go!”
cried be, scarcely knowing, ‘in hys fears for
JLefevre, what he said.

Lefevre was moved by his generoslty,

but, wishing to get rid of a parley which
gave him such pain, he stopt suddenly,
and looking angrily, said—‘‘ Go!~Go
where, Sir?>—Go home if yon please,” push-
ing him frem bim. :
.. %0, Mr. Lefevre,” said Graham,
«catching and shaking the hand that had
repulsed him, ““do not.be angry! 1 thought
you Joved. me. And I.only meant ———-
but——" he could say no more for emo-
lion, and the tear trembled in his eye.

“John,” said Lefevre with.a hurried
woice,. “ I o love youl But, leave me,
‘leave me!” .

. So:saying, bhe extncated lnmself for the
slast time, and turned down a b)-,street at
the coraer of which they had heen ,mtandmg
&raham remained on. .t‘,hg,‘spot irresolute.
He did not, Like to, quit_his bepefactor in
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bircdmstarices,” ‘which made it dubious
‘whether they should' meet again ; nor did
e wish to provoke him to anger by follow-
ing' him when forbidden. He continued
thoughtfol and motienless, till Lefevre
turned an angle at the bettom of the street
-and disappeared ; then he ran to the corner
to catch another sight of him; and at last
‘with tardy steps made his way into town.
‘They were, however, quickened as he felt
thie propriety of informing his unele’and
mother where and when he-had. seen him.
- Lefevre, after winding through a few
back streets and lanes, came again inte
‘the high read, and conveyed himself to
‘Staines by a passing stage coach. He dis-
mounted before the carriage entered the
town,” and turning off from the road by a
. path that offered itself on the left hand,
‘he went forth, like Cain, oppressed with
a sense of guilt he could neither bear nor
escapé—a’ fugmve frbm the face of God
and man. =

“ The path‘Lefev‘re had ehosen was one
of those numerous. ones,” which traverse
the: dreary wastes of Bagshot Heath. He
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~ pursued it till he found himself not only
beyond the sight of ‘every living thing, but
-of every human dwelling. He felt himself
secure from discovery and molestation;
and paused to leok round him. The deep
shades of night were enfolding all distant
objects; and nothing was left to his eye,
but the barren, uavarying, and apparently
interminable heath, Twilight was rudely
anticipated in her gentle offices, by the
black and billowy clouds, which were de-
forming the fair face of heaven. A hollow
wind moaned amongst the brushwood,
which lay on the ground, as the spirit of
the storm; interrupted only by the harsh
notes of a few crows, which, warned of
the gathering tempest, were speeding to
their nests. There was sowmething in this
dark and desolate scenery that sorted with
“Lefevre’s soul. He sympathized with it,
but it was the sympathy of misery. He
lifted his eye above him. It was long since
he had done so. There was something in
~a clear blue sky too transparent for himj
it seemed as though it would carry his eye
30 the throne of Deity, and he shrunk from
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it; but on this murky, novembral atmos-
phere, blackened by storm and by night,
he could dare to look, as on a curtain that
effectually concealed the pavilion of the
‘Most High.

, Fitful and fluctuating, however, were
the desires of Lefevre. Thoughtlessly he
‘had hastened into this waste to rest in soli-
tude; but as the blackness of night thick-
‘ened around him; as the biting wind pierced
his slight garments, and carried its chills to
his very heart; and as the rain drops fell
from the threatening firmament: lie once
.more became insensibly desirous of ap-~
_proaching the habitations of man. He
sought the path by which he had left the
main read. He thought he had found it; but
“he was mistaken; it had. nothing to dis-
tinguish it from the manifold tracts that

‘crossed the waste. He hastened along it,

It brought him to a centre where many
ways met ; but none of them exactly in its
own direction. He knew not what to do'!
‘Ancapable of judging on the right, he struck
off into another, as an experiment.. It led
“him o a similar conflux of paths.. . He
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hurried ,into another of -these. - It brought
bim, as faras the prevajling dar,kngss wauld
ellow him to judge, to the very spot on
which be bhad first paused! Lost in the
wandering mazes of the heath, he became
hopeless of finding a covert from the tem-
pest, and entered, with heartless.steps, om
the track that bappened to lie nearest tq
him. The rain now fell heavy and close
to the ground. He moved along in big
way heedless of its influence, till bis frae
was benumbed and exhausted ; then, ob-
serving. a 'stone which appeared to mark
the boundaries of some property, .he spnk
down on the heath which had grown thick
around it ; and, resting his weary arms and
aching head on its top, resigned himself
patnently to. “:the pelting. of .the pmless
storm.” - - A
. The path Lefeyre had Jast chosen had
hrought him. near the margin ofithe heath';
but of this he was ignorass;-and that night
he had probably perished, bad he/not been
pretectetl by .the gracions Hand. he was
sfriving  to,iabua. - J¢ .happesed,: that-a
» wandmapy who, ocunpied. puhovel not fir
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frony thé spot whete he résted, was detained
an-hour later than ustal -from his home;
and, in returning, came necessaﬂw tlowd
by'Lefevre; Lefevre, on hearing the Yoot
of man approach, ‘remained stdl as thd
stone that supported him, expecting that
he should be unnoticed. Happily, hows
evet; the quick eye of the woodman dis:
covered hiu. ‘The stone had by its color
often -served as a way-mark to him on d
night like the present; and, as he was now
searching through the darkness for it, he
found ‘it was-concealed by some other ob-
ject. ‘He stopt in surprise to examine it}
but could only ascertain that it wasa man.’
v+ “Hem!” said he, clearmg his voxce,
“ who be you #”
. Liefesre raised his head and looked at
him. L
- “-Why, ye won't think of biditig here,
:in. this plave, such a mght a8 this " conl
:tinued the woodman.: ceoe
»i ¢ Where am 1" saldv,befévrd. S
+s Where be yel” repeated the wood-
.manyichangiog) his voice %o pity.: ~ What,
ibe 'ye & stranger,: gud> ha’.10st. 'y rway |
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‘Come, then wi’ me, and cover ye in my
little cot a few throws off. You'll surely
be welcome.” .

“ No”~—replied Lefevre.

“ Why then,” said the generous man,
- 4T must see ye over the moor——"

“ No”—interrupted Lefevre.

“ If to leave ye here alone, is what ye
mmean, why—I can’t do that. You’d perish
here such a night as this,. How could I
bide to think of a human creatur perish-
iog at my door!—Come,” said he, putting
‘his hand to Lefevre’s arm, ¢ step into my
place there. It’s poor fare, but ye shall
never find welcomer.”

“ No’—said Lefevre again, ds he
‘moved unconsciously along. ¢ How far
am I from a house, where I could stay for
the night?” -

“If it's a pot-house ye mean,” re-
plied the woodman, ‘‘a long mile and a bit.
An’ not a step of the way would ye find ia
this darkmess—an’ was it pure daylight, -
you'd not find yur way, if ye be strange,
8o you'd best turn in to my- humble place
bere,” atd - he ‘geatly pressed: his ‘arm
forward. :
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Lefevre, still lingered and -hesitated.
““Come!” resumed the woodman good-
naturedly, “don’t let’s be higgling here.
>Tis an ugly night. 1 never see wotse rain
than this, in all my borh days (shrugging
his sheulders) so you’d best tura in a bit.
Here it is (pointing before him.) *Tis a
poor shed--but it may warn ye, and cover
ye, and that's some’hat such a miglt
{shrugging his shoulders again) and -yon"x%
sure of a hearty welcome.”

Lefevre moved from the path in which
‘he was urging him. The friendly man,
however, still inclining him towards his
‘home, said—¢‘ O, come, ye won’t be nice
to night. An’ ye be a gentlemun, to warm
ye and feed ye wull do ye good.  An’
mayhap, the stars may peep out, and the
«<louds blow over, in a bit o’ time—An’
‘then one may set ye ia the way.”

In any common circumstances, Le-
“fevre would have rejoiced in- a spitit so
kind and generous as this stranger dis-
“played ; but, now, ‘it-ooly affected kim
sufficiently to resign himsélf to-so frieadly
“a band. TR NV RN I et
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8} " A few more paces brought them'di-
xéctly on the cottage. It stood in a small
excavation, some yards: fromr the' publie
path-way ; so that it shewed only its small
brown roof to the passenger, and, in the
light of day, would scarcely be taken for
a dwelling. It was, now, only distinguished
to Lefevre by the glimmerings of fire, that
streamed through an ill-fitted door and
wiadew shutter, andpiercing. throngh the
misty darkness, played on the opposite
bank of the cavity. ‘Take care ye don't
slip,” said the- careful guide, as they-des-
'cended towards the door; and just after-
wards he set his finges on the latchet, and
threw it open.

A sweet scene was exhibited, as by
the very touch of magic; and set,"in a
‘moment, in full contrast with the howlings
.of the wind—the dashing of the storm—
and the blackness of the heavens, which
'surrounded it. A fine bright fire was snap-
ping and sparkling on the hearth. ‘A stur-
dy lad sat snug and bhappy in the ample
chimney corder, watching the progress of
‘the flame on the fuel, with a dog lounging
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at his feet. Before it; at a little round ¢a-
ble, sat the mother and -the wife, neatly
dressed, knitting a stocking; and beside
her was seated a rosy-faced gitl, reading
Watts’s Divine Songs aloud.
. Small and rough was the farniture of
thereom, but every thing was clean—every
thiug was in its place; -and this gave an air
-of comfort to the humble family, which we
sometimes vainly seek in the abedes. of
anagnificence. Barren as the heath: ap-
peared, it is. swrprizing how mueh they
made .it. contribute to_their support. Of
the heath their habitatien was built--of the
heath their fire was formed—of the heath
their bedding was made —on the heath
their little stack of peuliry was fed: it
seemed as though the hand of industry
had power to. extract, from.the mene
wastes of pature,, ﬁ.ustenanqe, and life, and
health. . | . ; el

. It, was evndqut gl;;at thlg httle famrly
svere waiting in 3 state. Qf preparation, e
receive. an absent mem,ber, .who, was the
«centre. of thqlr lqveg, W W;thgut@ny,.ﬁx-
trayagance; 89, Yery nige was.she mrderiof
every thing, you might have thought, that
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the¢ lamp had been just trimmed—that
the mother’s neckerchief had been ad-
justed for the last time—and that some
extra turf had been cast oun the fire, ia re-
ference teo his expected arrival,

Accordingly, the instant the deer was.
epened, every living thing, down te the
dog, was in motion ; and the prattling girl,
throwing aside her book, ran to her usual
embrace. But, en seeing a stranger with
her father, her smiles faded ; she fell back
towards her mother, who had stopt in the-
middle of the reom, wondering what could:
be the matter. ¢ Come in Sir,” said. the:
woodman, as. he led Lefewre over the
threshold, “though the place be unworthy
of ye. Mayhap ye never see the like of it,”
changing his address as. the light revealed.
bis respectable appearance to him.

Helpless, and almost lifeless, as Le-
fevre was evidently beeoming, he con-
ducted hima across the room,. and placed:
bim in the ¢orner which his sen had just
quitted:

“Poor gentlemun,” said he, looking on.
him, ““ he’s hardly sensible,” and then looks
ing round. on. his. wife for her sympathy..
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‘Her ' looks said, as plainly as Iookc
could say, “ What can this be!”

“ Aye, my dear Sally,” said hereplymg
to the expression of her countenance, “let
us not be unmindful to entertain strangers,
for thereby some have entertained angels.™

She looked as though she reverenced:
this sacred admenition ; but stil, casting:
an eye on Lefevre, and transferring it to-
her husband, she revealed a.shrewdness.
that said,  Surely this is not an angel—at
least not a good angel.” - '

Notwithstanding this sharp reflection,
it must not be concluded, that this worthy
woman was really severe and hard-hearted..
Lefevre’s troubled and gloomy counte-
nance, united with his indifference to every
thing, had made her first impression an un-
favourable one; but no sooner was a
‘'serious call made on her compassionate
offices, than it was answered with all the
readiness of goed nature. .

For a few moments only Lefevre was
at all conscious of the pleasure of genial
heat, returning to his benumbed and ex-
hausted frame. The transition was too
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sudden—too powerful; and he sank
from his seat, into a state of total insensi-
bility. No restorative could this cottage
supply, but vinegar; and that was used
without the desired effect. Alarm was ex-
cited by the continnance of this motionless
stupor; and each member of the happy
family evioced, in different ways, how
easily it could pity a stranger in distress.
The father hore him into the adjoining lit-
tle chamber, and began to strip bim of his
drenched clothes ; and the boy followed,
msisting that he should hawe his bed, and
that he would sit up and watch him. While
the mother busied herself in preparing
-some excellent eaudle for him, as the
daughter stood . by her weeping, she
scarcely knew why.

The applieation .of warnr clothing,
-and the gentle and repeated use of warm
drisks and simple cordials, produced the
happiest result. . Lefevre, before the hour
«of family rest, was recovered.from death-
dike insensibility, and sunk into a heavy,
but natural sleep.

. . .Short ‘were the hours, reviving the
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repose ‘of ‘that night to Lefevre. The
first sounds' to which he was inr the least
sensible, were to his halfopened senses so
soft, so sweet, that he could scarcely telt
whether he was listening te the song of
earthly bemgs, or dreaming of the harpings
of the heavenly world. His thoughts re-
eovered themsetves. He found himself on
a poor, but warm pallet, resting on' the
ground ;~the sun was up in the heavens;
rejoicing in his course;—the sky was so
clear, so brilliant, that it séemed almost’
mnpossible it could be the very sky, which
a few hours ago had been surcharged with'
rain, and given blackness to night. His
ear, now, distinguished the sounds thaf
. had wakened him ; they were those of the
little family, raising, in suppressed voices,
their mommg' hymn to their kind Pre-
server. ;
Lefevre rose; and dvressing himself;
passed into the family room. He was re-
ceived' with chbetful faces and kind ex-
pressious. . No allusion was made to any"
troublé they had on his account. You
would have thought his accommodation
YOL. 1L M
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cost them nothing ; although it was evident,
in so small-a dwelling, a stranger could
not be entertained without inconvenience
to all.. Lefevre gave them thanks for their
kindness ; and, to avoid any explanation or
discoursé, he expressed a determination to
leave immediately.

“ Go now!” said the hospitable wood-
man, “youll smely not go forth here fast-
ing. That's a sorry way to part with a
stranger. Come, Sir, you’ll honour us to
sit down (putting a chair) and do as we do.
There’s no time lost in whetting the bill,
Sir.”

Lefevre complied,” and took the seat
that had been placed by him. The break-
fast table was comfortably provided ; and
the hostess soon began to distribute her
supplies around her, shewing particular
notice to her guest. Lefevre, to escape any
unwelcome questions, forced as much ease
into his manner and countenance .as pos-
sible; but, still remained uneasy at the
thought of being | urged to conversation.

“ May be,” said the woodman as he
handed his tea, “ye be from Lon’on?”
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And then, checking himself for the liberty,
he added—* but mayhap ye wou’dn’t wish
to answer questions: and its no business
o’ours.”

Lefevre did not reply to him ; and he
directly judged, with a delicacy that may
“often be found under the rough exterior of
our cottagers, that he had rather be left in
silence.

But Lefevre found in the youngest
child, an enemy to his repose not so easily
managed. She had for some time been en-
deavouring to gain his attention; and, not
having succeeded to her wishes, without
being positively discouraged, she ventured
on bolder advances. She crept between his
knees—looked piteously in his face—and
kissed the hand—that occasionally rested
on her shoulder. At length, to relieve
himself of her observation, he lifted her
on his knee. This was the very place to
which she aspired. She looked round
pleased on her parents; ‘and presently
after, looking with concern on him, said —
“ Ye won’t keep out in the rain no more,
will ye ?” .
M2
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Lefevre pressed his lips on ber cheek
to hide his looks and save reply.

She sat still, apparently noticing hia
silence, and then, looking sorrowfully in
his face again, said—* Yur heart isn’t
breakt, is it?” Her mother looked at her
with rebuke, but she did met catch her
eye, and she continued—* Moather said,
she dare say it was breakt, and may be
you'd no geod mother to combort ye, like
me and George.”

Lefevre coyld not speak, the mlscb.lef
was done. ‘The father called  the child
away, and seated her securely oa bis knee,
as the only remedy for the future; at the
same time talkiog to his. wife en some
point of indifference. Thia respect to hig
feelings won upon. Lefevre, and, om reco-
vering, himself, he remained im their society
with less reluctance. :

The repast being ended, Lefevre rose
to depart. He felt some embarrassment, in
deciding how to treat, the ¢bligation, under
which he had been laid. There was seme-
thing so free and ngble in the behavioyy of
these people, that made it difficult to offer
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lity; yet, his unwillingtress ‘to lie nder
obligation, and- his sénse of ]ustrce to 4
poor family, disposed ‘him to make the
attempt. - With- the awkwatﬂness which
accompanies an action perfornted ‘in such
‘circumstances, he pat his hand in his
pocket, and taking out -all the money he
had —three shillings!—he quietly laid &
down on the table, and, as he stood, held
his hat over it.

" The wife, however, observed him, and
looked hurt. Her eye directed that of her.
‘husbaqd's to the circomstance; and, with
a look made up of independence and li-
"berality, he pointed to the money-and said
—«No Sir,—no Sir,~that can’t be. Have
1 found ye out, and begged ye to come in
‘here, and Aeept ye here all night, to get
the money from ye! No, Sir.—Do ye see
these hands (stretching them out) —while
they be able to provide for these (looking
on his wife and children) I'll never think
much of breaking my loaf, or giving my
‘bed to a fellow creatar in distress!”

Lefevre was gratified tofind a greatness
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of spirit in this-particular like his own;
but was confused at the refusal of his ac-
knowledgment— * I merely thought,” said
he “ it was what, in justice to your family,
I ought to give, and you ought to take.” —

“ O no, Sir,” interposed the woodman,
“ we be poor, but, thank God! not so poor
as comes to that.. An’ was we never so
poor, it would be no loss at the week’s end
to do a kind thing to a fellow creatur,
when Providence puts it in one’s way.
Ye know, Sir, what scripture says, ¢ He
.that giveth a cup of cold water in the name
of a disciple, shall not lose his reward’—=
and mayhap ye be a disciple?” said he, with
a significant eye, that would faia have
asked some word to indicate his piety, be-
fore he left them.

Lefevre sighed; and employed himself
in taking up the rejected money.

He now began to move towards the
door. The goodnatured boy, with a pout-
ing look, which shewed he was doubtful
.how his proposal would be received, said,
addressing his parents, “ Belike the gentle-
.mun would ha’ me to show.him along the
moor?’
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- % No,”—said Lefevre, turning to him
- and shaking his hand, while he conveyed
a shilling iuto it.

He passed his hand to the mother,
who stood next him, and looked on her
with as full an expression of kindness as
his troubled countenance would allow.
Delighted by this notice, and affected by
his quiet sorrow, she pressed the hand he
had given, and said with a hesitating voice
and reddened cheeks,—*If I may be so
bold, Sir,——ye surely have some great
trouble on yur heart, ——It’s not for us to
say from where it comes—but if you'd
only carry it to the Lord, Sir, you'd find
comfort—indeed ye wou’d, Sir!”

Lefevre replied not, but put himself
again in motion. The little girl had, ever
‘since her offence, been looking sideways
towards Lefevre, for some token of his
favor; but in vair—he had not observed
"her. While he was taking leave, she took
her place in the eircle, expecting some
notice as a mark of forgiveness ; and now
he was going away forgetful of her, she
“eould no longer brook neglect. She ran
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after him exclaiming-—* Kiss me, kiss me!
~~1'H wot be naughty.—1'll never tell what
mother says, no more!”

Lefevre smothered his ﬁeelmgs, and
took up the engaging child and kissed her,
He put her down and gave, at the door of
the cottage, his band to the father. The
hospitable man shook it affectionately, and,
looking deveutly upwards, said, ¢The
best of Beings bless thee, sir!” Lefevre’s
feelings were at length overcome. ¢ The
blessing of him that is ready to perish come
upon you and yours!” he cried with great
agitatien. Then he separated his hand and
hastened away from thjs interesting fawily.

Although Lefevre had no disposition
to detect it, it was evident, that piety re-
sided under this humble roof; and te its
benignant influence might be ascribed, in
a high degree, that cleanliness and comfort,
that spirit of independence and benevo-
lence, to which it witnessed.. May all our
cottages be adorned with such firuits of
righteousness! May the British peasautry
become growingly conspicuous in those
characteristics, which have taxed the re-
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spect of their superiors, the admiration of
the world! May they, though poor in cir-
cumstance, be rich in faith, fervent in
charity, abundaut in good works, and heirs
of an everlasting kingdom !



CHAPTER XXVIL.

THE respeetful, generous, and evem
delicate treatment he had received at the
woodman'’s cottage, for some time engaged
Lefevre’s thoughts; and then again they
fell, with the force of habit, into former
listlessness. The providential interference
he had witnessed, however, gave birth to
some slight acts of reflection. He felt the
folly of exposing himself to such perilous
evils as on the past night, and inwardly
designed to avoid their repetition.

'With this design, but without carrying:
out his reflections into any plan, or sorrow-
fully dwelling on his nearly exhausted
resources, he wandered forward towards.
Guildford. Twilight was resting on the
surrounding hills of this fine ancient town,
when he came into its neighbourhood ; and
he continued. hovering on its skirts, till, in
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the deeper duskiness of night, he ‘could
enter with greater security. On enteriong,
he looked only for a public-house where
he might rest.for the night ; and ‘he passed
into the first that presented itself. Colours
were waving' above the door, but he did
not observe them; a recruiting party was
within, but heedless of it, he sought a
box that was unoccupied. :
. Not so heedless was the recruiting
serjeant of Lefevre. Skilful in his employ-
ment, his eye, with an air of vacancy, ran
over Lefevre as he entered, and marked -
all it saw. To a man of quick, but not of
deep penetration, like the serjeant, there
was that in his manner and features which
spoke merely of indolent dissatisfaction.
This, however, was enough. This dispo-
sition was the one of all others the serjeant
-was most shrewd dn detecting, from its
‘having been uniformly the leading object
.of search ; and, on seeing it in Lefevre; he
concluded that he was his prey.

With his thoughts on Lefevre, while
‘he appeared careless of him, he began his
attack. He talked for some time most
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uietrily of the pleasate of a soldier’s lifes
and, to fosplre his companions with a wurm
symplathy i his assertions, he freely and
more freely pushed round. the intoxicating
tankard. He, then, with nonchadimce, intro-
duced himselfto Lefevre. He would have
talked to him<-but Lefévre would not talk.
He would have prevailed on him to drink-
but Lefevre would wot drink. All his little
arts wereé called forth-and tied : but alas!
they were {ried in vain. He was retreating,
with that mortification which belongs to &
soldier especially, who finds defeat, where
he promised himself victory.

‘Hed this officer possessed any real
fnsight into character, he might have
spared himself his vexation. He had laid
siege 10 a heart, which, unattacked, was
disposed to a voluntary survender. =

-Lefevre had soon gathered, that these
soldiers belonged to the——regiment; part
‘of which was quartered’ in the town, for &
couple of days. That the remainder was
‘coming up; that they were ordered to
‘Catkada ; and' that,’ on their way to the
ccoast, they were- lboking ont for @ few
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pecruits to complete the numbers of the
battalion, Fhis he thought was the very
thing he wanted. It would provide for
bim; it. would save him the trauhle of
dizecting his owi course; aad, abagve all,
it would effectually conceal hiw from the
search of his frieads. He had, however,
withstoad the officious manceuvring of the
~ gerjeant ; apd it wes not till he bad proved
it to. e useless, that Lefevre theught of
obeying the inclinations of his heart. Ha
then, freely. offered himself to the party,
and was immediately enlisted uadey a
false name —~Charles Lawsen. :
Rash; aa this step certainly wasg a-d
injyrious as it niust have been to Lefsure
8 any better circumstasges, it; was naw
like}y to be bepeficial to hiwm, rather than
the contrary. .. Incapable as. he was te be
his own master, it. was. well that he shonld;
be umder seme . superior contral. No
erdinary authouity, was now equal -t go-
-yern his: disondered. mind ; . but .the rigid:
sanctions, of- militaay discipline were not
0. be dieregarded. Soom was: be exas-
pexated at a power 'so coexcive ; often didi
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hesink into stubborn listlessness ; but then
again, the thought of shameful punishment
effectually roused him. Tired of the irri-
tation of his mind, he resigned himself to
perform duties, over which he had no
option. Introduced to strangers, he felt,
humble as it was, he had a character to
maintain ; -this stimulated him to proper
conduct. And, to avoid all suspicion or
troublesome questions, from his rude com-
panions, he placed a strong. restraint on
himself; and - became social and convers-
able, while his heart was still alienated
from all society. Perhaps he smiled—
but the smile fled over his face like.the
sammer -lightning over the scorched hil-
lock. - Perhaps he laughed—but the laugh
was 0 hollow—so abrupt, as to be, to
the sensible mind, the most distressing ex-
.pression of deep and nameless sorrow !
Some time was consumed before
Lefevre, with his regiment, reached the
place of embarkation. Much as he had
wished to fly his connexions and native
land, his heart sickened for a moment as
he glanced on the vessel, that was to trans-
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port him from them-—perkaps for ever.
The winds continued unfavorable for a
period, and he began to quarrel with the
delay—so restless was his heart !
However, the season began to open
and the wanted breeze sprang up. The
anchor was' weighed ; the sails were un-
furled ; and the vessel moved gently for-
ward in her course. The rattling of the
cordage— the shouts of the men—the calls
anpd ¢ounter-calls of the officers, had rua
along the deck, and sung in the shrouds;
but, now, all was still, and all was lovely.
The mighty ‘waters rolled in fine undula-
tions ; and, as they broke on the side of
the vessel, made the silence audible. Every:
sail was set; and all of them swelled and
yielded to the freshening gale. Onward
the. vessel rode in calim majesty, ploughing
through the sea ; while the sparkling foam
rose around her like a zone of chased sil-
ver. In the east, the moon was rising on
the darkness, and shed her gentle beams
on the path sbe was pursuing. In the
west, the sun still lingered aud threw his
last rays on the track she had passed;



180 MO FICTION. ¢k 36,

gitding' her stern with glowing. light; and
ereating, on the slope of a thousand fluc-
tuating waves, all the eclours of the rainbow.
Around this fietd of sitver and golden light
lay a deep sleeping mist, that gave new
awfulness to the immensity of the: ocean,
and cast the aiy of enchantnent ou the land
objects, which still kept in view, .

"Kefovre lrad received the general ime
pression of this segnery, for it was alf new
#o. him ;. but his eye:diwell only on bis
native country, Frow the time of setting
sail, he had souglt 2 spot where be might
gage: upon it undistarbed. As he passed
along the shores, objects:he bad never be-
fore seen, seemed endeared and famibiarized
by :the mere circumstanee of their staud»
g on British ground. -

- The ship now stood eat to sea, and
every object was: distanced - to his sight.
Heé peinfully felt each inch of way the
vessel nrade. Soon the light of day be-
eame fainter, and . the: distance more con-
siderable; till England only appeared as &
promontory on ‘whish nothing eoudd be dis-
tingmished, except the deep fogs that sur-
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rounded its foot, and the dim, heavy,
glory that pressed its summit. Imagination
still ran over its favorite spots, and his
affections, so long inactive, obstinately
clung to his friends, now the hand of time
threatened to separate him from them for
ever. His distressed thoughts flew from
thing to thing, and from one beloved person
to another, busy but restless; as though
the opportunity of dwelling on them would
be lost to him, immediately the receding
point of land showld eink in the dark
horizon. The vessel heaved—and his eye
was threwn from tbe dear spot on which
it hung! He shifted his position—and
strained every nerve of sight to recover it
Now he saw it!—no, it was a mist! Now!
—no, it was a wave! Still his eye pierced
to the line that bounded the sky and
water; but, no,—~nothing could be found {
~— Indescribable anguish sweled within
him. A thousand tender ties seemed snap-
ped at once. AH .the smothered sentiments
of friendship, of filial affection,.of local en-
dearment, invigorated by. the love of conn-
try, a passion %0 often found to.survive
YOL. II. N : ‘
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other attachments, rose in his soul. The
depths of sorrow were broken up—tears
gushed from his eyes—he sank down on
the ground, and loug and bitterly did he
weep!

Salutary were the tears of Lefevre..
As the heavy atmosphere becomes clear
and elastic by the fall of rain, so his tears
wonderfully relieved him of that gleomy
torpor, which had so long oppressed his
spirit. The light of heaven seemed beam-
ihg through the separating clouds of me-
Janeholy, and his whole conduct appeared
to him in a totally new point of view. He
was confounded at his own folly and pre-
sumption, in tearing himself from the bosom
of his friends, and his native country,
The name of his mother quivered on his
lips, while he thought, for the first time
seriously, of the agonies she must have suf-
fered through his rashness. Seftened by
filial love, his mind turped to religious ob-
jects. He no longer held unnatural war with
his conscience; but encouraged itin bri ing=
ing to remembrance all his sins. Painfal -
Wés it to thmk of the pious entreaties he

v
]
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had slighted—of the privileges he had
cast away—of the talents he had squan-
dered—of the immortal hopes he had
pawned to a base and deceitful world! - He
felt that he had ruined himself within reach
of a thousand means, extended for his sal-
vation! Never did sin appear to him so
deceitful, so abominable, so ‘exceeding
sinful’ as now.  He not only allowed his
guilt as formerly, but was sensible of it;
and was not only sensible of it, but traly’
humbled on the account of it. It was not
with the consequences of sin that he now
quairelled, but with the tAthg itself. He
almost forgot- that it had ruined him, .
while he trembled to see how it had dis- -
honored God. He no longer rose in re-
sentment against, or sunk in sullen pride
under, the chastening hand of the Almighty ;
-he was fixed in adoring ‘admiration of the
forbearing goodness, which had net cut
him off from the living—which had even
prevented his wilfal spirit from touching
his own life! He endeavoured to raise his-
eyes towards tlve heavens, now bright with,
stars. " His ‘heart ‘flled, ' ¢ O God '—he
N2



184 NO PICTION: ch.24..

cried with emotions made up of sorrow;;
huomility, and love; and the tears of regret.i
were changed into those of generous pemv
tence !

With the overthrow of Lefevre’s pnde,
fell the power of despair. 'That genuine.
humility, which taught him te admire the,
divine goodness, insensibly inspired him
with confidence towards it. The encourag-
ing representations of the heavenly mercy,
which Douglas had made to him, appa-
rently without any -desirable effect, now
-arose to his recollection. The promises of
the Gospel-ecopomy weze.felt as ¢ the power
of God unto salvation.” The light that
-discovered :to his mind the real characters
«of his sin, revealed also the glarious work
of the Savigur. While he looked on the
.cross ‘and wourned .as @ mather for her.
anly child,’ delicions comfert mingled with
his grief —it was the revisitings of hope!
“ And may I—may J—may I hope!” said
‘he to himself with ecstacy; and again the,
-tears ran faster down his cheek. .

_ With ghnatnan hope came energy of
-soul to regolyg and to execute. . An anec-

-
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dete, which- had strengly 'itnpressed him
years'age, occurred 10 bis memory* It
was of «iyoung maa who had ruined him-
self amongst profligates; but who, by act-:
ing ‘up- to . one reselution, redeemed the
estateshe had lost. ". ¢ Yes,” thought he, T
too: am-undone—but: F wilk -alter from this:
hour! I have destroyed myselé—but inGod'
isamy hielp! I will return unto- God from
whom I have so basely revolted.”~Uncon=
seiously his soul resumed the: exercise of
prayer.. Not a word. passed his lips ; ‘bat
the tender joy that moved on featuves set
by time to melan¢holy, and the tears. that
still trembled: successively in his eye, and
then fell on his clasped bands below, wit-:
nessed sufficiently to the inward feelings. -
« it Short, but memorable, was ithat-even~
iagto- Lefevre ; quick, but effectual; the
work that was wromght silently uponihim.:
He had sunk to the ground benedth the
weight of bitter regret, bitmg remorse, and:
oppressive despair; he arose, cemtrite in
heart renovated by bope, and elate with:

H) a v LI 1

. Ste‘féiter s Bssays, Vol; L.p: 167, 3d. E&inou.
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Joy ard-gratitude:: The hand of Prosidencs
Bud.waited his ast temporal extremity, to
give the friendly rebuke; and now it was
given with such effect, that he alternately
adored and kissad it im the adwinistration.
Never did he 36 distinctly perceite his dan-
ger; .aud it was im vain that he attempted
20 think as he wished of the redemption.
The slave whe leaps exnlting, 'as the last
link- of his debasisg yassalage falls from
him; —the traveller who, enlightened by
the emerging rays of the moon, starts from
the horrid precipice, over the brink of
which he was heedlesily walking; —the
criminal who, condemned by the laws of
his country, is waiting the execution of the
sentenoe, but who receives a gracious par-
don ;—feel little, compared with what
Lefevre felt, in. being raised from the gates
of hell, by the very arm he was éxpecting
to shut him up to xmmmgnble and ever-
lasting panishment !

* 'That night Lefevre found that joy is
as inimical to sleep as sorrow; but, though
deprived of their natural rest, his spirits
were refreshed by the sweet cordials of
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depe;.iand e arose in the morning ‘ cheer
Al and- happy. He, now, endeavoured
to take a miore sober view -of what had
transpired ; -occasionally, however, he was
abliged to pause and ask, whether he was
recurring to a dream or afact. Reassured
of the reality of the change, the feelings of
the -past evening ran with almost equal
elevation, -into the experience of this day;
and, by turns, gained and yielded an as
cendancy. Now he breathed the bumble
prayer—now the fervid acknowledgment.
Now he rejoiced in -his deliverance—then
be' trembled at his -hair-breadth escape.
At one time, his spirit drooped under a
sense of his weakness and rebellion; and
at another, it ascended again buoyant with
faith. Often did the tears of penitence and
Joy mingle together on his cheek as they
fell; and often did the. cloud of self-difh-
dence pass over the sunshine of his now
illuminated countenance!

To compese and edify his mind, ln
took from his pocket the little testamens,
which hds been already named. It wag
the only article he had about him ; except-



188 _No FICTION.  ch.26

ing his watch, which his wncle had:re-
deemed and restored to him. This was
now a prize-indeed. He saw several of the -
leaves turned down, and passages on them;
containiag pathetic invitations and eacou-
ragements, marked with an asterisk. He
could not mistake the hand that had pen
formed: this work of love—it was Ais mo-
ther’'s! He pressed the book to his lips
and sighed ; and then dwelt on the gra- -
cious. pledges of mercy, as the testamens
of-a dying Saviour, presented by.the most
affectionate of parents.

As he shifted the book in hls hand;
his eye fell on some writing on a waste.:
page at the commencement. It stood thus:s

“ Wilt thou not from.this time cry unto
me, My Father, thou art the guide of my
youth.”

‘¢ June 16, 1808.” « Caroline.}" ,

This was evidently written by the ext
céllent young person, whose signature ‘it
bears, ‘about the time she lost her parents.
Lefevre might have read it before; bué
from his state of mind; it now made a
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atuk.mg impression. He had.been, medx-
tating afresh on his own follies amd .the
divine ‘graciousness; and it made its way
directly to his heart. God, as an all-pitifal
and forgiving Father, seemed to make this
tender appeal to him; and, with a spirit
melted by filial love he replied—* Yes, from
this time—the time of my greatest need—I
will call thee my Father! From this time,
I will renounce every thing opposed to my
lové of Thee! From this time, I will look
to Thee as my guide, my refuge, my com-
fort. Poor, friendless, and solitary as I am,
through my own wilfulness, I shall err no
more if thou dost guide me—I shall fall na
more if thou dost uphold me—I shall be
wretched no more if thou dost bless me!
My father! bless me! My Father! from
this time thou art the guide of my youth I
From this exercise of faith, his mind sunk
into still and holy communion with the
heavenly world; and the spirit of peace
descended on his soul, as if anxious by its
cordials to heal the manifold wounds of
his bleeding heart.

The season was not to be forgotten.
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‘Leefevre subscribed his name and the date,
‘beneath these of his deceased young friend,
as a memento to him for ever. And, all
that day, be breathed the exclamation of
“ My Father ! My Father!” with the fond-
ness of a little child, which, for the first
time, finds it has power to uiter the dear
parental name!

As the pleasing surprise of Lefevre’s
transition from darkness to marvellous light
wore-away, he found that much remained
for him to. do. He was in the situation of
a person who is the sabject of a dangerous
fever. The complaint had gathered strength
till it reached the hour of crisis—that hour
had gone by—but still the symptoms of the
disease were cleaving to his frame. The
resolutions he had. formed were quickly
made; but it would require days, aud
 months, and years to body them forth in
action. Nor could he expect, from what
he now knew of the christian life, that the
work could be effected without much labor
and conflict. The cross he bad engaged to
carry, was a daily one—the temptations he
bad determined to renounce, were always

.
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at’hand—and the principal enemy hefad
to resist, dwelt ever in.his bosom. Ascus'
tomed as his pride had been to domimation;”
it was likely it would make most violent
struggles to regain its empire. Pampered
as his carnal nature*was, it was to be
-expected it would swell against the hand
of mortification, that sought to keep it
ander control. Weakened in body and mind
By long habits of intemperance and sin, it
was.not to be supposed, that he could
suddenly or easily recover the tone they
had lost. . ~
"However, Lefevre stood firm "to his
~purpose, nothing doubting. He felt that
his resolves now, were very different from
. his former ones. They were not made ina’
Wurry, as a quiefus to his enraged con-
science; but from a strong sense of duty.
Fhey were not formed in his ewn strength
Bat ‘inhumble dependence on Omnipo+
tence. So that, while he dreaded to rely
‘on himself, he possesséd more composure
and fortitude, than ever sprang from the
boldest confidence in the flesh. He was
well alive to his difliculties, but he beheld
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them with the eye of one who is made wisé
unto salvation-; and, with the self-devotion:
of love and faith, he counld say, “none of
these things move me, neither count I my:.
Jife dear unto- me; so that I may. testify of
thie grace of the Lord Jesus.”

Social in his nature, and accustomed
to- communicate his pleasures, Lefevre now
looked anxiously rouand on the companions
of his voyage, for a friend ; but alas! not
one. was to be found. Ignorance and, irre-
ligion prevailed throughoaut the vessel, with
a few exceptions; and these, did nof
amount to a character capable of sympa- -
thizing with his feelings. [In such a situa~
tion indeed, it might well be thought, that:
he would meet rather with opposition than:
assistancein his religious course; bat there
was something so portly in his manuer, so
commanding in his look, as made it dif
ficult for insolemce to attack: him. Phe-
opposition he endured, therefore, was com-
pbsed more of negative than positive quali-.
ties.. . And, such as this opposition was, it
had, on the whole, beneficial -tendencies.
Lefevre’s most virtuous dispositions often -
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strengthened against the power of Tesist-’
ance, -but relaxed under the warmth of
-entreaty : like the hardy plant that will
flourish in its cold desert, but languishes:
and dies beneath the artificial aids -of the:
hat-house. Sel-will was the original cause
of this defect. It had been-quelled. Yetit
was only after much warfare that its influ--
.ence couwld be-destroyed. And, though he
Jonged for the pleasures-of christian friend-.
ship, perhaps it was well, that his incipient
-conflicts against its power, should be made
dn his present circumstances. - :
The .leisure ‘which was, at this time,
-afforded Lefevre, must also be .considered
-as of great:advantage. For twelve long
aveeks he had scarcely any thing te occupy
‘his attention as a soldier ; and during this.
jperiod, he had a fine opportunity ef direct-
ing his theughts to the concerns he had se:
Jamentably meglected. - Again .and again:
-did he review the ;past, till the. strong ;im~
pressions he had received, were settled:
indelibly on bis heart. The good seed that!
‘had been sown, had time to germinate, and
it-was watered with .the.tears. of ;penitence.1
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The bread - of life was not only received by -
faith, but digested by meditation; and the
blessings of promise were not only sought
by prayer, but received with watchfulness,
and acknowledged with thanksgivings.
The objects, too, by which Lefevre
was now surrounded, were calculated to
accelerate and confirm the *good work.”
All before him was grand and sublime.
A shoreless ocean at his feet—an un-
bounded sky above his head. The one,
sometimes effulgent with the heaveunly lu-
minaries ; sometimes lowering with tem-
pest, without a ray of light. The other,
now throwing its bursting billows against
the heavy clouds; now, under a calm sun,
looking like a field of emeralds embossed
in a bed of gold! But who shall describe
all the varieties formed by the mighty wa-
ters and the glorious heavens!—Lefevre,
" reclaimed from low pursuits and at ease’
in his conscience, was-at-liberty to mark"
them all, as they were presented. Cut off’
frem all objects of humran labor, except-’
ing’ when he turned- hit ‘eye on the Fule'
plank' which bore- biss; ke alnrostforgot:
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the works, and even the existence of man;
and, when they were remembered, it was:
only to feel their utter insignificance: No-
thing .was great—nothing wonderful but
God! He felt his presence inall. Some-
times wrapt in joy, he soared to his throne;
sometimes covered with humility,.he sunk
prostrate at his feet; but always was he
edified on his holy faith, as he perceived
unutterable goodness sustained by 1llum-
table power.

Yet, after all, the chief improvement
of Lefevre, during this voyage, must be at-
tributed to the close and careful perasal of
the Holy Scriptures. He had obtained the
use of a bible from a soldier, which had
been issued from the British and Foreiga
Bible Society. It was the only. book he
now possessed ; and it was well he was
limited to it for a season. Formerly, in
his best days, like many young christians,
he read, it rather to increuse his knowledge.
and foym hls creed, than to mould his-
character and direct . his conduct;, asd,;
though it had a censtant place, on his.
table, the, novelty and multipicity.of (nheﬁ
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books robbed it of the regard and submis-
sion its contents demanded. Now, how-
ever, it was raised in his hand, or laid by
his side amoungst the coiled ropes on which
he frequently reclined, many heurs of every
day. He read and ruminated —examined
and applied—till he was filled with astonish-
ment and shame to find, that he was com-
paratively so ignorant of a volune, he had
thought he so fully understood. He uni-
formly brought the whole word of God to
bear on Aimself. By its precepts he sought
to govern his own practice;—by its evi-
dences of the christian state, he tried his
own .character;—and by its promises, he
.endeavoured to administer to himself sup-
port and cousolation.  Light increased as
he proceeded; and his concern became
.deep and humiliating to find, with a]l his
knowledge, what mistakes .he had com-
mitted .on some of the most material, but
simple points in the spiritual life. He saw
iodeed, that he had often mistaken pas-
sion for principle; compliance with his
ewa will, for obedience to the will of God ;
the gratification of vanity, for the exercise
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of benevolence; and things totally oppdsed
to the spirit of religion, for things not only’
innocent but commendable.- * - ‘

These discoveries of Lefevre ‘were
not, however, entirely painful in their in~’
fluence. - He felt that he no longer hid-
himself from the light of truth; but that he
was honest, and willing to ascertain the
_worst. He trusted now in a might greater
than his own; and he was prepared to con- -
fess his weakness. His heart was truly
humbled ; and, since he was unworthy, he
sought to know it, that the grace of Christ
might be magnified by him.

« His relish, too, for ¢the heavenly
nianna,’ grew in proportion as he fed upon
it: - As he studied the scriptures, he felt
they possessed a purity, an authority, a
celestial ‘savour all their own; no other
volume: ever spoke as they spake. " If he
had regretted that he 'had no other book:
to relieve his attention, he learnt in the
end to-rejoice in'it; as privileged to live on
angels’- food.  How did the wonderful
econemy of s4lvation open upon his sight
invits barmony and ‘glory! He saw that

VOL. iI. o
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the Rock on which his hopes rested, was
broad and imperishable; his faith stood
not in the wisdom of man, but in the
power of God; and his joy though it had
become less exulting, was more clear,
settled, and penitential.



CHAPTER XXVII.

AS Lefevre drew near the shores of
the new world, he employed himself in
writing letters to his friends. To his mother
he first devoted his pen. He said every
thing that affection and humility could
suggest, to soothe and satisfy her; and
enclosing it to Mr. Palmer, solicited it as
a favor, that he would prepare her mind
for intelligence from bim, before he gave
her the letter. He then addressed himself
. to his uncle, to Wallis, to Douglas, and
- to John Graham, The letters written to
the two last named persons are so descrip-
tive of his sentiments and disposition, at
this time, that it will be proper to intro-
duce them, with the exception only of a
couple of paragraphs, which notice the
events already described in the parrative,

02
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Myr. Lefeore to Mr. Douglas.

Off Cape Breton,
On board the———

¢« DEAR DoUGLAS,

« Believe what yousee! This is indeed
my hand writing. I am still in the land of
"the living. Will this news give you any
pleasure! Yes, it will! T have first abused
‘your friendship, and then cast it away,
‘but you are still- my friend. O, Douglas!
my folly has caused those, who were most
fit for friendship, gradually to forsake me;
but you will not be of that number.  Let
e have the consolation of thinking, that I
have one friend left to me; and that that
friend is he, whom of all others, I have
loved. ‘

After the lapse of so much time, I
‘hardly know whether I should have written
merely to inform you, that I exist; but,
since I hope 1 can say I live to better pur-
Ppose, it is my duty to inform you of it, as
some compensation for all you have suf
* fered on my account. Yes! I trust I may




ch.27.  w~o I-'I.CTI‘O.N‘ 201

assert, that the awful visitation of the Al-- .
mighty, which you witnessed upon me,
was not in vain! T resisted it as long as
possible, .but at length my proud heart
was compelled 'to yield. It was softened,
L hope, into penitence; and, I would be-
lieve, I am an instance of the truth of your.
maxim, that every returning penmitent shall
be forgiven. :

“ Forgiven! O, blessed be that mercy
which forgives me !|—but I can never forgive
myself! The very sense I have of the divine
forgiveness, aggravates every transgression
I have committed. Have I, with a know-
ledge of the will of God, refused to do it?
Have I, professing to regard religion,
grossly dishonoured it? Have I opposed.
the preventing hand of Providence, till my:
obstinacy made it necessary to that hand,.
in saving me, to shake my reason and my.
life, and give me for a season to * the buf-
feting of satan?’ Have I pierced - the
bosom of the best of fathers, with the
arrows of ingratitude and rebellion? Have
I despised the gentle voice of a pitying,
bleeding, dying Saviour P~——~——0, what
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a sinner am I1—As perverse as Cmnaus
treacherous as Judas—as profane as Esan
~—as apostatizing as Peter—as worldly as
Demas—And am I forgiven? Yes, I must
believe, that the grace which bas changed
my heart, bas pardoned my sin—but I
cannot forgive myself! O that my head
were waters, and my eyes a fountain of
tears, then would I weep day aud night for
my transgressions !
B - * ® * * * »

* * * #*

« How wonderful are the ways of
God! It was when I had put myself be-
yond the entreaties of friends and the
ordinary means of grace;—it was when he
had permitted me to weary myself with
my own folly, and to taste the fruit of my
own deings;—it was when my heart had
settled down into au awful state of sullen
indifference to tine or eternity—that, with
a naked and oatstretched arim, he did the
work alone !—What grace!~—What love!—
What forbearance ! — What wisdom !—I
vever think of it but T weep, and it is
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scarcely ever absent from my thoughts,
*Surely his paths are in the sea, and his
footsteps are not known.’ ¢He hath
brought me up out of the horrible pit and
the miry clay; and hath set my feet upon
‘a rock, and hath established my goings;
-and hath put a new song ito my mouth,
even praise to my Godl' O, if I am saved
it must be as ‘the very chief of sinmers.
I have merited the lowest place in hell, and
T desire nothing more than the lowest place
on earth—the lowest place in heaven !
«“Ah! Douglas though 1 have so long
" neglected your friendship, it is still natural
-to me to tell you all I feel; and you will
not be in danger of concluding, from the
disclosure of my sorrows, that I am really
wwhappy. You know, as much as auy
one, what is ‘the joy of grief; and that
joy is-nmow mine; the ouly joy, perhaps,
that is suited to.one, who has sinned as 1
have done. I grieve, and shall ever gtieve,
over my past course but it is not the grief
of chafed pride and desperate despaiy; it is,
I trust, grief Aowing from love, from faith,
from hope. In the midst of such grief, 1.
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am happy; so happy that I have no desire
to be raised above it. It is the tear of
remorse that withers and consumes the
soul ; the tear of penitence heals and
refreshes it. My sorrows bring with them,
that peace of conscience I had so long
lost; and seem to renew unto me the sense
of my Saviour’s forgiving love. O, Douglas,
I am emparadised now, compared with
what 1 felt under the weight of guilt un-
washed away! I can fully enter into the
noble Luther’s assertion, ¢ that the worst
estate of the christian, is better than the
best condition of the ungodly.’ A sincere
penitent, bathed in tears, knows a satisfac-
tion, which the worldling cannot find, in
all that glitters in wealth—all that is sweet
in pleasure—all that is great in distinction !
~ “There is one thing, however, that
" presses heavily upon my mind, and often
renders me fruly unhappy. It is the injury -
I have done to my companions in wicked-
ness. I too well know, that my revolt -
from religion confirmed them in infidelity ;
and that my daring in sin made them the
bolder, I have done them a mischief
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which I cannot undo. I am, I hope, re-
claimed ; but I cannot reclaim them. I
may and will admonish and pray for them;
but alas! they may still obstinately con-
tinue in a course, that will probably ruin
their temporal, and ecertainly ruin their
eternal interests. O Douglas!—It is only
when I think of this that I shed tears of
bitterness and gall!

“ One of this number, I believe, you
know. Have you not occasionally seen
Wilson with me? And did you not once
express yourself pleased with him? Poor
Wilson! It is for him, of all the rest, I
amn most affected. He is affectionate and
gentle; but easily led—alas! too easily
led for me. He was, when I first knew
him, a regular professor, and I think a real
christian; but I led him astray, step by
step, and-he became nearly what I was.
He has an amiable young wife, and one
child ; and if he continues what he was,
they and himself will speedily be ruined—
ruined—O, how can I say it!—by me /—
Douglas, my beloved Douglas, if he is
living, find him out, for the sake of your
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friend. Think that T am the guilty cause of
all hisguilt. Tell him what I have suffered
~tell him how I repent. Pray for him—
warp him —entreat him in your name —in
my rame—in our dying Saviour’s name—
to return unto the God he has forsaken!
0, I cannot endure the thought of his sink-
ing into perdition through my shameful
example! ‘

Let me know whether there is hope of
him.  Furnish me with his address when
you obtain it, and I will write to him. At
least, I will do my utmest for his salvation
—and, who can tell?—the all-pitifal Re-
deemer may look upen him and save him! -
1 st indulge this hope!

“ There is a shout of ‘ Land! Land !
on deck. We havecome, I suppose, within
sight of our port. It affords me no plea-
sure. Unused as I am to sea life, I shall -
quit with reluctance a vessel, where I have :
witnessed so signal an interposition of -
mercy; and with more reluctance shall 1
.enter on a strauge land, to dwell with stran.
gers. But the will of my heavenly Father .
be done! All the evil 1 .ghall meet with
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must be ascribed to myself; all the good,
to his unmerited favor!

“ O, Douglas, shall T ever see your
face again? At least, write to me. Tell
me you do not forget me. Tell me, that .
you only forget my eondnct towards you.
Surely I shall never be so mad as to trifle
with your friendship as I have done; but
for that hope, I must now rely on an arm
stronger than my ewn. O, my friend, I
cannot be too jealvus of that proud self-
will, and self-dependence which ruin
me! o

Write to my dearest motherand com-
fort her. How I long to have her forgive-
ness; and to know that my desertion of her
has not broken her heaith. Cruel that I
was! But, indeed, Douglas, I was not
myself then; and my uncle’s conduct,
though well-designed, goaded my fallen,
but unsubdued pride, to an act that might
place me beyoad his reach.

“Commend me most kindly to Mr.
and Mrs. Russell, and beg them to pray for
me, I know no one’s prayers [ value like
. those of the venerable Mr. Russell.
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“To enquirers, in general, say but
little of me. Under any circumstances,
you know my dislike of high-flown profes-
sions; and, in circumstances such as mine,
I am sensible, that the evidence of my sin-
cerity is to be given, not by multiplied
promises and assurances, but by steady,
persevering, christian practice. May I be
enabled to furnish such evidence, that the
righteous may see it and be glad —that the
sinner may behold.it and repent!

- “ Will you send me out a few books ?
I will leave the choice to you, as you can
judge what may be most suitable. ‘Let me
have also your correspondence to me. You
will find it either at my lodgings, or at my
uncle’s, with my other papers.- I think it
will benefit me, and bring you near to me.
in the land of strangers, to which I have
transported myself. How I conclude on
your renewed friendship! You will not-
withhold it, my dear Douglas?

“Your’s, though unworthily,
“ Most affectionately, ,
“ CHARLES LEFEVRE,”
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Myr. Lefevre to John Graham. .

" The Gulf of St. Lawrance,
On board the ‘

*¢ My DEAR YOoUNG FRIEND, .

¢ The manner in which I parted from
you in the streets of London, three months
ago, has, on reflection, often given me dis-
tress. You must refer it, not to any um-
worthiness in you, orany variation of affec-
tion in me, but to strange disorder of body
and mind—disorder brought upon me by
my own errors. ’

“ In coming to my right mind, one of
my first wishes was, that my past miscar-
‘riages might be beneficial to you. I now
write you, therefore, not merely to reassure
you of my love, but to render my experi-
ence useful to the opening years of your
life. And, if it shall, by the blessing of
Him who alone teacheth us to profit, have
this tendency, I shall not have suffered,
even in relation to you, altogether in vain.

.“ How interesting does your situation
appear to me! Young, ‘eager, kind and
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unsuspicious ; yet surrounded by the artful,
the fiscinating, and the wicked. Exposed
to trials under which many a lovely youth
has fallen—to trials by which I fell ; though
sustained by the profession of religion, and
friendships peculiarly favourable to my
preservation. My dear John, in such cir-
camstances, caution becomes you. In
your path, there are pitfalls so nicely con-
cealed, that the eye of experience can
hardly detect-them ; snares so bewitching,
that they will rather allure your confidence
than rouse you to circumspection.

“ Though I have been of assistance to
you in your temporal prospects, I have cri-
minaily neglected your best interests. The
pledge I gave to your excellent grandmo-
ther extended to a future, as well as the:
present life; and this pledge I would now,
though late, endeavour to redeem. I am
sorry that I know not, at this time, the ex+.
act state of your mind, as it gives me &
disadvantage in advising you. However,
~ till I know more about you, I shall content
myself with making some observations on.
evils, with which I had to contend; and.
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by which you, with every young person,.
must, mare or less, be endangered.” The
medesty which is natural to you, will pre-
serve you from ridiculing or despising a.
letter, that professes to counset you; and
without apology, therefore, I shall freely-
unpart my sentiments. '

“ Let me then, in the first phce, as a
point of the highest importance, entreat
you-—io beware what company yow keep..
As ope stream mixing with anether, in-
sensibly. partakes its nature; so you will
necessarily be influenced by your common
associates. . If you mix with the trifling,
you will trifte; if you mix with the. gay,.
you will be thoughtless; if you mix with
the wicked, you will becomé wicked.
De not think it is enough 10 see their faults,
and to resolve 4o avoid them; if you seek
their society, and-delight in it, whatever
may be your resolutions, you will gradu-
ally be reconciled to them, and afterwards
adopt them. Youth are too apt to be rask
in their friendships. They meet together
~—gympathize on a few common points—
and then determine to be one for ever.. This
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is not wise. I would not have you basely
suspicious of every body ; but in forming
your connexions, I would have your a(-
quaintanceships grow out of a knowledge
of character, and your friendships spring
from .tried and solid merit. This will be
acting with prudence. You must not go
by appearances; if you do, almost every
thlng will deceive you. You must go by
experience and progf; and then you will go
safely, Choose your friend—not because
he is, sp\nted and witty, clever and daring
-—not because he is of good presence or
pl,epsmg mpnners—not because he flatters
your fo*bles,' .and applauds profusely your
éxcell,epcieg;%buﬁ choose him, because
you have found him. prudent and benevo-
lent, plaug and faithful—ready to admo-
n;ph yopofa fanlt, to warn you of a danger,
apd .to eneourage you amidst the duties
and dlﬂicultles of life. '
“ Another cautlon should be directed
—-to the boolcs you read. Books are the
cpmpanions of retirement, and what I
have said on the choice of your friends, -
mpy be well applied to your selection of.
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them. Indeed, in some respects, the books
you perusé are of more importanee thaa
the company you keep. We pay more
deference to the author than the cumipa-
hion; we have easier access to hith { and
we are less jealous of his opinions, Here,
then, you should be very careful.— Affect
not to read many books, This will feed
your vanity, and leave you empty and su-
perficial. Let your books be few; but weil.
¢hosen and well read. Take the opivion of
those, whose knowledge and real excel-
lence qualify them to judge, before you de-
cide on reading any book.—Despise the
affectation of a false liberality, in reading
erroneous works. This shows an alarmibg
presumption in young persons. Remember
your mind is naturally inclined to errot,
and averse from truth. Your chirscter is
not yet formed; and, if we would vemtdre
¢ td try the spirits,” .we must first bé care~
_ ful to ¢ know what manner of spirit we are
of’ Reject, as you would atsenic, those
books that exhibit sentiments, which yom
could not read without shame in gdod
society. To touch them is to be polluted.
VOL. IL, : » i
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if one thing more than another succeeded;
n blinding me to vice, -and raising mmy
passions to desperatlon, it was zmproper
readmg ; ;o

. Especmlly, I would say, read and
.s,ludy the bible. - T can never sufficiently
ségret my neglect of this incomparable
dook. Had I taken heed unto it,.I might
have cleansed my way through the early
walks of Jife ; but T was foolish. .Do you
improve by my folly. As Alexander used.
Homer, 'do you use the ‘bible; make-it
your companion all day, and your pillow
all: night. ‘Nothing can be balf so impor-
tant to -you. It is your guide, your coun-
sellor, 'your judge. - It contains the key to
tistory—the models of finest eloquence—
the :gentine morality—the: conveyance of
jamortality '—Make it the standard of all
othér: books. - ‘Read them .as a judge, but
cousult' it as a disciple. Knowledge else-
where, is ‘tinctured by the earthly chan-
niels ‘through: which -it flows; bat here, it
dawells . as in ‘its fountain- pare, spiritual,
living, and life-imparting! * In other wotks
you will find good opinions grafted on
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‘bad-principles-—weak conclusions gathered
from just premises—the spirit. of..the
world encumbering. the ‘spirit of ‘piety—a
strange mixture of clay, iron, and gold;
but in-the Scriptures all is .gold—pure; un-
alloyed gold—authorized by the image and
superscription of Jehovah, that rests .upon
it.. Search the Scriptures, as the :miner
searches the bowels of the earth for the
precious metals, for in them is eternal life,
and they ‘are they that testify.of Jesus! . .

- Let me also beg of you, not. to. rest
satisfied with any thing short of genuine
religion. 1 know that your dispositions are
serious,.and that yourhabits from the.cradle
have been pious; but this is one .reason
why I warn you .on this.head. ; Numbers
of ‘youth are relyingson.such privileges;
and, by doing =0, have converted. them
from blessings into curses... Avoid this evil,
and give your serious attention. to réligion.
‘In studying its nature, let this be a govern-
ing sentiment to you—that it is a vital prin-
ciple. Religion with some  people—and
people who are very strennous on the sub-
ject too—is like a fine portrait, just and

‘ 2 .
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complete in its outward parts, but wanting
lfe—fhir to the eye, but cold to the touch.
New, religion must not only. be perfect in
form, but animated with a Aving sputs. It
is not composed of a proper act, ar a decent
habit—-of sublime gpeculation, or manyal
obgervance—it is something above all this
it is the life of the soul,; as the soul is the
-life of the body. :

.+ “Werel to deecnbe this dxvme prm-
ciple, I should say, it consists. of /oye
. towavds Geod, of benevolence towards men;
and is directly opposed ta the vanity,
pride, enmity, and selfishoess natural to
us. Yes, the presence of this priaciple,
and of this alene, will teach us to deny
ourselves; and nething sbort of . this will
vaelidate cur claim ¢o discipleship.  Our
woeldly opinions, our vaip imaginations,
our proud resenttuents, our carnal preju.
dioes, ‘our sinful propensities, must all be
sacrificed. The right hand wast be.cut off
~~the right eye plucked out—the nsefud, -
the profitable; the beloved sin must be
reneunced. The Saviour's wisdem must
guide us, and net eur own ; the Saviour’s
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will must govern us, and not our own ; the
Saviour’s excellence must delight us, and
ot ourown! If born again, we are pot
our own but Ahis! O, Graham, try your-
self by this test. ¥ am the mare earnes,
beeause I fear, till since I saw you, I had
not sufficient views of the nature of reli-
gion; and, if I bad, it never appeared
clothed with the importance and bekuty it
now wears. See then that you do net err.
Mistake not slightimpressions for indelible
ones —agitated feelings for spiritualized
affections—a partial chanpge for a tota]
one—or a perception of religion, for its
actual possessjon.

“If you have scriptural evidence te
- conclude that you are the sybject of vital
religion, then, Beware that you do ot neg-
dect it. If those who, not-knowing religion
-neglect it, are guilty, how much more the
guilt of those, who meglect it with a sense
of its value? As you regard your present
~—your future peace, I beseech you shun
this evil! That you may be assisted in it,
I would say :—

& First, Waich habitually over all your
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conduct: Remember that every thing within
you and about you, is oppoeed to your re-
ligious progress. If you-are’ ‘doubtful’ of
any action or engavement try it by the
following questlons—ls 1t warranted by
Scripture ¢ Will-itinjure my rehglon> Can
1 ask the blessing of God' upon it?—If it
will not bear this test, consider it doubtful
no longer—it is a snare of the wicked one. *

“ Secondly, In addition to your daxly
prayers, commence each day by meditating
on a select text of Secripture ; and close it
by serious examination. Ask yourself before
you' sink ‘into sleep such -questions ‘a$
these :— Have I observed my devotions?
Have I done the daties of my station?
Have I benefitted any fellow creature?
Have I indulged any improper passion —
pride —anger — or resentment? Have I
made any progress in-knowledge or holi-
ness ?—1It is impossible “for me to tell from
what evils such a practlce may dehver you,
what good it may confer upoun you.

-« Shall T own to ‘you, my dear John,
that in penning this short letter, I have
been obliged repéatedly to stop, and weep?
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T have wept, because I saw you standing
in slippery places. I have ‘wept, because:
every advice to yeu was ‘a reproach to my-:
gelf; sinsilar advice was given.to me, but I
trifled with it. However, I will. hope yow
may be confirmed - in wisdom by my dear,
bought experience. "Trust not'the world
80 much as to &ryit. I have tried it—
madly tried it. It is but a bubble—
adorned with glittering colors indeed—yet
still a bubble: yea, more—albarbed, poi-
soned dagger, that carries death with its
wounds! And, though you should be
exempt from its stings; though you should.
be prosperous in all your ways; though
wou should be .gratified in ‘every desire,.
and:freed from, the trials and disappomt-
ments necessary to humanity; .your heart
- would still ache with dissatisfaction .and"
. uneasiness.  Yes, nothing but God.can
satisfy and felicitate the soul. You live
but for Him; and it is more important for-
‘you to live to Him,.than for you to.live at: '
all. O despise not, then, your Maker,.
your Preserver, your God! - You are
bound to Him by countless obligations.
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Ta we you are grateful for some little
temporal assistance, and will you not he
grateful to Ged for all you enjoy? O, give
Him your gratitude, He only deserves it
raise to Him your prayers, He only ean
geatify them ; fix en him your hopes, He
on,lspca,? crown them! Jun His favor there
is lifs;"and His lovivg kindness is bettet
than lifel
“Let me heay af you all particulars,
You koow I have an interest in all that
belongs to you. It is likely I shall nevey
-see your face again in the flesh ; but let me
have -eommupion with you an earth; apd
let ug mutually pray for a blessed meeting
in. heaven.. See as much as you ean of
Mnr. Douglas; you cannat prize his sncigty
toa highly, - May: religion be the gnide of
your youth—the glory of your age—your
immortal reward !
“ Your’s, my dear young friend,
with anxious affection,
“ Cuapras LEFEVRE.”

These letters: require no comment.
They. put Lefevre in different lights, but
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_in all he appears to the greatest advantage:
It is neither easy nor important to. resolve
the doubt he expresses, 'as to his former
piety. The good seed might have been
stifled in its growth; or he might, though
it is difficult to conceive it, have mistaken
a superficial for a radical change. How-
ever, it was well, if he erréd, to err on the
safe side; for it is infinitely better, to fear
we are not regenerate when we are, than
to conclude we are when wearexot; And,
whatever may be the doubt on the past,
the present state of his mind -admits not
of hesitation. His affecting - penitence-—
his humble submission—hig hving faith-—
his aaxious zeal and benesvolence—spenk
not only of divine illumination, but of sur-

' prising proficiency in the lessons of graes.



CHAPTER XXVIIL

AT length Lefevre reached the shores.
of Canada, and passed on to Montreal,
with a strong detachment, as the ultimate
point of destination.

This island is one of the most beautlful
spots. in the wholeé Proviuce. Around
its base flow the .waters of the mighty
river St. Lawrence. On its bosom- rest,
the principal town, bearing its own name;
the settlements, the-villas, and gardens of
the opulent. inhabitants ; wlhile its lovely
hills clothed with pasturage and wood, -
rise in undulating lines upon the horizon.
It was on a gay spripg day that Lefevre
first saw it. The cattle were lowing for
joy. Vegetation was bursting into life,
with a vigor, luxuriance, and variety un-
known to our climate. The sun was up
in his strength, glorying in his influence
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on the earth, and smiling at his image in
the waters, which his own rays had trans-
formed into an orb of light.

Lefevre 'saw ‘all this and admired it
as the work of the great Creator, but he
‘was far from enjoying it—he was unhappy.
With a recoiling spirit he threw himself on
the beach, and ' went forward to the bar-
racks. He.was shown to a little cabin,
which he was to consider his own. -He
entered it, and closing the door,-cast a
dejected eye on its 'bare walls. A:voice
‘within' him seemed to say, ¢Fhis is your
home.” His heart shuddered.” He felt he
could not-give the sacred name of home to
any place, distinct from his friends and
‘native country. = *““No,” said he, “it is my
prison. - It seals 'my separation from all
that i3 dear to my soul, and familiar to my
sight. I am fixed amongst strangers. Not
one of them loves me, or cares for me, or
knows me! But the will” ——he was going
to add—*‘ of God be done;” emotion, how-
‘ever, choked ‘his utterarice. He moved
to the window, and resting his elbow on
- ‘the sil] of it, he relieved his. passions by
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tears; and then, struggling with himeself
be lifted his glistening eyes to heaven, and
said, in a gentle voice,—* Father, forgive
me! Teach my self-willed spirit to say,
¢ Thy will be done.” Teach me to feel that
¥ am neither friendless nor alone, while
thou art with me.”

This simple prayer had a-tendency to
confirm the resignation it expressed; and
every day as it passed, though it did not
make Lefevre insensible to his banishment,
contributed to lighten it, Temperate, and
even abstemious in his appetite, his body
was. no longer oppressed with languor.
"With the serious objects of eternity before
him, his mjnd was a stranger to the nneasi-
ness of ennui. Anxious to glorify his
dishonoured Saviour, he was convinced,
he wag not to wait for splendid occasions
for doing it, which might never arrive; but
was to seek it, in discharging the daily
duties of his humble sifuation with chees-
fulness. ' .

Accordingly, Lefevre resolved to give
his attention fully to the claims of duty.
To whatever he gave bis mind, he speedily
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astered ; atid the expertness with which
he bad used the pen, was soon transferred
to the use of his weapon, and the
maneuvres of his company. His skill,
his regularity, his nice appearance, his
obliging conduct, and bis strict vegard to
disciplive, supported by a spirit and ge-
nerosity of sentiment, s0 enchanting to a
soldier, were soon noticed ; and they se-
cured the respect of his associates, and
gave him an influenice over them.

While Lefevre was thankful for the
respect and influence he had obtained, he.
valued them principally as the instraments
of usefalness; and in.this Jight he was
determined. to strengthen them.  He found
scarcely ene man in his cempany, who
could read or write. To most of them,
this ignorance was a matter of indiffererice,
.except when they wanted to-commiunicate
with their friends, and then he willlngly
became their agent. - He wrote the letters
they wished to send, and read those that
arrived, and preserved separate&y the con-

.fidence of each. - '
Others, net content with beggmg.lm
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occasional assistance, wisely desired to
assist themselves. To these few Lefevre
became a teacher; and the pleasure they
had in their own progress, did not fail to
communicate itself to him. o

Many of the non-commissioned officers
of the regiment too, were in a similar state
of ignorance. The pride of these men
would not allow them to. take lessons of
2 private; yet it readily stooped so low,
as to crave his help in making up their
accounts. This Lefevre gave in the most
obliging manner; till the worthy serjeants
and corporals were prepared (o resign,
even what they could do -to his more cor-
rect pen. ‘ .

In return for all these civilities, Le-
fevre wished only to attract their thoughts
towards religion. . He -was religious, and
they knew it; and he hoped they woald
refer his conduct to its proper source.
Without possessing his privileges, he saw
many who were disposed to run into his
excesses, and hig soul mourned over them,
He would have done any thing to have
brought them fyom their wretchedness, to
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the enjoyments of real piety. Yet, pru-
dence dwelt with him and directed him.
He had, now, too low an opinion of him-
self, to make any lofty professions. He
remembered the superiority of example
over precept on his own mind; and he
wished his religion should rather address
itself to the eyes, than the ears. of his com-
rades. Far was he, however, from shrink<
ing to bear his testimony in favor of godli-
ness. He distinguished between prudence
and pusillanimity. "Sin never wanted a re-
prover.when he was present, and he was in-
variably on the watch, for those rising events
and seasonable occasions, which not unly
render.a serious reflection appropriate, but
carry it home with force to the conscience.

" The fruits for. which Lefevre was look-
ing. are of slow growth. For the present,
‘he received little other reward, than the
good opinion of all. At length his proper
behaviour in a quarrel, that happened with
some of the soldiers, brought him under
the immediate observation of the command-
ing Officer. The major took particular
notice of him ; shrewdly snspected.that he
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had been -accustomed to befter life ; used
him frequently as an accountant; and
granted him what privileges he could, to
soften his hardships.

On the whole, the situation into which
Lefevre had thrawn himself in despair, be-
came to him a-séurce of conifort and satis-
faction. The homest approbation of those
around him sealed his reconciliation with
lhuman natare; and the commending sen-
tence of a good conscience, with the wit<
ness of heaven, made him happy. Bat in
the midst of this happiness, he felt himself
a penitent and an alien. Often, whilé he
appeared cheerful in the petformancé of
his daty, bad he to suppress thesigh, which
was formmed by the recollection of his be-
loved country ; and eften wonld he escape
from the emnployments of benbevolence, té
_ shed, in retirement, tears of love and grief,
at the feet of his Redeemer. '

At a small distance from thre suburbs
of the town, t.here was & sweet little nook
formed, as if to cherish tie softest melan
choly. A beautiful mount adorned by the
birch and the fir, shut it up from the neigl-
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bouring - dwellings. On the farther side
and near the foot of this mount, some:
flourishing laurels grew in a semicircle,
and overshadowed the spot. beneath their
feet with their bending branches, so as to.
frame a natural alcove. A few yards from
this, flowed a transparent brook, sighingand
murmuring among the bright pebbles as it
went along. Beyond this rivalet was a small
burying place, but so sparingly touched
by the hand of man, as scarcely to be dis-
tinguished as.such by a careless observer.
Nothing marked its boundaries, but the
creeping underwood, which encircled - it
with its blossoms and verdure like a wreath.
The graves were only perceptible by a
slight elevation in the green surface, and
the more copious appearance-of the modest
flowers, which had been planted over them.
‘The air of nakedness that might have rested .
on this little inclosure, was wholly relieved,
by the presence of the willow and the
‘poplar—the one seemed mourning over
the remains of humanity, while the other
'was pointing to the world of immortality.
Above this spot, stood a rich grove, form-
VOL. II. . Q
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ing a finé avenue over the upper part of the
brook, whose waters, thrown off by the
deep shades of theclustering trees, sparkled
as they descended like a stream of quick-
silver. Without and around these objects,
the ground rose again in pleasing and
romantic shapes, so as to limit the eye
entirely to their beauties.

This charming dell was the favorite
retreat of Lefevre. When he first discovered
it, there was something that reminded him
of the notices given by the Evangelists of
Mount Olivet, the brook Kedron, and
the garden of Gethsemane. He had fre-
quently resorted to it like Isaac to imedi-
tate, like Peter to weep, or like his divine
Lord to pray. His first impressions, and

his subsequent enjoyments, had associated

a sentiment of sacredness with the place.
. One evening, about three months after
Lefevre had been on the Island, he hastened
to this spot, in search of that repose and
‘commusion he had so often found. He
stepped over the brook, and took his usual
_seat under thelaurels. His thoughts were
- occupied with the admirable change which
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had been wrought upon him. Every cir
camstance as he mused upon it, raised his
wonder and gratitude, till his soul was dis-
solved in thanksgiving and worship.

Swift the minutes fly while the spirit
walks with God. Lefevre thought not of
time, till the light was stealing away, _and
the grey mists were rising. He had tar-
tied later than usual. He was putting his
testament into his pocket, and on the point
of moving, when a female clad in black
appeared at the entrance of the dell. He
paused a moment with his eye upon her.
She moved slowly and sadly forward, with
hér face cast down to the earth, till she
came to the burial ground. Lefevre judged
she was a widow, and was visiting the
tomb of her husband. He knew not what
to do—if he remained, he should intrude
npon her sorrows—if he departed he should .
interrupt them. Without deciding what
he should do, he continued.

She approached a hillock beneath the
willows, and stood at its feet as motionless,
as though she had been a monumental
statue, She then sank down on her knees,

Q2
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apd, putting her face,in,her. handse rested
them on the grave, ‘as the.teass. trickled
through her fingersand mqigtened. the sods
She arose; and, taking a shell from the
toot of a iree, sbe filled .i§ at. the. brook, -
repeatedly, and. watered, the flowers, slp
had lately planted on its summit.. ‘This
done, she was turning towads the toywm:
She moved a few paces, and then paused
apd, t.pmed, fixing her eyes on the grave,
She went on again slowly some paces;
then, turning quickly round, she hurried
10 it, cast. herself upon 1t, and, cried and
sobbed aloud. , S

.. Lefevre’s attention was, absorbnd hy
the scene. He longed te comfott hen, but
be dared not break in, upon. the: selitude
she courted. After some minutes. slie
arose again, evidently more reliexed.| She
raised her eyes from the ground to thiskies,

' and, turning from thedell as she-did i, .
they fell upon Lefevre. Thus observedyhe
instaptly decided how to act. Heicould not
Pllowa stranger to. think, that he;had been
3, designing spy.on her grief. e passed
the stream,, and.approaching near::bee,
offered an apology for himself.
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baiz:Thel fitohiier startéd" at ‘the appéar»
e of o common seldier} but recovering
fhom dle¥m, ‘she observed a reepect in his.
fantitr and & compassion in his voice,; thaﬂ
ghveé-‘her confidenee!’ Sir; " 1 need’ no

apology. Tt:mhtters hot who ‘sees my sbr—
#ows, orwheis 1gnoi‘ant ‘of them,” sald sbe
ﬁrth an'dir of despair.”

~ v6Qh, madam,” replied Lefevre, answert
ing vathet to her manner than her words,

fwhateveér nray be your affliction be- assureé
therwis onsohation.” - - o ¢

1. «Qonbolation * she returned, Ibokipg»
* with anguish, * yes, there is consolatioii,,
baiti noton earth; T have orly two conso-
fadions \éfyine. - One is, to shed my tear§
otliat grave’ (pointing back -towards- it,)
the othior i8; to think' that I have a fricud
and Fitber'in heaven!” - o
.. /Phé allusion to the divine goo«Tness;
Jn théclose of this sentence, alone dwelt ofi :
the' etrr-of Lefevre: Those who would
imagive huw it affected him, must remelh‘
Jbex; ithat'Ke-had fiot hear@ the vo:ce &
piety; since he Teft the eottage on Bugshot-
hedtly; mdmat,dmag the lastfive monmé.

DTN (T SN )p)u‘ Losin
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he had been panting for christian inter-
course, without the prospect of obtaining
it. Had there been no opposition of sex,
he would, in the impulse of joy, have seized
her hand, and given vent to his feelings,
As it was, he rejoiced inwardly to have met .
with a member of that family, which is
bound together by beads stronger tham
those of consanguinity.

Having been comforted in extreme
distress, Lefevre knew how to comfort the
wretched. He went towards the towa
with the widow, referring her attention to
those views of the Providence and' word of
God, which he had found the most con-
soling; and soon they arrived before a little
hut, which she named as her home. She
modestly asked him to enter with her. He
was in the act of declining; but, on ses-
ing a girl about twelve years of age come
out to greet her mother, he complied.

The widow seemed pleased to have
an opportuuity of explaining her situation,
and dwelling on her sorrows. She stated,

_that she was a native of Berkshire, and that
she had been tenderly educated. She hag,
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however, married against the advice of her,
parents. Her husbaid was of an unsettled
temper. " For the want of adopting a good
plan, orofbeing steady to it, hehad narrowed
his circumstances, while in London. He
could not suffer the reproaches that came
tipon” him; and he determined to leave his
native country. - He had heard much of
the traffic carried on with the Indians at
Montreal. He thought be might pursue it
with- abundant profit, and declared his in-
tention to make the experiment. Her
sather remonstrated against it, and insisted,
with tears, that she should not go. “But
what,” continued the widow, “could I de?
‘My husband laid bhis commands upon me.
‘We loved each other most fervently. I
~‘resolved to attend him, and share his for-
tunes wherever he went. We lost one
child —dear boy! —on the passage. We
came here about nine months ago. My
linsband was establishing himself, princi-
pally iw the fur trade; and it promised to
answer his best expectations.” But, two
months ago, he was seized with the fever,
and a month since, he was buried from my
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sight! O, 'sir, none carl’ conceive of i
gorrows, but she wHo Has bedtl mada ‘4
widow in my situation! I am a-§tra
and an outcast —without a ﬁ‘iénd-—‘%nthout
a home” = ' ¢ o obve
' She paused and wept; | v F iAW
Leéfevre was affacted. * l’erbaps said
he, unconsciously sliding his hand into hfs
‘pocket, and forgetting that he was about
to excite hopes he could not enable her tb
reahze,—“ perhaps you desu'e to return to
‘yonr native land ' Cos A
4
»# All places are alike to nib"’ ‘shie Yeplied,
-4 if T might be unmolested. { In Bnglddd,
-indeed, I have 4 father. If I douildiseé'Him
once more, and obtain his forgiVeness; atd
comfort his last days, how happy'*éhaﬂld
'Y be! * Dear, dear father!—Bat;’ ferhaps
T have no father ! Perhaps the Toss 8fhis
-child went to his heart"L—" » ordauil.
Lefevie was overcome: ‘Her gief'sfir-
“red’ his own, for it was ‘very sittat ;hd
“‘she had given language to 4 fedr ‘réspebt-
irig'his mother,  which hed poskeyged: Hilm,
ik thi exfsterice bFWhivhy bl liid worlal-

4 A distressing smile rose ‘on hér face. -
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lowed to himself. He raised his hand-
kerchief to his eyes to receive and conceal
, “Ah) you are kind Sir,” said the
widow, “ You are the second person from
whom I have found pity in my affliction.”
. - Just then a person tapped at her door.,
The child had seen him pass the window,
.and said, “Itis the French man ma’—he has
‘heen here, and said he would call again.”
4 The widow stept to the entrance, and
on opening the door, a voice with a gallic
_accent, addressed her in a rade manner, “1
%3y..Mrs. What-do-the’-call-ye, you ean't
.gtay. bere, I bave found you out.—You
;!Ipnst. quif my premises to-morrow—miond
pihat’—~and. the speaker disappeared im-
1 mediately, .
ags v o She ,rq)hed not . Every insnlt she re-
-.geived drove her recollections back on her
husband. She looked.on Lefevre with agi-
Aation. <O Sir!” she. exclaimed, putting -
:..her hand. to. her head, “ihis is too much,
my. brain whirls, . I thought every body
_-was kind.fo widgws. .1 am a wretched, -
- helpless; forloxn, widgy, hut nobody pities
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me! I am insulted, outraged, and baited
like a wild beast. O my husband!
Before he was carried from the house, I had
orders to leaveit. I wentinto another, and
was not suffered to remain a fortnight. ¥
have just come to this miserable hut, and
to-morrow I am to be turned out. O’'— -

“ Madam, be calm,” said Lefevre.

“ Yes,” interrupted she, “I will be
c¢alm! I will think of him who had not
where to lay his blessed head. Why do I
~ forget it!. O, Sir, it is only religion that
preserves me.—This man says he has fourd
me out. Ah! he has found out that I am
poor. Poverty is a sin here, Sir. Is there
such another people in the world ? Wolves
~all of them wolves—they would devour
a poor widow and her innocent child!”

“Be just, madam,” said Lefevre plain-
tively, remembering his own injustice in
-similar distress. “ There aregood and bad
- in all places. At least, give me credik,
though alas I-can do but little, for wishing
to befrtend you.—If you desire to eontiuvue
here, no one shall remove you. This nn-
feeling man thinks you cannot pay him, .I
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will see him, and become your security. If
the rent is paid, it is out of hls power to
disturb you {”

“Kind Sir! how shall I thank you!"
cried the grateful woman.

‘“ Never mind thanks,” said L'efevre
~ taking his leave. ‘Trust in God, he is the
judge of the widow and fatherless. He
will never leave you without a fnend.
Farewell " -

Lefevre had not given the widow this
assurance without consideration. - All the
assistance he had rendered the officers of
the regiment, had been given without any
reward. He would not receive any thing
for himself, because he knew to do justice
to his motives, he must shew them he was
disinterested in his conduct. Bat, now,
he thought he had a fair opportunity of
directing a trifle of what they squandered,
to the help of the needy. A small sum
would be sufficient to cover the reat of the
dwelling; and he concluded, each one for
whom he made up accounts, would wil~
lingly subscribe sometbmg for such aR
object. - . : L
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It had occdiréd to Him tBo, “fhat’ the
widow was wéll ‘qualifiett Yor iiandgidg
little school ; #nd 'that'rotn'sach ‘an €l
ploy, she mxght ‘re4p 4 ‘toiffSrtable” wubs
sistence. If, in starting, she should RYiHits
o 'llttle extra “assistance; ‘hé 1idd4 lsmall
purse of his own, which he’ thoug‘m"
using. This little purse had' béen taiied
from his pay. That pay was smafl inleed?
bat’as he preserved the whole, it rose" il
timé from pence to shillings, and-from shil:
lings approached to pounds. ‘He Tooked -
Yo this little hoard as a slight provision fof
hiwself in some possible emergelicy?' bift
no sooner did-he meet with tire calls 61"l
tréss, than he determined 1o’ ot i -
if necessary, and place his’ relianﬁé‘l’d’ll‘%é
fature on divine Providence. 7 o7 5
i-"" Full of these purposes of bbnevofed!;
his little room received him.” Fl& sat' déWi
atthe window finally to ‘adjast ‘hig“theul
sires.” He saw that what his hitdHt“Had
suggested was within his power, and e
dwelt upon it with delight. "That night he
dhought his' ndked cabin looked ' wmioré
cheerfal than dsual ; and, when hé reclived
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o8, his hard, pallet., he,impgined it;more -
gomfortable. ,ﬂ‘l}gﬂ;‘ppen@ not changed—
bk, the Jgysuge, #f, abappy censcience,
s)mds,m qu, mﬂuepce .00 .€every thmg
emm
s be; petxt mormng Lefevre made hw
proposal ito the ofticers. They readily
agreed  to it; and subseribed directly a
sum: rather larger, than what he thought
necesgary. . He hastened, as soon as.he
could, obtain permission, to the unworthy
Jandlord; to engage himself for the widow's
{ept and., he, rejoiced -to find that after
mymg ,for. the current week, he had an
oyerplus;, . He then hastened to the widow
tg inform, ber of what he had dope. He
g;zplptpgd his .opinion -of her establishing
a school, with which she gladly ceincided,
He theun, pat. the surplus of the subscrip-
tion,,and one half of his own stock, which
he, had united to it, into her hand, .and
begzed her to accept. it in.making her first
clfom — e e
..‘Unuged: to kmdnzss, the goad womaa
“ﬁ’:% ‘oppressed, by it.—¢ Q. Sir,” sqid, she,
scaresly knowivg what she said.: 0 ave
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too good! Indeed I mnist not lay myself
under so many aobligations to you,” exs
tending her band to return the money.

“ You are under no obligations to me,”
replied Lefevre; “I am pleased to serve
you. WhatI have done, I have done by a
subscription made for you, amongst the
officers of the regiment. So-you see, you
have not only one, but many friends on the
island, bad as it is.”

«“ Ah, Sir, Idon’t know what to say!
Ouly that you are as delicate as you are
generous. God Almighty reward you! I
nevercan! But I'll see that your kindness
is not thrown away upon me.”

Lefevre left the widow’s with the sweet
satisfaction of having lightened a burthen to
her, beneath which she was sinking in
despair ; and giving thanks to divine Pro-
vidence, for granting him this opportunity
of doing good. “ And who,” thought he,
“ may not do good if T can? Though a
private in my regiment, I find it possible to
impart instruction and help to many there;
and though a poor destitute stranger, with
a paltry pittance, which I should once have
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" cast to any dirty beggar in the street, I can
find means to give essential support to
a destitute widow and orphan. Surely
nothing is required to do good but the
disposition !—0, for the money, the time I
have cast away! How they might have
blessed numbers, who have, perhaps,
perished uorelieved and unpitied! .How
can I forgive myself for having been so
deluded, by the base and debasing grati-
fications of selfishness "—And then the
troubled tear of penitence started in his
eye!



CHAPTER XXIX.

————

WHILE Lefevre was benevolently
-endeavouring to benefit others, - the Divine
" Benevolence was preparing for him, the
highest reward he could receive. -On his
third visit to the widow and her daughter,
he met with them a person on a similar
errand to his own, and for whom he soou
cherished the purest esteem.

- The individual referred to was a Mis-
sionary, and of the most admirable cha-
racter. AH would have allowed, thathe
was intelligent, discreet, upright, and: zea-
lous; but no one would have thought of dis-
criminating him by either of these qualities.
It was evident, that the most predominant’
feature of his character was— Love. *The
love of Christ dwelt richly in his heart;”
and gave its wild radiance to the expres-
sion of his countenance. Those who saw
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him, thought, spontaneously, of that* dis- -
ciple whom Jesus loved;” and were im-
pressed with the conviction, that no voca-
tion could begomge spgh = :man, but that
of a minister of mercy.

~ This principle eof divine love.had given
him an elevation of mind truly sublime. It
has.oeasly absorbed the sense of. his- own
existence,. in that .of the object beloved :
bis motto, was—*‘ not I, but Christ. liveth in
me. . ~It was evident. that it.had emebled:
him to sacrifice bis country and his friends:
already ;. and that jt had determined him to:
still higher sacrilices, should they. be de: -
manded. It had so familiarized his mind:
to spiritual renlities, .that:-he would. often
speak qfithe iphabitanta and things . of . the .
etgrpal , world, as we do.of the members.
of . our, fapily, and.the common objects’
of ..sight. ; .It had given a:greatness and:
simplicity to his views and pursuits, that:
raised him, superior te those conflicting:
impulses. of the passions, whieh: interrupt
- aud setard. the .progress.of lower charac-
ters. . Few ‘objecta that engage men- in ge-
ueral, had any attractions for: him..: Ja his”

YOL. 4. R
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thoughts there was no room for the baubles .
of wealth or fame ; in his heart there were
no dark recesses where envy, vanity, and
bigotry might live and brood ; he could not
contract his tongue to utter the shibboleth
of a party. His favorite appellation for his
Maker, was ¢ My Father;” and his only
name for man, was ‘‘ My Brother.” He wept
over the sorrows of man, as the sorrows
of a brother, drew a veil over the frailties
of man, as the frailties of a brother; re-
joiced in the happiness of man, as the hap-
pivess of a brother: and, though he could
not suffer sin on him unreproved, he could .
not administer reproof with bitter reproach
_and malignant severity—for, was not the
offender his brother ? and was not he him-
self a sinner?
He was indeed a genuine philanthro-

. pist.' His was not that grovelling sympathy .
which regards only the temporal interests
of humanity ; it was that christian compas-
sion which is concerned for the fotal wel-
fare of man. He was not the subject of
that effervescence oftfeeling, which- passes
off in sffected sentiment, and a few pretty
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sentenCes; he was the possessor of" that
living pr'inciple,' which is’ the parent of
action, persevering and self-denying. His"
love of man flowed from his love of God
the only real ‘source of dlsmterested be-
nevolence. '
“Such a person was what Lefevre wanted. '
He had found some with whom he could "
converse on common topics, and others’
whom he could materially benefit ; but he
had not found an individual with whom his
spirit could mix in all the confidence of
christian friendship. He soon discovered
the respect and affection, which the Mis-
sionary’s excellent character had inspired ;
and enjoyed a return, the most sincere and -
cordial imaginable. If Lefevre admued
the high attamments of his friend, his friend *
was déeply mterested in his past history ;
and did not fail to observe, in his account
of himself, how skilfully an invisible hand
had been employing histrials, to correct the
frailties of his character, and establish its
excellencies. Indeed, a few interviews
were sufficient to uni.e them in the bonds '
of closest brotherhood ; and all their suc-
R2
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cessive communion only strengthened ties
‘which they had thought .nothing could
make stronger.

This intimacy with the Mlssmnary led
to an introduction to his connexions. Love
begets love ; and it will readily be supposed, .
that a man of such a spirit as ourMissionary,
had not laboured altogether in vain. Diffi-
cult as the progress of religion is any where,
and attended as it was with peculiar diffi-
culties in Montreal, he had succeeded in
collecting a little flock from the wilderness,
and in training it tenderly for a fnture state.
It consisted of about a hundred adults, and
as many children. Amongst these he dwelt
as a father and friend, and bad diffused
through the circle a wonderful degree of his
own heavenly temper. Hedged in from
the world by neglect and scorn; and, if
noticed, noticed merely as the mark of
persecution, they only loved each othét
the more fervently. A siugle eye, a simgfle
faith, a warm heart, and a helping hdﬁa
were theirs; and, if like the pnmmve
saints they had not all tbmgs commot,
they seemed to think what they possessed .

ot e
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doubled its value, by bestowing it on a
needy brother.

It was on a calm sabbath morning, that
Lefevre first met this little community. He
went, before the hour, to the humble chapel,
but found it filled. - It was. the custom with
these people to assemble a quarter of an
‘hour before the time, to implore a blessing
on the public services of the day ; and they
were now all on their knees. As soon as
the pastor appeared they arose, and the
audible worship began. It was a delightful
sight. Now you might see the swarthy
Indianand thelively Frenchman, the rough
American and- the thoughtful Briton—re-
nouncing, by the faith of-the cross, their
opposite prejudices and national enmities;
and standing side by side, as members of

- one family, to worship one Father and one

Redeemer. During the discourse every
ear. was beut—every eye was fixed—all
y?vépe- drinking in, with humility and grati-
tude, “ the wordgof eternal life.” - It was
admirable to-observe amidst the contrast of
features a similarity of expressipn—an ex-
pression of serious joy and holy love, which.
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‘they caught from the beloved preacher.
It immediately assured you, ‘that if they
differed, it was the difference of appearance
only, and that their new-born- spmts were
above its influence.

After the service a sma]l proportion,
who had been of some standing, tarried to
receive the sacramental pledges of their
Saviour’s love. They gathered round the
person of their pastor. Silence.prevailed
a few minutes, in which the bugzing of a
- fly might have been heard. Their com-
munion was sensibly more intimate and
sacred than before. An Indian, with a
_ diffident and asking eye seemed to say—
¢And am not I a brother?” while some
Jooks of complacency fell on him that
said—* Behold thy brethren and thy sis-
ters!”

The service went on.- They. drank
of one cup, ate of one bread, in one faith,
and with one soul. They all sank: again
into still communion, It was hard to say,
whether it was the communion of earth or
heaven. The pastor broke the silence.
- #Little children,” said he, yith the accents
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.of a. father, “love one another! Ye are

- brethren!- There is neither Jew nor Greek,
-Barbarian - nor - Scythian, bond nor free,
-~ye are all one in Christ Jesus! Little
.children love one another!” He offered
.the prayer of faith, and the tribute of love,
-and pronounced the .divine benediction.
- The men shook hands-—the women kissed
.one- another in silence—and in silence

‘they departed to their several homes.
Lefevre too, quitted the place:in si-
Jence. His mind was filled with what he had

+witnessed. He had seen nothing like it—
. félt nothing like it before.” It gave him

new impressions. “ This,” said he, as he
reached his dwelling, “this is primitive

- religion!  This is christian fellowship!

-

“This is heaven in foretaste! O how good
and how pleasant a thing it is for brethren

" do dwell together in unity ”

The design of religious enjoyment is

. :#to produce renewed devotedness. Lefevre
.~ was now surprised into pleasures, for which
- {re could not have hoped, and he exclaimed

“with more than his usual emotion—“What

- shall- I render unto the Lord for alt his
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hénefits 7 - As iron sharpeneth iron, so the
face of his, friend quickened his ardoar
in "every ‘good work. * He widened as
much as possible the sphere of his friend’s

Iabors; induced many of the regimentto

attend his ministry; and lent him the most
important aid, in prosecuting his plans of
usefulness. Every day they found them-

selves more advantageous to each other;

in acting together, it became apparent, how
much more might be effected by their
~upited strength, than could have been
realized . from their isolated exertions.
They met with difliculties, but they. were
resisted by faith and love; and what can-
not they overcome? And if, at any. time,
discouragement relaxed the energies of
one, the other speedily charmed away his
fears, and braced his resolution, by repeat-
ing those simple words—‘ Remember Him
who died for.us!”

But, though the overﬂowmg love of
Lefevre ran freely into every channel of
usefulness that was open to:it,. the efforts
in which he most delighted, were those
directed to the welfare of children. Always
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partial to them, he had become remarkably
80, since his restoration to religious enjoy-
ments.: Humbled as' he was in his owa
-esteem; he now sought to do gaod in the
" lowest class; thongh, from a false modesty,
- he did, not suffer any means that occurred
to him, to escape neglected. Amongst
men he felt himself in the society of his
. tempters ; and, trustless as he was of his
own strength, he feared lest, in attempting
their benefit, he might once more be drawn:
aside. The penitence and self-abasement
which followed his transgression, had pros
duced a great simplicity and meekness of
mind ;- these, however, were put under
restraint by the presence of his equals. But
-with children he lost all his fears, all his
restraints, : With them he could indulge
the feelings now dearest to him; he could
beoome in act what he was in sensation—
‘““a weaned child.” - . ‘
Lefevre, assisted by his fnend had

done his utmost (o raise a school for the
widow ; and to render the attraction more
powerful he had engaged te give her child- -
rep-instruction in writing: and: arithmetie,
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vtwice in the week. = He also attended, as
- often as occasion allowed, the young charge
rof our Missionary; and assisted to acceler-
-ate’ their general and religious improve-
-ment, ,
The richest reward he eould propose
: to himself, or the children, in these mutual
:1abors, was an evening walk from the busi-
‘ness'and bustle of the town. Often might
-he have been seen issuing forth with several
bappy faces around him. Often might he
‘have been observed reclining either on the
-shores of the river,. or in the ¢ool recesses
“of the woods, and the objects of his love
-amusing themselves about him. To the
senior children he would offer questions
:on the.object which happened to interest
-them, that would urge them to thought and
refleetion; while the younger ones would
-busy themselves in adiring his figured but-
tons, in stroking his soft plume, or in.ventur-
ing to touch his weapon, and .then starting
£rom'it with momentary terror. Frequently,
~was- he so absorbed in their prattle and
" their pleasures, as nearly to forget the
dark passage of his life, -and to feast. over
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-again ‘on the delicious, but 'illusive joys of
“infancy.

However, amldst the duties of his
station, the works of usefulness, and these
innocent recreations, there were few mo-

- anents in which he could forget, that he
- was an alien—self-banished  from his
dearest—his earliest connections. As time
wore away, his concern on this one sub-
Ject increased ; and, after the revolution of
that number of months, which might have
brought him intelligence, but. which brought
none, he became truly uneasy. He con-
tinued to fulfil his engaéements, ‘but it was
with- an afllicted heart. If he saw an
- Bnglish letter in the hand of another,
it would €ll him with strange emotion.
On every fresh arrival, he would hasten
. to* enquire whether there were any for
him; and on receiving the negative, he
would turn from human ohservation to
gather up his tears.

One evening, after -a distribution of
letters, in which he had no share, he went
to mount guard, with his theughts full of
home, He ascended {o the ramparts, and
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paced the walk before his sentry-box, i
dejected thoughtfulness. The sultriness of”
the day was gone; and it was now balmy
and refreshing. To the east of the battle-
ments stood a fine plantation, through
which the beams of the moon were stream-
ing with a brightness peculiar to the climate.
Above them rose in magnificence the prin-
cipal public buildings. Immediately be-
neath, lay the town on a gentle declivity,
intersected by streets, and adorned by the
rich foliage of the gardens. At the foot
of the town glided the waters of St
Lawreiice, about two miles in breadth, In
the midst of the river appeared the lovely
isle of St. Helen; beyond it, was a plaia;
of excellent pastures; and in the back
ground, ascended hill on hill, and moun-
tain on mountain in wonderful majesxy—
some naked and irregular, as if cleft byﬁ
the thunderbolts of heaven—others sup-..
porting interminable forests, untracked by,
the foot of man,

* As the night advanced, the character- :
of the scenery msenmbly varied. The iast,
fishing boat was drawn on the beach till re<
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turning day. Gradually, the hum of the
town died away —the curling smoke ceased
to escape from the chimneys—and one after
one, the tapers, that twinkled on the lat-
ticed casements, disappeared. Nothing
was heard. Nothing was seen to mave.
All was still as death. The moon had
surmounted the wood, and ascended into
the sky, surrounded by a group of satin-
like clouds, which, while they professed to
veil, only revealed her modest loveliness.
So soft, so motionless, was the sweet light
she had shed on the face of nature, you
might have thought, that she, as well as
man, was seeking repose awhile, in her
immeasurable journey through the dark
biue heavens.

~ Lefevre was awakened to notice the
scenery by the noise of his own tread,
which from the prevailing silence, had
become strikingly observable. . His atten-
tion, once raised to it, was instantly fixed.
Every thing sympathized with hjs melan-,

choly, and reundered his grief tender,.,}and
~ éven pleesing. He stopt, aud resting his,
hands oo his musket, gazed upon the bea-,
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venly luminary in stiH contemplation. It -
was an object familiar to him in his own
land! It revived all the recollections of.
home, on which he had been dwelling; It
seemed to reproach him as a friend, for
bhaving quitted his native vales and do-
mestic connexions.. His forehead fell upon-
-his hands, and the tears from his full soul,
fell fast and audibly to the ground. Again
he lifted his eyes to her bright orb. “Ah!""
said he within himself, it was my folly !
O that I could return! but I cannot! O
my country, my friends, shall I never see.
you again* Thou dost still shine on my
country—but I shall never more see thee
there! Every night thou dost visit the
dwelling of my mother— perhaps her grave!
— God of mercy, thou wilt not suffer my
erimes to be the cause of her death!—But
if she lived, would she not assure me of it >
—would she forget her child—her only
child? No!—I forgot her, but she cannot
forget me !--Oh ! since I cannot see her,
would that I could know she is well—that
she has forgiven me—and that she cannot
_‘ca,ét me off !~~Then alien—outcast as I am,
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I could be content!—But my Father—my
heavenly Father! thy will—be done!” -

. This licence to his feelings composed
his mind. He renewed his walk on the
terrace, sometimes offering fervent prayer,
sometimes expressing filial resignation, and
often indulging penitential regret, till the
miduight hour broke upon the silence.
Then he was relieved from guard, and
sunk, with nature, into peaceful and exhi-
larating slumbers,



CHAPTER XXX.

ABOUT a week after this, when Le-
fevre had declived making any further
enquiiries for letters, one was presented to
him by the person, who had the charge of
distributing them ia the regiment. With
what emotion did he seize it! It seemed"
to restore his connection with his deserted_
country. He glanced on the superscription.’
It was the hand-writing of his uncle. His.
hopes fell. It was only a reproach for his
conduct. Yet still it was from England—
and from London; and might at least give
him information of his mother. He burst
the seal. It contained an order for thirty
pounds, and ran as follows: — '
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Londos, ——s
“ PEAR NEPHREW,

« I was gkad at hesart to get your letter,
for we had given yow up for dead, and
your mother would have it, that yow died
in Yorkshire, and were buried as a vaga-
bond by the parish. But you're alxve,
all’s »ight agai.

% Say 8o more about sorrow and par.
don, Charles. You see that you have dome
wrong, that's enough, ¥ did say, to be
stre, that ¥d never forgive you, but then
Py hasty-—yes I mast allow Fm hasty.
That's etie of my fauMs. Every man has
his faults. B;nt there’s one thing F can’t do.
I can’t hold malice. One must forgive,
you know, €harles, as one hopes to be for-
given. S0 say no more about it.

~ «T would have answered you sooner;,
but | wanted to send you good news, and
wow I can.  Lhave got your discharge! A
hard job —but Fve managed it. '¥ou know
Fm pretty great with the young baronet,
whe stays with us when be stays in town,
and F'mdde him take it up. Where's the use
of friends uuless we use them, aye boy?

YOL. IL. s ;
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¢3¢ &1 gend you an'order for £30. - Say
nothing aboutit.' You are my nephew, a'n*%
you?: It’s what I should have spentin a
long journey and a tomb-stone for you, but
for your- letter; afrd- don’t you think I'd
better spend it on a living, than a dead
nephew ?-

So, come, corme, Charles, make haste
heme. .- Spend as you get—look before you
leap—mind the main chance—and keep
clear - of those confounded methodists—
and you'll be a man again.- All:bat Deug-
las... I think he’s good for something;
though he’d be no comparison better, 'ﬁ? n
wasn’t for his religion. -

“J remain, - r: @300

e “ Your true unéls,
Seri sl © “TroMas Praiyo?
L SR A SN TS 2
Lo Détht filled the mind of 'Leéfdiré 8t
eadmg the intelligence of this lettet.” il
read it a second time.~ ATl ‘was ‘B2 R4
could ‘not mistake it.  Buf his j3y “W&
niixed with regret for his' uncle Vkinl
birtmistaken man,” said he; ari& with dd-
appointent at'not ﬁndin?r the uaﬁi’e Bl‘chi‘&
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mother—“ Why did not he speak of her?
Why did not she write to him?” How-
ever, he consoled himself by thinking, that
had any thing serious happened to.her, .it
would have been stated ; and recurring to-
his discharge, he knew he should soon.
have the means of satisfying himself..

But where was this discharge? “It
would,” thouglit Lefevre,. *be sent to the-
" commanding officer.. But why did not the:
Major inform. him: of it?” He resolved.
in an instant to.go to him, and make
enquiries.about it; and, then amending his.
resolution,. he unwillingly fell. under the-
conviction,. that he ought to,walt his supe--
rior’s pleasure..

To - wait. is- a- most difficult’ lesson~
to.learn; It was one to which Lefevre
was particularly. opposed; and it was only
by seyere discipline, he had.been.taught it.
He waited ;. but he could scarcely be said
to- wait patiently.. All that day and mghtf
ke passed in suspense, sometimes imagin-
ing to himself his joyful return, and some-
times, fearing that somé€ unforeseen disaster-
might arise for ever .to prevent it. Often.

5.2
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he repeated the words, to which he greus-
tomed himself beneath an unwelcome dis-
pensation—*Thy will be done;"—but the
very frequency of their use proved that
his heart did not cheerfully acquiesce in
them. That heart had been well scboolet'i
of late, but it still retained some of its old
propensltles.
The following morning Lefevre recemed
a summons from the Major. It was no
sooner communicated than obeyed. Tremb-
ling with emotion be stood before his com-
mander. The Major bebaved in the mest
obliging manner. He asked those ques:
tions which weie requisite, to assure him
that Charles Lawson and Charles Lefevre
were the same person. He acqumnted
him with the arrival of his discharge.
Thanked him for all the assistance he had
given him; and expressed his regret, by
assuring him, that he thought his departirre
a loss to the whole regrment Iafevre
made heaﬁ-felt acknowledgments for. thig
condescension, by which he was muéh
~ affected ; and left his presence, “with' “ihe
Walnhg certamty of bﬁss and fmdom
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" 'Lefevre was now free, and no time
was to be lost in availing himself of his
liberty. The season was far advanced; the
frost might suddenly set in ; and tben the
voyage would be lmpractwable. He deter-
mined,, as an opportunity offered itself, on
Jeaving the island for Quebec the next day.
Although this determination was form-
ed with pleasure, it gave Lefevre pain to
lmpart it, and his discharge, to his frlends,
the Missionary and the widow. The in-
telhgeuee to them was unexpected and aﬂilc-
twe He sympathized with their emotions
in sllence and tears—tears that some might
have referred te grief, others to joy, but
whzcb were, ia fact, eomposed of both.
Bon For the last time Lefevre saw the
{6sy light of the mommg dapple the sky—
glance on the water—and disperse the sleep-
ing mists’ of the valleys—in Montreal. It
was a, busy—-an important day to him.
Hls tKoughts weuld often recur to it; and
hé desired to make it pleaaant to hls re-
niembrance,
™ Afterhis early devotion, he hastened to
the widow's penurious landlord, "and paid
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‘a year’s rent in advance, that the burden
of it might not come upon her, till her
school was well established ; and deposited
the receipt in the hands of their common

- friend, who would now become her only

protector.

Lefevre then,went to take his leave of

the Major. The officer was sitting down
‘to breakfast, and he insisted on his joining
-him. The cloth being removed, he rose to
'go. The Major took his hand and shak-
-ing it, said, with some agitation, ¢ Farewell
* Mr. Lefevre! I thank you again for your
' services.—If ever I should be able to serve
-you, think of me as a firiend.”

“Sir, you are too grateful for my tri- -

fling services,” replied Lefevre, bowing and
- withdrawing into the hall.
This done, he was joined by the Mis-
_sionary. He went with him through the
barracks, distributing tracts and testa-
ments amongst the men ; and, as he took
leave of those with whom he had been
familiar, he embraced the opportunity of
naming and introducing his friend to the
-attention of others, who had neot yet been
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prevailed on, to observe the sabbath, or to
discover.apy sense of religious propriety.
i, The mgment of breaking with our cby—
nexions is. sometimes. the first moment, in
. which we learn how dear, and how useful
we have been to them. The natural re-
vServes: of :the heart are for a while dis-
~carded ; and the moved spirit speaks as it
faelp{ Lefeyre, - though he had perseyered
0 bis efforts . to. do: good in the regiment,
“had been often. disconraged, by the swvant of
18lid apd visjble fruits ;. but he now found,
.with surprize and gratitude, how. far his
Jahor of feith and love was from being in
-vain in the Lord. :Feeling discovered itself,
.iWhere he had thought something worse
ifhan indiflerence lurked ; a simple sentence
in some cases cherlshed hope, where he
D little- to _expect; and in others, his
_,@pirit, mounted into divine joy as he.con-
_clnded. that the good seed had taken.xoat;
-ppd was yielding the peaceable fruits of
,nghtqqusness AR .
»+ -+ [he.bpat was now wamnv to- benr_é
Lefevre from the island. - He and the Mis~
-, aipnary teek: a..courteous leave of .the-sol-
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iers in; general ; while 4 number of them
most altached $o Lefevre, prepared 4o fol-
Jow them and “see him off.”

: The henrts of the two friends wore 5o
full, thet they dared vot agitate them by
words, Jest they sbould lurst sll restraint ;
and they passed over a eonsidemble por-
tion of the wey to the bench, 1n 3w awful
sijemce, At length, the sight of the river
meveil them $o speech ; they folt pungently,
for how short a time that privilage wae now
theis !

- “Your visit, my dear Cherles, to
Meontreal, has not been in vain,” said the
Missionary, endesyouring to cupport Le-
fevse's gpirits.

. Lefeyre conld ast reply. Whnt he
had witnessed among the soldiers had tee
mich affected him. He raiged his eyas
and his heart to heaven, i mpaakablc
gratitnde,
© They came nesrer the shore. - The
boat which was to receive Lefewre eaugltt
the Missiopary’s eye, apd pressipg his arm,
. he exclaimed, # Oh! Charles, bow can |
port. with you! You have heen 1wy couns
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sellor, my companion, nry assistant, in every
good work. My spirit was. yearning for
such a friend as you, when Providence sent
you 10 me! How my cares have been
softeaed—how my joys have heea en-
creased, by sharing them with youl How
thall I mies you !”

“0 my friend,” cried Lefevre, pressing
his hand~~*‘1 little thought this heur would
bring with it such a pang. When 1 first
set foot on this island, I could not suppose
it would ever cost me a sigh or a tear to
foit it ; but now I suffer o much, that I
eaonld not resolve to leave if, if it were not
for—~~Ah! my friend, I have a mother,
and a country, far, far away!~—Yon have s
mother--you have a country—yau have
forsaken both for the love yon beéar onr
Redeemer—but I have not your fanh.-.-
your magnanimity!”. :

“ My dear Charlea, do not aﬂllct» me,”
exelsinned the Missionary, * You could
do what I have been epabled to do, did it
beeame your daoty, as it did mine.—~1t is
your dnty to return to your friends; and
rejoice in your bappiness, and submit to
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divine Providence. The: band that.gave
you to me, has surely a right to resame
‘the gift.. But still I must grieve for you,.~
‘There is nothing on earth I now value but
friendship, and I must regret the loss of -2
friend—and. swch a friend!” . .. ...
They mused as they finished. theit
way; each of them seeking to campose
himself for the separating moment. Le-
fevre sought strength - for the trial from
above, and the occasion demanded it .- - -
- 'They arrived at the water’s edge. An
affecting sight offered iteelf. There stood
immediately around them -the awidow’s
child, with several other fatherless childres,
to which Lefevre bad given special -atten-
tion. Just above them was -the avidew
herself, with three other mothers, aneiaf
them bearing on her bosom ‘an. infant.
Above and around them again, :weve noN
collected about a dozen soldiers, with;d
corporal, of whom Lefevre had great.hopest
The little group, with the town xiging be-
hind it in picturesque beauty, -might hase
gratified . a- poet’s -eye, and .employad.-a
painter’s pencil ; but Lefevre bé¢heldit under
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‘the higher sensations of religion, friendship,
and benevolence. He thought of Paul’s
farewell to the Ephesian Elders. ‘The
words “ And now behold I shall see your
face no more,” rang in his ear and sank inte
his heart. His frame became agitated, and
he found he must net pause to reflect.

He approached the soldiers, and gave
his hand to each. They received it and
shook it heartily, each one dropping a few
words characteristic of the speaker.

“ Farewell!” said one, ‘health and
long life to you, sir!” .

“ A good sight of your friends*!” eald
another. :
~ T too have a wffe and bamlmgs in
England ; but belike Tl never see them I”
#aid a third, tarning away his face.

“ Well, if you must go, you mast go,”
eried a fourth carelessly, ashamed to show
his emotion, while a rebellious tear leaped
from beneath his eyelid.

“You've doffed the soldier’s coat,”
seid a fifth, glancing at his dress, “but
you've still a soldier’s heart—true and
generous. You'll never doff that, sir.” -
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“ And though hehas changed fns coat,
continued the corporal, * he is still a ol
dier. We shall fight,”Mr. Lefevre, under
one banner, I hope. Bir, 1 sball ‘never
forget yonr goodness.” .

Lefevre stood out in the centre of d)
«« Comrades and friends,” said he, ¢ one and
_ all, farewelll May we all fight ‘the oood
fight of faith! May righteousness be’ ouf
breast-plate—salvation our helmet—-trudl
our ‘sword--and confidence in .God onr
shiéld ' Remember, friends, our ﬁr‘st aﬂ&
giance is to God—our chief enemy is sm
our grealest victory is the conquept. of ou
selves! Comrades! I thank you for at
your friendship towards me! Farevyell'

- He retarned to his place before t v
children, Two of them advanced a
presented a nosegay, and all of them go' ar
tesied and wept. He received the stmp
offering with an affectionate smlle em-
braced them, and said a kind word to eac

. 'The mothers pressed forward fta the
lma of the children.” The widow extend
her hand with 4 handsome fur ‘eap, ‘mo-,

Ki "}l‘\

destly Ha'ymk: WIS the wu}o"’ mlfe, sir,

Sl
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Would ghat it yvere sopething vzonhy of
yﬂur acceptan .
( emot makes it wc;rthy rephed
Lef evre, tend ?eehakmg her hand. .« Re-
. rmember one senpture fot my sake,” e cona
unuedy-* Thy Maker i3 thy husband!”
“_I’ will carty it to my grave?” she re-
Mrg}‘ft 'i’nth teats—*“ And may He who is
:‘ZJ Juﬂge of the widow and fatherless;,
recompense you 2 bundred fold "
"« Apd may God Aliighty belp you !,
crmd ‘the mother next her, taking his hand
Zeifor yondehvht in helping the helpless—,
thatshkeﬂxmself itis-—it is”"— as feehng,
cihecked her volubility. -
« Here; Sir,” excfauned the third, apo
gr?aci)lng, and. revealing the happy face
{'a sleeping infant, that had lain on her.
%osom—-“ look at this boy!—his name is.
Ehe ﬂes Lgfevre from this day, and I'lt have.
h“hﬂ clzmtened 20 before night! So, if we.
my st 'lose _you, we’ll uot lose your.named;
casings .on you! when 1 want. to.-think
g%yfxat i good and kind, It think of you -
at* shoul& mot this babe and 1, both;
have pensbed it hadn’t been for. you,.

MiZ 5
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and Mr..Minister there!” looking en the
Missionary.

- Lefevre was distressed. He took the-
child and kissed it, and gave in silence hls
hand to the gratified mother..

One other, but the hardest of all. tasks
remained to Lefevre. It was to take leave
of his friend.. They turned towards each
other, yet ventured nat to exchange looks.

“ Charles,” said the Missionary, “at
ten o’clock I usuglly commence my private:
devotions. .“At that hour I shall always
think of you; will you make it sacred to.
the same recollections and worship?”

A1 willl” replied Lefevre.. '
.. Tbe Missionary took a seal from hxs-
watch chain, and gave him. ‘f Keep this,’)
said he, “ as a.token of my friendship.” '

Lefevre accepted it in silence, and.
taking a silk handkerchief. from the few.
articles it enveloped, he presented it saymg,
‘ And keep that for. me.” EARS

They paused a. moment lookmg on
the ground. ’lIhey raised their eyes. They.
met each other.  Their souls sympathlzed
in unntterable sentiments, .. They | ‘were
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locked in'edeh! other's arinl iiflw instants,
They separated. It was for ever’l! “ My
friend, my friendl " cried! Lefevre as hé tore
himself dway—* We meet in heaven !” said
the devout but afflicted Missionary.

-1 The ‘déed was done. Lefevre knew
hé:must not linger afier it. - He waved his
hand to the whole party, who had been
muite and weeping spectators of this part:
ing of the two friends. They acknowledged
it-by a'similar motion, but without a word.
He:sprang into the boat, and sank on the
seat; 'and all was so still, that the gentle
rippling - of the waters on the sand was
heard. The silence yielded to the treble
vefct of sémié of the children, who sang in
plh'iﬁliﬁ?‘mkass’ure the following stanzas :—
3y T I YR c
v ons . The Farewell.

GENTLE stranger, fare you well,

Loy Hheavenly blassings with you dwell!

v ,‘: 'Blessings such as you impart

. To the orphan s bleeding heart ;

" Gentle stranger, fare you uell » :
Heavenly blessings With'you dwelit ", o

’)v\
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Ab! be leaves our pebbly shote,

We shall see his face no more !
Stranger, when. you've passed the deep,.
We shall think of you and weep !
Gentle stranger, fare you well,

Heavenly Messings with you dwelll:

Blow, ye bteezes, kindly blow I
Flow, ye waters, softly flow!

God above ! his way attend,.

Bear him to his journey’s end ;
Gentle stranger, fure you well,
Heavenly Messings with you dwel I'

This simple effort of gratitude, sceom«
panied by the tears and sobs of the lesser
¢hildren, reealled Lefevre’s thronghts froms
the pang inflicted, by the last aet of sepa-
ration. As they sang, the boat bore slowky
away from the shore, till their voices be-
came one sound, which rose and fell upon.
the waters softly, sweetly, like the wind
sighing in the Eolian harp. The sound was.
lost. He desired the boatmen to rest the:
ears. One dying note swelled on the
breeze, and faded in his ear. It was the
last! He could now no longer distinguish:
persons, ke strained his eye in seatch of
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the Missionary, but in vain. 'Hé could
only perceive the waving of handkerchiefs,
—Now, these sank in the distance; nothing
could be discriminated, but the principal
buildings towards the summit of the island.
These too disappeared, and nothing, ex-
cept the lessening land, remained for his:
eye to rest upon. He looked upon it, as
John did on Patmos—the place of his
banishment indeed, but the place where, in
an eminent: degree, he hed enjoyed-mani-
festations of the divine favor. It vanished
whelly from his view! He put his face in
his handkerchief, and continued for some
time motionless. He thought of the pet-
verseness which took him there—of the
heavenly mercy which had prevented the.
effects of his own folly—ef the pleasures
which he had found there, in devotion,
‘bemevolence, and friendship—and his spmt
was melted within him, . !

VOL. II. ' T



CHAPTER XXXI.

. SOON were the sorrows of Lefevre,
. on leaving Montreal, subdued by the ani-
mating recollection, that he was going
home. Soon did he arrive at Quebec ; and
without pausing to see the falls of- Mont-
‘morenci, or other wonders of the New
World, he hastened on board the vessel,
that was to convey him to the haven of his
country.

- 'The anchor was weighed; the salls
.were unfurled; and the freshening gales
_pressed heavxly upon them. Now they
«cleared the shipping in the river; now the
glistening heights of Quebec were lost.
Rapidly did the vessel plough up her path
over the gulph of St Lawrence; and
quickly was she riding in majesty, on the
swelling, tumultuous waters of the great
Atlantic Ocean!

. 7
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Lefevre was a most joyful witness of
-this scene. He would have enjoyed a fine
‘sail on the boundleéss deep, for its own sub-
limity ; but his enjoyment was improved
many degrees, at this time, by the convic-
-tion, that every fathom the noble vessel
cleared, brought nearer the realization of
‘his highest wishes. Often he looked at her
-foaming sides, with eyes beaming with
hopeful pleasure ; ‘and then, with ecstacy
he would exclaim—*Faster, faster, faster !”

* Yet there was a demand on his pa-
tience. He had the prospect of making a
very quick passage ; but still time, and con-
siderable time, was necessary for its ac-
complishment, This Lefevre knew; and,
-to compose his mind, and occupy some
weeks, that would otherwise be most tedi-
ous to him, he determined to employ them,
in.drawing out a short account of the last
eventful ten years of his life. In doing
this, he proposed rather to register the
faults of his character, than-the incidents
of his history; he wished to trace the in-
fluence of events upon him, rather than
dwell on the events themselves. He sought

T2
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to account for the variations of his mind,
uwnder certain circumstances; and, espe-
cially, it was an object with him to mark
most distinctly on this moral chart, the
rocks, and shoals, and quicksands, on
which be had nearly made shipwreck of
faith, and a good conscience.

As Lefevre applied himself to this
good work, he found it became most inte-
resting and agreeable. Most of his days,
excepting what parts were sacred to devo-
tion, were given to it ; and it itself was so
truly beneficial to him, that it might well
be denominated with those exercises, that
are immediately paid to God. It improved
his self-knowledge. It gave a palpable and
durable existence and connexion to those

impressions of his heart, which were en- -

graven in indelible characters; but which,
though indelible themselves, might, by the
hand of forgetfulness, be separated from all
those circamstances which rendered the
remembrance of them advantageoms. It
confirmed his humility—awakened his cir- -
cumspection—invigorated his purposes—
and exalted his soul in renewed acts of
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gratitude to his Deliverer! It is one of
those employm ents of his life, for conduct-
ing his thoughts to which, he will ever be
thankful to Divine Providence.
Delightful as was this engagement to
Lefevre, it did not withdraw his attention
from the progress of the vessel. His night
and morning question to the helmsman was
—¢ How many knots an hour?” and the
reply always had its effect upon his feel-
ings. As they neared to land he became
uneasy, and could not settle to the use of
bis pen so freely. He spent much time on
deck; and for hours he would sit on-the
cable, or hang over the forecastle, anxiously
searching for land, where all was wide
‘illimitable water.. o
After he had, one afternoon, wearied
his sight in this exercise without success,
‘'a voice from the rigging announced “Land.”
Lefevre flew up the shrouds, and begging
the glass, sought for the object. ... For a
time, his eagerness prevented his discover-
ing any thing; and when he did detect it,
he feared it was a cloud—he had been
before deceived by such an appearance.
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However, ere'the day ended, all allowed
it to be land; and the captain assured
them it was England! Lefevre gazed upon
it while it was visible ; and was seen at the
prow of the vessel seeking for it again, in
the mists of the ensuing morning. .

, ‘What with the haziness of the weather,
and what with the ship’s taking an east-
ward direction to drop into the mouth-of
the Thames, to Lefevre’s disappointment,
the land became little more visible all that
day. - - . . . : :
The early light of the next day was,
however, more favorable. The North Fore-.
land lighthouse, and the cliffs that project
on each side of it, were distinctly recog-
pised, veiled in a frosty mist, through
~ which the sun was shining, like a mother
smiling in tears. These were abjects fa-
miliar to Lefevre; his heart palpitated with:
joy. ¢ My country! my country!” he cried,
‘“Let me once more rest my weary feet on
thy shores, and I will never again forsake
thee! Other countries may yield richer
fruits—boast a finer climate—claim a wider
empire-—or be tricked ont with more of the
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blandishments of artificial existence—but:
with. thee is found liberty of thought, do--
mestic peace, and the temples of piety— :
And thou only art my country!” :
Presently the atmosphere became.
clearer, and the town of Margate, with
the Kentish hills, appeared. His thoughts -
strayed to Chatham; and he shuddered to
remember how he had exposed himself to
the worst of temptations, while he longed to
discover the unknown individual who had :
probably been the instrument of his redemp-
tion. They passed on to Sevenoaks, and
hovered over the dwelling of a person, for:
whom Lefevre cherished an unabated es-
teem. Hope seemed to be struggling within.
him ; but it was a dying effort. He formed
his resolution in case Wallis, or some unex-:
pected circumstances, should bring :the.
matter before him. ¢ No,” said hein a sup-
pressed voice, “she shall suffer no distur-
bance on my account. Excellent woman!
I must admire her for her very rejection of"
me! I wonder I could ever have addressed
her! But sin had debased my character, .
and blinded my understanding!—No,” he



284 - ¥0 FICTION, ch. 1.

continved, “I will never marry! My past
iniquities cut me off from this privilege. 1
sbould be unjust to make overtures to a
person who had not fallen as I have; and
I never could think of any other.,” - =

About mid-day they passed the Nore,
and soon came in sight of the dome of St
Paul's. He beheld it with melancheoly
pleasure. His home, his friends; seemed
present to him; but with them came the
scenes of his folly and wantonness, Un-
consciously his spirit became penitent and
prayerful. He doubted himself; but he
gathered strength in his Almighty Protec-
tor. He determined, whatever might be
his privations, never to enter the office
where he had been so ensmared. “No,”
said he, “1 have been accustomed to bard
fare and an empty: purse; and I will sub-
mit to. be poorer still, sooner than risk the
peace of my mind again.” This purpose,
taken to guard his futare peace, promoted
his present satisfaction. Confiding in God,
he looked towards the Capital full of
tender and delicious sentiments.

His agitation encreased as he ap-
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proached the geal of his wishes. -But the
tide turned before they reached Graves-
end ; and they were left to contend with it
only by the help of a weak breege, that
flapped fitfally in the sails. The san went
down; the moon rose in brightness ; the
tide flowed again ; and bight was wearing
away before the vessel was moored in the
Pool. Lefevre jumped into & wherry, and
speedily leaped again on the loved shore of
his country! He could say nothing~he
was almost fainting with eagerness and
joy! He paused to recover himself from
the tremors of gladness, and the unsteadj-
ness consequent on the motion of the ves-
sel ; and then hastened on his way. to his
friend Douglas, anticipating with delight,
the moment of seeing him face to face.
With his thoughts thus engaged, his
attention was arrested by the tolling of the .
great bell of St. Paul's. It was the fane-
ral knell which attended the remains of the
_Princess Charlotte, and her infant son, to-
the awful tomb. Solemn gnd more solemn
it broke upon the stillaess of night, till the
surroynding churches, as by sympathy,
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repeated the heavy tones; and the sounds-
of death vibrated through. the  ewmpty:
streets, and sang - moumfully in the vaulted:
heavens! . '
A demand on our grief in the moment'
of exultation is like snow in harvest.

Lefevre was peculiarly affected by this na-:
tional lamentation, just when his heart was

bounding with joy, at his return to his

birth-place. “ Ah!” thought he, “ such are
the contrasts of this life. I embrace-my
native land with rapture; the hope of the-
reigning family leaves it with a groan. The
world itself is but a port into which some:
are entering with pleasure, and from which:
others are departing with anxiety. Here,
the tear of joy is often supplanted by the-
tear of woe; the marriage favor and the

emblems of mortality frequently reach us

at the same time. Well! this is not our

rest!”. : '

His mind baving been suddenly di-
rected to rilelancboly‘f objects, Lefevre’s.
reflections continued in a similar train, till
they became of a more painful nature.
The voice of death-that still filled his ear
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as he passed along-the town, insensibly
mingled itself with the theughts of his mo-
ther, which had previously engaged him ;
and, in the end, gave undue strength to his
alarm on her account. “Was she well?
Was she living? Perhaps the death-bell
had done its last office for herb——And
then again, he was going to Douglas—but
how-would he receive him? He might re<
pulse him! He had not answered his
letter] Why did he not answer it?”
© Under this cloud of apprebension,
Lefevre arrived at the residence of his
friend, and in an instant stood before him,
still doubtful of his reception. :
" Douglas was alone in his parlour,
listening to the melancholy sounds, which |
reached his ear from every quarter of
the metropolis, and reflecting on the
frailty of human existence. His attention
had been so abstracted, that he did not
notice Lefevre’s knock at the door, nor
had he the least expectation of his having
left Canada; so that, when Lefevre pre-
sented himself to him, it almost seemed
like a visitation. from the tomb, and he.
started involuntarily.
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“There was, however, no hesitation in
his surprise. If for a moment he was
startled at the unthought apparition of his
friend, the next moment he folded his arma
around him in speechless joy !

“ My mother?” said Lefevre with an
enquiring look. “Tell me is —”

“She is living and well, I believe,”
replied Douglas, catching his meaning.

“God is good !” cried Lefevre, as his
distress faded from his countenance—
¢ Blessed be his name!”

They gazed on each other without
offering to speak, aware that each had
much to communicate, which defied all
words to express ; and before language was
again employed, confidence was restored
—affection was exchanged—and they be-
came sensibly to each other, what they had
ever been.

Then they relaxed into conversation,
Douglas explained that he had answered
his letter, but that as be was from town
when it came, he had not the opportunity
of doing it so early, as he otherwise should
have done. Lefevre algo informed him of



ch. 1. NO Flc'ixon. 289

his unele’s having procured his discharge,
with some leading events of his life, since
his landing- at Montreal, of which he'was
ignorant. Much did they rejoice togethery;
and, having expressed their joy at the foot-
stool of Him to whom they owed the happy
meeting, they separated to their chambers
for the refreshment of sleep—a blessing
which, though it was demied to Douglas
this night, was granted to the weary frame
of Lefevre.: :

Lefevre rose early in the morning;
and, calling first on his uncle, proceeded -
to a neighbouring inn, to take coach for his
native town. Never did the journey ap-
pear so tedious; but, though tedious te
him, it terminated ahout the usual time.
Unwilling as he was to prolong the hours
that kept him from his mother’s embrace,
he made his way in the first instance to his
old friend Mr. Palmer; to beg him, once
- more, to prepare her mind for his unhoped
arrival,

Mr.. Palmer, ever ready to de a kind-
ness, went immediately to Mrs. Lefevre,
thinking as he went, how he might best
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fulfil his commission. He knew, that since
the departure of her son, she had lost
much of her evenness of temper, and was
‘occasionally subject to great prostration
of spirits. It was in one of these fits of
‘depression he found her.
“ Mrs. Lefevre,” said he, “shall I tell
you some news ?”
““ News ! no— I wish to hear no news.”-
-¢“Then I won’t tell you,” he replied,
with an air of indifference. * Have you
‘seen Dr. Mills, to-day ?”

"~ “Yes; he called this morning.—He
‘tried to comfort me about Charles.—But
ah! Mr. Palmer, I bave no comfort but in
God !” : :

« He is our best comfort, ma’am.””

“ But didn’t you talk of news Mr.
Palmer?”

" “Yes; but you declined hearing it.”

“ Ah! what is news to me—except it
were about Charles—but I shall never
hear of him again! Think Mr, Palmer of
his being a private soldier. Poor child! I
weep whenever I think of it.—Always
‘brought up so well—and taken such care
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> of you know Mr. Palmer—he's dead with
hardships before this !”

“ What will you say, if I glve you
: tidingg of him ?”
“ Tidings of him!” she exclaimed,
" rousing hersélf and looking eagerly upon
him. “ What is he dead then?—O tell
me if he is! It wo'n’t hurt me, indeed it
“won’t—It’s better than the cruelty of
suspense!”

“ Be composed, my fnend Your son
is ahve 1 '

« Alive! —then he don’t love his
‘mother! O that's a cutting thought,
Mr. Palmer!”

" ¢ You should not indulge it, ma’am. 1
will venture to say he does love his mother
most tenderly !”

She looked on blm 1ncredu]ously,
“ Ah! Mr. Palmer, youre a good man as
lives. But you are not a mothér—yon
‘never had children. ——1If he loved his
-mother, . why did he not write to.her?
See. here, (taking a worn-out letter from
:her bosom, which she always . carried
-there) this is' the only letter I have had
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from hia ng did he. not answer
mine?” .

. “ Perhaps, ma’am, he my have. leﬁ
Canada before it amved-—-he may he in
expectattonof seemg you.” . - <

_ “Of seeing. mel Ah! ] sbali mever
see his face ! But you have heard from him
then, Mr. Palmer? What does:he say &’

. .““ He -ays, ma’am, he hopw sO0n 40
be with you.”

“ Does he!—dear child 1--may 1 see
the letter ?”

. %] have—1I have received.no. *etter,
replied he with great confanon; »f this
unexpected question. Y

« How ! no letter! How did yom henr
then?” she continued, examining hislooks, -

Mr. Palmer was at foult, - Without:
farther circumlocution, he was obliged to
allude to the arrival of Lefevre, in the best
terms his perplexity would allow. - . .

Although Mrs. Lefevre had aullified.
the caution of her worthy friend, .she was
little qualified to endure the consequences.
The several assurances —that her son was
alive—that he still joved her - that he.was-
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in Evngland-—that he was in the town; and-
not many yards from her—nearly over
powered. her reason; and .made her wild
with joy. She glanced round the room as
if he were already in it; and then proposed
kiastening to. the spot where he was tam
rying. ~ :
+  Mr. Palmer, however, succeeded in
restraining her, and despatehed a servant
to-request Lefevre’s attendance:  Painful
‘were: the few minutes, which elapsed bé-
tween this message and the irterview, -to.
the affectionate mother, Sheendeavoured
to listen to. Mr. Palmer’s composing: con*
versgtion, but it had lest all its: power;.
she tried all the chairs in the room, but
not one of them could hold. her. She
liurried to the window-to seek him—then
she turned away and gazed at his picture;.
that hung on. the wainscot—and then she-
paced the floor quickly,. pressing her hanils
on her bosom, as if to suppress some
hysterical sensations.. : .
Soon Lefevre, entering the back way,
made his appearance at the parlour door,
and in an instant was folded in his mother’s -
VOL. IL, - u
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arms. My sonl—any son!” ' dife cried,
pressing . him ta-hen beurt. : Then she held
him from her amd fixed her eyes ox his
features; and then. again: as suddéuly em-
‘braced bim exclaimingi-* It is he'«He
is alive!—I have seen bim!—I ath not
childless! Charles! Charles! My oonly
Charles!”—She betame inbensible, 'ahd
sank down on the sofa, 7o e
:'This event wus favorable.to both par-
'&m. Liefevre had time to compose bimedl,
snd: his mother, when her perceptiond
returned; was calm. She looked witha
tender saile upon her son, whe waskneel-
ing by her side, and kissing heri vail. .+
! “ My motber!” ssid: he,«wwhmbwiaﬂlg
imxdemess g - baedad
.. She wept.: . T R U
"‘,-‘f Mather! wy deavent mothdrt™ 11 =
viie- % Oh! Charles—my dedrest Oholes—
Hew. that voiee goes to-my hearbtbi Mow
lokgi it ie -since :I have ‘heavdnitisiurft
was 'always . sweeter thhn music beryaat
mml”. : st g ot 7d
Lo ¢ My beloved motber shell i ohvals
heax. ik,”-natd hey: weeping with-herio ot
Ly
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1Al e will-dewer fofsake herws
hnllt yon ¥’ ddid she, o paihifal: neddiec:wq,
nliangmg»hsf:oduhﬁenmw ST

:_ftkhhndmﬁ-f-mﬁlingfbmdeeﬂw}mﬂ
aep-rhtem's; dund thatbut for a short time ¥
o " A dimil o was restored to' the chieek,
pver which thel tears were rolliveg—«Déarea
affectionpta chﬂd’!t F have sbm'eumes beeh
unjust to you.” #2
.., “Oh! my beloved mother, say not so!\

Do not distress me! It is 1 who have
been . unjust-—undutiful. . Say you have
forgnven,me?” .

.. She-conld not reply .She embraced
hlm afresh—1nixed her tears with his—
pressed. countless. kisses ‘on his cheek and
forechead — and, restoring him to himself,
said—* Think, my dear, only of the past,
as it shall strengthen oar mutual love.”
~ - Henceforth the past was forgotten, only
@s.i¢ had .this desired tendency. Lefevie
tarzietl some time with his mother, delight-
ingand heing delighted. - He was editied
by the society of Dr. Mills, while :it
plegsed 'hiin, as his charattér reminded
him, of:the excellencies of his missionary

u2
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friend. To that distant friend he wrote a
long and affectionate epistle. He visited
the favourite walks of his Douglas; and
often paused before the tomb of his youth-
ful playmate Caroline.” And''when he re-
turned to town, it was in company of his
amother, who seemed to find in his presence,
a.charm. for that heaviness. of spirits, to
whxch she felt herself subject. . . i

oot
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- 'DURING Lefévre’s” absence” from
London, Douglas was busying his thoughts
on what attentions might be most properly
shown him, to reconcile his mind to his
connexions, and to discover the Joy his
return bhad diffused.

" Amongst other things, it occurred to-
him, that, as he knew Lefevre, for some
time at least, would like to be accommo-
dated with ‘the Russells, he could easily
put”his old lodgings into a comfortable
state, for his reception. With this impres-
sion he went to their worthy and mutual
friends, and explained his wishes. 'For a
few minutes he had to sympathize in the
first transports of joy, created in -their
generous bosoms, on learning that. Lefevre
was in England, and that in a short time
they were to see him again! Afterwards
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he found them defighted at: Mis'proposal ;
‘and so ready to. execute it, that he' with
‘some difficulty msngted ofi' tdk m&‘hns sHird,
in providing ‘for' the ari'angembn‘l‘ M.
‘Russell became quite’ talkative With Joy
“There are his books_ you know ! M,
‘Douglas—we: have all of theitanbl they
have never been touthed—ant 2d 116’ thie
‘Test we can soon mapage it. - ‘W Hen ' dok
‘e come? It ghall be as wice: a§ & newr
“pin Yefore that time, be jt when it willit
tAwd then she ran on, telling iw iétaR,
~4fhat ‘she would do—how “she' Wéhﬁl“)d’o
“Wijoet as. things srose to her miid.
Douglys left his . friends, natishidd W#idry:
“thing would be done, that confil'‘EeRRy:
: respeqt and love for his Ligfevne, 2 1itsab
- In addition to-this, Dotiglks thmght,
that much awkwardness of festhing Vst
*%e spared his friead, by being-introthited:
3t guce, to most of those acquillitantd e
wopld wish to preserre! :Hé' sd ehitid.
suc]: & meeting to him, wad propédéd that
3t $bould be under his Fopf; ‘srld "¥b-idn-
fducmd a8 'to be; at once, sbcial atid'deso-
tzonal Lefevre: cordiaﬂy a@xiescd& fns
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Donglasis desire 1, hovnagmed. the Christmen
dag for MsiporurRence s and. expraseed. &
bone 2 that, it might, e, an_ocepsion. af
bewrefit t0 some, 994 of properacknowledg-
wengsite the; nnermmdmg goodnesy, pf
dewmul Hor o ocAo] S v
vty iefevrg, bad,. howmer ho wttnesma
.painful .sqene, before this day of mutmal
zejoicing mrived. Onreaching London,ang
the dwelling, of his friend again, -ane of bis.
earliestenquiries was after the companions
of his fdlyu iDonglas, who had m&emstml
himself .in thejr. course because.ihey,ip-
terested Lefqvre, informed him preity ag- -
-cugately,of them. . Two.of them, by.their
sentingpd excesaes, had brought prematuse.
death ypon themselves; and. therest were,
gither:rednged t0.a state.of perveless in-
sengibility, or, driven.pn by passions.indal-
;gence -had made .domineering, .they. had .
gope, from worse to worse, till tbﬁwexe
.sgperlatxvelyebad .

_1 ‘Mugh g8 Lefevres heaxt. aolmi attbe.
,sta.tement its pains were gensikly engrensed,
38, Douglas replied to. his interrogations.

~copcerning . Wilson,. The athers ke had
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found . thongh#less,: gay, Aad urehigiouss
but Wilsen -he. bad .drawa aside from;the!
pa:.hsofpeapeand ionQcencs. , o< oe B
-Paor Wilson! He wad now i a ‘dying
'st,ate,., A babit of drinking.had beau. too
-eapily formed on his plastic temper ;, pad-it
had gradually brought with.it: all -its:@ce
cursed and inseparable attendants. It haid
weated him from his home—--it-had wasted
his,.property—it had disqualified 'hiumn -fob
his duties—it had broken his .spitits wit
had. subdued bis piety—and it was-now
preyipgeonm hislife! .. . & 4o
-1 defevre could make no reply to _the
distressing ‘account ;- but -merely.-said. incik
suppressed voice of -deep feeling, ‘¢ 1 must
g0 and see him!” and, arose from his seat

to fulfil -his intention. - Douglas rase with'

hiai, and the friends went together. ..
.The first glance on Wilson’s present

cireumstances, affected Lefevre by- con-.

trast. He had formerly- oecapied -good
apartments, to which cleanliness and order
gave f'nameless charm ; and Léfévre bad,
4t first, been -accustomed to find - hikn, re-
ceivingand reflecting the affectionate smitey
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-of his wifa and ehild,‘as the evenitgs passed:
happily aways in~ight -employments, of
domestic recreations.* Now he-saw’ him
and-bis. family driven,’ forua last refude, to
® wretcked -gapret;*low, dirty, and unfar3
nished ;; unglieven here, it 'was evident, the
soourge dof poverty was on fhem.. A cléan’
¢loth;lay.in one corner of -the ‘place, as ‘if
toscover:. iheir scanty provisions. - ‘Two
damaged chairs and a broken tabte, stood
towards :the. tentre of ‘the room. ‘Within
the.seoty chimney-piece lay ‘a few cotls/
between ‘half-a-dozen bricks; but at s&
mirch: distance ‘from each other, that the
flame:0f -some, -in vain attempted ‘to com:
munichte itself to the remainder. By the
side of' the fire, on ‘4 stool, sat .the little
- child, stretching out her chilled hands and
feet, desirous of a warmth dhe could not
obtam ; while the smoke puffed out repeat-
.edly by the wind, had given a sallow:cast
to her dejected, but healthy countenance:’
v -bThe:wiferand mother rose at the-en:
thawicesef the visitors te reeeive them, with~
eut salutation, . withott - complaint. - She
stdad - like & -pictude :of' woe: - Nothing
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seemed to remjnd Lefevpg, of her, Jygt.a cer,
tain neatness of gppearance,, which) though
it, cannat he described,; aftem sexyes alone
to distingnish one female fram,qthers;, hut
this,very neatpesg sat en her, shabhy .attire,
like the spirit of departed cqwfqrt on SX-
isting misery, and seemed 10 say I.hme
seen better days.”, :

. Ona worm-eaten press bedstead;was
Wllson hnppelf His eyes wandgsed: with-
o4, obgervation; his flesh had gunk..froqm
his features, and given them an awfu},pror

minency ; aud an nawholesame yellpwness
tinctyred his skin, His liver was ,.opn
sumed; and his end was rapidly appreachr
ing} o Ladveimen

o LSARP thought Lefevr,q, as,he. mqypd,
tawards the hed, “ I have dope, all, this,!7

He spoke to the dying man.  He wes,ip-
sepsiple.~ He. turned -away, with, egitation
tp his aflicted wife, and enquired: the state
of his.mind.. Her reply wag justwhat he
dreaded to heax, ‘ Unhappy, yis,” M&l}f
nt-very unhappy !". oo
..“1s he pemtentr. D e
i .“.,_I' trusthe i&, sirl” . .. L,
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. ""H’&s"ﬁé Bope"" Y .
v de Alag) no it Had ‘he hat hope ih
‘his "death;" the blttemess of death wouh‘l
be,past’io giet”

o T gisist bopg”’ cried. Lefevre, ioqmﬁ
the ‘¢ymigand of his gtief for'n ‘moment,
“Thed recovering’ Limself a Jittle, ‘he erit
qmrpd, whether he was likely tobe sensible
again¢ and, on-learning that he was, and
that'it: was ‘most; ;prabable towards evening,
he begged permissmn b attend hxm that
m“ght '

“The fr],ends walked -home in’ ‘sﬂeni;
Yeflection. : Lefevre knew not how, ‘#iihef
b ¢onicedl, or express his concern. Douglas
remark,eq it, ‘and said—* Poor Wilsont T
haye ‘séen” him many times; and, thongh

€l “thhont comfort, 1 wonld beheve bé
rs tt‘uly pepitent”

~#PDo you think sof™ exclaimed Le-
Yevre, 'with momentary satisfaction —* btk
Ye has'no fepe! Can there be real contrﬂ»
ton where there is no hope—no fzith?" "

“ He may,” replied Douglas, *“have
hope enopgh to raise him above despair ;
and yet too little to' produce sensible com-
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fort—there may be faith éiivukh to rely on
the Saviour, but not éndngh foran a.ssm ance
ef his faver.” T T e

“ Ah! may be I but dt best it is
Jul. O my dear friend, you cannot ‘know
what I suffer at this instant! ' You have

mever ruined a fellow creatlire!’ P&6F
Wilson! His tempéral distress is’ nothiing
<=but his seul Douglasi—Indeed, if he'die
without some -evidence of his liope in the
Redeemer, I'shall never hold' up my 'heaé
in this world " ol
- Streng emotion scarcely allowed him
to fiiish the sentence. -He hastened o his
éramber, to repent -afresh of those'trahs-
gréssions, which had carried their jofliience

- beyond himself; and to pray "ar(iet;ﬂy 'ﬁ;l"'
the pardon and'aeceptance of hls formér.
.companion, that his guilt mlg‘ht not ‘fgﬁt on
His ‘conscience.

‘Early -in the evening he renewed lns
vigit, as he had proposed.” Wilson was
still insensible, and the hand of death ‘wis

" evidently upon him.  Lefevre determmed
nét to'leave hitm; and prepared to remain
withi'hird ‘thre whole -night, should ke five
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throngh it. . Hour after hour elapsed, legve
ing hm‘lptle £0.do,,.except, .to count the
slow minutes. on his watch, or-to. feel the
dyipg pnlse,.. which by turns throbbed—
trembled—und,stopped ! Miduight .c me_
and, weptywithout any. glimpse of reasong.
and- the, patient. was waxing worse. Len
fevre wag greatly distressed;. he. feared-
that no opportunity would be afforded, tar
¢xehange even a word: or-a:sign with: him.
About one oclock .however, the heavy
film on his eye dispersed—his senses were-
colleted —he could see—he could. speak:
His_eye caught. Lefevre! . He had no.
expectatmn of seeing him. . He became:
confused He made an effort to recaver
lumsqlf [-lls eye brightened, and still dwelt _
p% him. . Lefevre could net endure- it.
He, sgpoke to, reheve his feehngs. Ce
74 Wilson V’—said he, “do you.know
. S
‘%‘ Know you / Oh Lefevre*-—-”. cried-
t{he dymg man, with alarming agitation;. .
. These words, associated with his own
reﬁectlon, went like a lancet, to the bottom
of Lefe\:re S, soul, "Had he m:;hnpd to his
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feelings, lre would have fled-from the pain
of his presence; but his mind was now
disciplined. He had a doty sodistharge
«—he desired to lead him back to the feli
whom he had led from ib—and -he. caved
not what he suffered, if he mht ‘bt
aceomplish it. : RRERN

‘“ What is your state eﬁ mmd?”
resumed. id

. Dark-—dark—-udcembb M.&” said
be, shaking his head.

“ Do you doubt the goodneasubf:Gcld?}'
stid Eeéfevre. .

“«“0, no! unpomible ’*—-llnpmbh\-r
batte me—to me~—" and bis vqm.fatled
him. T e

He regained it He pomted 1o hns
wife, who sat at the foot of the lied, abn
sorbed in woe—* See there!”..sad he., .}
bave ruised. her—my child-—I have. cuined
my child!” . coe oW

¢ Think oppt of xs/” Qxalamd the
aﬂ‘hcted wife. 't 0L
;.4 They shall -aever wanhufmends ”
sau).Lefevm G R

RN Mrwm' Iﬂrhﬁeﬂﬂﬂﬂh@)bm
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hantt -t6 himw.<-# Wheres' the child?" he
‘continugd 1 Whetels my Anus” -

.+ He'was/told shie: was 'sleeping.. "He
desired: to éee'heri! They took -her from
the' cordet of the reom where she was re-
pobing, and, without awakening hér, boré
her to her father. He passed his bony énd
faltering - hand down- her little fleshy arm.
He motioned for her to be lowered to him:
He endeavotred to 1ift his head a little,
and pressed hiis livid lips on her half.opened
and'shiiliog mouth. ' The effort and emo-
tion were too much for him=he fell back
arid  fisinted: - Thé: uncdmscious child was
1aill - hastly on the foot of the bed, wlnle
they sought to revive him.

I Jiefevie felt that he hdd been diverted
from"tHe 'subject, which lay nearest his
Reart:' iHe feared the fife was now dépam
astignd: he shiddered-to lose his fiiend;
without some evidence of his return tgiGady
90, vaid He to Himself, ¢ his gmft’ will be
npon me!” - ORI

' ahOn'thes application- of - vo]atlle salts,
however, to the nostrils of Wilson, helonce
morg/révived; but'it was. without te power
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cof utterance: He tried. te speak:and could
not! The attempt-only copvulsed the life-
less jaws. He looked eun his wife and.
Lefevre, with indescribable anguigh. »

. “OWilson!”~—¢ried Lefevre— can-
pot you speak to us.;—Make a. signn-r-An~
you not happy?”

.. He endeavoured to sbake his. hmui 5
hut, heving iuclined it one way,. he could
notturn itin the opposite direction. . They

understood his awful, half-expressed. »qga,

tiye and wept.

.“Do you.nat™ contmued Lefevre “rpppnt
gf. your sins, and renounce them2—[f xqp
de, lift up yourband”—and his eye fell upen-
the verveless hand,. as though. the sentengs-
of life or death were within its power,. ...,

It arose!—An insupportable wei,gbqt:
fell from Lefevre’s heart.,,

“ Are you,” he resumed, * enabled tg»-
cast yourself, as a perishing, copdemned.
sinner at the feet of the divige Saviour ",

' He had lost the power to raise tbg
hand but he slowly raised both his arms,.
while the feeble hands: hung danglmg upop:
each pt.her .

1Y B 100
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w7 % G Thank God ! cried the wife.

" % Oh! Thdnk God!” cried Lefevre.’
-« This "burst of joyful gratitude over,
‘their attention was fixed in sympathy with
the sufferer. A few moments would now
“wd- his-sufferings. The blood had retired
from his clay-cold extremities. The light
of his eye was quenched. ~His breath was
whort, spasmodical, and rattling. * Conval-
fions, like the fangs of death,. writhed his -
whole' body.. ‘An attack severer than the
former came on. It terminated i a-deep
groan, ~ Eefevre thought it announcéd the
departure ‘of ‘the ‘soul—he sunk on ‘his
knees exclatming—¢ Lord Jesus receive- his
#pirltt —He paused to listen for his breath-
mo'-—not'hn‘w’was heird! He heldhis watch
g‘fass over ‘his ‘mouth—its surface was not
. steamed! Awful was the moment! Awful
was the stillness that succeeded ! Neither
Leéfevrenor Mrs. Wilson dared to'interrupt
it, by word, or sob, er movement. You
might have thought, that death had notonly
triumphed in one instance, but that hisseal
was set’ on every thing in this chamber of
woe. The neglected taper was flickering

YOL. IIL, x
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away - it last light in the socket.. The
exhausted cinders on the hearth were, as
the fire forsook them, crackling. like the
death-watch. The child lay at the feet of
the exanimate body of its father, hx;eathing
so .softly, that it seemed to respire .not;at
all. The mother and Lefevre were so pale—,
so motionless, that you might have ques-
tioned whether they had power to move,
or.to think. And the room itself, with,
its low arched ceiling, blackened by the,
smoke of numerous years, and containing
only light enough to reveal the darkness,
was much more like a sepulchre for the
dead, than an abode for the living.

Mrs. Wilson was the first toshew signs
of life. She arose, and moving to the head
of the bed, closed the eyelids of the dead
body. Thisact of delicacy to the deceased
.stirred all her grief ; she sunk on the bed,
and, kissing the pallid forehead, wept aloud,
without seeming to have power to arise.
Lefevre did all that christian sympathy
could suggest, to console her beneath the
affliction. He tarried with her till break
of day; and then, taking his leave, assured
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her, that he would wholly relieve her
from the painful duties connected mth
his funeral.

« Poor Wilson!” thought Lefevreashe
went towards the residence of Douglas—
«“Poor Wilson! thy sun is gone down at
noon!—and behind a heavy, impenetrable

- cloud !—But I trust, by the grace of God,
it shall arise, on the morning of the resur-
rection, bright with glory, and changeless

as immortality !”

x 2
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AFTER having obtained slight repbd¥é
Liefeire ‘did what was inmédiately neces-
#ar§'ifor the reiains of 'Wilson{ ‘asd'thei

‘Reent with Douglas, to call on ’thé‘}liié'ﬂeilg..
1500 Nigthing could exceed thie jBy of thése
¥xédllént persons in  this’ iﬁge'r\ilé‘w:i'l'}&'i
the first sight of Lefevre Mrsﬂuss:qif‘h'ﬁ
T6Pwiid to greethim, exclaimfﬁé“—ef%anks
Tié praised! Thanks be praised !'herd hi$er*
T s My son ! myson!” said Mr R,
with a calmer, but as deep 2 joy, ')é‘ﬂltf!‘ifg-
Tag him with open arms, as if he Yémis-
bered his promise on last parting with hittl.
! . «( what a blessed moment is"this?*”
‘eontinued Mrs. Russell; pressing’ ki Hida
between hers, « To see your face again'! il
o sée you smile so sweetly as yoa uied'tb
‘dot "It ‘makes one’s heart ‘da'ngé'fa'gdﬂn’!
yeisince ‘Mr. Douglas told us'you Weile

moegen P R e ey
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coine, my food has done me no‘good, for
the longing I had to see you!—Ha! my
dear, (turnmg to her husband) you're a fa-
mous man for' dfeams, dud’ presentiments
you always said you thought you should
see our déar Charles again, as we called
him,”. .
, . Yes, my dear,” observed Mr Russeﬂ,
passmg his hand-over his venerable locks,
« I did think so; and I rejoice as much ip
pee)na hlm, as |} should in seeing our dear
child,. t.hough we havn't seen him- these
tm'ee'years R Yy

.. This allusnon moderated, without ex-
~.hngmsl;;ng, the emotions of Mrs. Russell.
Fhey eat - down and conversed together
most, pleasantly for some time, Mrs. Rus-
sel, however, . was the. first. to interrupt
thei HisPusss., She: and. Douglas had,
«sgﬁﬂetmb;&gm them;. and ,she, lgnged to
aneémtbﬁxwm of . Lefevre oy divnla-
B itnisShesnat silent 2 couple of minwiss
Jusily, pussing her lips_ and. twisling her
thpmbs; and them starting.up,addressed

s, Have meu.po wigh tosep, yaur.old
rooms Mr. Lefevre ?”
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“ A very great ‘one, ma’am,” rephed
Lefevre, “ if it is convenient to you.”

. ), pevfectly convenient! They have
scarcely been uséd since you left them.
Follow me!”—and away she tript up stairs;
leaving the three gentlemen to choose their
own pace.

- The mimute. thus stolen from cere-
mony, was given to the exercise of a lively
and delicate affection. It gave Mrs. Rus-
sell opportunity to assure herself that all
was arranged, as she would have it. Her
truly womanly eye, offended instantly by
the want of order and proportion, ran
over the room, Every thing was in its
place—the whole looked well. Yet,
there was an unaccountable itching in
her fingers, to give a last touch to all
things. She stroked the plaits of the car-
tains—regulated the drop of the blinds to
the light and to each other—ran her hand
along the surface of the bookshelves—
ghifted the desk and chair about half an
inch—hastened into the antichamber, pas-
sing her fingers over the counterpane as
she went—and opened, finally, the linen
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drawer, to see that noihing there vwas ram-
pled. Al this was:dene in a shorter timg
than is-required 40 tell it, and being done;
Mrs.:Russell.took her stand in the middle
of the room, waiting te mark, with glistens
g eyes, the first impuession on Lefevre.

- The impressions of Lefevre werethose
of joyful surprise, He expected to have
found, that his books were sold to cover:a
debt he'owed Mr. Rassell, and thowght
that little in the room could remind. him
efiwhat it was. On the contrary, it carmied
him back not only to former days, but te
his best days; and was, at the same time
a quiet instance of the most respectful
friendship. For a mement he reproached
Mhimself for neglecting the merits of such
attachigents, and:then, exchanging a smile
with Douglas, which dwelt on the joys

that.were past, he turned to smile with
pheasure and gratitude on his revered angl
.aged. friends, . :

- ¢ And will you, sald he, “ receive me
afram? Have you forgotten all the trouble
1 fuohshly gave you?”

- Willwe I’ veplied Mrs.Russell “Po
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yosuoddubtithatoma:loves yo tenssrE ha,
swrai warqwill sqesipel youg withrll voult
hesirtsd -, Foigetton the iresdla/i—Nenlitw -
dendi we haxel)::Mr. Russbloand Hinenen:
think: of-ipjwriess..’ 1 remembere i petsdnl
sadfe time ago insulted mits, and I Bnetiby
said I would never notice her agnipiplng
thel naxt - day -happedning.to imeetdiary: 1
wbddéd ahd spoke as:usial;. for I bad farg
gosten:all about it—But there’s ane thisg:
we dan’t forget. We don’tferget hew happy
you-once ‘made us; nor shall ever! So
dou't doubt. about our willingness. If yom
are willing, yowll come ; and if you. comé,
you'll make the evening of' life buight and
sunny to us old folks, I.assure you!” -

“If- I can promote your cewfort, .i¢
will be a great addition to my owa,” said
Lefevre, bowing to the open-spirited Mzx,
Ruossell and herhusband. . -

He went towards the table, and seatad
bimself at the desk, turning .aver.his;-okd
bible, and observing the margmal notes. hg
had entered there. : o

« Ha!” exclaimed Mrs. Russell, “ tbat
is quite like-old times. IHe sits now just

It
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a9’ K ‘usbd o de, ! tarnimproves hid bookey
Heav -oftetl #havey I>ypeeped’! wpow hiewy
- whiilehe—haslbeend bisied withhis books;:
aadsaill beank-eani] 3 Blessingt ow hiinsh
Hetlothaker x shiming Icharactery'—-andisd:
hiediswitl Tafes ally: ﬂe[iend upon' it Mn?.
Dishglasteh sori <o i - o et
I «INbt 0 shiving cbaracter, 11.»*
feviel visidg and i kindly- pressing her hand;
% but what ‘is-of infinitely more unpbr«
faice, a wseful one” - e

o7« Well, well,” said Mr. Russell Wltb‘ ,
playfull smile, “« suppose we unite thetrres
to' hene:iw grder to be useful. I think our
Blessed: Tsord has done so. To shine
for the sake of shining, is- contemptible
vanity ; but to desire to shine, that others
may be benefitted by our light, is real
piety.”

After Lefevre had inspected every
thihg, and warmly expressed his pleasure |
on'the occasion, he turned upon his friends
& happy and enquiring look—* Pray,” said
he, “to whom am I obliged for all this de+
hoate attention?” . .

* “To nobody!=To those who thmk
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themselves obliged by doing any thing for
you,” cried Mrs. Russell..

“To those who think the most tlwy
can do, but a trifling expression of. their
joy on Mr. Lefevre’s return to the bosem
of his friends,” said Mr. Donglas.

“To those, who have always looked
on you with the teaderness of parental
love, or the strength of fraternal friendship!”
said Mr. Russell, as the tear moistened his
eye. ..
. Lefevre was affected deeply: He
looked an them all. ‘ My fatber!—nyy
mother! — my brother!” he exclaimed,
“such you have ever been to me!~O, I
now feel I am at home, and that te this
hour I have been a wanderer!”

Blissful was the pause of silemce
that succeeded! Soon, however, it termi-
nated. They shook hands and parted
with the expectation of meeting on the
ensuing day.

The .mtlcnpated day arnved The
morning of it was given by Lefevre to still
devotion ; and by Mr. and Mrs. Douglas
to busy preparations, that every thing
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might do. honor to the occdsion, and, at
the required time, pass forward with order
and quistude. .

. At length, the morning waned and
the guests made their appearance in the
drawing room. There were Mrs. Lefevre,
Mr. and Mrs. Russell, Mr. Banks, John
- Graham, Wallis, and four other young
persons, with whom Lefevre had had some
acquaintance ; but whose names, as they
have not been necessary to the former part
of the history, need not now be mentioned.
These .Mr. Douglas had invited, because
he hoped the opportunity would be highly
profitable to them; and, if Wallis was of
the number, it was with a similar hope;
while he had an assurance, that the time
was past, in which he was likely to influ-
ence: Lefevre dangerously.

- Lefevre received his friends with calm
: jOy, and unaffected humility. The atten-
tion, however, which, in the first instance,
wids so eagerly directed to him, gave him
.some embarrassment; but from this he was
speedily relieved by the politeness of his
host and hostess, who quickly gave it other
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-

difections; and made- tbenr frlend 8 sxtuahon
easy to hlm el s - '.; Yoo ¥ g o
~ Dinner was s00n announceﬁ and
sooh the company wefe “seated ﬁrq ind ‘a
bounteous table; over ‘which gooﬁ faste;
economy, and liberallty presnded 'rhere
was nothing cenfused or incongruous; ‘one
thing bore a relation to every other tﬁmg
provided. Nothing was wanting, to tole-
rdte the thought of nig; ardlmess—notbmg
pt‘esent to extort the charge of profusxon
" Mr. and Mrs. Douglas ‘did the honots
of ‘the feast, in a manner the most s1mple,
noiseless, and cheerful lmagmable There
was no puff, no show, no violent entreatles, ’
no inward uneasiness, lest the expense of
one dish, or the rarity of another, should
pass without valuation or applause. It wés
evident that their pleasures were to anﬁb
not from offerings to their vanity, ‘i)u't‘fl'ﬂm
the sensible comfort of their guests.”**FEY.
hdd'kind words and a’smiling c6tint@faAeR
fot each; and, if their attenu&ns‘aﬂ%ld’ﬁ‘é
buppeded ‘af all “partial; ‘it wudnk il
bE-fhose on whom modesty had 44l W8
‘straiits. hvbl'y want was supplitd bafdtd
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"3‘;‘:?% a,mgual '1fq}ﬁ’93'?qt ginch was the

communication kept up between vthe £Y8
?if the, Bmgtress ‘}, Shose of tl;u:senants
Fntg)e vaﬁlgl‘tlons £ the. tgble seemed, 1o
gﬂ?b 002 5? St %n"l‘y?u were convinged;
md‘te nl?lta‘gemeq; was not.got up for the
am but was the. result ‘of a. umformly wel-l
re tet{ household,

’ ‘unng the dmner John Graham qa.g
néi§ to Lefevre, and he took occasion te
:i‘c‘0 !r}g)«wledge hla letter, and to inform hirg
of its pgg})y mﬂuence upon,. lus mind. It
arﬂpeareq hat he had been exposed to some
tey p*atlops by worl.dly amusements ; and
tha& he had lost much of his relish for the
pleans of rellglon, though he had not ne-
glected them, at the time the letter found
him. ; To,its arrival he referred, not only
his estabhshment in the Dest purposes of his
mu;d, but, acting on its directions, he
gxpressed a modest hope, that he had
enjoyed and comprehended religion, as he
had done at no .previous period of his
]lf& Lefevre, who had so lately witnessed
the sinister effects of his example, rejoiced
g;&equ.}ngly before God ~on finding his -

13
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admonitions had been efficacious to one so
greatly beloved.

On the removal of the cloth, the healths
went round, in which Lefevre was emi-
nently noticed. All were happy and com-
municative; and the conversation was inci-
dental, familiar, and general. At length, -
Wallis and Banks, who happened to sit
together, fell into a téte-d-téte. Between:
these two persons there could not well be
a greater contrast. * Mr. Banks was a
linguist, awkward in his manners, and
rather pedantic in his conversation; but of
excellent character, and unprovokable tem-’
per. With Wallis the reader is well ac-'
quainted. Mr. Banks had in reply to his
neighbour, presented some etymological:
criticism rather needlessly; and Wallis, "
" 'who had a sharp sense of the ridiculous,
with limited views of real worth, was in-
duced to break a jest or two upon him.
Many witty things were said on one sidé,
and many grave ones on the other ; till the
one becoming more vivacious, and the other
more earnest, the rest of the company -
paused to listen, Wallis had just giveh
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that arch turn to his features, which was
to usher in a bon mot; and he was rather
excited, than checked, by the eye of general
observation.

« Ha!” he exclaimed triumphantly—
“ suppose you remember the anecdote of
that ridiculous pedant, who, on hearing.
the king of Prussia praised for his incom-
parable skill and dauntless bravery, turned
coldly away and said—* After all, I ima-
gine the king of Prussia cannot decline a
verb in s without making a blunder.”

Every eye turned on Mr. Banks. He.
was confused; his tongue was paralyzed
by mauvqgise honte. Mr. Douglas, not en-.
during that he should suffer a moment’s
pain on a day devoted to joy, took up the
subject—“The disposition,” said he, lookmg .
on Wallis ¢ of which you complain is, I
th_lpk by no eans peculiar to men of
letters. All men have their favorite topics ;
and on these they commonly entertain
enthusiastic, and extravagant opinions.
Perhaps you recollect the account of the
philosopher, who, in his rage for his darling
doctrine of divisibility, maintained, that a
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particle of matter is just as capalie of iufi-
nite divisibility, as the globe itself?”

“ It seems,” said Lefewre, ‘in sqwpe
degree to arise, from the desire of saying
.the utmost that can possibly be said, .qp,a
.given theme. If I remember rightly, Bishop.
HOpkins is an example to the point,, .k
,think, in treating of “little sins,” he presses
;he)r enormity so far, as {0 end by mslatmg.
Qhat little sins are greater thap great ongs,”

“ True!” continued Douglas, *and I
fear we must refer some of it to gelf-love,
LWthh teaches us to identify onrselves, with
objects and pursmts in which we are par-
ticularly concerned, and do,, .perhaps, em-
inently excel. Must we notiin,a measure
ascribe to this, those hyperbohcal -@pinions
often possessed, by the soldjer of arms, by
the advocate of law, and by the. physl,c,\ap
of medicine?” R

«“ Aye, aye,” said Mr. Ruesello—-»“then
itall comes to the old fable. If the city.ig
to be repaired, the carpenter, the curries,
and the mason, will all propose to do it;
and each one recommends his oun matn-
rials as the best.”
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© - «.Yeg, ir,” resumed Douglas—* and
that, not slways from a'mere idea of gain.
“Pheir immediate eniploy may have so mixed
oM, with att‘their modes of thinking'and
nithral 'p'hrﬁiliﬁes, as to have brought thetm
‘#6’rest upon it a value dlspmpomonate and
funreal™

7 % And dince it appears ‘that we are
Huble to the very failing we " detect else~
where, should we not learn chanty to
‘others?” observed Mr. Russell, '

<« And,” said Lefevre, “if sucha dis-
positiont is natural to us, how desirable
must it be to bring it over on the side of
religion—then our very infirmities mlgbt
promote its blessed interests.” '

"« Exactly so,” said Mr. Banks, again
‘cobmiposed, “and in that case, it would be
totiil advantage, without risk. We cannot
exaggerate on the merits of religion ™
i e Very good,” said Douglas, with a
‘sniffe.” ¥ All our danger with religion is,
oti ‘the sideé of defiviency. It has an import-
afcei-an excellence—a glory—above our
words—Ybove our thoughts! ‘What would
be extravagance elsewhere, is sobriéty here.”

VOL. II. Y '
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“+-,'The conversation ‘paused o) nfomerts
ond then betanié gerierad wgnin: ~Lsefavié
intvoduced: the case of: Wilsbn.do ity
He Qescribed his death, #hd dwelpdh thesd
particulars, which: e thoaght: calcatited th
benefit the younger part vf- the¢onrpduyy
“ All were greatly affected by tha deep sy
pathy-he exhibited -in. the feceaddd and
sauviving members of the little faimiby! ;wird
alnbsciiption was made for thefuneral}
which went very far-to-cover all'the uik

pence. - JIERE BLHST B

+ . By this-time the ladies had retired:to
the drawing room, and the' gentlenien
speedily sought them there: The day had
closed. All without was.dark; and: cold}
and damp:; hut all within was ilighe, tuld
warm, and gladsome,' Orce more united;
the. happy party ranged themselves along
the sides of the room, in form of -an:evdl;
having, at one extremity, a brilliant:fire,

sad at the. other, a fine toned organ, each _'

branch appearing the happxer, for the pre-

mca.of the other.. - . © Y
Before the tea entered, Mts Douglas

gqm“pemxoned, frém all quartérs; for-a
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Jessonon Gvhonthe imdtmement The peti-
tipn) whs segopdéd:shyy Mr.-Dduglds, ;g0
whotn she; hddicast ber-eyel lie:attbnded
bex to,thebeat. i° She playedisonieiof H aki
del's Gdest piedes; suppoited by tise. voivey
of bgr-apouse,.ahil the sther yochg: e
Joy and-haswiwny Hled theplace. - >~ LA
b N¥hew the ‘pefreshments . of -tea;Had
heen handed;and dismissed; the conversss
tion wis firund chiefly in the handsof :Mr
Russell, ond: Lefavre:. : They werw tatkiig
on the mystery of Providence, with marked
serionsnssh -, Lefevre made ‘somé allusion
to his 0w « awful visitation,” and-attention
‘Swas bént.upon him. Hitherto,  delicaay
had- fonbidden' any. one to refer to events,
$het might stir painful recollections ; but,
How, it wa¥ evident, if. Lefevre chose to
lend - to thiens, all were most ready to follow:
Those: whe know hew concern and.sym:
. pathy: in- the auditor unlock the heart of
~ thes spaaker, meed not be informed; that
Lefevrd’s was completely opened,  ~+--F
He . became, indeed, the printipat
eehtre of atfraction and: pleasure, thfough
~ pasti of- the gvening; .. He touched. on tlie
¥2 - .
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leading -events, 1 dyring hin Abssnee  from
home ; dirpcting.each nf dhehk to $hgge,who
werea likely to ragand if, asmoqthinterest
ing. - To Wallis he-talked; of, she, mannsty,
hahite, and amamsemanty of; the . paaplem
Cenada, sometimas - with . Inmngus, 1and
always with truth.. To Mv.Banks hespoke
of,books and learning, and the etupgn;laws
appearances of nature,. To the females he
presanted tender pictures -of the widops,
and, children he had known; and. desczibead
Jheg admirable character of the Missionany.
And, whatever related more-.fully ta the
~ intexest-of religion, and his..own . spiriteal
sxperience, while it was.heard.by all; was
particularly addressed to Douglas and M.
Russell. ‘ TR

.. - His emotion ]undled 2s he went. for-
ward. - All that he had sufferedr~2all he
had: deserved to suffer—passed: afresh, be-
fore. him. - He felt the greatness :ofihis
sleliverance, and was. pressed on,. by: sk
maight. of bis obligations to his Redeather.
Senteuce .after sentence,was. encreasingly
serions. . He had the highest.object hefone
hijp, -~ He- yought, not ,merely..to gratify,
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bat’ peribatiéntly/to- Benehit, ‘hi§ ‘young ae-
quaintaidé.” He had secured their atten-
tion, and-lie was resolved on-improving it.
He eonnected ‘the most suitable moral- e
flections-with, all he-had stated.. He talled
mothérineidents, indifferent to their hvmit
lintirig tendency. on.‘himself, where they
‘were likely to make a good and strong i
pression. 8in he exposed in its deformity
—temptation. he stript of its: meretriciots
omaments—the world: he proved. to be s
.empty ‘as’ ostentatious-~and. he  threw
atound religion those divine charms, whiéh
<an neither be bestowed nor appreciated,
but by him. ¢ who has handled and. tasted.
and fdt the good word. of life.”” =~ -
He rested.. He was surprised to per-
ceivd; how liis. earnestness had carried him.
on.’: No one spoke. His young friends,.
to!whony lie had, in the end,. directed him-
self, still looked on him: Mr. Russell'and.
Pouglas sat ‘at his side, with countenances.
suffusdd-with delight.. Mrs. Russeli:hud
Her eyes- covered with-her' handkerchief;.
and ‘Hi¢ mother had retiredto a distance:to
 weept” #le was confused.’ -* Forgive my,*
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said he, “if I have sald tod miucH. I fearedl
my past example might, have injured ‘you,
and I was desirous of repairing the mis-
chief. What I have said -i# the fruit, not
of books, but' of iy ‘own ewperfénce. If
possible, I would make others wise by that
experience.. " 1T would ‘not any one should
suffer what I ‘have suffered,  eéven with
the certainty of surviving it and, alas!
where I have been preserved, thousands
have perished.”

He ceased; and his Bpirit seemed
depressed beneath the sense of his past
conduct. The flow of conversaf.lon was
interrupted, and no one was prepared to
restore it. Mr. and Mrs. Douglas ex-
changed looks. She moved to the organ;
and, accompanied by the deep tones of the
instrument, sang with a sweet and:tender
voice, the followihg verses :—

The Welcome. Sy

WELCOME, welcome, weary pilgrim,
To the friends who love you best;
Now, no more your thonghts shall wander,
Now your way-worn feet shall rest; . ;
Weary pilgrim! '
Welcome to your pative home!
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. /Ay mothers, mourn ;he child, departmg,
. So did we your loss deplore;

As miothers greet ! the child tetummg. L
‘So'we j Jjoy to grieve no more; R

i % w Wedry pilgrim! < - e
V- Welcome to your native home! S
2117 7 airer suns, and softer climates a1

iir . ' May mother lands be found;
¢" -~ But the sweet, domestic virtnes S
.-  Thrive alone on British ground;
. Weary pilgrim!
Welcome to your native home!

Here are eyes, that speak a meaning, ' ,
.Which the tongue can never tell; '
o Here are hearts, that share the feelxngs,
"' 'Which within your bosom swell; '
AN Weary pilgrim! S
< v5! iWelcome to your mative home! . ..

" Livé we, then, in blissful umon, ) :
’"l": -" « Ohildren of eternal day; ;
»"- "Till; apborne from earth to heaven,
Waiting angels whispering say—

¢ Weary pilgrims!

Welcome to your endless home I’
St ,
. These stanzas va.rwd and pevpetuated
thestrong feeling of  the company. The
dehcate‘domphment they offered te Lefevre,

T AR
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wtrprised and/overpdwerddhlinn: : He'sat
o the sofa, with -ome hudd veiling phe
tears that would fall; and with this-othpr)
piessed to the bosom of 'his- tov thagpsy
mother. The rest of the perty parsgokqf
ligh ‘delight. They emcored the  dersgsy
and begged, that they might. bé separateby
repeated, that all might have the oppolte<
pity of joining in a welcome; o' apeokdant
to: their hearts. 'The request 20 vrespectful:
to! Lefevre, was instantly -complied-withy
dnd all, excepting the subject of thet' et
his ‘mother; united to sing the verses: with:
that ‘enthusiasm of feeling; wh&ch ‘musid’
and friendship ¢an well mspire. = ¢ .
Time flies qulckly with the: happy:
The evening was now yielding ‘to -wighty
and, as the general sentiment was'truly
devotional, Douglas was anxious-tohavkdt
preserved.  He proposed, therefore, that
the pleasures of the day should: be clésed;
by’ a regular acknowledgment te Him; e/
was the fount of all their felicity. . ‘Al wets
quiescence;-and it devolved on Mr. Rus-

I} to become the organ of ther devotiont
The excellent and: venerable ovan 'tock hig
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seat:ihi thermidst ofithe seom, andiread,the-
exiquisita Pamhlaiof she Rrodigal withuch
deptivof fiealing, as.made every expression
angh sdntimest,his,own ;- and,: such \was in.
: appbopﬁntpw. te. the. M“Siéﬂ; m:ym
Bighbhave supposed our Lord bad.at fipst:
casneirqd tbe pathetic story, from preeissly,
sweln g scene in domestic life., IR
sar i/ Fhey kaelt 49 pray. . Mr, Russell wns:
weyenso-much in_ his element, as. in; this
exnreisp; and pow:he rose- above himsely
Mis heart was- already melted, and he had
anly: tovpaur: it qut before the mercy-seat.:
Fhie. he: did with- the utmost, freedom 3
and.yet, so trne were-his emotions to the-
surppmnding. wosshippers, that he uttered:
nedhieg but.what was adapted to them,
and- fon. which the previons. intercowrve;
bad. prepared them.. He was particular
without;being: trivia] —and eopious witheut;
ngediess repstition. Every petition seemed:
tegive greater warmth and elevatiop. to its,
spgeegsor; tll he acose, from penitential
conféssion and earthly necessity, to: dwell
in, profound -adoration -on.the riches of the
divine mercy, power and intelligduge.: It
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was -truly -sublime! Al wept; and gome
found it impossible wholly to-suppress their
‘sobs. The distance between earth and
heaven seemed annihilated. The saintly
‘man appeared, like Stephen, to be lookmg
steadfastly on -the ebjects with. wlncb he
communed. He might, all reverenp qng
patriarchal as he was, have been mistaken
for Jacob at Bethel, with the 1nv1s1ble
world open to his sight, and ascending an@
descending angels all ministering to him!
The service terminated, as in thls
-world the most delightful service must;
‘but it left on the- worshippers a glow of
‘exalted seriousness and heavenly joy. Eveg
Wallis, the least promising of the company,
was affected-to a-degree, -of which-he had
, been thought incapable. The mind, : a8
too highly raised for conversation: and,
having accepted slight refreshments, ahilost
in silence, they began to separate. |-’
. 1“0~ said-Mrs. Lefevre as they wege
‘tak'lng farewell, “how short this day. has
been!” - .. efil
“ 1t has, ma’am,” rephed Doug]av
‘qut lef, us remember, its departure Fmgs
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s neafer .t6"4n efemal day of: celestm
Joy ! »” N 4 i ‘. .

© o «Oht Mr. Lefevre, cmd Mrs Rus—
sell, as' she wrung his ‘hand, “see hww
happy you can'inake us!”

"1 7 «AK T continued Me, Rassell, lookmg
¥ith 4 'Gountenance open and smilitig as the
gut,~~“ahd if iii ‘the world above (litting
his hand) we have any récollection, as- 1
tblnk we shall, of the past, I shall; éven
in heaven, never Sorget this day’ '—-Wbat
say you, sir?” ‘turning t6 Wallis who was
‘next him.” =~ LA

© ¥ confess, sir,” said he, % if has'beedt
E 'happy évening, and I should like to have
such’ another.” ’ '
b "‘nght right,” said Mr. Russell. “ Deé-
Pend upon it Mr. Wallis—to be happy we
must bé ' good: and to be good we must bé
godly.”

" Mrs. Russell hurried back from' the
door which they had reached, to get Le-
fevre’s reassurance that he would occupy
his lodgings on the morrow, and then ﬁnaily

dxsappeared
" "The room, ‘at length, ‘Was Teft' by 4R
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the visiors, exeept Lefevre and his mother,
who for that night tarried with' M. and
Mrs. Douglas, They sat a few ‘minuts,
quietly rominating on the énjoyménts'of the
day; and hoping the’impressions. it. hafl
made, might not evaporate. The strikit }
of the cloek reminded Lefevre of the tiié
he had consecrated to piety and friendship;
and he withdrew for some. time . to b
closet.. o
'The transition was very accepta‘blé t6:
him. At this moment he was moré dis-
posed to carry on his communion. with' hi‘é
beart and his Maker, than with his. dearest..
earthly connexions. His joy too,. through-
out, had been softened by shades of tendér
welancholy; and, there was. something i
his chamber that sorted with it most'plea-
santly. All seemed so still, aftér the gnse-
parable bustle of company. All appeai‘e&
80 pensive, after the brilliancy and har-
mony of the lower roore. The modn‘hgﬁt
shone mistily through the unshnttered wittd
dow ; and. left its faint iinage on. the ﬂoor
He put his teper in a distant éorner ; an
placed himself where: he might gaze- “dn.
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the celestial lyminagy. [ He was attached:th
i, notonky; bepanse: it &indled within him
thase, dglicigns, sentimetity, of which'it had
basn the, pavent. fromm the foundation of the
world; it .was, mew, beeme ithe visible
bpnd. hetween hym and his friends in-the
New World ; it.was associated with a thous
sapd recollections, some of them painfal:—
others pleasurable, but all of them dear to
his heart. It had often been, as now, ‘the
witness and assistant of his devotions. In
sgeret. sl nce of the miad he’ unbosomed
;wnself to its Creator and his own Res
51eemqr, while the unregarded tears strayed
dpwn his cheeks, flowing alike from deep
l;e,p?gta;pce-—rapturous joy~~and: the ardor
of qpfq:gned devotedness. :
.y g«;t;qr,e he sought again the soclety of
his, friends, he:made the followmg minute
‘n hls diany s — SN
i “  Christmas day, Dec.- 25.——This
glgy my friends have met together, to'ex-
press; their. joy and gratitude on my return
to th?[pq .t has been indeed a‘happy day!
foe, I belleve, has few such to bestow,
May it, appear. to have been as use:.
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fal 35 happy! . Severnl of my fosmét
seguaintance, ‘and ! even- Wallis, wére: ins
vited by Mr. Douglas with thisihope ; and
centainly, I mewer saw such. Mvident seris
eusness.upon themd O that:itimay vethain
pwsl. ingrease !. The Spirit ofitha Liord-id
pot ‘straitened. He whe saved the oo
saveall! and I now pant to-becates:the
mstrument of saving, natonlythese wheoty
I.bave.injured, but all to whem. I.can-pesny
sibly extend my influence.. i ) Hus
“ Father of Mercies! on the verge of
this-'day of joy, 1 would seal :afrédh my
cdusecration of myself to ‘Theed . Te Teea
I solemnly surrender smy -whole: dbtiwe;
body, seul and-spirit; and. wam, dn-thy
strength, that they.shall he thime ferresatd
Gracigusly. aceept. and cemfrmonny-volws;
through thy' dear Son, for I am; féebleness
end unworthiness themselves! - Teack mea
to. bow to thy will as the suprenie;of - veie:
Hlom--to. trust in thy might igs wey- best
seeurity—to.rejoiee in thy favor asmy'hight
est happiness~—and to:seek thyhonar.eq
the noblest end.of my existence.. Paur out
#pon me. the influences. of thy Holy:Spirit.t
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May I unite the:prudence of: fhe:serpent)
with. the meekoess of the'dave-=the sim~
phicity- of .the child; rwith ‘the firmness:of
the man.  Make.me; barren and worthless
a3 I have: been, : veddant. ds the:fir-tvee~s
fruitfol’ as: tho olivec—strong as the cedary
and, sftet howing flourished to thy: praise
otiiearth; may thé hand of death only transa
plantme ¢o flourishrfor ever, in thy blessed
presence, lwith mere abundant ftmtfnluess,
dnd to fullet perfeetwu! Amen.” - b
v .Mmpt~ : 1819. Lefeam
took up his proposed residence with Mr.
and :Mrs., Russell ; and his mother medi-
tates:'a removal to London. His friends
bbtained for him a situation to his wishes
@, although its rewards are not equal to
those he formerly received, he finds enough
for use, and something to spare. His time
" isudivided amongst the duties of his employ,
bis.bwn:improvement, and the exercise of
friendship . and -benevolence';: and thus ap-
portioned, it finds bim contented, and leaves
him -happy ; subject only to the -interrup-
tions;which the: best~the happiest must:
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experience in this probationary state. We
leave him, therefore, with hope amounting
to satisfaction ; but still with this convic-
tion alive on our remembrance, *that he
only who endureth to the end shall be saved.”
Meanwhile, in furnishing the last sen-
tence to this period of Lefevre’s history, it
may be proper to state, that not one line
would have ever met the public eye, had
it not have been for the exhilarating hope—
that they who redd his faslings will not
only deplore, but Avoip them; and that
they who read his excellencits will not only
«dmire, but STRIVE TO IMITATE them.

_ FINIS.
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