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TO

YOUTH,

AS THE BLOOM OF TIIS AGE,
AND BIE PROMIS: OF TLE FUTURE,
THESE YOLUMIES
ARE ESPECIALILY
Dedicated;
BY ONE WHO
SYMPAT]IIZES.IN TllElR)..IOYS,
HAS CONTE_NDED WITH THEIR D ¥NGERS,

AND AFFECTIQNATELY DESIRES

THEIR WELTARE.






PREFACE.

. ¢LET no one say—1 will write a
duodecimo.” "Vhen the rude .sketch of
-the fellowing work lay beneath the eye,
nothing more was proposed than to pre-
pare a few short chapters, for-u monthly'
miscellany. Yet, jn embodyiug it, with
2 miform endeavour 0 be concise, it has
spread itself into two volumes. .“That it
might, indeed, ‘have been kept within smal-
ler limits, is readily acknowledged; but

3

this restriction, it is conceived, would, in
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a great measure, have callgd *for the ve-
lmqmbhmbnt of, the original design. The
des1gn, in 1neking these ‘rages public, was
not_toVNgitate the heart but to amel’nd it

and to roalize this lt w-u neceesary, not

merdly to rthrdw together some” striking

events, but eepecmlly to develop the mo-
ral euses and effects,, with which they

were associated. *
b

The wnrk: is what it professes to be, -

a ngrrative founded on fact;. 1t is allowed

that some liberties have been. taken', but it .

is possible they are less frequent and inore
tr1v1al than the reader will be dlaposed to
1marrme. Should thls, hovvever be the
case, it is w1thout remedy ; for to say in
what “they consist, would render them
altogether unserviceable, ag th:ey are only
adopted to veil the parties concerned from

the eye of an unprofitable curiosity. Be
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3

it sufficient then to state, that whereven
they, exist, they are not of an ezz;ag'gerating
character. The truth is often lowered
rather than ﬁeightened; and, in two in-
stances particularly, a remarkable circum-
stance has been tofally nmittqd, because,
thongh of actnal occurrence, it appeared
beyond the range of probability. B

The history opens in the nineteefith
,year of Lefevre; and embraczs a course
of events, running through the twelve suc-
eceding years cf his life. It is, therefore,
in its own naturs, eminently adapted to
those, who are occupying or anticipating
a similar periol of existence; and the
writer has constantly’held in view the im-
provement of the youthful character, in the
choice angd illustration of the incidents he
has introduced. If, on the whole, the book
shall be thought a suitable instrament—of

VvOL. I. 23
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impartir;g a relish ;'or the beayties of nature,
—of leaﬂitig'the' mind to discriminatq be-
" tween passion and prn§c1ple—the specwus
arid Mthe good —and of 1mpressmtr the,
Heart more deegly w1th the -:mportance,
sublimity and blessedness ofe frenume piety
«—he will be satisfied—more than satisfied!
leough the seed my have been sown
with many teass, doubtless, in reaping
suth fruits, he ‘shall greatly rejoice!

The writer 1s, in sqme degree, aware
of the n‘umerqus dlaadvantages " whick
crowd on an mwnymous publlcatldn and
threaten} to_hurry it into oblivion; but to
these, in the present instance, he cheerfull y
submits-—not to shrink from any supposed
responsibility—but to preserve entire that
veil Qf. concealment, which he has judged
it right to throw over the face of the whole
narration, lis little work,’ then, is cast"
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like 'a foundling, on the world __ withe,
out name—vwithout protection. “Yet he
rests‘on the assurance, that it is eoinmitted
to those—~\v!1:) can judge fairly of a Look,
that has not the patronage of a name —who
consnder»i‘athcx what is said, than who cays
it—who scorn to censure the more eagerly,
because it can be done with comparative
impunity—and who are disposed to wel-
come with the smile of aﬂi.nity: the modst
;unprotected and unpretending offspring of
Benevolence.
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A NARRATIVE FSUNDED ON FACTS.

CHAPTER L

Ses——r

* HOW sweet a mQming it 18V sald.
Mr. Douglas.
It is indeed !’ replied his friend and
companion Mr. Banks.
¢ To use the words of a poet,’” continu-
*ed M:. Douglas, ¢ all nature is beauty to
the eye and music to the ear; and, taking
some liberty with him, we may ';dd frag-
rance tv the smell,’ inclining his haud, as’
he spoke, to the babks aud hedges skirt-
ing either side of the road in which they
were walkipg.
¢ Ahd,’ observed Mr. Banks, ¢ all the
fragrance, the mugic, and the beauty of
nature appedr in separate ways to be ut-
tering the praises of the yreat Creator. It
VOL. L B '
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is at this moment I feel the force of the
Psalnist’s - wofdg~-All thy works praise
Theer

. ¢ And I hope,’ rejoined Mr. Douglas,
turning on his friend a eountenaice light-
ed up with pleasure, ‘ we ‘may subjoin—
and thy saints biess Thee !

. * Mr. Baiks caught the allusion. ' Their
fiearts were moved; and a few moments
were given to silence. *

: At least,” 'seid Mr. Banks, resuming
the conversation, ‘ none can have greater
cause to bless shan we, who have so lately
w1tnessed\ hlS mercy. "Not long since we
were stranfrers to God, and | strangers ‘to
hope; we were living acd’ondmg. to the’
course of this world; children of disobe-
diepce aifd wrath but we are washed;
we are sanctified; we are justified 'V

¢ O what a state were we iu!’ ex-
claimed Mr. Douglas, thoughtfully, ¢ and
what should we not feel if we are deliver-
ed from it!—And,” continfied he, endea-
vouring to rise into confidence, ¢ when we
consider, that he who delivered us is the
Betug, }vho clothés the fields with beauty,
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’
up.holds the ‘world by hig power, and
jeads out the heaven lik&a curtain: that
thi% Being, great' and happy’ in himself,
pitie& us; dwelt in flesh for us; sifered
poverty qﬂd reproach for’us; groaned,
and wepf, and died fo hs——'
- Their féelings rose¢ abowe utterance,
and once more they resigned themselves ,
to silent and divine,reflections.

¢ No thanks they breathed, they®proffer'd no regmest,
Wrapt into still communion, that transcends

«The imperfect offices of prayer and graise;

* Their minds were a thanksgiving to the power
That sav'd them,—all was blessedness anfl love.”

Ou tHesc sengiments of blessedness and
love which possessed the young friends,
the morning they admired was werl'adapt-
ed to have its’influence. It was one of
those mornings with which the month of
May sometimes presents us. The sun was
rising with &plendor into the heavens, and
seemed rejoicing, as a strong man, in chas-
ing away the gloom o6f night and subduing
the severities of winter. The hills and mea-
dows werd covered with 2 beautiful robe

B 2
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of living green, richly enamelled with the
golden and pea-ly hues of the buttercup
and daisy. The little lambs were danc.ng
in the surrounding fields as the emYlems
of peace, and- innocence, and freedom.

The lark was_bearing her song of praise
towards the gate ef heaven ; while a thou-
gand birds, of meaner name, seemed to be
sustaining the chorus amongst the trees
and bushes below. The primrose, the cow-
slip, and the hawthorn, were throwing back
their dewy leaves to the sun, and appeared
collected by‘the way side to pour forth,
from their cups, the sweetest perfumes to
regale the passing traveller.

Mr. Banks and Douglas too, weve just
at that period 6f life which is usually the
spring .fide 6f animal] spirits ; their tastes
had not been corrupted by the habits nor
subdued by the perplexities of the world.
They had recently tasted that the Lord
is gracious,’ and had the freshness of his
love upon them ; they had dedicated them-
selves to their Redeemer, and thought they
could net better express: their gratitude to
Him for his benefits-than by tuaking his
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goodness known to others. With this con-
ception they' had engaged themselves'in
instructing some poor childiren a few miles
frem London, an they were at this time
on their way thither.

It wi'l be allowed, thatit is not easy
to conceiveof circums*ances more favorable
to hapbiness Indeed they were the sub-
jects of all those delicious senti ments which
flow from youth, from friendship, from na-
ture, from piety. They travelled forward
unconscious of time or.distance. They
were alternately talkative and silent: they
talked to express happy feelings, and were
silent because they found them inexpres-

_sible.

The still commanion in which we left
the youthful companions was not long in-
dulged before they came in sight\pf a per-
son, who was'walkjng slower than them-
selves, in the same direction, and appa-
rently reading as he went. As they made
ground on him, Mr. Banks said, ¢1I think
it is Mr. Lefevre, a teacher of a neighbounr-
ing school. I hopeit is; he is an excellent
young man, and I shall have pleasure in
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introducing you to each other.” They
weze not long held in a state pf doubt-as
to the person, ‘and by quickening their
Pace a little, they soon qame up to him,

. . Mr. Lefevre appeared Just to diave
reached the years of digcretion, ‘“resh with
youth and full of vigpr. , He was tall, well
propo:tioned, and gf good presende. There
was somethmg commanding and lofty in
‘his manner, with a general expression of
frankness and cnergy it his countenance.
He exchanged civilitics with our young
friends with unaffected kindness, and they
proccedeti gnitheir way in company.

After a slight pause, Mr. Banks said,
¢ we have’ vely much enjoyed this ckarm-
ing morning.’ ‘ ’

‘Tam happy to hear'it,” replicd Mr.
L(.feu'e, ‘j lt is quite a ;Subbath Morning.

¢ Iti~,” rejoined Ml Douwlas catch-
ing the reference of his new acquaintance;
¢ creation sccins to say © Rest from earthly
care ;” and the lark over our heads,” raising
his haud towards the sky,' ¢is inviting us
to the threshold of the heavenly svorld
in acts of cheerful devotion.’

]
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‘ Yes, said Lefevre, ¢ if at any time
nature is to De regarded as a transparént
lens, through which we .nay lgok up to
¢ nature’s God,’ i. must be on such a morn-
ing os this? '

¢ An'l’, resumed Mr. Douglas, ¢ if our
sluggish thoughts roquire assistance in
rising from *sensible oljects, to the Great
Father of all, I think they may derive it
invariably from the author you hold in
your hand,’ casting his eyes down upon
the book. . .

¢ Cowper! said Mr. Lefevre, with a

'stronger smile on his face than usual,
unconsciously opening and shutting the
volume ¢ your remark is excellent; he is
my favorite; who, may I Jsk-—\\ho is
yours ?

¢ Were I to sprak proudly aud in the .
fashion,’ replied Mg. Douglas, ¢ [ should
say Milton. Every body praises Milton,
read or unread. But if 1 reply seriously
and as becomes me, I shall confess that I
know too little of the Poets to say any
one is my fayorite. * Many of them I have
not read, and many of them I amn willing
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to_believe, I am not prepared to appre-
plecmte In this latter class, I acknow-
ledge I must plice Mllton himself. Wke=

I sat down 10 read hiig, and found I ce ad
not rélish every incident and every lifie of
a poem allowed to be 11\co'nparable in its
way, I felt similar d"lsappomtmeq,t to that
Sir Joshua Reynolds ascribes to bimself,
When on commencing thestudy of Raphael’s

paintings, he found he had no taste for the
sublime productions of his pencil. How-
ever, as he survived his vexations, I hope the
time will coue, when I shall be taught to
estimate Milton as ke deserves. As to
Cowper,’ continued he, looking modestly,
as if to apologize for holding the conversa-
tion, ¢ he is more familiar to me ‘thau any
one of the Poets.  Whether you sit by the
fireside,” or stroll in ihe fields, he seems
always ready to attend, and divert, and
edify you. One feels interested in hiri as
a man and a christian ; and as a poet, every
body admires him. At least, his powerful
descriptions, his love of nature, his vir-
tuous and pungent satire, his. comprehen-
sive benevolence, his fervid and sublime
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piety, his deep pathos, and even his plain-
tive melancholy, have often found their
wrv to my heart.” + .

This notice ot th> characteristic ex-
cellencies of "Cowper, was naturally suc-
‘ceeded by a reference to their favorite
passages, The smile uf aelight passed like
a sun~beam over their features, on finding
so strong a similarity in their tastes. The’
intimacy they had with the poet was in-
sensibly transferred to themselves; and
each one felt he had fouhd a friend i» a
period of time not usnally sufficient to
‘form an acquaintance.

*  'This unexpected interview heguiled
the way, and soon the happy party arrived
at the'point of separation. Mr. Lefevre
and Douglas parted to their several duties
with sensjble regret, but with an *unde.-
standing, that they were to take the walk
as frequently as they ccald in each other's
society.
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“.CHAPTER II,
;

WE cannot rationally separate the
doctrine of a gemral from that f a particu-
lar Providence. The existe.ceof chance is

. incompatibie with the existence of Divine
Government. The scheme of Providence
must embrace every thing or nothing: for
the grandest and most complex movements
of Providence are often resting on springs
the most minute and insignificant. Every
person who studies the workings of his
mmd and marks the events of hisJife, has
observed the most matenal occarfeuces 1n
his history to arise, at one time, from the
most tpfling circumstances, over which he
had no control, and at anether, from some
slight decisions, which might have been
otherwise influenced by the weight of a
feather. All the blessed consequences of
the réformation in this country are derived
to us, from an impulse of irregular. passion
in the bosom of Henry VIIL, And, if so
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humble an instance mayv be adduced, the
accillental meeting and slight intercourse
of our two young friends Lefevre and
Douwlas gave birtl to a frlondshlp which
contricuted, in a considerable degre:; to
the formation of tkeir characters, their
connections, and their nraospects.

It must be allowed that there were in
Lefevre and Douglas some of the best ma-
terials for friendship. There were those
points of resemblance and contrast, which
the best judges deem essential tothe strong-
est intimacies. 'They were both generous,
.s.nsceptiblc, fond of nature, aud warm in
the pmsuit of knowledge., But there were
soine u—r\( distinct lines of differeace. We
will not, however, for the sake of giving
effect to a sketch of their cnaracters, an-
ticipate our subject, and destroy theiactiva
conceptions of the reader ; they shall speak
for themselves as the narrative proceeds
to its consummation.

Onec woriting, some months after their
first meeting, as they were finishing their
Jdsual walk, with more than their usual
“atisfaction in each other, Lefevre proposed
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that they should arrange to return tosether
in the evening. '

‘ ¢ If youure willing to remain so late
as we do, I shall he tost happy to, have
your company,’ said Douglas. /-

* When ‘your socfety, is the object,” re-
plicd LefevrQ ‘ tithe i no sacrifice. I will
excuse myqelf ‘o my compamons, and

*be with you to tea. Farewelll’

‘ Farewell’ said Douglas, as they
parted. ¢ May our labours be successful !

« In the evening, punctual to his ap-
pointment, Lefevre arrived, and took hls
place at thé tea-table,

¢ I have been sorry to find,’ said Doug’-
las, ¢ that one of my most hopeful"Scholars
is ill, and not likely to hve I thust call to
see him on my" way home, and I am afraid
it will4nake you later than you wish.’

¢ 0, don’t name it,” returned Lefevre;
‘I shall feel a pleasure in calling with

2

you.

They hastened wnh their refresh-
ments, and were soon on their way to the
cottage. On arriving at it, Dougla$ opened,
the door, and entered the room with which
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it wis connented. Here he found only &
child sitting, who informed wim that his
parents were atten ling in the sick room
above. The air of desertion in the leswer
part of the dwelling. and the stillness that
prevailed throughout, ex<ited the tears of
the visifaiits; and they ascended with
gentle tread to the upper part of the habi-
tation. The door was on jar, as for the
sake of ventilation. Not a sound, how-
ever, was to be heard, except that created
by themselves. Douglas tapped at the
,door. It rolled gently backward, as if
;elf-moved and nothing met their ear but
3 deep sigh from behind it. Bcfore Doug-
Iis had veell eutered the apartinent, the
afflicted child caught a glance of him, and,
with a smile of joy, exclaimed, ¢ {tis my
teacher! .

‘Yes, it is I, my dear,” said Douglas,
pressing his feverish little hand.

The father stood at the foot of the
bedstead, looking on his child with a
_ countenance that said, ‘ Would that I

could save thee, child’ The mother sat
between tae head of the bédstead and the
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door, evidently recovering Lerself frlom a
fit of tears. A fine boy, about five years
old, stood. by her sidé; resting his arm on
Inr*knee, and looking alternately on his
mother and brother, with an ai: of myste-
rious concerp. Thamas, the sufferer, lay
on the side of the bed nearest his _mother,
+in a state of affliction that aflorded little
hope of his recovery. But, although re-
duced in body, he seemed to possess a
quickness of mind and a freedom of utter-
ance unusual to him in health. This was
truly pleasifig to Douglas. He had lately
been very much gratified with this child’s
attention ‘and scriousness; and He now
came with similar, but superior; anxieties.
to the husbandman, who, after a severe
night inrspring, walksforth to see whether
his young fruit has survived or fallen by the
blast!

¢ 0, sir,’ said the mother, with a cry-
ing voice, ¢ Thomas hasbeen breaking our
hearts! He says he has been such a
naughty boy—has such a bad heart—and
fears he shall never go to heaven!—and,
God bless him ! thert’s not a child 2 mile
round so good or so dutiful,’

. ¥
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“And do you, my dear,” said Doug-: -
las, ¢ really feel that you have so bad and
wicked a heart ?

‘ % do, indeed!—I have not thoucht
about it for a long time. L remember
when you taiked to us abont the heart of
stone and the heart of flesh; and shewed
how we All had stony and hard hearts;
and told us we should all pray to God to

‘take them away. I felt it was all true.
And when I came home, I remember
coming up here, and kneeling down there,
(peinting to the coruner of the room), and
praying to God to take my stony heart
away.' And I remember [ said to myself,
« ¢ will tnink about God and heaven; T
will read my bible and say my prayers;
and I wo'n’t care so much about my play.”
But I didu’t do it long! O, Teacher, I
have been very wicked! Do you think
God will forgive me?”

¢ My dear child,’ said Douglas, mnch
moved by thes¢ simple sentences, ¢ you
should be thankful to God for shewing you
youx sins, and’tcaching you to be sorry
for them ; and by no means think that he -
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..will not forgive you. There is your f.ther:
do you thick if you had done something
wrong” to him, and bad shewn him you
were very sorry fo it, he would not ‘orgive
you?

" 0, indeed he would! lle has often
done se !’ mterrupfed Thomas, with great
affection.

! Well, then, you know I have often
told you God is ycur Heavenly Father.
He is more good—more kind—more for-
giving than this father; therefore you
should trust in Him to forgive you, as you
do in your earthly father.
© ‘I remember when you sp~ke to us
about the poor prodigel,” cont ‘nued ‘he
child, ‘¢ you said every poor, thouglxtless,
wicked, prodigal boy, who returned to his
Father, would be received ; aad that his
arms were always open to receive him.’

‘ Yes; and God is not only willing
to receive us, but he sent his dear Son
Jesus Christ to bring us to him. And
Jesus, you know, to encourage children
like you, has said, « Suffer little children

»)

to come unto wne, and forbid them not.”’
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Thomas was a little exhausted ; he
turned himself on his bacl.—sighed, and

said in a faint voice,
\ .

¢ Gentle Jesus, meek and mild,
Look vpon a Iittle child I’

After a short pause, Dougias conti-
uued. % Do you, my dear, feel willing te.
die, if God should please ?

¢ I thiok so,” said he, with a slow ut-
terance, as if thinking. o< But 1 don't
know what dying is. I should not like to
,leave my mother—and my fother—and
George—and you behind I’

"Tis natural expression of an affection-
ate heart, touched them all; and little
George, by the mention of Lis name, seem-
ed just prepared to hurst into cries.

¢ Bit yow know, my dear, that all
good children, at their death, go to hea-

ven.
¢ Yes, replied he: ¢ and I should like
to go to heaven—to serve God—to be holy
~and happy—and tos live with angels and
saints; but I should like you all to be there.
You will all be there, we'n’t you? (look-
VOL. I. c
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ing anxmusly upon them, a; he put the
question).

This was too much for their feelmgl
Duuglas replied, I hope s6, my dear!
It will be a &ad thing if any ene of us is
shut out! Let us pray that we may all
meet with you in heaven at ldst.’

They kueeled around the bed. Doug-
las offered a short prayer, with as much
composure as his own feelings, and the
sighs of the fatker, and sobs of the mother,
would allow. He blessed God for such
evidence of"a work of grace on the heart
of the afflicted child ; resigned his body
and spirit tnto his hands as his Re(Teemer,
and earnestly and partlculally 1mplored
that each person present might receive his
szlvation, and enter irto bis heavenly king-
dom. i "’

After other conversations of the most
pleasing kind, the visitors took a solemn
and affectionate leave of the child, expect-
ing they might not meet again till the

morning of the resurtection. Lefevre, as
they were departing from the room, stroked
Ueorge on the Lead, saying, ¢ You are a
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good boy ; you are sorry for your brother
Jhomas, a'n’t you? This appeal over-
powered little George. His feelings had
been wound up by what he had witnessed,

* and he could hold them no longer. ¢ But
he shan’t die—he chac’t die!’ he exclaim-
ed; and ruhning his face into the folds
of his mother’s gown, continued .sobbing
aloud for some time.

Meanwhile our young fricnds had
started for the metropolis. «Deeply affecged
with the scene they had realized, they
JJocked arm to arm,, and passed on their
*way in silence. The sun had once more
Jun l]fs race, and no vestige of his glory
was dft *on the face of nature, except a
few streaks of golden lighe resting on the
western hills. The.harvest mmoon was ris-
ing in y(;llow Brightpess into the heaveus;
while the stars filled the whole firmament,
glittering with a brilliancy proportioned to
their distance from her unwonted splen-
dour. The fields they werc traversing,
were filled either with sheaves prepared
for the garner, or with ripened corn, gently
yielding to the occasional breeze that

c 2
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pdssed over it. A little murmuring stream
by turns appea.ed and disappeared on the
verge of their path, refiecting in fluctu-
ating °light the heavenly luminaries. A
light-brown mist slept cn the bosomn of the
earth, and gaye a voft-and chastened as-
pect to every visiblc object. In short, it
v-as one of our finest autumnal evenings ;
an evening highly congenial to that pleas-
ing melancholy and calm joy of which they
wepe already pessessed, and which they
were anxious to prolong.

They iniulged in their happy musings
till they had passcd over the fields and en-
tered on the-public road, when the rum-
bling of a stage coach, as it passed along,
seemed to break the charm of aulence7
and Lefevre, turning ,to his friend, said,
¢ What an interesting scene we have wit-
nessed !’

¢ We have indeed! answered Doug-
las, pausing a morent, from the strength
of his feelings. * I have often been de-
lighted iu reading the accounts of the
power of religion, on the minds of children;
but thig is the firss instance which has fallen
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bekeath my cwn eye.” What a religioq is
our’s! How great!—and vet how plain!
dt is so sublime, that j rises beyond the
comprehension of thu most enlarged mind;
and so simple, that it brings home its les-
sons to the bosom of a little child! The
elements of the gospel, lik. the elements
of ous nourishinent, are adapted to the
endless varieties of age, aund character,
and circumstance, throughout all the hu-
man race.’

¢ And this appears,” said Lefevre, * to
.be a feature in our religion which distin-
guishes it from all false religions. As far
as Fap acquainted with the subject, no vne
“of the» Pagan systems could have been ren-
dered universal. They all received their
character from national prejudice, national
policy, sand predominant national vices.’

* Yes,” rejoinéd Douglas; ¢ and as,
in their own nature, they were not adapted
for the benefit of mankind as such, so
their great teachers discovered aa indif-
ference to the bulk of the human race)in-
compatible *with every thing which de-
serves the name either of religion or mo-
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rality. With haughty pride, they exul.ed
in their own sunposed wisdom; and looked
down with scorn-or ridicule on the folly
of those, who were rot initiated into their
false philosophy. Man scarcely deserved
their nectice, but as he claimed the proud
titles of rich, or Wike, or noble; and
women and children were utterly aban-
.doned to ignorance and wretchedness.
Jesus, our blessed Saviour, was the first
Master in religion, who opened the door
of &nowledge t0 all— who carried his in-
structioes and his tears to the cottage of
the poor! ''This appears to me to involve
a powerful evidence of the truth of Ckris-
tianity, that may well perplex and con
found the hosts of infidelity. I have more
than once thought that the Psalmist must
have referred to this"use”of the.subject,
when le said, “ Out of the mouth of babes
and sucklings hast thou ordained strength,
because of thine enemies; that thou wmight-
est stil! the encmy and the avewger.” 1am
sure my fiiend will forgive me in saying so
much aud so earnestly, it has filled my
thoughts since we left the cottage ; and I
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mugt be albowed a liitle extra feelmg in
favour of the afflicted child.’ '
. * Ishould be surprised,’ said Lefevre,
* if you did not feel deeply on such an oc-
casion. It has powerfully affected me;
" and how must wou be affected, when you
have reason to thin’: that vou were em-
ployed, as the instrument in ,producing so
happy a change on the child. Dgn’t you
remember the line of Beattie—

“If I one soul have saved, 1 have not lived in vain?”?
»

* I do—Idorememberit! said Doug-
.las; ¢ and I feel the force of the sentiment.
*The very supposition of being greeted, at
2 futurp day, by this dear clild, as the in-
strundent’of its salvation, is almost too ex-
hilirating. O, next to our own ~alvation,
there is nothing so important, so interest-
ing, as the salvation of others! We will
pursue knowledge; we will admire na-
ture ; we will discharge the common du-
ties of life ; but let us henceforth resolve,
principally to pursue—the salvation of
those who ase ready to perish!’
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CHAPTER III.

LEFEVRE, from the first, had formed
a favorable ic'ea ot JDouglas. This senti-
ment had become strong and permecnent in
their subsequent intercourse ; and, as he
had great transparency in his character, it
did not fail to discover itself in a decided
menner. There was something too in his
circumsiances which cherished this attach-
ment. He had not long possessed any
redish for a religious friend ; and, since he
had entertained the desire, he had pot met
with one to whom he ceuld freely unbo-
som himself. He found he was the sub-
ject of new and uucertain tears, hopes, and
convictions ; aud he panted like ¢ the hart
for the water brook,” for a friend to whom
he might entrust the perplexities of his ex-
perienze, and the secrets.of his soul. It
will not, therefore, be deemed strange, if, at
this time, the expressions of his attachment
were eager and somewhat exclusive.
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Douglas'was by no’ means insensible
to the overtures of Lefevre. He had been
Meased to mark some of the excellencies
of his character, and he loved him with
sincerity and ardor. And yet, it is certain,
that there was something more temperate
in the expressjon of his teelings. This, per-
haps, nright be referred, partty, toa more
deliberative turn of mind, which required to
know the ground it was to occupy, before it
occupied it ; partly, to the wreck of a for-
mer fricndship which wa§ present to is
thoughts ; and principally, to a fear, lest his

':['riend, in the ardor of his affection, might
give-hjm credit for excellencies which Lz
did nob possess, and. eventually reap dis-
appoiutment.

Sccues of suffering are often the birth-
place orscradlg 6f friendship. It has been
found that persons previously iudifferent,
not to say hostile, to each other, have at
the sick or death bed of a common friend,
formed a mutual affection.  Their sympa-
thics were warmed and meclted ; they in-
sensibly flow'ed into each other, and settled
in an abiling friendship. Thus it is that
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the kind hand of Providence whilst itiis in
‘the act of removing one friend from our
embraces, is often preparing for us the
bosom of: another.—The incident briefly
introduced in the last chapter, was not
withoyt its efiect on the hearts of our youn*!"
friends. It yad® de’éloped those sympa-
thies of natare, which are so eminently
<altractive to thc youthful mind. Their
cheek had been wetted by the tear of pity,
and brightened by the smile of gratitude,
at,the same titne, and by the same cause;
and it seemed to give them a greater one-
ness of existence, than they had derived
from all their former intercourse.

About this time, as though it werc
designed, that their fgiendship should
attain all the“strength of which it was
capable, Douglas was setzed with an in-
flammation of the lungs, w"hich, for some
days, threatened his existence ; and, for a
considerable time, rendered his return to
perfect health a matter of uncertainty.
This was an occasion which elicited the
finest parts of I.efevre's genercus character;
an occasion which he himself would pro-
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bably*have de‘%ired, could the desire have _
been separated from the sufferings or ex-
posure of his friend, He'flew to his bed-
side; he watghed over him with a bro-
ther’s anxicty ; when every thing was done
for his safety and comfort, he ‘seemed still
to be asking his thoughts' whethep some-
thing moere might not be accomplished ;_
and, so truly was he affected by the-vary- *
ing symptoms of the {isease, that his coun-
tenance appeared a faithful index of its
declension or progress. Wien the alarm
‘ing characters of the complaint subsided,
and Douglas was evidently recovering, he
devoted all the hours he could secure te-
his amusement ; and paid- him' a thousand
little aftenfions, which friendship only can
suggest, and, which, though highly gratify-
ing to recaive, canmever be solicited.  And
as the season opened (for this affliction
confined him during the winter months to
his dwelling) Lefevre cheerfully gave him
the assistance which' weakness made ne-
cessary, in seeking the healing influence of
* the open air, » )
It wag on a morning, though early ip
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the year, peculidrly faverable, thati they
took their first walk in search of refresh-
ment and health, Douglas supported on
the arm of his friexd, had walked a consi-
derable distance, when he observed the
trunk. of a tree, lying on the sunny side of
a park paling, ‘abd ‘partly overshadowed
by a lilachjust venturing to put.forth its
* blossems. The temptation was too power-
ful to be resisted, and they were prescntly
seated. The whole vegetable and animal
vorld seemedto exult in the departure of
winter, and to hail the approaches of
spring. "Nothing eould better harmonize
<with the feelings of Douglas and Lefevre.
To the fornier it was particularly. interest-
ing, from his having been so loug the sub-
Ject of sickness and confinement. Henow
saw all nature as it Wert starting from the
tomb. Ile felt the -genial heat warming
his frame; and he inhaled the soft westerly
breeze, which exhilarated his spirits like a
cordjal. .
After they had enjoyed their separate
reflections for a few minutes, Douglas,
turning to his fiend, placing his hand on
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his knee, and Yooking in his face with that -
tepder composure so often left on the coun-
tenance by recent sulfering, said, with af-
fectionate emphasis, ¢ My dear Charles, let
us give thanks to Gad! He has at once,
by my indjsposition, Serenythened the ties
of our attachment, and taughtas that in
their firmest state, they can be burst .dsun--r
der by the touch of his finger. May we
ever hold our frieudsfnip in subordination
to his will!l—may we ever dedicate ity
choicest fruits to his glory ! .
*." Lefevre found it egsier to hotice this
afldress by his looks than his tongue. He-
was éndgavouring to suppress ‘the tear
which was Yatherigg in his eye.  Douglas
instantly perceived this; antl, doing vio-
lence to his own amosions, he resolved to
direct the attention of his friend tq a sub-
ject more capable of conversation,
Assuming a cheerfulness of manner
and of countcnance, he said, I have been
thinking, Charles, that, considering the in-
dimacy which ljas subsisted between ns for
some lemtlx of time, it is wonderful how
little I know of your history; espeolally
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of those events which have issued in direct-
ing you to serious pursuits. I wish you
would gratify me by referring to some
of the particulars. You may be sure I
shall feel deeply interested in thew; and
the present, motacn! seems highly favour-
able, as my weakness prevents me from

’ sustaining my usual part in the conversa-
tion.’

It was, indeed, somewhat remarkable
that, during+an intercourse of so many
months, Douglas knew so little of his -
friend’s personal history and religious ex-

~perience. The truth is, Lefevre could not
endure any thing approaching to egotism ;
and, as it often happeng to pe.sdns of ar-
dent feeling, he freqently confounded, in
his opposition to this fulsome foible, those
modest_references te the most’ interesting
circumstances of one’s own life, which oc-
casion semetimes warrants, ahd even so-
licits. From his friend, however, he could
withhold nothing, and he replied to his re-
quest by the following statement.

¢ I'had thought the hints and allusions

" which have occasicnally dropped in the
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course of our fx:iendship, embraced most-
concermng myself that is worth your know-
ledge but, if it cah yleld you auy grati-
fication, I shall find pleasure in being more
particular.

¢ Of my resxden‘:e and relations I
need say nothmg, and the even& of my
boyish life would scarcely have any thing” .
to distinguish them from those of most
boys, at the same period of existence.
Perhaps the first occurrence that is worth
mentioning, is my departure from tbe ma-
stérnal roof. I retain, and shallever retam,
a hvely impression of ‘the feelings of that
day. "I seem to hear thestaO'e coach rattlmg
up the pawed street ; -1 seem to fecl my
mother’s kisses—first impressed in the par-
lour—then renewgd jn the passage—and
finally repeated 8n the steps at the door. I
fancy I see her standing on the spot where
we last embraced ; the tears running down
her cheek, as she said, “ My dear Charles,
beware of the shares of London !”—and

. then, as we separated, clasping her hands,
and looking toward the heavens, regard-
less of spedtators, earnestly exclaim, “ God™
Almighty keep my child!”
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¢ I need not say that, i this sépa:ra-
tion, the tears that were shed were not all
on my mothers sude « My distress, how-
ever, was but of short durution. Every
minute as we travelled, was presenting
new objects; my, gpmts soon recovered
their totic, and left me at hberty to find
~amusement in them,

¢ As we drew near the metropolis, 1
forgot my separation’from home. My bo-
som swelled wjith hope and joy. I was con-
s'ialltly looking out for some glimpse of a
place” of which I had I know not what
conceptions. I believe,” said he, smiling,
7 that mycideas were not much more just
than those of the famed ignoramuys, who
expected to find Europe in a map of Eng-
land. Certainly I ajmost expected to find
the world in London. Buat my’ undefined
and indefinable notions were soon dissi-
pated; and, when I found myself in a
strange house, and surrounded by strange
faces, I could not help sighing for my ac-
customed seat at my mother’s fireside,
snd the well-known countenances of
‘my young cowmpanjons, However, the
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persons to whom I came were acquaintetl-
with our family, and their attentions soon
reconciled me to the change.

¢ My first concern was to see some-
¢hing of the place 8q exalted dn my imagi-
nation. Accordmvly T spent three days
in walkmg from street to streét, antd square
to square, and gazing earnest]y at every",
thing I saw. At length, 1 was perfectly
exhausted ; and myecuriosity settled into
something like disappointment. I admir-
ed, indeed, the greatness, the extent, and
.riches cof the place; but these was not
that pomp and show I expected ; palaces
and iansions were neither sp ;umerous
nor graridgas I had concéived ; the noise
and bustle which® at first pleased and sur-
prised me, at lasg bgcame irksome; and,
in additioh to this, as a country boy, I was
incapable of appreciating what "is most
worthy of notice in London.

¢ After my few days of grace had thus
been consumed, repaired to the office in
which Lord F had kindly provided
me a situation. Here I was rendered
somewhat‘indignant on obgerving boys like

VOL. I, - D '
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-anyself look down wupon ‘me; and my
astonishment was excited to the uttermost,
on finding that most in my office, few of
whom were greatly my suptriors in age,
possessed habits so wery different to my
own. 'They were, pert, conceited, and
overbearing. They could "resort to the
* coffee-houses—talk of polities—and oc-
casionally confirm their ignorant opinions
with an oath. They could apparently
command their small income to decorate
their persons and feed their vanity;
and, withk all these advantages, théy
supposed themselves elevated to the rank
“of men,sand even of gentlemen.

‘T was shocked- at these mznners, and
avoided their society as much as was com-
patible with the duties of my station.
Would that I bhad always done so! But
time wore away the impressions which na-
ture and domestic habits had made upon
me ; and I became less affected by their evil
practices. Sometimes I éven found a slight
temptation, from the.pride of my heart, te
eqtial and surpass them in their own way,
<by means which I felt I had so entirely
within my reach.
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¢ Amon{; these associates, there wefe®
somne, however, who possessed good parts
and kind dispositidns; and who' seemed
anxious, as ‘they termed it, to make me
*one of themsclves, and put the on a better
Jooting in the office. The'repetltlon of their
requests, joined with those fnendly inten-
tions, for which T gave them credit, dis-.
solved my resolutions; and, if I did not
run to their excesses, I did sufficient, fre-
quently, to bring an uneasy weight of gujlt
upon Iy conscience.
. ¢ Perhaps one of the workt. cﬁ'ects of
this intercourse was, that it begat light
thoughts of religion and, of tht sabbath.
I well* relembey; the* feelings of one sab-
bath, which I had devoted to -recrcation
and amusement; and which, as my com-
panions insisted, were so needful,after the
confinement and labour of the week. 1
returned, in the evening, to my dwelling,
more fatigued than by the duties of any
common day, and dissatisfied with plea-
sures which my heart told me were mixed
with sin. I retired to my chamber. Form-
er days came to my miné. The words of
D2
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‘my mother—* Beware of the snares of
London I"—sunk in my heart. I sigh-
ed —I thaunght T would beware in future—
I kneeled down, and prayed to God to
be my keepér. .«

¢ Must I tel? yony my friend, how soon
these inipressions were removed, and my
‘vows broken!—that they were often re-
newed, and as often violated, with more
carelessness of the" comsequences each
time !—so that I know not what I might
have been at this moment, but for a sea-
son of affiction.
. ¢ A pleurisy brought me near to the
grave, My recovery was long and doubt-
ful ; I had, therefore, much tilne 'for re-
flection. I was truly concerned for my
situation. I read my Bible. 1 felt that all
my professions of *“ goodness had passed
away like the morning cloud ;* and I be-
moauned myself like Ephraim before God.
I almost dreaded recovery, lest I should
live to be led into temptation ; and again,
with more fervor, I'entreated a superior
Power to prescrve me.

¢] said that a disregard to the sabbath
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was Yhe sourge vf most of the evils I had ,
committed ; and I especially determined
to keep it holy. Qn my restoration, my
first care wag to put this purpose into ef-
fect. This, I am thaukful tg say, I was
enabled to do. °I frequently heard the
the Rev.» Megsrs. Cd:ﬂ and Pratt with
much beuefit; but I more regutarly attend--
ed the ministry of the Rev. John Newton.
You know his excellencies; I need not
dwell upon them. It may be sufficient to
say, that I hope his ministry established
those convictions which had been revived
by my illness; encouraged me to go for-
ward.in the ways of religion ; anfl excited”
e to that‘ zeal for the welfare of others,
which led *to our interview and lnendshlp.
‘As to my subsequent experlence, itis
nearly as well kudwn’to you as to myself,
Happy is it for me,” said he, losking on
Douglas with a smile, ¢ that I have now a
friend to whom I can freely communicate
on the most impoytant concerns.’ .
‘Thank you, my dear Charles! said
Douglas, taking him.by the hand, ‘thank
you! let ys believe and be, ““ confident of]
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. this one thing, that he who hath begun
this good work, will perform it to the day
of Jesus Christ.””

¢ Ah!’ said Lefevre, ‘it is easy to

believe, that when the work is begun, it
will be: perfected ; but ihe difficulty with
me often is, to ascertain whether it is begun.

¢ That “indecd,’ rejoined Douglas, ¢is
the material point. And, in endeavouring
to decide upon it, we should make it as

- simple as possible.  Every thing relative to
the manner and circumstance of the work
should be forgotten in the question; and
the attention engrosscd by the work itself.
~1Is the work begun #

* This"is an important” distinction,’
said Lefevre, ¢I shall be glad td say more
on the subject at a suitable opportunity.—
But see, the sky is overcast before nus—we
shall have rain.’

¢ Ah!’ said Doauglas, ‘it is a picture
of one’s experience—sunshine and rain,
rain and sunshine. But this is not our
rest!—We will renew the subject another
time.’
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CHAPTER 1V. .

THE illness of Douglas had placed
the friends bgfore eabh other in the most
interesting lights. Lefevre had witnessed.
the resignation, cheerfulness and gratitude
of Douglas under syffering; and Douglas
had been astonished at the assiduous, dis-
interested and untiring attention of Lefevre.
Their friendship had now acquired every
¢hing except what additional tinfe and ex-
perience could give it; and seldom has
there been an intimacy so str onw or so self-
denymtr Yheir ooncem seemed transferred
from themselves to each oOther; and the
question generally whs, how will this affect
my friend ? rather than, hotv will this affect
me? Their names were frequently con-
nected with those of David and Jonathan;
and those who knew them, felt that the
association was easy and natural. To an
observ'ing eye, howéver, it would still ap-
pear, th?,t tenderness characterised th.e
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friendship of the one, and erergy thit of
the other; yet, such was the power of as-
similation in this'attachment, that Dougla.
seemed occasionally to rise to the energy
of Lefevre, whilst Lefevre sometimes soft-
ened into the tenderness'of Douglas.

Our young friends were.now encreas-
ngly desirous of each other’s society. They
had oflen found their distance an obstacle
to communion ; and Lefevre had resolved
to remove it. He, accordingly, made an
atrangement for his residence with a Mr,
and Mrs. Russell: an arrangemeunt which,
not only brought them nearer together, but
which also greatly promoted the pleasure
of their intercourse, as the persons.referred
to were much esteemed by them both, and
had a real interest in their welfare. As
these worthy persons'wil more or less be
blended -with the subsequent history, it
may be suitable to introduce them to the
reader.

Mr. Russell was unusually tall, portly,
and of fine presence; with such an appear-
ance of strength and dignity as to excite
unmixed awe in the mind, had it not been
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united with a remarkable expression of
meekness and benevolence in his counte-
nance. His disposjtions Were habitually
calm, contemplative, ahd devotional. He
had become almost °‘the man of one
book,” and that btmk was, the Bible; and
on this ht seemed rather to feed than to
speculaté. Religion with him*was not so .
much an object of pursuit, as the elément
in which he constantly dwelt. Its influence
appeared to raise him above this life ; and
you would have thought him unconnected
wijth earth, had it not have been for the
affection he discovered s a husbdnd, a fa-
ther, and a friend. He passed through the *
werld asa pilgrim, ignoraut of i fts cunning,
and unmﬂﬁd by #ts uproar; and, if, in his
passage, some events had power to agitate
the surfacg of hjs® passions, like the deep
sunk well, he seemed to contain beneath
those fresh springs of happiness, which
were inaccessible to all external accidents.
On the whqle, there was something
highly apostolic about him. Frequently,
*after Douglas and Lefevre have witnessed
his serene, and heavenly piety, rendered
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jmpressive by a majestic -fignre, crowned
with locks bleached to the whiteness of
snow by the hand of time, have they re-
peated those beautiful lines of Goldsmith ;

« Like some tall cliff that iifts its awful form,

Swells from the vale, 2ud midway leaves the storm;

Though round its breast the rolling ‘clouds are spread,
. Eternal sunshfne settles on its head.”

Mrs. Russell, on the other hand, appeared

the contrast of her husband. Her person

was short, but by no means unpleasant.

Active, generous, susceptible, and com-
municative, she readily secured that cont:-
:dence which recoils from all the doublings
of cold hearted gelfishness. She was devo-
ted to her husband, and overflowed with
fondness to her offspring. In piety she
was not at all behind Mr. Russell; but,

whilst it was the same in principle and
equal in strength, it differed amazingly in
many of its features. It was the same in
the spring, but it reccived the colouring of
the several channels through which it flow-
ed. If the piety of NMr. Rusgell seemed to
delight in still communion, that of Mrs,
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Rusdell seemgd to exult in holy and active
obedience. 1If the fire of his devout affec-
tions seemed to rise, like a $acrificial flame,
immediately {o heaven,sher’s seenied to lin-
ger on the earth to enlighten and animate
those around her.* ff religion in him ap-
peared to* raige the nfind superiog to the
cvents of this life; in her, whilst it was, ¢ as
an anchor sure and stedfast,’ it left it still
susceptible of their jufluence. Temporal
sorrow could reduce her to momentary des-
pondency; temporal dixappointment could
lash her into vexation ; and tempora’hap-
piness could exalt hey to the ecStacies of
joy. .

. Wlt.h all this contraricty "there wero
not wautmg thee strongest ties of union.
Even the particulars in wluch these worthy
persons differed, *as‘they daily convinced
them they werc necessary to each other’s
existence, had a tendency to strengthen
their attachments. In the most entire con-
cord, they had seen forty summer suns pass
away; and time had so far smoothed, and
proportioned, and united, their distinct
gbaracteri§tics, as to make them almost
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, ene person.  And, if to reduge their dppo-
site characters wholly to one existence,
was not, within the power of time, it was
within thé province of nature, Providence
bad given them one son, who seemed to be
formed from a mere mixture of their two
natures,, .

. Lefevre had no soener entered under
the roof of Mr. and Mrs. Russell, than he
found himself at home, and looked up to his
friends as a son to his parents. Respect-
ful, sociable, and happy, he formed a
pleastag addition to their comforts. He
regularly united in ¢heir morning and eve-
‘ning devotions; and passed his spare hours
in their socxety sometimes entbertainitig
them by the tidings of the day, and some-
times freely conversing with them on the
serious topics of religion.

Our young fricnds having now the
fullest cpportunity for interview, resolved
to employ it for their radical improvement,.
They were aware that it. was not enough
to have the mere desire of Lnowledge
they musi adopt leguhr methods in the
pursuit of it, if their wishes were to be
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successful. With this conviction, they sat
down to give some certain dlrectlon to
thelr studies ; and, at Jength determined,
that, generalfy, their attention should be
given to Languages, Natural Philgsophy,
History, nghbh Litetatur®, and Theolo«ry
Asto Languages they agueed to per-
fect themselves in the principles af the
English Tongue; deeming it truly ridi-
culous to pursue others whilst palpably
deficient in their own. In addition to this,
Lefevre decided in improving his slight
agquaintance with the, Latin, and com-
mencing the study of the Hebrew, as favor-
abje to his knowledge of biblical truth:
and Ddughas, haying already made some
progress in Latin and Hebrew, took the
Greck grammar iv hand. In reference to
the other heads &f study, it was resolved,
that, as Douglas posscssed the better know-
ledge of books, he should draw up such a
course of reading on them, as would be
most likely to afford mutual profit.
To'rendey their plans the more effica-
cious, they farther proposed, that they
should unite with thewselves a few other
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young persons, who had a love of know-
ledge, to form. a society for general im-
provemeat. This yas soon accomplished,
and the principal regulations of it were,
that the members should subscribe to
establish a libra1y ror common use, and
that they should meet once a fortnight:
at one meeting, reading aloud some esteem-
ed author, withliberty to remark on the
manner of the reader, or the contents of the
work ; and, at the alternate meeting, deliver-
ing,.dn rotation, an essay on some moral or
religious topic, which should also be lia-
ble to discussion. '

Such was.the plan they lajd down;
and now they combined their energies for
its execution. Considering that they had
but few hours in the day at their own
disposal, it may be thought they proposed
too much to themselves; but, is it not
better to see youth in the first ardor of
feeljng grasp at too much, than grasp at
nothing worthy of regard? ¢ He whe
aims at the stars will certainly shoot far-
ther than he who aims at the pebbles be-
neath his feet; and our young friends, if
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they did not reach all they designed, yet
made rapid and 1mportant;attammcnts
Surely all who'fee) an interest in the
progress of the youthful character, must
have pleasure in bgholding so §trong an at-
tachment, yielding stgch %aluable fruits.
How many who, at this period of life,
boast of similar friendships, suffer. their
affection to spend itself in frivolous enjoy-
ments! They seek td support friendship,
by flattering each other’s vanity, or the
gratification of sensual appetite. They weet
together without an object; and, lest they
should saynothing, they venture to ridicule,
to, safirize and thoughtlessly, peYhaps, to
slander*cha dracters, they are uot prepared
to appreciate. 01 if their preteusions are
higher, they content themselves with glanc-
ing at the inere title pages of books ; and,
by reading a few periodical publications,
they catch the tone of literary en, and
assert their borrowed opinions with all the
flippancy and pr equmptlon of ignorance.
Lefevre and Douglas on the contrary,
had always a serious and noble object
before thent. They had no time for vanity
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and folly; and so they were uader no
temptation to thewm; and, yet, they have
often refcrred to the hours thus spent, as
amongst the happiest of their lives. They
had the testimony of ,their consciences,
that they were well‘employed ;, they were
strangers fo wearisomeness or_ennwi in
each,other’s society ; tilne being occupied,
left them no regret but the speed of its
flight: and, it may be easily concluded,
that the similarity of their labours, their
cares, and their enjoyments, had no feeble
influence on the bands of their frieudship.



FOUNDED ON FACTS. 51

CHAPTER V.
——

ROMANTIC notions are at ofce the
charm and the snare of youth. On no °
subject arc they more freely indulged than
on that of friendship. That friendship
must exist without the least alloy of
carthly motive ; that it must be confined
to* one object; that it must exist w1thout
interruption and for ever; are sentlments,
more or less, entertamed by most young
persons, 6fs ardent and. gefierous tempers,
with little or no experience.  If these no-
tions had any ll]ldqe influence on the mind
of Douglas, the following letter doubtless
served as a corrective to some of them.

Mr. Lefevre to Mr. Douglas.

“My VERY DEAR FRIEND,

‘You will wonder at receiving this
note from'ne after our usual meeting last’
VOL. I. E '
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evening ; but, I must confess to you, I felt
something like‘disappointment. I thought
you seémed very low; and Mr. Russell
agreed with me in that opinion. I cannot
avoid. feeling that you have something
pressing heavify'm; your spiriis, and yet
you would not say any thing -to me on
the subject.

¢ Why should you be so reserved ?
Do I want affection for you? Am 1
undeserving of your confidence? You
cannot tell how much it distresses me to
think you are suffering from any unknorn
canse! What would I not do to help
you! But if you continue reserved, you
must excuse me if I become sb.

‘Trust ‘'me, my dear friend; I will
prove myself worthy:—How many thou-
sands there are who are no more fitted
for friendship than the heathen! I could
as soon be persnaded to abandon the
walks of religion and literature as to form
an intimacy with such. But with you I
have formncd an ehtire apd indissoluble
friendship. Let me, then, have the plea-
sure of sharing your cares, your thoughts,
"and your perplexities.
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“Mr. and Mrs. Russell present their
respects, and wish mg to say, they will be
glad to see yop to tea tosmorrow evening.

‘Tam, my very dear friend,
\ .
* Your’s ever affectionately,
- ’ .
‘CHARLES Lerevee)

Happily for Douglas, however, he was
not much influenced® by the sentiments
referred to at the head of the chapter.
Young as he was, he had lived to see the
digsolution of one eternal friendship ; and,
although he possessed very powerful and
genelous feelings, they were, generally
kept unide the steady’ government of the
understanding. In the present case, the
friendship of Lefgvrq had recently as-
sumed such a vehément character, as to
create a fear in his bosom, which yet he
would not acknowledge to himself, that
their intimacy might be troubled with
some of those uncasinesses, which never
fail to attend the excess of every passion.

Notw1thstandmg all this preparation
of mind, tte letter of Lefevre filled him

E 2 :
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with surprise and regret. They had en-
joyed a long, and exalted, and profitakle
friendship.  Every interview, and every
pursuit, had brought them nearer to each
other ; and this was the first incident of
an unpleasapt nawuve. He read the letter
once and, agan. A number, of ideas
rushed into his mind, and he was deeply
affected. The following reply seems to
eontain his impresSions after they were
cooled by reflection,

Mr. Douglas to Mr. Lefevre.

¢«My vERY DEAR FRIEND,
v

¢ Lest I should forget it at ihe close of
this letter, 1-commence by requesting you
to present my respectiul compliments to
Mr. and Mrs. Russell, and to say that ¥
shall have great pleasure in embracing
their invitation to-morrow evening. Al-
though this is my intention, I proceed to
notice the contents of yours; as I cannot
suffer any time to be lost jn allaying the
uneasiness under which you labour. [
" must, however, in few words,' assure you
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that the cause of your uneasiness dwells,
only in your own imagination. I do not
suffer from any dejection of mind.  1have
no care pressing on my spirits, with which
you are unacquainted ; and, whilst in your
society yesterday,-I was not sensjble of
any peculiar depression. * I, then, I really
discovered lowness of spirits, it must be
ascribed to those interruptions of chcerful
and social intercourse, which often arise
even from the petty circumstances of life ;
and often, as in myself, from a changeful
state of bodily health.
¢ With this explangtion in your hand

I must leave you to judge of my impres-
sions, when I found you charging’me with
reserve, and asking, me doubtfully, whether
I thought you wanted affection, or were
unworthy of confudemce! 1 would also
submit another subject to your dccision—
wbether your intimations of my want of
confidence, do not really prove a serious
deficiency on your ownpart? O, Chan]cs,
how could you think that I doubted your
affection? —that I was determined to act
with reserve, whilst I professed an open
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friendship? 'What evidene have 1 ever
given you either of the one or the other?
Surely that cenfidence must be weak jn-
deed, that is redyced to doubt on the first
suggestions of an unfounded imagination.
I have seen you undar all the changes ‘of
temper to whi¢h'ypn are liable; but they
never ‘tempted me, fora mbmen;, to doubt
youc. confidence, or to withhold my own.

¢ ITkuow, in your more sober thoughts,
you will despise the fears you have che-
rished, and resume your usual confidence.
Let me, however, take the opportunity
of recammending, as one of its best sécu-
rities, that you do not expect too much
from your friend. If you take a friend,
you must take Mim with those fralltlcs
which are common to humamty ; and from
which he will notebe. fully delivered till
mortality is swallowed ‘ap. of life. The
most correct understanding has its pre-
judices ; the finest temper has its irregula-
rities; and, in friendship, a certain strength
of miud is necessary, fo rise above these
mere accidents of character, and' to settle
on those excellencies which are unaffected
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[ .
by c\rcumstances, with ,undoubting as-

surance. '

¢ 1 thank you for your expressions of
interest and attachicent. I feel with you,
that there are not many persons with
whom I could hold all the clcsest intima-
cies of friendship.' Let, vs not, hqwever,
exult unnecessarily over human deficien-
cies. 'The more we know of our own
defects, the more candid shall we become
towards those of others; and, certainly,
a good mind will always regard them
rather with sorrow than contempt. Let us
also consider, that ¢ the thousands” with
whom we have but little sympathy, may
often be prepared by the wisdom of Provi-
dence, for, other friendskips; and, in a
different sphere to’ our’s, may fill their sta-
tion with equal, 1()elhaps with superior,
propriety.. On nothm«r is mistake so ge-
neral as on character. We are young, let
us be modest.

* Reassure me of your confidence;
and firmly believe that, where I confide at
all, I confide altogether.

* Your's most affectionately,
. ¢ Jaxes DoucrLas.’.
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This letter put Lefeyre’s conduct be-
fore him in a light in which he had not be-
fore seen it; and, in his turn, he became
full of -anxious concern. He waited im-
patiently for their appoifted meeting.
When Douglas arrived, he hastened tg-
wards him, (,laf'pins his hand with cager-
ness, and exclaimng, bonglve me, my
dear Donglas! T have injured you! I do
not entertain any of those doubts my letter
seemed to imply. I'npute them to an ex-
cessive interest in your welfare.’

¢ 1 dislike to boast of forgiveness,’ re-
plied Douglas, ¢ as it appears to involve
superiority. At present it is needless, as
I do not, feel offended. 1 knew you too
well to beheve‘ from two or three hasty
lines, you could seriously think me capable
either of reserve or suspicion.’

* You are generous—you aragenerous,
my dear friend! cried Lefevre. ¢ 1 hope
this little misunderstanding will produce a
good effect.’

¢TI trust it will, roturned Douglas.
¢ It may, if wisely improved, promote the
steadiness of our friendship, without im-
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paiding its Warmth. But, continued he

smiling, ¢ because some good may arise

from this misunderstanding, pray don’t

conclude that they are‘favourable to friend-

ship ; and that it is worth while to quarrel
" for the pleasure of reconciliation. "

‘1 take your “pint,” said Lefevre, <1
will be,on my guard. But, by the by,
does not this seem to be a sort of serm in
the friendship of many ?’

‘ Some foolish “persons appear to act
on the maxim if they have not formally
adopted it,’said Douglas. ¢ Those persons,
however, who can really injure. the feel-
ings of a friend, to purchasc that exciter
lpen't which accompanies reconciliation,
have *not the primary  qualification for
friendship. Friction may be necessary to
give warmth to 2 heartless coalition ; but
it fritters away the fine scusibilities of
friendship. At least, I feel this is true as
far as I am concerned. I can ouly rest
on that bosom which peace and confidence
inhabit.’

The summons now arrived to attend

the tea-table of Mrs. Russell. As they
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were leaving the room to obey it, Lefevre
accosted his friend, ¢ stay one minute, my
dear James, I wanted to ask you when
you cominence your jolirney.’

< I amn not quite certain as to the day.
Have you arranged, as you proposed, to’
join me‘at F——anq proceed on a visit to
your good mother [

<1 believe I have secured the consent
of my superiors, you shall know dates, &c.
before you leave. My mother is on ‘the
tiptoe of expectation,’ not permitting her-
self to think of disappointment in seeing
her son apd “the friend of her son.”’ .
] ¢ May she meet with nonc! said
Douglas, «aflectionately, as they entered
the hospitable apartment of the Russells.
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CHAPTEP VI.
R

AGREEABLY to the proposed ar-
rangement, Lefevrepniet his friend Doug-
las at J——; and in his company passed
forward to the place of his bisth and
education. They arrived in satety in the
afternoon of the day, without any oc-
currence worthy of notice. No sooner
had the carriage driven up to the door of

his mother’s residence, than it flew open,
and the anxious parent stood in the pag-
sage eager, once more, to.c.nbrace her
child: ! Charles, my dear Charles!’ ex-
claimed she, seizing his hand, and impress-
ing a kiss on his.cheek, ‘how glad I am to
see you." 'Then, recollecting herself, she
turned to Mr. Douglas, and presenting her
hand, said—¢ Welcome, Sir, to my roof,—
{wice welcome,—on my son’s account and
on your own. Although T have never had
the pleasure of seeing you before,” added
she, smiling, ‘I know you well by des-
cription.
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.« Mrs. Lefevre as tall -and rather full
featured. Her countenance was composed
of a set of well préportioned and handsome.
features, ahd unitedeto express, in a pow-
erful degrec, that entire good nature which
never faizs to excite love and dependance.
Her mahuers .seenfed admirably.adapted
to support the impression made by her
, countenancc. Without a particle of affec-
tation, or the knowledge of etiquette, she
discovered that genuine politeness, which
ever flows from a benevolent regard to the
comfort of others, and which can flow
from nothing else. To an intelligent ob-
server, there was something in her look,
that spoké of manifold trials and, vicissi-
tudes; but, it was ndt grief, nor-vexation,
nor discontent; it was that softened com-
posure and exalted complacence, which
are sometimes produced by sanctified af-
fliction. The repetition of her sorrows
had given her the habit of yielding to
them; so that, like the Aprll sun shining
in the midst of passing clouds, she seemed
to smile on all the common accidénts of

life.

.
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It was not till long after she had be-
scome a wife and a motfler, that she was
suitably affected by religion. Reflection,
_domestic suffering, the emptiness of the
world, and the r'ead,ing of the scyiptures,
appear td have been the insttuments in ac-
complishing the change; which yet was
wrought in so silent and gradual a way,
that she was greatly perplexed in referring
either to the time or manner of it. It was
evident, however, to every one, that she
had passed from darkness to light, al-
though the tints of Mght and shades of
darkness were at first so melted into each’
other, that it was impossible to say where
light began and »where darkness termina-
ted. If her religious views were limited ;
they were simplé dnd scriptural.  She
found herself to be a sinner—depraved,
helpless, and lost : she relied on the pro-
mises of the Redeemer for her salvation;
her heart flowed with gratitude in vecol-
lection of his love; and she delighted to
express it by running in the way of his
holy commandments. All, her knowledge,
seemed to be practical ; and, so powerful
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and uniform was its influence, that divine
grace in ker appeared less in the character
of a combatant struggling for superiority,
than of a sovereign reigning with undispu-
ted control. There was nothing in her
benevolent disposition that would amal-
gamate with conceited opiniony domi-
neering bigotry, or bitter disputation; and,
bad she been told how far these had pre-
vailed in the church, she would have
thought it nearly incredible. She knew
what the world was; but, so confined was
her knowledge of «the members of the
church, that, assisted by that ¢ charity
which hopeth all ¢hings,” she heligved, with
few exceptions, all were diberal, kind, and
humble as herself!

The visitors having retired to their
chambers to refresh themselves by a change
of dress, now joined Mrs. Lefevre around
the tea-table. Scarcely can we conceive
of a more happy party. The mother’s be-
nevolent countenance was animated with
affecticnate pleasure on seeing her dear
150n, now so much improved, take his ac-
customed seat by her side. Lefevre was
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raised to unusual cheerfu!ness, and seemed
‘to greet with thessmile of old acquaint-
anceship every chair, 4nd table, and pic-
.ture in the room. Whilst PDouglas was
evidently enjoying that rgfined happiness,
which if experiencell only by these, who
can fully sympathize in the happiness of
others. .

After looks angl smiles had been fre-
quently interchanged, and the first feelings
had passed away, Lefevre said, ¢ Well,
my dear mother, I am truly glad to sce
syou again/’ . '

¢ The joy, my dear, is mutual,’ replied
Mrs. Lefgvre, whilst her eye moistened.
¢It is seven lomg years, the 29th of last
month, since your mother could look
round and see you by her side. Ah! how
often have I thoughtlessly looked round
for you, and have sighed on recollccting
you were so many. miles distant?

¢ And, how,many changes hawe oc-
curred since our separation !’ said Lefevre,
endeavouring to give a slight turn to the
conversation. . )

¢ Ch'«;ngcs indeed ! In you alone what
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changes do I see! I sent you away a
child, and now, said she, with a glowing
countenance, ¢ you teturn to dne a man !

But,” continued she, with a more seri-
ous air, f of all changes, no one was half so
dclightful to 10e, as ‘hat religious one to
which you have referred in your letters.
Blessed be that hand which guided you
into the ways of wisdpm ! * All her ways
are ways of pleasantness and all her paths
are paths of peace!” Mr. Douglas 1 am
sure,” looking towards him, ¢ will forgive
the feelings of a mother. I never thought
‘Charles was secure from the snares of
London till he became religious. <Nothing
but religion can uphold the shppery foot-
steps of youth?!

Silence now beciame necessary to their
feelings. When they had recovered their
calmness, and the tea-table was cleared of
the usual refreshments, Lefevre began to
detail every thing to hig mother relative
to himself, his connection, and the metro-
polis, which he thought would interest
¢ her: his friend Douglas frequently joining,
as the statement led to conversation.
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"Considerable time had flowed in this
way when Lefevre, finding his topics
pretty well exhausged, looked pleasantly
reund and said, ¢ Weld mother and what
news have you for us? I suppose every
thmw in this quiet, sleepy town stands just
as it did.» The bheephraze on thg hills—
the boys play in the priory—the vane of
the steeple dances to the wind—aid the
mail comnes in at ten and goes out at four,
Jjust as they did sev en years ago.’

¢ Stop, stop, my dear boy,’ said she,
smiling, ¢ not so censorious on your native
piace. You London folks are indeed the
great newsmongers ; but still we have a°
share ; aud, as we make muck éf a little,
we are perhaps an the whole as well off as
yourselves.

* Well then,’ rejoined he, ¢ pray have
the goodness to entertain us with some of
the best of your news.’

¢ Most gladly, my dear, but I scarcely
know where to bggin,—perlxaps,’ said,she,
«I had better begin at the bottom of the
town and so ,proceed to the top. Well
then, you remember the field between the |

YOL. I ' F
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| .

- ¢hurch-yard and the priory P—it is a field
no longer,—it is covered with comforta-
ble dwellings.’

‘Indeed !’ ‘

¢ We have also a new rector come to,
the chyrch, a Dy. 'Mills;' a very exccllent
man and full’ of zeai. He is most atten-
tive to his ‘parishioners. In addition to
the usual duties of the church, he has
opened his house fqr evening worship ;
and a fine hall full he has I assure you,
for many were induced to go to the rec-
tory, who never thought of going to the

church.”’ ‘ .
¢ This is excellent news ! exclained
Lefevre. " ' ‘

‘Yes,” said Douglas, ‘and T hope
much good will result from it.’

¢ Well,” resumed Mrs. Lefevre, look-
ing thoughtfully, as though passing in
recollection over different spots of the well-
known town, ¢ There is Mr. Palmer, who
used- to take so much notice of you. By
his industry and good conduct he has be.
come very rich, and has lately been made
.amagistrate. Heis just the same mannow
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that he was in humbler life, and every body
speaks well of him. Sgme, indecd, say
‘that he has strange notious about religion,
and I believe they call him Presbyterian,
JTo this 1 caunot, speak. But one thing
I know, that he is a Chrzman, and.a good
one; and I think wé ought to fove all
“ who 18ve our Lord Jesus Christ in sin-
cerity,” by whatever name the world may
choose to call thenj looking, as she
finishced the sentence, towards Douglas,
as if to obtain his concurrence.

. “Ithink with you entirely,” said he,
with earnestness, deeply sywpathizing in
her benevolent sentiments. ¢ We should
reévere aud love a truly gbod man, where-
ever we may find him. The proper name
of such a person is Christian. Itisa lamen-
tation that any .other name should prevail
in the religious world ; bat, since our igno-
rance and wilfulness have. made them
necessary, by all means let them be held
in charity. For my own part, no appella-
tion is dear to e compared to that primi-
tive one, whiclris immediately derived from
our Lord apd Master. Introduce me to a °

F 2

ol
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person as a mere Churchman, Presbyte-
rian, Independent, or Methodist; I feel
no interest in him as swch; but tell me Ae
a Christiun ; and I {eel insensibly united to
him by strohger sympathies than those of
carthly 'relationshjp.« At least,” said he,
droppitf his voice ahd looking diffidently,
< this is what I aspire to. T ought not per-
haps to presume, whilst I see so much bi-
gotry on these subjects, that there are no
shreds of it remaining in myself : but cer-
tainly I desire to tear them from my heart!
¢ You would not, however,” said Le-
fevre, ¢ have iy mother to understand, that
“you think it totally a natter of indifference
what opinions we form on the subject for
ourselves ¥’
¢ Undoubtedly not,’ replied Douglas,
¢I think we should consrientiously con-
sult the scriptures, and decidedly embrace
the opinions which they appear to war-
rant ; and carefully hold them with that
meexness aud charity- they inculcate,
And there are two considerations, which
I believe will be admitted by wise and
unprejudiced -persons of every denomi-
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nation, and whlch, I hawe often thought
if properly weighed, would teach us
"mutual forbearane, fmd raise the mind
superior to the punctilios of any party.
* The one is, that. the New Testament fur-
nishes us with GENERAL 1'RINCIPLLS ralher
than with particular laws for the” govern-
ment of the church ; and the other is,
that there is no body of institutes udopted
by ANY DENOMINATION, that can be sup-
posed so pure as o be ALTOGETHER FREE
Jrom human error and prejudice.
+ ¢ And, although we have somecthing
“to deplore,” observed Lefevre, ¢ I think we
may rejoice in hope, that the truly chris-
{ian sentiments of benevoleuce and for-
bearance are spreading widely through
every denominatign., Our public societics
have wonderfully cherished and extended
them.’

¢« They have,” replied Douglas. ¢ Their
institution forms a new era in the history
of our country ; "and -t will eventually be
found o be one of the most splendid. Yet
let us not foi'get to look forward to a pro-
mised period, in which every name shal?
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“be merged in the common name of our
Lord. There shall be neither Jew nor
Greek, Bond nor F rec, COnformist nor Non-
conformist— but all one in Christ Jesus.’

The hai)py party rested in the con-
versation. Theirthowghts dwelt with holy
anticipafion on the promised sabbath of the
world, when every unfriendly feeling shall

"be absorbed Dby divine love; when all
men shall become christians, and the hearts
of all christians become as the heart of one
man.

Mrs. Lefevre was the first to renew
the intercourse. ¢ Charles you remember’
Carolive "

< yes, retiurned Lefevre, -wich an
assumed gaiety, ¢ we have had many an
innocent frolic together. . Is she well?

¢ She is dead!" said Mrs. Lefevre.

‘Dead’—exclaimed Charles, with a
tone of voice, which led Douglas to think,
that the utterance of that word had, in a
moment, destroyed some 'half-formed de-
sires in his mind, of which he was scurcely
conscious.

" ¢ Yes, she is dead,’ rejoined Mrs. Le-
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fevre; ¢ she died three weeks ago, after
lingering and painful illngss. Swcet girl!
1 often visited her m affliction, and always
found her humble and patient ; but, as she
came ncar her epd, she was filled with
hope and jcy.’

Observing the interest of her auditors,
and her'own feclings being now excited,
Mis. Lefevre procceded : ¢ I was with her
when she died; and, I shall never forget
that solemn hour. When I approached
her side, she put her hand into mine, and
laoking on me with eyes full of love, she
gaid “ My dear Mother,” (for so she used
to call me) “ you are come to,see your
cllild dic. You have been very kiud to
me. Letwme give you one last kiss.” We
kissed each other. 1 could not speak to her.
Ilooked on her .tender]y. She caught my
looks, and said, “ I know you love me,
and I love you; but I shall love you better
in heaven.” Slight convulsions affected
the muscles of her face, She shortly re-
covered,; and smiling pleasantly, said, with
a -firmer voice than before—« Don’t be
afraid! I have no fears; they are all fled. »
Jesus is with me ; he comforts me,”
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' ¢ Now, while you hear my heart strings break,

How sweet my moments roll ;
A mortal paleness on my, cheek,
But glory in my spul !’

¢ Secirfo' those about her bed weep, she
said, ¥ Don’t weep'*l amn going home ; 1
have h ud no home ‘in this world since I
lost my dear parents.—1I shall soon rejoin
them.—1I shall dwell with them for ever.—
I shall be holy—TI shall be happy! Come,

JLord Jesus, come.”

¢Strong convulsions seized her.  She
spoke no more. In a short interval of casz,
she turned her dying eyes to me, with a

"look of heavenly sweetness ; and, raising
her pale hand from the bed, waved it in
the air as a sign of victory, and just after-
wards expired.’

Mrs. Lefevre p'uned &o ease her feel-
ings ; and finding that neither Douglas, nor
her son, were disposed to speak, she con-
tinued, turning towards the latter. ‘ In one
of 1y visits to her, when she found her
recovery was hopeless, she took, from be-
neath her pillow, a small testament, and

' put itinto my hand, saying, ¢ Charles gave
e this little book ncarly eight years ago.
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Give it to him, and tell him, that T kept it
for kis sake, as long as I could, and, I,
now, hope he will Ifeep it for mine.”’
Lefevre was much agitated. He shift-
ed in his chair, crossed his legs, and passed
his hand over his foreheads as if to hide the
dlscomposure of his countenauce b
¢ Dear girl, resumed Mrs. Lefevre,
much affected by her own narration, *she
was as onc of my owwn children to me! She
was in health just what she was in sick-
ness ; so kind—so modest—so pious! She
seemed never so happy as when devoting
hier spare hours to the comfort of the sick,
the assistance of the poor, or the iustruction’
of ignerdnt children. She used to say,
s« We must live to do good;” and il seemed
as though she wished to do good after
her death, for.she ordcred this striking
inscription to be engraven on her tomb-
stonc :(—

1 FOUND REDEMPTION

TurRbUGH THE BLOOD OF THE LAMB :

READER, HAST THou ?
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CHAPTER VIIL

——
\

THE ensuiug m‘ormng, having break-
fasted, “a walk was propoqed

¢ I suppose,” said Mrs. Lefevre, ‘you
will walk to the Wells'; they are greatly
improved within these few years.’

¢ Ishould like to sec them,’ said Doug-
las; ¢ but I should be better pleased to
find our way to some of your cottages.’
’ ¢ O, yes, cried Lefevre, ‘I have not
lost sight. of them. We can easily enjoy
that treat, by making a little aurve from
the public road, onour way.

¢ And pray,” said Mrs. Lefevre, with
a smile which shewed how fully she par-
ticipated in the pleasures of the young
friends, ¢ pray make a litle curve in your
way back, and call on 91d nurse Graham.
I am 'sure she will delight«Mr. Douglas.’

Lefevre having lodged Cowper in his
pocket, and Douglas having “deposited in
his, a few cottage tracts; they now started
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for their morning excursion. It was one’
of the finest days in July. The sun
was rising in glory} b:lt his heat was
so tempered by the occasional intervention
of clouds, joined with a strong breeze from
the north-west, as to Inake the exercise of
walking more than agreeable Whllbt they
continued on the skirts of the town, Le-
fevre entertained his friend by referring to
all those spots which» were dear to him,
by the recollections of infancy and child-
hood ; and, so fully did Douglas sympa-
thize in his feelings, that you might have
Slfpposed every present object was endear-
ed to him by similar remembrances.

* They soon, however, lost sight of the
town; and continued in more general con-
versation, till they approached a pretty and
retired hamlet, consisting of five or six
cottages, at some distance from cach other.
They introduced themselves to three of
them ; caressed the children; comforted
the infirm and agetl; talked freely to 'the
ignoranty, and left some tracts behind them
to carry forwird the work. The poor
people received them with Xindness, and °
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‘scemed grateful for the notice taken of
them. ‘

At the last of the cottages, as the
father of the family was opening the hatch-
door to let them out, ke said, with a lock
of seriousness ¢ ‘.Iqt sure, gentlemen, it’s
‘maziilg good o’ye, to come and sit down so
humble like, and talk to we poor creturs ;
a thousand blessings on ye !

¢ What then,’ said Lefevre, ¢ must be
the amazing goodness of that Saviour we
have been specaking of, who came down
from heaven to talk to poor wretched sin-
ners, and to save them !’ ‘

¢ Vastly good, indeed, sir,” returned
the father, with emotion. ¢ I'llbfhink more
about what ye ha’said. But I's apt to
think, if all yesay be right, many o’us shall
find it a sad tough job te get to heaven at
last.’

‘Well" said Lefcvre, ¢ pray read
your bible. That book will make all plain
and easy. Good day!*

¢ Good day, gentlemen! said the fa-
ther, bending his person; “whilst a good
tempered boy; about five years old, hang-
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ing on the gate, cried ouf, ‘Come agin?
Come agin, soon!’

* They waved thair hands to the child ;
proceeded on their way; and, shortly af-
terwards, arrived at, the Wells.

Here all was noise, and parade, and
luxury,

‘I searcely know how it is,’ said
Douglas, as he escaped from one of the
more crowded paths, ¢ but these haunts of
dissipation affect me with melancholy.
And, as I have never seen a watering-place
whose neighbourhood is more rich in the
beauties of nature, l-seem motre than
usually aflected. There is nothing in the
lovelinegs® of nature that sorts ‘with “ the
pride of life.”’

‘ Perhaps,’ said Lefevre, ¢ the passages
we have just been reading from Cowper,
may have deepened the impression with
you, as I think they have with me.’

¢ Very likely,” said Douglas ; ¢ but the
scene needs no auxiliaries. Poor orea-
tures! the majority seem to be dancing on
the precipices.of ruin, and are not content
while the dance continues. ,They are la-
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‘bouring to unite idleness with happiness -~
health with dcbauchery; and evidently
look disappointed thas they cannot. They
veil their uncasiness, indeed,  with a smile,
and hope "at least to be thought happy.;
but nobody is, deceived by it; every ob-
serverssees it is not'the smile of innocence
and light-hearted gaiety ; it is the smile of
vacancy and hypocrisy.’
¢ And,’ said Lefevre, ¢if that were not
the case, perhaps, we know enough by
experience to give us the liberty of judg-
ing of their circumstances.’ .
‘True, my dear Charles. And, 0O,
" what do_ we not owe to that blessed hand,
which snafched us early from tln> ways of
folly P
They soon quitted these scenes of va-
nity ; and, returning to the quiet of shaded
lanes and cheerful fields, took a homeward
direction, alternately walking forward in
sweet fellowship, and seating themselves
on the root of a tree, to read the poet who
accompanied them. As they turned the
angle of a path, they came suddenly in
.sight of a cottage, which Charles pro-
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nounced to be nurse Graham’s. Ina few
minutes they came up to it,

It was a neat, little, thatched cottage ;
white washed within dnd without ; and
was seated on a gentle declivity, termi-
nating in the public rcad, which appeared
about a quarter of a nfile distdnt. Before
it was a-small but clean garden. The
beds of it, imediately under the window,
were devoted to flowers. Here the rose
in its full beauty had succeeded in unearly
concealing the latticed window ; aund its
rival the lily, by its ercct attitude, secmed
aspiring to similar distinction. On the
left hand side of the door stood an old
el tree, 30 injured by time, as to have no
symptoms of life, except what were found
in a few young branches springing from
the outer side of the trunk. At its foot
grew a large handsome honeysuckle, one
balf of which ran over the body of the
tree, as If anxious to conceal the frailties
of age. The other half,. first surmounting
the door-way, and suspending its tendrils
gracefully, so as to present its blossoms
aud its sweets to the inhahitant, finally
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rested its weight in the bosom of a sweet
brier. Above the cottage were seen the
heads of some fine young lrees, whose
fresh foliage overshadowed the upper part
of the roof, and conce‘aled its gable ends
from ‘the eye of the,, spectator Behind it
was awsmall- paddock in which ‘a cow was
feeding; and, on either hand,.wcre fine
slopi'ng fields covered.with corn, glowing
in the sun and rusthng to the breeze.

This spot was a favorite resort of the
fashionables at the Wells ;: and nurse Gra-
ham used to make a principal part of her
subsistence by selling to them whey agd
biscuits

The first objects that presented them-
sclves on coming up to the cottage were
two fine boys. One, about ten years
of age, was chaﬂmg a butterfly on the
sunny hill ; and, in the ‘eagerness of his
pursuit, took no notice of the passengers,
The other, about five years of age, was
reclining on the side of a little pool,
formed by a land spnnv on the edge of
the pathway, watching and govermng
the motions of a bit of shapeless wood,
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as it was influenced by the eddies of the
water. He just logked up and smiled as
they passed, and then restored his atten-
tion to his amusement.
" Lefevre and hig fmepd entered the
cottage. ‘Thegood old woman wassitting
at a table by the window, in a’ large rush
bottom chair, the back of which rose so
high as to discover 1ts rounded knobs
above her shoulders. There was an air
of stateliness in her person, strengthened
by years; and in her countenance there
was a pleasing expression of intelligence
and benignity. She had been reading the
bible, which still lay open Before her,
with her lwht hand, holding her specta-
cles, and resting upon its leaves. The
glowing light of the sub was so broken by
the intervention of the rose tree as to fall
alike on its pages and her countenance,
as if to intimate at once, that a celestial
light is necessary tp understand the sacred
volume, and that she was the happy pos-
sessor of it.

¢ Well, nurse Graham, how do you
do ? said Lefevre.

VOL. I G
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She looked wistfully upon him, as
though recovering a recollection of hig
person. .

¢ What, don’t you know me ? said he,
advancing as he spake.

¢ Why sure ’tis master Charles! ah!
my eyes are not so quick as they were
fifty years ago! Yes, tis Master — Mister
Charles Lefevre,” she continued, correct-
ing herself, and busily exploring the
features of his face. ¢’Tis the very face
you were born with ; and I'm glad to see
you with all my .heart. Sit down. Sit
down sir,” addressing herself to Douglas.

They were immediately seated and
Lefevre continued : ~

¢ What, you are reading the best of
books, nurse? ' ‘

‘The bible,” said she, *yes, it is the
best of books indeed! It is my food, my
medicine, and my comfort. It lies on my
table all day, and under my pillow all
night. O! what should such a poor
widow as 1 do, without such a comfort ¥’

‘ Have .you long known its value ?
asked Lefevre, with a design to draw her
into conversation to gratify his friend.
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¢ Alas! no sir,’ said she, ¢ and Ishall ne-
ver forgive myself far neglecting it so long.

* When 1 was a gitl, like many other
girls, I was foolisly giddy, ana thopght-
less. I was the first ig the merry circle on
the green, *and the lastbut of it. My light
heart seemed 1o dance within fne; and I
thought, like the bes, I should gather plea-
sure from every thing. My fond father
used often to sigh and say, *“ Ah! my dear
Matty; grief will soon tread upon your toes;”
but still I laughed, and danced, and sang;
and cared nothing abeut what 'was to
come. .

o ‘Thea I got married,—How T re:
member the day !—"twas the day our good
king George was married. God was very
good to me, and gave me a better husband
than I deserved.—You might have looked
through hill and dale; and not have found
such another. And we were very happy ;
that is, we were a§ happy as we could*be
without religion; for, we did not think of
God, nor serve him as we ought. O!
how happy we should have.been, if our
hearts had been united by the love of

¢2
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Christ! However, we were both industrious
and good natured, and loved one another
dearly ; and so, as I said, we.were happier
than jnany’ of our neighbours.— How often,
after we have heen busy all day, have we
sat dwwn shug by ‘the fireside, " whilst the
cold wind " has been howling around the
cottdge, and chatted away the evening ; till
he would draw his chair closer to mine, and
taking up my hand and looking kindly in
my face, would kiss me and say, “ Well,
my dear Matty, no offence to our good
king George, but { think I'm as happy* a
man as he.” ‘Aund I am sure,’ I used to
say, ‘I am as happy as our googk queen; be
she as happy as she may.” And 1 think
we were, although we were poor, for the
great and the rich you know, if they have
more comforts they have a vast many
more cares; and so it is nearly equal.
You remember the milkmaids’ song :—

L)
<

¢ They that have money are troubled about it,
Aud they that have none are troubled without it.”

.So we lived happily together sixteen years,
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and then, dear nran ! he took ill of a feve;
and in three days he died !

. ‘I was left) said sbe, as the tear
sprung from her eye, ¢a poor miserable
widow. Of all oug children only one dear
boy was alive; but he was as good asa
hundred te me, Often, ‘when he SAW me
frettmg for his father, he would say with
tears in his eyes,— Don’t cry mother—
don’t fret—I'll be a comfort to you,—I
wish I could be as gbod as my father!—
I'm sure I love you as much.”—Dear boy !
but he is gone for ever!

. ‘Hegrew up to be 3 man. -He married,
and tried to do every thing to make me
happy. JPoor fellow! after a° fime, he
seemed tired of a still life; and some loose
companions persuaded him, that it would
be better for him, and*his family, to serve
in the wars,—He resolved to go ; although
his wife and I, begged and prayed that he
would not.—He did go.—However, he was
always sending us Inoney, and kind lettgrs,
and often called himself a fool for leaving
his family. —Thisdid not comfort his wife—
gentle, good creature.—From the first of
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his going, she seemed” dead to every
thing. It was plain that she was sinking
fast to the grave. While I was grieving
for her, and hoping John mjght return to
us, news was brought, me that my dear,
dear, boy was killed!

¢Oh! 1 tremhlc&to think,’ said she, with
emotion, ¢ how this went to my heart! I
threw myself on the floor, as though I was
dead ; and, then, I ran about the house as
if 1 was mad. 1 called upon the name of
my dcar child, and curst the wars, and they
who had led him into them.—What a wick-
ed and-rebellious heart was mine! I tried.to
pray,—but Icould not. I tried even to say
¢ thy will be ,done,”—but I could not.’
She paused, evidently guevmv at the re-
membrance of her past conduct.

Mr. Douglas yudging of her feeling,
said, ¢ It must always be a matter of grief
to the christian, to think of the rebellious
temper he has indulged ; but, to be sure,
your circumstances were remarkably dis-
tressing.’

¢ They were, Sir,” she rephed with
pn affectionate emphasis, which shewed
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she could estimate real dympathy, ‘I felt
that I was a poor, deso]ate, childless widow!
d lost my last hopg in losmo' my dear boy ;
and, how {id he die? He died on the
bloody field—peshaps trampled on, and
forsaken.—Oh! he had no  mother near him,
to kiss his cold lips, %o wipe-the syeat off
his face, and to watch over his mangled
body !—perhaps he might have lived if he
had! Well—let me not think of it!

¢ My heart is fall,’ said she, with an
apologizing manner, ‘ when I remember
these things; but do not think that 1 com-
plain of them. No; I mustnot complain—
I must be thankful There seemed, as the
Apostle.says, a needs-be for’ tl’nese afflic-
tions, to bring me to God.—When I lost
my husband, I thought more about religion
than I had used} ytt not enough. But,
when I lost my child, all was gone! I had
no hope on earth; and no hope in heaven,
I read my bible as I never did before;
and I found compfort in it, when I could
find it no where else. This blessed book
(laying her hand on its pages) was a cor-
. dial to my broken heart., It led me tq
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Jesus as my Saviour, and I saw in him
more than I wanted : I was helped to put
all my trust in his namg. O, how happy.
have I been since I have known the Lord!
He is dearer to me than husband, or child,

or life! And, though I seem a deserted
widow,, I feel he 15 present with me, and
that comforts me.’ .

¢ And,” said Lefevre, ¢ have you no
cares about the future?’

* Why should I? replied she, with an
animated and happy countenance. ¢ This
book teaches me that God is my Father
and Protector. He clothes the lily; and
«shall he not clothe me? He preserves the
sparrow ;'and shall he not keep me? He
feeds the raven; and shall he not "feed me?
0, I should be of little faith, indeed, if I
doubted his goodness! Sometimes, indeed,
1 have found it hard to make things mect,
but I have always seen the promise ful-
filled— Thy bread shall be given thee,
and thy water shall be sure.” And, depend
upon it, bread and water, with God’s
blessing, is good fare, ;
¢ Yes,’ she continued, ‘God is a faith-
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ful God. 1 can trust hinr with myself, and
my two poor orphans. How many pro-
mises has he made to the widow and the
fatherless!  He has said, “ I will never
leave thee, I will never forsake thee;” and
on that T can depend. I have not long to
live, and-want but listle while T do live;
and, when I die, to ascend to*heaven—to
dwell before the throne of God and my Sa-
viour for ever and ever—O, what joy isit!

As she ceased,’her voice was filled
with animation; holy pleasure dwelt on
all her countenance ; and her soul seemed
looking out at her eye, in anticipation of
* the inheritance of the saints in light.” <

« The happy silence whith® had pre-
vailed afew moments, was now interrupted
by the children, who ran in with rosy and
cheerful faces, the élder having a small
paper fly-cage in his hand.

¢ What have you there, my dear? said
Mrs. Graham..

* A butterfly, gran’'mother; sych a
beauty!—only see!—I have had such a
run for it . ’

¢ It is very pretty,’” said she, looking
atit; ‘but I cannot bear to have it hurt.
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Don’t you know I have often told you how
good God is to you, and that you should
be good to every 'thing ¥
¢ Yes, gran mother, said he; but I
don’t mean to hurt it.” -
¢ But, my dear John, you do hurt it.
You would not' thure it like seme cruel
boys; but do you think it can bg happy,
shut up in this thing, when God has made
it to fly about in the sun and air? Should
you be happy if I were to shut you in a
dark box, instead of letting you play on
the hill ¥
¢ Then I will let it go,” said he, with
‘concern on his face ; ¢ I didn’t mean to hurt
it.’ *oe . .
The child ran to the door cheerfully
to liberate the little captive; and after-
wards hastened to his¢grandmother to offer
the atoning kiss ; whilst the younger child,
pressing into Douglas’s knees, and looking
in his face, said, with an apologizing look,
¢ He ouly did it two times, and he wo'n’t
do it again,’
¢ Sweet child I' said Lefeyre, who was
standing at the elbow of his friend,
¢ Ahl whnspered Douglas to him,



" FOUNDED ON FACTS. 03

#if Nero had had such a’parent, Rome had
probably blessed him as a benefactor, in-

‘stead of abhorring him as a blood-thirsty
tyrant.

‘ ¢ They are‘good children,” resumed
Mrs. Graham. ¢ At first I used to fret,
and thirtk it was 1mposs1ble for an old wo-
man to.manage for them. But, so it is,
we often complain at what is to be a bless-
ing to us. They are the greatest comfort
I have, except my' bible. Iendeavour to
teach them, as far as I know, their duty to
God and man; and Dr. Mills says he'll

»give them their other, learning. +He is, in-
deed, a good minister of Jesus Christ. §
aicver, read about the Sayiour' i in the Evan-
gellets but I think of him: he is so like
him in every thing he does. He has put
Jobn to school, And taught him some
verses to repeat to the visitors who come to
my humble cottage.’

¢ Pray let us hear them ! said Lefevre,

John stood forward, and, making a
bow, repeated the following stanzas, with
s0 much mpdesty and sensibility, as deep-
ly to interest and affect his auditors.
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The Orphan.

Pause, graciq)us stranger, pause awhile,
And hear an orphan’s tale ;

An orphan’s piteous tale. might make
T'he ruddiest cheek tu.a pal;e.

Ah! oncel ¢id not need your ear,
«To listén to my woe ; ,
No caule had I to make complaint,
* No sorrow did I know :

But, as the lark that, mounts the sky,
And sings from morn till night ;

So did my little heart rebound
With undisturbd delight !

Oft did I with my father play,
And .prattle on his knee;

And, at thoseé times, I used to thirk,
No child was glad like me.

But, ere I well coitid seak his name,
He died on foreign shore ;
And then I often sighed and thought
1should be glad no more!

My mother——Oh! ’tis long ago
Since I could call her so;—

I have no mother !-«No : she's fled
From this sad world of woe!
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My father’s death quite broke her heart,
And wither'd all he. joy;

She’d look at fne, and weep, and say— -
¢ Poor little orphan boy !”’

What, mother, iz an orphan boy ?
*1 sometimes did reply;
And then she’d sob and weep so much,
I fear'd lest she should die! .

Full many a momth she mourn’d away,
By every sorrow tried ;

Till quite worn out, she gently groan'd,
And said—* Poor boy!"—and died.

Ah! how I wept upon her face !
~ And’call'd her name in vain;—
* My childish heart could scarce believe
She would not speak again!

LA
And, now I think of that sad day,
My grief is running o’er ;
I seem to sce my mother die,
And weep her death once more !-——

Perbaps you bear a parent’s name,
" Andcall yourschild your joy;
Oh! never may that child become
A wretched orphan bey! )
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Perhaps the woes that fill my breast
. Are partly' felt by thine;
You had a father—mbther—who
Are dead as well as ?‘nipe! ¢

Tlien‘; whilst,] mowrn my hapless lot,

~.n0, let your pity-flow ! '

The heart that is itself distress’d, ,
Should feel another’s woe ¥’

Just as the child finished these verses;
some company came vp. Lefevre and his
friend took the refreshments of the cot-
tage, made a liberal use of their purse,.
And departed.

¢ Well,’* said Douglas, “as they de-
scended, towards the road, ‘I owe you
thanks for giving me a sight of nurse Gra-
ham. I wish the world ¢ould see religion
as she exhibits it. Such simplicily—such
contentment — such benevolence — such
faith | —She appears like the sun, which,
after having been obscured by many a
cloud through the day, at last sets in
richest splendor, in the midst of a serene
and unclouded heaven.’

" ¢ She does,’ replied Lefevre. < And,



. FOUNDED ON FACTS. o7

without knowing one maxim of the phi-
Josophers, she surpasses ‘the proudest of
them in practice; for, with all her happy
conteutment, I huve reason to think she
1s very much straltened in her circum-
stances, especially m.the ‘winter. .e

¢ And cannot we do something to as-
sist her? said Dduglas. ¢ Surely charity
cannot ‘be better employed than in her
case !’ *

They soon became busily engaged in
determining on the best plan to relieve
this aged and estimable widow ; -nor was
the decision wholly made, till Mrs. Lefe-*
ve joined in the conference. ‘SRe entered
cordiaily‘into their scheme ; and measures
were immediately adopted for its accom-
plishment. Soon-afterwards they found
themselves seated at the dinner-table, feed-
ing with keen appetites on its hospitable
provisions ; but, with sweeter relish, ru-
minating on the luxuries of benevolepce.
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CHAPTER VIII.

THE evening previous to Douglas’s
departure from his friend, it was resolved
should be spent in each other’s society.
In fulfilling this design, they descended
the town—crossed th¢ bridge—and quickly
introduced themselves to the beautiful and
romantic domain of Lady T——. In happy
mood, they strolled over hill and dale and

‘dingle, till they entered the most favorite
walk the ‘neighbourhood afforded,

The walk itself was bedded with the
finest elastic moss, and ran forward be-
yond the sight, till i. i-sued in a serpen-
tine path that penetrated a wilderness of
shrubs ; while its bounderies to the right
and left, were marked by two rows of the
noblest elms, which, after rising to an un-
usual height, formed an elegant latticed
canopy above. On ihe onc hand, ‘was a

verdant bank where the ‘primrose, the
v1olet the cowslip, and daffodil dwelt
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and flourished in their turns; relieved, occa=
sipnally, by the jetting of masses of stone,
over which the hazel, the brier, or the cle-
matis was scrambling. On the other hand,
a gentle slope adorned with the cedar, the
willow, thefir, and the blrch descended to
a considergble river, which flowed quietly
onward in a line with the path, reflecting
and partaking the cheerful tranquillity of
the heavens. Beyond the river, was a rich
mcadow, where a number of eattle were
lcposing ; and from whose farther margin
roge the town, scattered on the broken
acclivities of a large rock and mantled by
the peauties of vegetation, so as to ‘exhibit
an object the most picturesque imaginable.
Above the town, stood the ruins of the
Priory ; having for #ts back ground, some
of the finest hills of which our country
can boast: and below it, was a mill
driven by a stream, which, after wander-
ing capriciously about the valley, joined
the river, from which it had separated
itself. i .

Every thing seemed to contribute to
the enjoyment of this spot. The day bad

YOL. I H
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been hot ; but the evening breezes were
now up. The whole course of the sun
had been triumphant; and he appeared
dctermined to throw around his close the
utmost degree of splendor.—His ardent
beapg glowed onethe o'crhanging foliage,
glittered en the wavy waters, and streamed
on the thousand windows of the town, in
dazzling glory.  All nature was rejoicing
in his radiance. 'The insects were floating
in the air,—the fish were springing play-
fully from the surface of the water,~—the
birds «were raising their evening hymn to
the God of day ;—while, from the neigh-
bourhdod of the Priory, the hum of youth-
ful gaiety swelled and died alternately on
the ear.

Our young fricnds were not insensible
to the joyous scene. They were happy in
themselves ; and their happiness received
no small addition, by the appearauce of
happiness and serenity on the objects
around them. They smiled on each other
~they swiled on nature ;—and, frequently,
raised a countenance, glistening with love,
above the sublunary clouds. Filled with
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sweet reflections, they paged their favorite
spath, sometimes speaking—sometimes si-
lent; but always holding communion, till
thought rose to biiss and bliss to rapture.

At length, body and mind required
relief ; and they seatetl themselves d€neath
a fine cedar on the margin of the river;
while their enjoyments became more peace-
ful and not less satlsfactmy

How was the face of nature changed’
in so short an interval! The last light of
the sun had left the hills.—Not a breath
stirred the young sprays of the birch,
which hung on the water. The birds had )
ceased, t9 sing, and the cattle fo low the
murmurs of the town had passed away,
and not a sound was heard, except the
gurgling of a sfréamlet, that was finding
its way to the bosom of the river. The
moon, enrobed with a fleecy cloud, was
ascending the heavens, as sovereign of the
night, and, with her soft silvery light,s had
given ber own colouring to all things in
nature. ’

¢ How lovely is nature,:said Douglas, «
‘always lovely! She is ever changing,

H 2
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but her changes leave one no regrets.
Like a friend of pecnliar delicacy, she
seems prepared to receive us in our own
moodiness. When we are sad, she soothes
us ; when we are happy, she gladdens us;
when.we would be silent, she tis still as
death ; and when we would speak, she is
the e¢ho of our scutiments !

¢ And,’ said Lefevre, ‘how simple,
how cheap, how accessible, are her plea-
sures ! Those who desire themn, have them,
without money and without price: and
those who have a taste for them never
want society. As Prince Eugene is said
to have ewinently esteemed a fri=nd, who
first taught him the value of a moral
maxim, so I would reckon those among
my benefactors, whd hdve given me a re-
lish for nature.

¢Would that, as these pleasures are
open to all, so they were universally
enjoyed I observed Douglas; ¢ but how
many persons there are, who have no ra-
tional delight in natare. They little know
what a source of pleasure—what a pre-
ventative of temptation, they are neglect-
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ing ! —Baut, tell me, who do you reckon the
benefactors to whom you have referred ?
, ¢ Principally, Perhap%, I am indebted
to Hervey, to Beattie, to Goldsmith, to
Cowper, to 'Thomson, to Addison, and to
‘some writers on Natural History, and of
Voyages and Travdé and, if I speak as I
feel, I shall not omit a referepce to- -your-
self. Yes, you must allow me to say, that,
whatever was my love of nature, pre-
viously, it has beene greatly improved by
our friendship.

¢ The advantages of our friendship are,
I hope, my dear Charles mutypal. To
some of the writers you have named, L
owe obhgatlons and, in addition to them,
passing by poets, I ought to refer to
Adams, Paley, St. Pierre, and the Rev.
William Jones. I kanow not what T owe
to these excellént men ; and I shall not ca-
sily forget the pleasure 1 had in first read-
ing their principal writings.’

¢ After all, I am convinced that na-
ture is not to be fully enjoyed without re-
ligion. Nature is but the handmaid to de-
yotion'; and, where piety is unknown
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her offices are but little understood. Men
may pursue nature scientifically, to feed
their curiosity ; 4nd pant for splendid dis-
coveries, as the path to'fame; but no one,
I believe, ever had a true and exalted re-
lish for her enjoyments, but the child of
devotion. R ' .

‘Tu my own case,” Idouglas continued,
¢ T remember I always had a par?iulity for
naturc. Whenbut a child, the garden was
my favorite resort, anl the spade and rake
my favorite playthings. When a school-
boy, T frequently stole from the noisy
playground, to ramble solitarily over the
vales and woods of Hornsey and Ilighgate,
admiring ¢11.I saw. ) ‘

¢ But it was'not till I became the sub-
ject of religious influence, that 1 saw nature
as she should be scen, and enjoyed her as
she is to be enjoyed. Tt was when 1 could
recognise a prescut God in all her works ;
when T saw his wisdom composing the
harmonies of nature—his finger directing
the movements of nature—and his bene-
volence making all those movements bene-
ficial to man ;==when I saw the sun filled
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with his glory—the moon walking in his
brightness—the lily clothed with his
heauty—the waters held iir his hand, and
every living thing animated Dby Lis life;—
when, in a word, I could look round
on the whole heavens and earth, and,
adopting the divine ser;tu’nent of your favo-
rite poet, say, “ My Father made them all!”
—then it was, that nature first appeared to
me most interesting, mnost sublime! All that
was filial and tender--all that was exalted
and religious, struggled within me. 1 felt
that religion had united me to the Author
of all things ; and I surveyed the beauties
of nature as a son survzrys a paternal inhe-
rifance; frequently ascendingy from the
wonders of creation, to the wore sublime
wonders of our Redemption.’

¢ Hence it is,’ssaxd Lefevre, willing tfo
prolong his friénd’s remarks, on a theme
so delightful to them, ‘that those writers
have generally heen most successful in in-
teresting and elevated descriptions of na-
ture, who have been most imbued with the
spirit of religion.” .

“As far as I can judge,” resumed
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Douglas, ¢ I thiak, talent being equal, we
may say this has always been the case;
and from a most obvious reason. We shall
always succeed in painting, in proportion
as we fully conceive, and enthusiastically
admire an object; and the works of na-
ture are not to be properly undcrstood, or
admired, but by the devout mind. Hence
also it is, that the sacred writers are su-
perior to all others. The finest judges al-
low, that there is ndthing to be compared
with some parts of the writings of Moses,
of David, of Nahum, and of Isaiah; and it
is purely the sublime spirit of devotion, that
raises them so far above all other writers,
and freghently above themselves. They
find God present every where. I is “ of
him, and through him, and fo him, are
all things.” The uuiverse is his temple;
the everlasting hills are his altars; and all
animate and inanimate beings are his wor-
shippers. Oh, my dear friend, no object
can be great without religion!—no charac-
ter can rise to sublimity, without devotion!
This scene,’ continaed he, inclining his
hand to the objects before him, ¢ beauti-
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ful and enchahting as* it is, separate .it
from religion, and what is it? Refer it to
chance, and it is 3 mcre blank; counect it
with the heathen mythology, and it is
debased as low as the inventions of the
carnal mind can debasg it ; but, unite it
to the one Great Father of.all thipgs, and
it gathers its character from its Creator,
and becomes the reflection of a power,
a purity, a goodness, and a inajesty un.
utterable and icfinite !

“ Yes,” said Lefevre; ¢ and -your re-
_marks have suggested, that it was this made

» Eden what it was to our original parents.

Paradise was not a Paradise to Adam,
smerely. because it was, embellished with
every charm the hand of Deity could
lavish on it; but chiefly because— T/e
voice of the Lotd &God walked in the gar-
den.”’ )

¢ Excellent! my dear Charles; and
may we not hope it is precisely for the
same reason that we are so rivetted to this
spot? We are gratified by every thing we
see and hear ; but "are we not principally

delighted with this thou’ght, that God .is
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here ?—that he sees us—thst he pities us—
that he raises our thoughts to his works,
and, through his works, to himself; and
invites us to the most hallowed and divine
communion? Is it not ¢Ais that bathes our
spirits in peace and joy ?

Peace and joy, mow, not only bathed
their spirits,o but suffused their counte-
nances; and they were absorbed, for a
time, in those ‘sweet musings of a heart
resting on the bosom of its Creator.’

The sileace was first broken by the mel-
low and plaintive sounds of a flute, which
floated on the water from the vicinity of
the Priory. TFar from being unwelcome,
they secmed+to revive their meditations,
and afford expression to many of their
feelings. It ceased. The vibrating me-
lody still breathed in their ear. They in-
sensibly became desirous of preserving it.
They sang the following lines : —

Hymn to Nuture.

Gentle nature, heavenly fair |
0, how sweet thy pleasures are!
In thy presence while I stay,

As a stream, time glides away.
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On thy bosom 1 would rest,

Like the turtle in her nest;
Tasting that syblime rep ose,

He who slightsethee never knows.
Mother! lovely, meck, and mild,
Soothe the passions of thy child !
Lige for line, and Jatt for part,
Print thine image on my heart..
Let me in thy beauties trace

Him who lends thee every grace ;
Raise me to his splendid throne,
Thy Great Parent, and my own;

When his glories in thee shine,
Then thy face is all.divine ;
Like a mirror beaming bright
Wjth a soft, celestial lizht.

L[]

Fount of light! I look to Thee!
Smile on naluzc——.smilc on me!
Let thy hupble suppliant know
Paradise revived below.

The flute once more Dbreathed its
soft and touching sounds across the vale.
Their hearts responded to its tender har-
mony.* The notes rose and fell—rose
again and fell, till the last fluttered on the
air, and then dicd away. **
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. ¢ Itis gone!- said Lefevre.

¢ Yes,” said Douglas : ‘ an emblem of
all earthly pleasures. They are transitory..
The last will soon come, and soon pass
away.

¢ Ah! said Lefevre, ¢ this is, perhaps,
the lugf,time .we shall meet on this happy
spot; certainly, it is the last for a long
time.” ,

‘Well,” resumed Douglas, ¢if our
pleasures are tempordry, let us remember
our sorrows are so too. 'The last sigh—
the last conflict—the last pang, shall
quickly .come and terminate: and then

*we shall inherit all the felicities which
heaven and eternity can afford us,’

The lateness of the hour admonished
them. They reluctantly quitted a place
where earth and heaven had often seemed
to unite; where they had ‘communed, but
might never commune again !
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CHAPTER IX.

THE ensuing merning, witnessed the
departure of Douglas from Mi%. Lefevre’s,
As the separation was short, the two fol-
lowing letters may be sufficient to carry
forward the history, till they meet again -
in the metropolis.

Myr. Lefevre to "Mr. Dougias.

' Yes, my very dear. friend, you are
gone; and, it is needless for me to say, I
deeply regret your absence. This feeling
is indeed far frofn Being confined to me;
you have, somehow, made to yourself
nany friends, in a short time. The day
after you left,’ we had two or three invita-
tions to family parties ; and, I assurg you,
there were great lamentations, when it was
known you could 1ot unite with us in
honoring them. . .

‘1 spend my days in the usual way:
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the mornings are given to study, the even-
ings to recreation. Bu‘ I study with less
paticnce without you; and my walks, al-
though I do cnjoy them, are not so delight-
ful as they were. I can say, solitude is
sweet -but, like the Trenchinan,’l wish to
have a friend to whom I can say, kow sweet
is solitude! However, 1feed upon the past.
The retreats about this, my native town,
are rendered sacred to memory, by our re-
cent enjoyments. Never before did I know
so much of the sweetness of (riendship, or
the exceilence of religion ; and, whatevei
may be the events of my life, never shall I
be more entircly happy. The very thought
of it gives me happiness! What do I owe
to my friend! What to that Providence,
which brought us together!

¢ On Sunday 1 heard Dr. Mills. I
had not many expectations, but how was
I surprised and delighted! He is a real
orator; quite an example of the eloquence
of which we have been lately saying so
much. No gingling antitheses-—no un-
.meaning epithets—no periodsset to music—
no meretricious ornaments—no tricks tQ
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catch admiration and applause. On the
» contrary, there was, occasionally, some-
thing in his manner, that a fastidious critic
, would have called awkward ; and, some-
times in his style, thereswas a degree of
carelesshess that involved ‘a sertence in
some obscurity ; but this secmed to carry
forward the great effect of the dlscourse, ,
as it convinced the hearers, that he was
intent on higher objects. His gestures
were the most natural ; dictated from pre-
sent feeling, and not fromstudied attitudes.
«His language was plain and simple, such
as seems at every one's comman(l but
-which, after all, few can employ and, if
images were introduced, they evidently
arose to illustrate ahd enforce the subject,
and were not ¢alled 'up to assert the capa-
city of the speaker.
But Dr. Mills’ forte is in the pathetic.
He appears convinced, that sermons, ad-
dressed, as they generally are, to people
who know more than they practice, should
incline rather to exhortation, than argn-
ment; and he possesses, {i a remarkable
degree, that insinuating, affectionate ear-
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nestness, which the French call onction.

¢ When he first annonnces his subjeet,
there is nothing to observe, except, that
every thing about him seems to say, “ he
is in earnest.” He gzthers warmth and
energy ‘as he proceedd; and the prevailing
sentiment of’ his heart evidently is-~* If
so be 1 may save myself and them that
hear me,!”

¢ I shall never forget the close of his
sermon, on sabbath morning.—He had
been treating of the excellencies of the
Saviour; 'and was addressing those who
neglected them. Piety, anxiety, benevo-
lence, rose to their fullest exercise, and his
manner and language were most power-
fully vehement. Now, he entreated like the
tenderest of parents ; then, he proclaimed
the forgiving mercy of the Redeemner, with
the authority of an apostle; and again,
with trembling, he foretold, like a prophet,
the unavoidable miseries of impenitence.
He forgot himself, and his hearers forgot
him. Hisstyle, his manner, hissentiments,
were wonderfu]ly eloquent and grand.
They influenced all; but no one dwelt
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upon them. Nothmg ﬁlled the soul of the
preacher, but the lmmortal interests of his
people, and he had succeeded in fixing
their attention on the samne object.

* ¢As he was about to sit down, he
paused ; looked comgas‘swn'\tely on his
congregation, and said, “ I have now fulfil-
led my commission. I have contrasted the
world you have idolized, with the Saviour
you have neglected. Say, my dear hecarers,
which will you serve? I will not receive
your reply. The Saviour himself is in this
place | —Answer as in /Jis presence/—Do
you hesitate >—Hesitate to prefer bliss to
sorrow—honor to disgrace — heaventto earth
—he'lven to hell '—Oh! to hemtate, is to
yield to the tempter of your souls—to hesi-
tate, is to defer yours&afety to a moment that
may never, never be your’s l—Yesterday is
not yours. It is gone; and has recorded
your transgressions before God !—To-mor-
row is not your's—it may nevercometo you,
T'his moment alone is your’s ; and the very
moment in which youshould cast yourself
on the mercy of the all-merciful Redeemer.”

« 0, say not,” he continuéd, “I amtoo
VOL. I, T
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ardent on this subject. Because you are
too insensible to your salvation, blame
not those who cannot imitate your indif-
ference. 1 have a deep stake in your
highest mterest' I trust T can lay my
hand, on my comrlence and say, I am
clear of yeur blood; but this—this is not
enough! I aspire notonly to eséape being
accessary to your ruin—[ pant to be the
instrument of your redemption! You
are part of the charge which the hand of
Providence has committed to my carc;
and, when “I pen my fold for immortality,”
how can I bear to find you wanting? |
have prayed for you—and watched for
you—and “ travailed in birth tiil Christ be
formed within you the hope of glory ;” and
how—O! how can I =ndure to subscribc
to the sentence of your condemnation,
and see you sink into hopeless, endless,
unutterable wretchedness!—God Almighty,
in his infinite mercy, avert from us such
tremendous evils ! and grant, that through
His dear Son, we may all finally partake
of that blessed salvation which we all so
eminently néed— which we have all so cri-
minally abused !”
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¢ He sat down. A solemn silence testi-
fied the feelings of the assembly,—several
Were moved to tears. I trembled on my
seat. But you should have seen and
neard him to judge. , I haye not done him
Jjustice. . » .e
‘I was greatly astomshed however, to
find, that few of his regular attendants had
power to appreciate the merits of their
Pastor. They weresall, indeed, strongly
attached to him and his ministry; and
would, perhaps, have refused to change it
fgr any other. They admired his piety,
and felt him to be “a warm—hearted useful
preacher;” but they did not seem®to think,
that he had any great pretensions to elo-
quence. Eloquence they imagined was
the art of fine speaking—of loading every
sentence with gaudy epithets and inflated
terms ; sustained by a delivery the most
precise and studied.
¢ At least, I suppose this is the gene-
ral opinion, from the remarks of Mr.
Jones, "'whom I met -last evening. We
were speaking of Dr. Mills, and I ex-
pressed warm admiration of his sermon.
12 y
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“Yes,” said Jones, “ the sermon was excel-
lent, and produced a great effect, but I can
hardly agree with you in calling it eloguent.
Dr. Mills is no orator.” ¢ Nb orator, said
I, ¢ pray what is an orator ?’ ¢ An orator --
an orator,” said he, “is a good speaker,”
looking diseoncerted as though he wished
for a' better answer. ‘There we are
agreed,’ I replied, ‘and is not Dr. Mills a
good speaker " “ Ir one sense perhaps
he is,” returned Jones; “ but I think not
in the Aigher sense. His language is not
so beautiful and figurative as our best
speakers—it is too familiar. Then, his
manner is not studied and graceful—he is
carried away by his subject and totully for-
gets himself” This was spoken with so
much self-satisfaction, that I waived reply ;
and soon after found, that‘ H—. and G—.
and K—. were the standard of this young
gentleman’s taste,

¢ But I have written more than I de-
signed, and dinner is announced. On the
foot of this, I send you a few verses, in
which I have referred to some sources of
the pleasure ‘attending this visit. Judge
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it candidly ; I am not so intimate with the
Muses as yourself. Mobther sends her
*kindest regards, while the tear starts in
her eye. Nurse Graham blesses you every
day and every night; and “ sweet are the
blessings of the poot.” ,Fhope to see you
before the end of next week. Till then
and ever, I commend you to the care of our
common Lord and" Saviour Jesus Christ.
Farewell!

¢ Your’s, in inviolable friendship,

‘CHARLES LEFEVRE.

‘P.S. Give my best regards to Mr.
and Mrs, Russell, and say when I expect
to return. If any letters have arrived for
me, be so kind asto open them, and let me
know the contents.’

Simple Pleasures Commemorated.
L]
How pleasant the sight and the fragrance of groves,
Array’d 1n the blossoms of June and July;
When the minstrels of nature delightedly rove,
Beneath the arcade of a clear summer sky.
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" How grate(ul, at noon, in the shade of a tree,
Which spreads within, view of a cool looking alley,
To catch the soft zephyrs which playfully flee,

And list to the streamlet that purls in the valley.

And, O, I have lov’d, in a forest remote,
To mark the tall cedar, benignzntly bending,

And trsiling its branchés, while trecs of less note,
The pine and the poplar, delight in ascending.

And sweet from the cot are the sounds of delight,
Which float on the breezes from infantile voices,

While the eye of the parent rests pleas’d on the sight,
Till every fond passion within him rejoices.

Then, Oy how entrancing the church going bells,
Which scem from each carthly engagement to sever ;
And solerin o me is the curfew which tells,
That time is departing—dcparting for ever. »

How oft bave I paus'd in the stillness of eve,
To read the lone tombs where dur ancestors slumber ;
And prayed for composure when Tshall receive,
My summons to add to their desolate number,

Sweet scenes of cndearment, fond joys of my youth,
When life is declining, and all things dcpart,

T stilt may rejoice in this innocent truth,
That pleasures so simple were dear to my heart !



FOUNDED ON FACTS. 121
Myr. Dovglas to Mr. Lefevre.
¢ London,

My VERY DEAR F;UEND.

“On leaviug you I made the best of
‘my way, as [ de31gned to my worthy
friends at Brldlmgtop, und after resting a
day with them, departed in, a sloop of
their’s for London. The weather was fine,
The elements strove to set ofl each other’s
glories. Ishould have greatly enjoyed the
sail, had I not becn slightly indisposed.
As it was, I became desirous of placing my
feet on dry land. My patience, however,
was to be exercised ; for it was not till I
had endured a fast, almost as long as the
lonwest Of the Mahomedan, that my de-
sire was gratified.

¢ On reaching home the sight of
your letter wa most agreeable. Lying on
the table as it did, it scemed to break the
solitude of the room, and give me the
welcome of a friend. 1 am glad my ab-
sence gives you some regrets, as it qualifies
you to sympathize .with somebody else’s
feelings. May we never part without
pain—never meet without joy !
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‘What a blessing is friendship! It is
admirably styled. ¢ the medicine of life;”
but let us recollect, it is religion that gives
it its most soothing and exhilirating
powers. It is this that eflectually links
heart to heart, apd ho'ds our spirits in free
commugion while we are endurinyg separa-
tion. And how does the sense of distance
and separation die away, when we meet at
the feet of one heavenly Father ; pour our
common complaints “into the same bo-
som ; and seek comfort from the smile of
the same divine countenance!

¢ Addison, I think, eulogizes the de
licate and refined friendship of two lovers,
who, during separation, agreed ‘o gazc,
at certain hours, on the moon, that they
might indulge their tender affections in
thinking that, at the same time, they were
looking at the same object. This is all
very well ; but what is it, compared to that
more delicate and sublime friendship, which
is cherished and strengthened by the re-
membrance that, in our utmost separations,
we can hold fellowsnip at the throne of
mercy, and co:nmit each other to the pro-
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tection of the same etérnal power and
goodness !

. ¢ But the highest charm religion gives
to friendship is derived from tmmortality.
The union she forms lasts for ever. Itis
superior to the versatility of circumstance ;
the stroke of death) and the rottenness
of the grave. On earth, this unjon is
incomplete, through the asperities and
infirmities which are found in the no-
blest characters; but in the heavenly
state it shall be finished; for every op-
posing frailty shall be removed. Bene-
Yolence shall answer to henevolence ; fide-
lity, to fidelity; and love, tolove. ,We shall
sée as with one eye; feel a8 with one heart;
and be animated as by one spirit. “ We
shall know as we are known!” O, whatis
friendship without this prospect! Who
would choose a friendship temporary and
perishing, uncertain as the breath in one’s
nostrils? I would not. Such a friendship
has no sywmpathies, no capacities for me.
I am an immortal being. My anxieties,
my hopes, my pleasures are, more or less,
connected with immortality. Give me,
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then, an smmortal friendship, or give me
none ! ,

¢ Thanks for your eloquent account
of Dr. Mills’s eloquence. He is a man
quite to my heart’s delight. Would that
every church porsessed such a one! It is
by sueh men, and by such men almost ex-
clusively, that the word of God must
finally prevail.

I need not say I wish it had been my
privilege to have heard him. 1 have long
thought, that no object in the whole earth
is half so grand and interesting as a minis-
ter of tlie gospel, who, careless of his own
fame, with a heart full of sacred jealousy
for the honour- of his Saviour; and a
countenance beaming with tender bene-
volence for his hearers, pours forth, from
an overflowing soul, the words of eternal
life. On the contrary, I know of nothing
more contemptible, or monstrous, than a
man who, professing to plead for the au-
thority and honours of Almighty God in
a rebellious world, is, in reality, courting
applause, and offering incense to the vani-
ty of his depraved heart! And, as far as
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eloquence s concerned, the advantage liés
just where we wish to find it. The one
*must be eloquent; the other never can.
He may figure, and dazzle, and be very
Jhetorical and majestic ; and he may raise
to his talents the exfollipg applause of the
multitude ; but nothig can be farther from
true eloquence. Lloquence’ is the lan-
guage of the heart; cloquence carries the
mind from the speaker to the subject;
eloquence raises us’ from words to things,
The man who is false to his snbject, cannot
produce this effect; nor does he wish it.
‘He would deprecate @ mode of"thinking
and speaking, that should teach his hearers
to forget lum in the greatness of his sub-
ject. Iow can that paltry being be ex-
pected to rise to the grandcur of real clo-
quence, who iy \\oomg a smilc, rounding
a period, or deciding on a gesture, when
the whole soul should be absorbed by the
subline object of saving an imnmortal spirit
from destruction? ) .
¢I am not, however, greatly sur-
prised at the bad taste of your townsmen.
A false taste is natural ta us, and only
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yields to cultivation. The hyman mind
too often despiszs the simplicity of real
oratory, and applauds the mysterious and
flowery pomp of that which is false ; like
the silly child,*which carelessly tramples
down the corn! in its eager admiration
of the"poppy. ’

‘1 beseech your tenderness towards
Mr. Jones. He will grow. There is a
time of life when we all admire what he
now admires, We are a little older, and
therefore we think a little differently. If
this does not account for all the difference,
perhaps, most of the remainder may bé
ascribed ,to the reading of Fenelon. We
know not how much we are obliged to
that chaste and eloquent writer.

¢ T am much pleased with the verses
you have written; and think, if you will
condescend to court the Muses, they will
be very gracious towards you, I have
not suffered the pleasures we enjoyed, to
pass ' without commemoration ; you shall
judge of the attempt. when we meet.

¢ Mr. and Mrs. Russell are anxiously
looking for <the return of their ¢ dear
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Charles.” You seem now to be necessary
to their family circle. Remember me to
nurse Graham, &c. &c. To your excel-
lent mother I tender my, best regards.
Expecting your arrival,

‘I am, my very.dear Fltiqnd,
‘ Your's most aﬂ'ectionate]y;

e ¢ JaMmEs DovucrLas.’
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CHAPTER X.

THE cbang‘;e?s of life are admirably
denominated, by the sacred writers, ¢rials.
They'are desigued to try our characters;
and bring to the proof their strength and
excellence. The energies and weaknesses
of our nature often lie conccaled in the
depths of the heart, even from the eye of
the possessor, till they are brought to liglit
by the shifting cvents of Providence.
Moses objected to his appointment as the
legislator and guide of Israel, from a sense
of his utter unsuitableness, and, yet, in the
experiment, he appears wnost highly gifted
for the duties assigned him. Hazael, vexed
with a prediction of his own baseness, in-
dignantly exclaims, ¢ Is thy servant a dog,
that,he should do this thing? and, yet, he
lived to accomplish the detested prophecy.
How much are we indebted to divine pro-
vidence, when’ the circumstances of life
are so arrauggd, as to nourish what is good
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within us, and to restrain and consume
what is evil! '

At the appointed time our young
friends hastened to greet each other in
"London. They rengwed, with mutual and
growing delight, their,accustomed pursuits
and pleasures. They continued in these
exercises, without disturbance, for nearly
two years ; but, as they have been suffi-
ciently noticed for the reader’s general in-
formation, we shall pass over a period,
whiich, though it is recorded in memory

as one of the most interesting and profit-
.1blo might be considered tame in narra-
tion. | _ ’

About the close of this period, circum-
stances arose, which materially interrupted
the intercourse, and broke the co-operation
of Douglas andl,efevre, in plans of personal
improvement, and pious henevoience. Duty
called Mr. Douglas from the capital ; and,
as in future, he will pass many months of
each year in distant parts of the three king-
doms,” he mnst be regarded rather as its
visitor, than its resident. 'This change
will considerably vary the 'complexion of
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our history. The name of Douglas will
not be so necessary to illustrate the life
of Lefevre, and it will, tﬁerefore, not so fre«
quently occur.

The prospect of, separation was to’
Lefevre peculiarly’ painful. On.his first
acquaintance with Douglas, he had a love
of literature, and a desire of improve-
ment; but his reading was desultory, and
his habits irregular, arising from a certain
restlessness of temper, which fostered a love
of change. These little defects, common
to the most engaging youthful characters,
had found a valuable corrective in the
friendship of Douglas. "His habits, his
attainments, and even his religious en-
gagements, seemed grafted on this friend-
ship ; and it distressed him exceedingly to
endeavour to think of them apart.

¢ Ah" said he, as he was riding a few
miles with his friend, on his departure
from town, ¢ I cannot tell you how I dread
this sreparation. I am afraid 1 shall quar-
rel with all our favourite pursuits.”

¢ The separation, my dear Charles,
is painful ; buf'let us wot, by our wilful-
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hess, render it injurious, Remember we
must pursue an object that is really good,
" for its own sake, independent of contin-
gencies, prosperous or adverse. If wesuf-
*fer ourselves to be led by circumstance,
woe to oyr virtue ang our peace. ,We are
like the vessel without ruddem or sail—the
sport of every wind and wave. ' Besides,
the exquisite pleasure we have had in our
different pursuits, will be sufficient to de-
termine your future course.’

¢ I don’t know,” rejoined Lefevre.
‘*Whatever pleasure may arise from my so-
fitary exercises, it cahnot equal what I
have realized in union with ybu; and;
therefor e, the very comparison may be
discouraging.’

¢ But,” said -Doug]as, with a smile,
‘ you speak as though you were pro-
nouncing an epitaph over a deceased friend-
ship. Our friéndship is not expired, nor
expiring. It is neither the slave of cir.
cumstance nor death. And, even our in-
tercourse will, 1 trust, suffer little inter-
ruption. We shall yet have many and long
opportunities of meeting ; and, when apart,

VOL. I K *
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a regular exchange of letters may still
procure a community of studies and en-
joyments.’

Lefevre’s countenance brightened on
his friend. They journeyed on, ad-
justing the plan of.correspondence, till
they came to Hounslow, where the bitter
words of separation were to be uttered.
They wrung each other’s hands, and part-
ed. ‘¢ Farewell!” said Lefevre.

‘Farewell, my dear Charles! said
Douglas ; and then, looking with softened
affection, added, ¢ Beware of Wallis"

The name of Wallis, though strange
to the reader, was familiar to the ear of
Lefevre.

This young man was established in
the same office with him, though in a
different department ; and was his superior
in years. In addition to the rewards at-
tending this situation, he possessed, by
the death of his father, considerable pro-
perty, which did not fail to give him some
importance in the eye of his associates,
. and more in his own estimation.

Wallis was master of some common-
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place reading, and flattered himself on his
_ knowledge of mankind ; but, in fact, he
" had only attained that degree of know-
ledge which Pope calls ;¢ dangerous and
‘intoxicating.” At ene {ime, it betrayed
him to absurdity; and, at another, re-
duced him to scepticism. ©n the sub-
ject of religion he professed the utmost
liberality ; this, however, was a misnomer
—it was rather the utmost indifference.
Had he been asked his creed, he would
have declared it to be the Christian; yet he
Was no more under its influence than that
of the Koran or Shaster. Notwithstand-
ing, he was usually found in church on
sowme part of the Sabbath ; but it was from
the same reason that he was sometimes
found in the gallery of the House of Com-
mons ; not to worship his Maker and Be-
nefactor, but to be ‘entertained by the
eloquence of a poptilar speaker. He pro-
posed no noble object to himself in gxis.
tence. Pleasure was evidently his con-
genial ‘element ; and business was pursued
only as it was necessary to lts enjoyment.
With all these deductlons, Wallis was
K2
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¢

a fascinating young man. He was sprightly -
in his conversation—gracious in his man-
ners—and discovered (if not that high ex-
cellence, good temper) a great degree of
good humour ; a gualify for which it is too
frequent]y mistaken. . He denounged every
thing mean 2nd hypocritical ; and wore an
uncommon air of openness and gencrosity.
If he did not know much, he had the
knack of showing offf what he did know
to the best advantage; and if his acquain-
tance with human nature was superficial,
it was sufficient to apprize him, that the
readiest way to secure the good opinion of
others, is; to flatter them into a good
opinion of themselves. To this practice
he had often stooped when he had an
end to answer, and it was generally suc-
cessful; for, alas! few are superior to flat-
tery.

Wallis professed,-and indeed disco-
vered, much attachment for Lefevre. It
washe, principally, who had, at a former
period, succeeded in drawing him iuto the
evils of pleasure. He referred his recent
shyness to the greater influence of Doug-
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las over him, and he was piqued at it.
He had made several efforts to reclaim the
' friendship of Lefevre; and Douglas judg-
ed, on hearing of their separation, he
-would renew them, with greater vigour.
He knew too, that Lefetre had a partiality
for Wallis, which blinded him to some
of his faults, and betrayed him into an
undue estimation of his character. Lefe-
vre had acknowledged the injurious effect
of their former intimacy; and Douglas
spoke from the fulness of his heart, when
the caution we have recorded fell from his
lips.

Lefeyre, on returning to the duties of
fife, and ‘the employments of the study,
soon recovered the tone of his mind ; and
found that, even ire the absence of a friend,
good books a'nd'a good conscience are no
despicable companions. ¢ Yes,” said he to
himself, after reading aloud, with peculiar
relish Beattie’s “ Minstrel,” ¢ here I am
happy. I enjoy the society of the wisest,
the best of men—atterided with the ap-
probation of my own heart. I will never
relinquish these pure, exhilirating plea-,
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sures. What others are there like them?
The pleasures of the world may form a
contrast to them, but never a comparison.’

His hours of relaxation were, as usual,
passed with Mr and Mrs. Russell; and
he evinced his interest in their comfort by
a number of sllght attentions, which great-
ly endeared him to them.

After the lapse of a few weeks, Lefe-
vre received a visit from Wallis. He en-
tered the room with a gay smile on his
countenance; and, having exchanged salu-
tations with Lefevre, seated himself.

¢ Well,’ said he, looking at the books
on the table, ¢ always amongst the books.
1like to see the world as it goes—but every
man to his taste. You like to look at
things through spectacles, aud I wish to
avoid the illusions of ‘optical glasses;
there lies the difference.”  *

¢ And perhaps,’ replied Lefevre, with
a bow and a smile, ¢the difference may be
in my favour. If we admit that our own
sight is not quite 'perfect, as T fear we

must, then, you know, glasses are neces-
sary, as a coireclive.’
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¢ Very sihart, my dear Lefevre, upon
my word! You wer:always a wit, and I
am glad these,books hav'n’t spoiled you.
But tell .me, how is it you never come to
seeus? You know both Jane and my-
self are happy to Have your company.’

¢ My thanks to you and yvhur sister.
But why should you charge’me with never
seeing you? I called not a month since.’*

¢ Ha, called—but you don’t spend a

- cheerful evening ‘as you used to do. I
hope we have no reason to repent of those
. evenings.’ Lefevre sighed. ¢ Well,’ con-
* tinued he, ¢ I suppose I have to’blame Mr.
Douglas for robbing me of a friend. He
*is a crafty fellow-—he knows how to hold
a friend—and he’s a lucky fellow to meet
with such a friend as you.’

‘ Wallis I» exclaimed Lefevre, with a
look of displeasure, ‘this from you. Am
I to hear my friend called crafty and selfish
to my face? Am I—

¢ Stop !—excuse me, "cried ‘Wallis
smiling ; < T assure you I meant no per-
sonal reflection on Mr. Douglas. I
merely charged him with what is common
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to the species. He is man, and therefore
he is selfish. Trusc me, man must sub-
mit to one common declension whercver he
is found—in dear England or savage Bar-
bary. Itis

Nominative .« . Ego, I,

Getitive: - -+ . - . Mei, of me,

Dative + - . - . « . . Mihi, to me,

Accusative- - - - +Me, me,

Vocative -« . -+ -not wanting,

Allative ++«+...Me, with, from,and
by me, all the world over.—You look incre-
dulous ; but I cap bring down authorities
from your own shelves upon you in fine
style. What have you to say against Pope
and Rochefoucault, pray # T

‘1 simply say, I do not believe their
theories. Selfishness is indeed prevalent,
but not universal—there are exceptions.’

“O yes,” rejoined Wallis, playfully,
‘and every man makes himself an excep-
tion-—and, if he has a dear chum, he
makes' him an exception—and so selfish.
ness is banished out of the whole wide
world twice over!—But,’ added he assum-
ingly, ¢ you should see the world, Charles,
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—you should see the world, —you don’t
know it—indeed you dosa’t. Remember
that fine line of mysfriend Mr. Pope—

¢ The proper study of mankind is man.”

+ I do remember 1t-——and I think no
study to man can be more important and
engaging than that of human nat,pre,‘)ut -

¢ Well, well, let us waive it,” interrupt-
ed Wallis.—¢ I havn’t yet told you the
business of my visit, and I know you’ll
approve of that, without any of these
tirecsome buts.—You must know then, that
afew of us have had a meeting at my
Liouse, about petitioning our superiors
for a rlse of salary, We are to meet
'wam, and we want you to meet with us,
and assist us with your talents.—Cone,
come,—don’t look grave,—we must have
your help—we sha’n’t get on without you.
I dou't care a straw about it for myself, but
it's wretched to hear of the distresses
of some poor fellows in the office.’

If Lefevre looked grave, as Walhs
imaginéd, it was not because he was pre-
paring objections to the proposal, for he
fully approved of it. He had a convxctlon,
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‘that the rewards of the office were not
proportioned tosthe duties. He knew that
many young men, who had married, were
overtaken by debts in spite of their best
economy, and were frequently harassed
‘'by arrests and jmprisonment; and that
otherss who to escape these evils remained
single, too often fell a sacrifice to the worst
of temptations. He considered the object
as one of benevolence and morality.—His
generosity was touched by the avowed
generosity of Wallis; and he quickly
satisfied him by a promise to attend the
next meeting. <

When Wallis left his apartment, Le-
fevre, reviewed his conduct, as ‘though he
feared he had committed himself by too
hasty a promise. An anxiety hovered on
his spirits, at having engaged to enter
society which had formerly been so dan-
gerous. ¢ But,’ thought he, ‘the objectis
excellent, and we must meet to accomplish
it ;'and, as to the dangers, I hope I am
wiser than I was.’ .

On the evening of the following day,
he met the“ party to tea at Wallis's.—
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Amongst others, there were present two or
three of very dissipated habits; and he
was surprised to Yind these more clamor- -
ous in their complaints, than others who
were real and involuntary sufferers. His
heart shrunk from cnmmg 50 lmmedlately
into contact with these young men he had
carefully shunned : but he directly recur-
red to the object. .

The whole party received him with
the greatest respect. They really admired
him for his skill in business ;—they knew
that they requu'ed his  energy and talents to
" assist them in procuring their wishes ;—
and they were aware that his ndme was of
lmpol'tance as his diligence and “fidelity
had commended him to the favor of his
employers. Accordingly every counte
nance wore a smile, and every tongue ut-
tered a flattering compliment.  Lefevre’s
opinion on every question was taken with
evident deference. Lefevre was voged. as
secretary.—Lcfevre was requested to draw

up 4 memorial —for they were sure no one
could do it so well. At .enﬂtb, the meeting
adjourned, having nominated a committee,
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aind agreed to meet together, once a week
or oftener, at a chdp-house in the city.

Events that have ‘been anticipated
with fear, if they yield pleasure, do so in
a very high degree. Lefevre thought he
had never attendtd, a more pleasant meet-
ing. "The generous "benevolencé of his
heart doubtless contributed to this impres-
sion ; and, if gratified vanity had its share,
let him cast the first stone, who, in the
same circumstances, would have been
totally free from its influence.

Themoment in which passion is gratified
is always dangerous. It demands indul~’
gerice on indulgence ; and seldom is the
calm remonstrance of reason heetled, tili
the time for listening to it is past, " As the
little meeting was breaking up, Wallis
whispered three or four of his favorites to
stay, as they were to havea concert that
evening, He passed to Lefevre, who
stood with his hat in his hand, ready to
take léave. ¢ Charles you wo'n’t go yet—
stay a bit—you'll speak to Jane?

¢Certainly T will. I did not know
she was at home; and immediately he
made his way to the drawing room,
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The drawing room, to Lefevre’s sur-
prise, was brllllantly hghted and its orna-
* ments so nicely bestowed, as to indicate
the expectation of company. Miss Wallis
was seated by a little table, with a couple
of books before her. * Her. well formed
person was elegantly robed in avhite ; and,
though professing to read, it was evi-
dent her attention was not so absorbed,
as to forget the grgce of attitude. She
received Lefevre with one of her best
smiles,

" ¢ What have you here " said Lefevre,
takmg up the spare book.

‘A tale—have youread it? °

* No.~I don’t read novels.’

¢ Not any ?—Is it possible I

‘ Quite possible, 1 assure you— 1
don't think them, worth attention.’

¢ Well, I didn’t think you were so
prejudiced. You condemn a set of the
most amusing and worthy authors with-
out a hearing. At least, you should read
them before you cordemn them. Now
just say you will read this tale; and then
I'n sure you will change yor opinion,’
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¢ Excuse mg~—I have no wish to
read it !’ .

¢ Well;” said she smiling, ‘the boy
shall leave it for you, and then you may do
as you like.—1 am convinced you will ap-
prove of it.’ "o

Wallis.and his companions now enter-
ed. Lefevre rose to depart,—‘ You are
about to receive company,” said he to
Wallis, ¢ I was not aware of it.

¢ 0, it's nobody—nobody. It's only
a little music party of my sister’s.—I didn’t
know of it when I appointed this night for
our meeting ; but it doesn’t signify, we
shall have some.of Handel’s best pieces —
and you're fond of music Charles—come,
you can stay

Lefevre was fond ot music. He and
his friend Douglas had been accustomed
to seek relief from other pursuits in its
seothing harmonies. His heart, too, was
in good bumour with himself and his com-
pany, and he resumed his seat.

This easy compliance was scarcely
expected by Wallis. He could have wish-
ed they had %o party for the evening, as
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he feared, by asking too myich of Lefevre,
he might gain nothing, He was, therefore,
particularly pleased with Lefevre’s sub-
mission, and, with animated °gaiety, he led
forward the conversation }ill their com-
pany arrived.

The number of the expected guests
was at length perfected, and the concert
began. The various powers of the organ, the
piano, the violin, and the flute, were put in
requisition, relieved by scveral good voices
skilfully managed. Some of the finest
parts of-the “ Messiah” were selected, and
the performance was, at least not disgrace-
ful, to the divine composition. Letevre,
who wasmore an amateur than a connoisseur,
contented himsel? with standing behind
Miss Wallis’s chair keeping the time of the
music with his fingers. As it proceeded,
however, he was: fixed in deep attention ;
and when it rose in all the combination of
sound, to the utmost grandeur, and, then,
with fluctuating melody, descended, till no-
thing met the ear, but ‘one soft note trem-
bling on the treble voice of g female, his
heart paused within him—<he was filled
with the most captiyating ecstacies !
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The refreshments went round, and
the performance was renewed with some
variation in the subJects Each one was
willing to name something in which he
flattered hlmself he gxcelled. Duets, so-
natag, concertos, dvertures, voluntaries, and
a few favorite songs, were accordingly in-
troduced. Lefevre continued to parti-
cipate in the general delight. That feeling
of devotion, which hethought had animated
his enthusiasm, was indeed gone; but
still the music was most enchanting, and
the execution more exquisite, as if the per-
formers were now more at home. The songs
too, if he had rather they should Jbave been
passed over, contained nothlng very ob-
Jectionable.

It was not to be expected that these
exercises could be continued without thirst
and exhaustion; and these were tempta-
tions to recur to the wine and sweetmeats

- with which the sideboard was richly pro-
vided. No one had drank enough to sub-
due reason; but each one had, probably,
taken enough, to produce those false spérits
which raise the mind above sobriety.
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Lefevre expected they were about to
separate, when i} was proposed to ter-
minate the evening with a dance! The
proposal was no sooner made than accept-
ed. Theroom was immegliately cleared —
the violins struck up, and several, couple
were instantly floating round the tloor.

Lefevre threw himself into a chair,
satisfied that he was allowed to be a spec-
tator ; and Wallis, fearing this step should
give him vexation, took a chair by his side.
This little attention dispelled his chagrin.
He talked and laughed with his com-
panion, vibrating alternately his foot and
head to the exhilirating music. Miss Wallis
had relinquished her partner, and pre-
sented her hand to Lefevre! He did not
expect this—and*was not prepared for it.
What could he do?f—He must accept it,
and, therefore, he would do it courteously.
Wallis, too, led on a partuer, and the dance
became general. All was now meriment
and hilarity. The whole scene swam
before their inflamed Benses, till sight be-
came dizzy, and their very pleasures were
rendered uncertain, dreamy, and delirious.

VOL. L. L
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Near the hovr of midnight, the giddy
party broke up, exhausted in every power.
The cool air of night restored Lefevre to
that consciousness of which wine, and
laughter, and =oise, and polluted air,
had nearly deprived him. ¢ What have
I been doing? said he to himself, as
he walked the deserted street. ¢ Where
have I been?—I have been led away by
pleasures I condemn—but they are not
guilly pleasures.—Music is innocent—and
dancing?—Well, 1 conld not avoid that—-
and, is there any harm in it ¥ He was not
prepared, at this mowment, to remember,
that things innoeent in themselves-are often
made dangerous by their accompaniments.

He arrived at his home, and hastened
to his chamber. Rather from the impulse
of habit than ef desire, le bent his knees
on the usual spot for his nightly devotion.
He could not pray ! He attempted to utter
himself, but his thoughts were distracted,
and his tongue faultered. The sounds of
the violin were still in his ear—the objects
he had just s~en were still reeling before
hjs eyes. His frame was fit for any thing,
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rather than the calmness'of devotion. He

,sighed heavily, and, with self reproaches,
threw himself on his bed. He lay wake-
ful and restless till the dawn of day, and
‘then fell into dreamy and ¢omfortless slum-
bers. Once more he thought he’ grew
giddy in the mazes of the dance—once
more he thought his pulse quickened at
the familiar touch of woman—and then,
again, he awoke feverish and unrefreshed.
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CHAPTER XI.

v

OUR ‘judgment of an action before
and after its performance is widely diffe-
rent. In one case we frequently pro-
nounce impartially, a% on a matter in which
we are not implicated ; in the other, we are
an interested party, and self-love will
place the action ir such favourable lights
as to induce us, if not to justify, yet to
extenuate, its itnproprieties.

Lefevre employed the first leisure mo-
ments of the day coolly to review his con-
duct on the past night.  He was inclined
to see his error, and yet, in spite of this
inclination, his heart succeeded in its pal-
liation. ¢ It is true,’ said he, ‘I sang—
but' I did not join in the parts that were
anmorous and foolish. I danced—but that
was unavoidable, in my circumstances. I
drank rather.more wine than is usual to
me—but then I was not aware of the quan-
tity, and my senses were not af—fected—
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were not perverted. At‘least, these plea-
sures are not the element of religion—I
have lost my relisl? for devotion ; and they
are not the way to happiness—I never felt
anore unhappy. I will partake of them no
more!—and, as to 'winé, I will adopt
Douglas’s' rule—nevér to take mote than
two glasses, and then I shall not drink
unawares.’

Satisfied with himself at making these
resolutions, the gloon vanished from his
countenance ; and concluding that they
would effectually preserve him from future
dangers, he allowed himself to think of
visiting at Wallis’s, * when he wos certain
there weré no parties,” '

Miss Wallis had, perhaps, as much
to do with this dgsire as her brother. She
was sensible, and of pleasing manuers. Lefe-
vre thought she hiad been attentive to him,
and he had never before set such value on
her attentions. e did not encourage any
serious desires concerning her, and he ab-
horred. the thought of trifling with thc
feelings of a young woman ; but yet he felt
that vague inclination to hér society, by
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l'
which engaging young persons, of the

contrary scxes, are 5o often attracted ; and .
which, though innoceni in itself, is dan-
gerous in its tendencies,

Wihile Lefevre, with self-complacency,
was deciding how.far he might, and might
not go' on ground that had better been
abandoned altogether, he received the
following letter from his friend Douglas.

¢ Caernarvon.

¢ My VERY DEAR CHARLES,

‘ Your last I reccived at Aberystwitl,
after a few days delay. It was well we
took the precauntion of giving a double
reference in the direction, was it not?—
otherwise I could not have had it.

“I am glad you are reconciled to
your accustomed studics, and tbat they
continue to reward you. Although sub-
ject to many interruptions, I do not lose
sight of the duty of self-improvement, in
the highest sense of the term. I find my
pleasures in it; and they are heightened
by a knowledge that we are similarly em-
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ployed. Pleasures are)only such as they
challenge the approbation of conscience ;
-and a good constience will not approve
what is not beneficial either to ourselves
.or others. May we ever find the flowers
of pleasure in the field of duty, and then
we may gather them %ll the da.y lodg!

¢ The place from which this is dated
will apprize you, that I am in the midst of
all that is great and wonderful in North
Wales. We have often attempted to ima-
gine the beauties of Scotland and Wales;
but all our imaginings have been feebleness
indeed, compared with the realities.
Tremendous precipices, and smiling lakes ;
awful méuntains, and lovely valleys ; deep
ravines, and woody glens; babbling streams,
and roaring, dasking cataracts ; all that is
grand on earth, adorned with all that is
glorious in the heavens!

¢ But this is only like telling you, that
one of Gainsborough’s finest pictures is
composed of trees and brooks, of hills
and vales, of cottages and clouds, It is
the combination produces the effect; and
1 despair of giving you this. The most
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magnificent sceny I have beheld, is, I
think, from Wind-Cliff; near Chepstow ;
the most sublime is frém the summit of
Snowdon ; the most beautiful, the vales of
Festiniog and Elangollen ; the most pic-
turesque, Lloyd's.Pulpit. The prevailing
characfers of the scencry are the grand
and romantic.

“I cannot possibly tell you what I
have enjoyed amidst such charms. Rous-
seau says somewhere, it is possible to live
a thousand years in a quarter of an hour.
If this is possible, I think I ay putin
some claim to it. How have I wept and
smiled! -How have I been fixed in pen-
sive enjoyment, as though held by the
hand of enchantment!

¢ As to speeches, I nade none; so I
have none to record. I never, in my life,
made less use of my tougﬁe, 1t seems to
lie dormant, as if sensible it was not
formed to express the feelings congenial
with' such objects.

¢ This, too, must supply me with an
apology for not sending the Sonnets you
expect. Surrounded by every thing tq
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fill one with the enthusidsm of poetry, I
never felt less dispositidn to make lines;
.and I am inclined*to think the mind that,
uuder the first full impression of such
scenery, can turn its attention to adjust
the quantity and rhythmus of words, hus
as much real taste as that celéb.rate{’l party
who, in ascending the Egyptian pyramid,
strove which should be at the top first, and
when there, sat themselves down to carve
their names on its stones! 1However; be-
fore the freshness of the impression passes
off, something may be done a little to
Your wishes. '

¢ Whilst I thus allude to enjoyments,
I hope i% is not of these dlone that I can
speak. I would bclieve that they have
been profitable in, their influence. An en-
thusiastic writer has said, * that it is im-
possible to ascend Snowdon without com-
ing down a better man.” If this were true,
government should 1nake every felon in
the kingdom go on pilgrimage to this puri-
fying spot. But, without exaggeration, it
is certain that great objects have a tenden-
cy to enlarge the mind. Evéry base, every
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paltry thought, *(ippears discountenanced
in the presence of such awful majesty.
All the pomp, all the glitter, all the dis-
tinctions of life, are despicable as the
playthings of a child, when amidst the
sublimities and’ golitudes of nature, we
commune with God and with his works.
Never before did I possess such profound
reverence for the divine greatness ; never
before did I so admire or apprehend the
condescension and tenderness of the Great
Redeemer!

¢ O, may I breatke no longer than I breathe
My soul in praise to him who gave my soul,
And all ker infinite of prospect fair !’

¢ Butlet us turn from things to men, and
ifyou please—to women, I am extremely
comfortable in the family of Mr, and Mrs.
S—. They give me every attention ; and
their sous frequently joinme in my rambles.
There is but one object that disconcerts
me, and that is their daughter! She is an
only caughter, and a spoiled daughter.
She tiiuks herself pretty; and, in this con-
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ceit, idolizes her sweet |érson. She can-
not use her fingers lest‘they should lose
«their whiteness—rlor her eyes lest they
should lose their brightness. She will
not go out when it is cloudy, lest it should
rain— nor when it is sunry, lest she should
be tanned. She studies how she shall sit
down, and how she shall rise again ; and,
moreover, plagues me with her essences,
as you know I am of Seneca’s opinion,
“that of all smells, no smell is the best
swell.”

+ ¢ Of course, she can play, and draw,
ahd smile, and sentimentalize ; but she has
neither good sense, good taste, ror good
temper. *And even that soft retiring mo-
desty, which rests on the countenance of
woman, like the, unsullied bloom on the
peach, is wanting. This last defect I
charge on her familiarity with love tales,
I am convinced they eflect nothing sooner
than to eflace that chaste. and delicate
reserve, which gives loveliness to beauty ;
and whkich, if ouce lost, is not to be wholly
recovered. Would that I had the purga-
tion of such young ladies ltbraries |—that
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is of our circulgting libraries. I would
soon act the part of Don Quixote’s friend
towards them, and reddce their myriads of
.volumes to some score or two, I warrant
you! .

¢ But what' most offends me in this
young'lady is her treatment of her parents.
They are persons of good understanding
and simple manners; happy in each other,
and most affectionate to their children.
In fact they are specimens of the good
old English character—a character, that
I hope will never be lost to us by French
influence, or any other imaginable in-
fluence.. These worthy persons cannot
sympathise with their daughter’s fine sen-
timents. They often express a wise opi-
nion in awkward and ungrammatical
language, and habitually~ study comfort
in preference to fashion. These are fla-
grant evils in her estimation; and
she seems to think they exonerate her
from that respect, which a child can never
withhold from a parent, without forfeit-
ing for herself. It must, however, be
allowed, that Miss S— is to be pitied, as
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well as censured. Her parente with the
best intentions, haye mistaken her educa-
“tion. They were determined their only
daughter should have *tfie very best edu-
“cation,” and have run to agreat expense in
obtainingsit. But alas !" instead of .educa-
tion, she has been crowded With showy
accomplishments, which may expose her
to the snares of the worthless, but which
can contribute little to make her either
useful or happy in domestic life, So far
from directing the whole process of in-
sgruction to the government of the feel-
ings, the formation of the temper, and the
inculeation of religious .princip'lvs, the
plan, one would think, was designed most
effectually to pamper and indulge vanity,
selfishness, and, Yolly. Indeed, if educa-
tion imply discipline, and is designed prin-
cipally as a moral corrective of the evil
dispositions of the heart, she is absolutely
without education., :

* I must now suspend my communion
with my dear friend. Surely ‘you will not
complain of my * short, sba.bby letters,”
any more. Come, come, full at every
corner, examine how you will.
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* Remember ‘me kindly to Mr. and
Mrs. Russell, your motter, Mr. F. &ec. &c.
Grace, mercy, and peace be with you?!

¢ Your's, most affectionately,
“w  “‘James Douveras.’

P, S. 1 hope :you see Banks occa-
sionally. TIknow he has a respect for you,
and will value your society.

“ More last words.”—‘ What I have
said of the S—’s is, of course, in confi-
dence. It is what any one might observe;
but we cannot hold the claims of hos-
pitality too sacred.’

This lctter, although truly:welcome
to Lefevre, gave some little disturbance to
his complacency. It was the first letter
that did not yield unmixec pleasure ; and
the change of fceling revealed to him some-
thing of the truth. He could not help
seeing that some particulars in the notice
of Miss S—, might be applied to Miss
Wallis. He was forced too, into a contrast
of his recent pleasures with those of
Douglas. He felt that he had sunk from
th: level of equality with his friend: and
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almost unconsciously his pride was piqued.
. But;” thought hey ‘I shall retarn to en-
joyments worthy of me; and as to Miss
Wallis, T have nothing tQ do with her.
She has faults, and- I should be glad to
amend them,’ . : *

At this moment a small *parcel was
brought to him with Miss Wallis’s compli-
ments. It contained the promised Tales.
He threw them on the table: ¢ I will not
read them,’ said he, thinking of Douglas’s
sentence against novels. ¢ And yet,” con-
tinued he, recollecting himself, ¢ Pouglas
allows that he would spare some of them
—perhaps this may be cne,’ opening a
volume.—* Moral Tales!” ¢ Surely if they
answer the title they contain nothing im-
proper” Then récurring to his engage-
ments as secretary to the petitioning
committee, he shut the book—cleared his
table—and sat down to consider of his
arrangements.

Lefevre soon formed his plans; and,
as he never allowed time fo be wasted
between the forming a purpose and its ex-
ecution, he was quickly absorbed in their
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accomplishment.. All the time, at his own
command, was devoted to the object; and,
when he could not give it his services, it
still filled his thoughts. He wrote letters —
he made speeches —he drew up petitions ~
he wnited on his suneriors, to explain the
proposed .measures, and to solicit their
support. It cost him a sigh to abandon
entirely, and at once, his favorite pursuits :
¢ but,” thought he, ‘it is necessary. The
more energy I give to it, the sooner I shall
return to them; and no object can have
more claims upon me.’

Thus he satisfied himself; yet 1t is
probable, that as much might bave been
done, and with as much effect, and even
in as little time, without that feverish
anxiety,—that exclusive attention which
he indulged. But, Lecievre had strong
feelings, which often hurried him on by
their impulse, without allowing him to ad-
just his attention to the merit of the object.
If a new object interested him at all, it in-
terested him Tor a time totally. '

The ardour of his pursuit encreased
as he advanced. 'The warm praises of his
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companions —the sense of his own supe-
riority—the agitatjons of hope and fear, as
" directed to the issue—may be supposed to
have contributed to this. PBut principally,
‘the generous heart of Lefavre was touched
on finding, from moregminute enquiry, that
the evils they were endeavoring’to remove,
were much more .extensive, than they
had imagined. These were chiefly found
amongst those young, men, who had mar-
ried ; and, who, in preparing for the plea-
sures of matrimony, had forgotten to pro-
vide for the claims of a family., While
they had no prospect of redress, delicacy
prevented them making a fyll statément of
their condition ; but since steps were tak-
ing, that promised some relief, they cast
aside their restraimts. It was painful to hear
of sickness, without cordials —of children,
without bread—of spirits depressed to the
earth, by a weight of debt, which could
neither besborne nor thrown off; and this
from persons in the prime of life, and, in
most cdses, anxious to* provide honorably

for their families.
Lefevre could not hear these accounts

[ ]
YOL. I. M
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unmoved, nor with a distant and uncertain
prospect of assistance. *He proposed, that
a fund should be opened for the discharge
of small debts nf married men ; and, 'that
relief might be bestowed without a sacrifice
of worthy feelings, he proposed it should

" be styled & lending fund, for the advance of
money, but which, it was understood,
should never be demanded. He could not
suffer himself to suggest a generous act to
others, without becoming an example of it ;
he, immediately, therefore, put down his
name for a handsome sum, and the sub-
scription became general.

Many of the committee were far from
being able to feed on anticipations how
pleasant soever; they had long been ac-
customed to live on the present and .pass-
ing pleasure. Besides, “it was impossible
to meet at a chophouse without taking
something.’ That they might not be skabby,
they united to take a slight supper; and
the committee meeting was soon trans-
formed into a beefsteak club,

Lefevre, indeed, protested against this
as needless ; and, if expected at such a
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place, they could easily meet where it
would not be necessary. But, in this in-
stance, he did not prevail, and he was a
little mortified. ¢ Well, well, whispered
Wallis, as he’ was proceeding to remon-
strate, ‘opress it no farther-kyou whall be
at full liberty te act as you like—I should
like it as well without, but you know,
Charles, we must humour men a little if
we would manage them; and, as to sup-
per, why, we must take it somewhere.

Little did Lefevre suspect that Wallis
was ¢ humouring him, in order to manage
him.’ When he found himself at perfect
liberty, he lost his hostile feeling to the
supper; and, that he might show he was
not so rigid, as some supposed, he occasion-
ally partook of it. Once familiarized to it
and its society, he no longer objected ; and,
in a few weeks, the business and the sup-
per were so confounded, that ope could
not be avoided without the other. So in-
sens1bly do we lose the sense of what is
proper to our characters!

Some weeks, and even pponths, elapsed
in this employ, without much opportunity

M 2
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for any thing else. At length, nearly all
that could be effected was done by the per-
severance of Lefevre, and he found that
little more was. required of hiwm, than to
give his attendaifce at the weekly meeting.

He now determined to resume his
more peaceful pursuits ; but alas! the re-
lish for them had subsided. , His habits
had been interrupted; his mind had been
excited by active, bustling, irregular exer-
tions; and it was still filled with anxious
expectancy, as-to the result of all his toil.
It is easy to conceive that, in bringing
such a mind to the tranquil pleasures of the
study and retirement, all would at first be
dull and insipid. He could not translate
a page of Virgil, nor read a chapter of the
Universal History with his wonted plea-
sure. He yawned over his books, and was
frequently compelled to read a page five
or six times, before he could bring his ab-
sent and disordered thoughts to bear upon
its contents, This was too tiresome to be
endured. Instead of resolving, by patient
efforts, to recover the taste for those
pleasures he had lost, he chafed his spirits



|
FOUNDED ON FACTS. 167

with fruitless regréts. Hijs conscience was
¢ jll at ease ;7 he alternately quarrelled with
himself and with kis studies ; and felt dis-
" posed to relieye himself from the uneasiness
of solitude, by seeking pleasant society.—
Thus did he unconsciously add link to
link to those chains, in which hg was
already entangled, when one idble spring
of resolution might.have burst them asun-
der. '
Lefevre thus digposed, did not long
want temptation. Since the renewal of
their intercourse, Wallis had shown him
great attentions, and his assiduities were
rather encreasing than diminishing. He
had been pleased to find e had regained
his influence over Lefevre ; and he was
bent on its growth.

It must nol; however, be supposed
that he had any design of laying waste the
virtues and character of his friend in his
endeavours. He had different views of
virtue and religion, to Lefevre. ¢I shall’
thought he ¢ be doing him good in rubbing
off his’ puritanical austerities.—It's a pity
that, as Lefevre can make so pleasant
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a’ companion, he should be duped by the
nostrums of Douglas.’

If Wallis found séme motive to his
attentions in his jealousy of Douglas, he
found still more in Lefevre’s rank in the
Office. Lefevre, e admitted, was ‘ second
only te himsélf, in importance, every body
talked of him—every body praised him.
To have the intimate friendship of Lefevre,
was the best way to share in his respect
and popularity ; andy on having this, he
was determined. Full of his determina-
tion, he accosted him:—¢ Well, Charles,
now we have done what we can for the
office, and the bustle’s over, let us meet in
a more ;;nug and intimate way. ; What is
life without friendship ? hey ?—we are just
made for one another, depend on’t—you
have a fine generous heart, and I hope I
have a little generosity about me.—But
one must not vaunt of one’s self.—Well,
.whatever my heart is, it is as you see it—

"no hypocrisy, that’s one comfort !—and it’s
all your own too.—How could I expect
friendship, if I didn't offer it. Heart for
heart, Charles—that’s the only exchange!



FOUNDED ON FACTS. 169

Numbers would gladly have one’s heast,
but they cannot make the purchase—can-
not pay in kind—they've no heart—no
soul! Well, you have a heart, and a noble
one it is—J will make mygelf worthy of it,

" And as to our religious opinions, why,
we'll think and let ghink—that’s ghe best
philosophy Charles, hey? Consider me
then as your own,-and with me, of course, ,
allmy appurtenances—my horse—my purse .
—my home ; but why should I name them ?
come and see us.’

. If Lefevre felt a little offended at the
Jflippancy of such addresses, the fgeling was
presently lost in his admiration of their ap-
parent frankness and liberality.” Perhaps
his admiration was rather misguided in
this instance. He should have remem-
bered, that ease and warinth of manner
are distinct from frankness ; and, as to
liberality, he should have known that, if
we only conform ourselves to the course
of the world, there are few who will
trouble themselves about our idle opinions.
Lefévrg, however, was frank and liberal,
and judged of others by his own standard.
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Lefevre soon honoured the invitation
of his friend. When persons sincerely de-
sire to please, pleasure ks easily commu-
nicated. Wallis was sincere in his desire,
and successful in his effort with Lefevre.
His sister, too, was not backward in her
endeaveurs. Separate from her desire to
act in unison with her brother, she aimed,
. by a few obliging attentions, to secure those
of Lefevre. It was pleasant to be noticed
by a young man, who:vas noticed and ad-
mired by so many ; and it might be still
more pleasant and convenient if, in time,
she could prevail on him to accompany her.
to an amusement, as she frequently lost the
tempting opportumty for want of p sulta-
ble attendant.

Lefevre was gratified with the visit.
It was renewed and renewed, till it be-
came a sort of understanding, that he was
to spend two or three evenings at Wallis’s
every week,

Notwithstanding these arrangements,
Lefevre could not always be in society.
There were still some hours which he was
compelled to spend in retirement, and
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they lost nothing of their wearisomeness
What was to be done? He could not me-
.ditate—it would father disturb than pro-
mote his peace. He could not read his
usual books—a dissipated attention, a
dissatisfied conscience, interrupted him.
The Talespresented themselves. Hgread
some of them. They interesfed him—
they pleased him!- « How ridiculous he
had been to take up a prejudice against
them, whilst ignorant of them!”

From one extreme, as is often the
case, he ran to the other. He had
concluded, that every thing that pore the
name of novel, must be mischievous and
immoral y and now he was .convinced that
novels were, at once, the most instructive
and amusing reading imaginable. His con-
viction was sogri known to the Wallis's;
and they took care to supply him so cau-
tiously with books, that it was not mate-
rially shaken. He quickly ran through
them. His appetite encreased in propor-
tion as it was supplied; and, eventual-
ly, he became a most determined and in-
defatigable novel reader.
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CHAPTER , XIL

WHILE Wallis was exulting in the
hope of reclaiming his friend frem melan-
choly and fanaticism; and while Lefevre
was eagerly fleeing from the presence of a
conscience which, because it told him the
truth, he had foolishly adjudged an enemy ;
Mr. and Mrs. Russell were filled with
most anxious concern.

Lefevre had, indeed, preserved the
best appearances before them; but his
frankness of character did not allow him
to beguile them into a false opinion; and
their very attachment to him, whilst it apo-
logized for his failings, was quick in their
detection. They did not-know enough of
his engagements to say exactly how the
change was effected ; but they were too
sensible a material change had occurred
since the renewal of his intercourse with
Wallis. His calm and regular pursuits,
in which he was once so happy, were now
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abandoned ; he was evidently reluctant to
spiritual conversation; and they had rea-
‘son to fear that, §f the forms of devotion
were not relinquished, the spirit had de-
parted. :

" They tendered -then’ llttle attentions
as usual,»and even encreased therg ; ; bat,
generally, they metno kindly feturn; and
sometimes were succeeded by a tart reply.
That cheerfulness of temper which pre-
pared him formerly oto receive and bestow
happiness in the little circle, was lost;
and succeeded by a feverish hurry and
irritation of spirit, which spoke af inward
dissatisfaction. His evenings were seldom
spent aj home ; and when they ‘were, his
refreshiments were often taken in silence;
and he hastily retired to his room, to for-
get himself in the engrossing interest of a
novel, or romance.

One evening, after Mr. and Mrs. Rus-
sell had been dwelling with parental anxie-
ty on Lefevre’s declensions, they resolved
to bear their trouble where they were ac-
customed to carry all their troubles, and
where they never failed to find relief.
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They kneeled down by the side of each
other; Mr. Russell, with a patriarchal
manner, lifted up his vuice to the throne
of heavenly grace ; while his worthy com-
panion evinced her sympathy in his sen-
timents, at one time, Ly a sigh, at another,
by a whispered Amen. .

It happened that, in the midst of this
exercise, Lefevre came home; and, to
avoid disturbing it, he took his seat in the
adjoining room; where, however, he could
not fail to hear every sentence most dis-
tinctly. At first, he was surprised that
the devotions of the family occurred sq
much later than the regular hour; but he
had not ‘heard .many sentences bFfore he
concluded, that this was an extra service,
and purely on his own account. His heart
was agitated with a variety of feelings,
and unconsciously he sank on his knees.
Mr. Russell proceeded to notice his dan-
gers; to pray for his deliverance; and to
strengthen his petitions by an ingenuous
avowal of their interest in his welfare, and
by an earnest appeal to Divine mercy.
His emotion grew as he advanced ; and,
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in closing, he seemed like Abraham plead-

.ing for the cities® of the Plain. His fer-
vor, his affection, his easy but reverend
access to God in prayer, touched Lefevre
even more than the ntw ylew it compelled
bim to take of his situation; and hoarose
deeply affected, and wiping the starting
tears from his eyes.’

After having employed a minute in
composing himself, lre entered the adjoin-
ing room, and, stretching out his hand
to Mr. Russell, said,—*Thank you, sir!

« ‘For our prayers, you mean! said
Mr. Russell, taking his hand, and looking
a little syrprised. ¢ Then yowhave heard
them, and they have apprized you of our
anxieties on your account?’

¢ They hayeé, sir; and I thank you
for them. But I'hope there is not so much
reason for fear as you apprehend.’

* 1 hope so too, my dear Charles,’
said Mr. Russell, with a complacent smile.
‘I know we old folks are tempted to be too
jealous of youth; but T know also that
youth are seldom sufficiently cautious for
themselves. This may be the case with
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us. If we should have more anxieties for
you than appear reasbnable, you must
ascribe them to the best motives; and, if
you should not be fully aware of your
dangers, perhafis you may derive benefit
from vur cadtion.” « :

¢ 1 shall be most thankful for your ad-
vice, sir; and trust to profit from it.—
But, what have I done?—I have done no-
thing that is wrong, have I¥

¢ Nothing that is wrong /—I hope, my
dear Charles, you do not limit this phrase
to things directly immoral. This will
never do for Christians. I remember my
good old .igister of Bridgengrth used
often to say, there are three sorts of ac-
tions :—those that are good; those that
are bad; and those that are doubtful ;—
and that we ought to be' most cautious of
those that are doubtful. * For,” said he,
(they are his very words), “ we are in
most danger of these doubtful actions;
because they do not alarm us, and yet
they insensibly lead to greater trimsgres—
sions—just as the shades of twilight gra-
dually reconcile us to darkness.”’
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¢ But I do not know that I have done
even what you would call doubiful, re-
plied Lefevre, in haste, as if he thought
.concienee would forbid she sentence, if
he paused.

» *Ibelieve we shall find ‘the bedt way
of deciding on these things doubiful, is to
judge rather by their influence upon us,
than by their sensible turpitude. And now,
my dear Charles, be*candid with yourself,
as you can be. Look back a little. Com-
pare yourself, not with what you were
yesterday, or yesterday week ; but com-
pare yourself with what you yvere six
months ggo. Are you not difkaent to what
you were then? Are you so tranquil,
so happy, . so satisfied with yourself?
Have you so much spirituality of mind ?
so much deadness to the world P=~such
enjoyment of religion ?— And must you
not refer this change of feeling to a change
of society and employments ?

Lefevre threw himself back in his
chair, and rested his eyebrows on the fore-
fingers of his right-hand, evidently the sub-
ject of an inward conflict, which he yet
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wished to conceal. Mr. Russell was de-
lighted to see he had brought him to this,
state of reflection ; and, that it might not be
inberrupted he paused and beganto charge,
his pipe, a thing, he "habitually did when
he hall nothing else to employ him. &

Mrs. Russell, however, had held her
peace as long as she was able, and she
remarked with some warmth—* But surely
Mr. Lefevre you canhot think it doubtful,
whether you ought to read such scandalous
and wicked books as those, which have
been lying on your table, for the last two
months ?

Lefeve> wus not displeased at this ill-
timed, but well-intentioned observation. It
called him from painful, though salutary,
reflections ; and he felt, that if it did apply
to some of the novels that had passed
under his eye, it did not describe the whole
of them, nor those that had afforded him
most pleasure. He therefore answered
with spirit,—* That the books in question
were not scandalous, and wicked ;—that,
on the contrary, they were designed,to en-
force good morals;—that they gave us an
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acquaintance with the world, and taught
us a proper conduct in life.’

‘I don’t know,” replied Mrs. Russell,
looking rather wisely,—‘I believe you
must allow, that it is not to novel readers
we are 19 look, for “ préper eonducy” in the
World. These wretched booKs, I am sure,
have ruined multitudes of young people.’

¢ Well, ma’am, they have not ruined

me,” said Lefevre, a little vexed at Mrs.
Russell’s close remarks, the more so, per-
haps, because he felt his conscience in-
*clined to her side. .
*  ¢Oh! Mr. Lefevre, do not be angry !
Do not talk lightly about being tuined. I
caunot *bear that!—But I “cannot help
thinking, that novels and plays are the
tay to ruin, and Mr. Russell and I, have
not been easy about you, since you brought
them into the house.—Say, Mr. Lefevre,
you wo'n’t read any more of them. Re-
member, you used to call them ¢ rubbish
and vile trash.”—Oh! what would Mr.
Douglas say if he knew you read them?”

This feeling speech much affected Le-
fevre; but the appeal to "Douglas, with

VOL. I N *
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which it closed, touched his pride; and
he again replied,—* That Mr. Douglas
would not condemn them as Mrs. Russell
did ; and, that she had no right to con-
demn them, since she had never read them.
Read them,’ said He, with rather an ungra-
cious tone, “and then'give sentence.” %

¢ Nay, my dear Charles, said Mr.
Russell, with his usual calmness, ‘I hope
you do not think it necessary to buy all
our knowledge with experience. Surely
you would not think of taking a dose of
arsenic, to ascertain that it is poison. And
when we see, with our own eyes, the dan’
gerous influence of these books on num-
bers of yodhig persons ; and hLear the
testimony of the best and most pions of
men concerning them ; we can need no
other evidence, and are fully warranted in
forming our own opinion.’

Lefevre was asking himself, why he
did not reason in this way at the time Miss
Wallis first introduced her Tales to him,
when Mr. Russell resumed : ‘I tell thee
what Charles—I remember my younger
days. I thowght of many things as you
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now seem to think. I attempted to unite
religion with, wiht the world calls, inno-
cent pleasures. But, somehow or other,
I found that these innocent pleasures hurt
my conscience, and unfitted me for devo-
tion. I was in this, uihappy state for .
long time and it distresses me tb think how
near I was to losing all taste for religion,
by these wordly pleasures. However,
that God whoin I had sought as the guide
of my youth, did not forsake me. I
prayed that I might see my error, and read
my bible more diligently ; and, m a few
weeks, I was almost another creature. 1
was s0 happy in religion, that 41 lost all
relish fot my foolish amusemerits. So true
it is, that praycr will either draw us from
the world, or the world will draw us from
prayer. It wys about this time, that I
made some resolutions, and read them
carefully every week ; and I am sure, they
have not only kept me from many a snare
since, but 1 hope have often quickened
me in-the pursuit of heavenly things.

¢ Well, I was going to tell you the re-
solutions. These are they—1I resolved :- -

N 2 .
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¢ First,—~To think of nothing, that
would unfit me for comnpunion with God.

¢ Secondly,—To do nothing, on which
I could not ask his presence and blessing.

¢ And, Thc:ﬂ'lly,—-To read nothing, -
which would maké mg uneasy, if I should
read it before a modest female.’

Lefevre retired from this, and similar
converse to his own chamber with a
troubled spirit. Once more he fell on his
knees, and, with more fervor than he had
used for many months, offered his suppli-
cations to God. He arose; and gave him-
self to rest, with a composure, which was
the more°sensible to him, as he had been
so long a sffanger to the soothing'efficacy
of prayer.

In the morning, his feelings were of
a more mixed descriptiorf. If his heart
was at all influenced by penitence, it was
not free from every emotion of resent-
ment. He was vexed with himself, for
having given an opportunity for rebuke;
and he was vexed with the indiscriminate,
and, as he called it, excessive way,%Nn
whi¢h Mrs. Russell, administered it.
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This lady, indeed, ‘with the noblest
intentions, often -accelerated the mischief
« she wished to prevent. In the ardour of
her friendship, she would say too much—
.do too much. In her eagerness to attain
a desirable object, she could not pause to
ask the best manner’ of securing it” She
could not estimate, and classify evils. If a
thing was wrong—why, it was wrong—and
must be opposed, and protested against, in
the same way as aly other wrong thing.
Like an empiric in medicine, she would
exhibit the same remedy for the same
disease, without any regard to coustitution
or character. She did notknow, that many
weak persons are often hurried into the
very thing one would have them avoid, by
injudicious and ill-timed opposition.
Unhapplly, Lefevre had not learned
to separate advice, from the mode of giving
it. Mrs. Russell’s remarks, therefore, were
not generally successful ; sometimes they
fretted him into anger; and inore fre-
quently tempied him to forget a good
admonition, in quarrelling with the way
in which it was presented. ,
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In such a state of mind Lefevre sat
down to write to his friepd Douglas. He
determined to submit -his situation impar-
tially to his observation ; and he fulfilled
his determination, as far perhaps as hu-.
man frailty will allow ; for with the utmost
candodr, and without the least perversion
of truth, it commonly happens, that a gloss
is given to our actions, by which we and our
friends are often deceived into a too favor-
able opinion of them.—After enlarging on
his employments, his society, and his inter-
rupted studies, the letter refers to his reli.
gious state, and runs thus :— '

¢ But while 1 thus exult in the pro-
bable issue of* my exertions in the office,
what shall I say relative to your questions
on my religious experience ? I cannot tell !
I can only say, I am nnhappy—very un-
happy. 1 haveno relish for iy old pursuits;
and fly from one thing to another, and am
still unkappy. 1 dread to relinquish prayer,
and yet I have no pleasure in it; and I
must confess I have often * restrained
prayer before God.” I do hear the word
but I am sepsible it is rather critically,
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than devotionally; and my duties at the
school are a task instead of a gratification.
I lament a mind divided between this
world and a better—a heart feelingly alive
to all objects but Christ. Not all the
promises can at times render ine any hope;
often have I concluded, that I am iitended
as an awful instance how far a man may go
tn religion and yet'be lost! O, how diffe-
rent to what I was, when we walked to-
gether in divine cotumunion! But, I fear
I only walked in your light ; and, now you
.are removed, my real character appears.

‘My dear Douglas, pray for me—
counsel me! I could always brook your
counsel better than any one’: else. < Would
that it were with me as in days past, when
the candle of the Lord shone upon me,
and when by, his light, I walked through
darkness !” But I resolve, and re-resolve,
and live the same !

¢ T have not much to say of our circle,
and nothing I believe that can please you.
Our « Literary Society” is dissolved,
and the books parted —“ Adams’s Lec-
tures” are awarded to you. I told you it
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would not long ‘survive your absence.
Thomas is a shabby fellow; and has spoken
shamefully of you, notwithstanding all. I
hate ingratitude! I have seen little of
Banks. I would do it because you re-
spect him ; but he's a conceited pedant to
my eye Have you seén Overton’s “ True
Churchman,” Write me without delay.—
'Tell me seriously, what you think of novel
reading.
‘ Your’s, my véry dear friend,
¢ Most affectionately,
¢ CHARLES LEFEVRE."
Mr. Douglas complied with his
friend’s request by replying without
delay. It will be proper to introdwce the
whole letter, and, without doubt, the im-
portance of its contents will qualify its
unusual length. ‘

My. Douglas to Mr. Lefevre.
¢ Bala, ~——

¢ My vERY DEAR FRIEND,

* How has your letter grieved me! I
could not read, it without offering fervent
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prayers for your deliverance ; and now,
without loss of time, I sit down to notice
the parts in which I am most interested.

‘If I can form any correct judgment
of your case from tl{e account you have
given, I may conclude yoa are in the situ-
ation of a person, who is injured, he
scarcely knows how; and who, without
changing his circumstances, is hardly con-
scious, that he is exposed to the recurrence
of similar injury. Bit, I do intreat you
not to neglect your present state for a mo-
ment. A wound is notthe less fatal because
we know not how we came by dt, nor
because we choose to pronounce it¢rifling ;
and, while ignorant of the cause, we can
have no security. It must be detected to
be avoided.

*Trace theg iiour present symptoms to
the proper source. It will easily be as-
certained if you are diligent and sincere in
the examination. It may be, you have
been guilty, rather in sins of omission, than
those of commission; but, remember, it is
as dangerous to neglect the things we
ought to do, as:to do the things we ought
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not to do. A fire will go out as certainly
by neglect, as by the application of uncon-
genial materials. Religion, like every other:
living principle, has its element; and to
hope to presecve this divine principle ip
life, without meditation, prayer, self-en-
quiry} goed reading, and pious society,
which are its element, is the same thing as
to expect the life of a fish while withheld
from its native waters, or that of a man
while refused the vital air. And, here, it
is also to be observed, that the evil is not
of a totally negative character. We can-
not reriove any thing from its peculiar
element, without subjecting it to another,
and a deleterious element ; and,. has not
my friend reason to refer his present dis-
tress to a double cause? Has he not, at
once, withdrawn from the influence of re-
ligious exercises, and exposed himself toan
atmosphere, which, though grateful, has
imperceptibly weakened and corroded the
spriugs of spiritual health and life?
‘Hasten then, my dear friend, to forsake
pursuits and society, which have been so
injurious to you—EHasten-to return to the
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paths of peace and safely you have aban-
doned. Talk not,of the innocence of your
.engagements ; whatever they may be to
others, they are dangerous to you. It is
Wwith the mind, as with the body, food that
is wholesome to one congtitution, may be
deadly to’another ; and surely, thove em-
ployments, which have wounded your
peace, and destroyed your spirituality, will
not be able to beguile you into a notion of
their innocence. Ales for us! how sub-
tle are “ the devices” of Satan! There
are more persons ruined by those pleasures,
which are pronounced innocent, than by
those styled gulty !

¢ Fly, fly, then from this enchanted
ground! Parley not with the tempter—call
not things by his appellatives ; but listen
to the voice of ‘experience and scripture.
Remember that’ pleasures, which may be
appropriate to the worldliug, are not so to
the christian. O, there is nothing more
vexatious, than to see those who are called
christians, hankering after enjoyments,
which they yet profess to be base and un-
satisfactory ! .What is the world to think
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of such conduct? Can any thing more
effectually belie our piofessions, and re-
proach our religion>—We have pleasures
of our own. Religion takes nothing from
us that is worth retaining. All thatis really
innocent in life ‘we enjoy in common with
the world,. and with" a double relish ; and,
in addition to this, we are introduced to
the uncloying, sublime pleasures connect-
ed with our spiritual existence, as our pe-
culiar and everlasting inheritance. O, let
us not pawn this birthright for a mess of
pottage! Let us rise into the enjoyments
of religion! The spirit of the world muat
be opposed by the master-spirit of religion.
The christian, who is properly vnder its
influence, looks on worldly objects as mean
and despicable ;—he feels, as I lately felt,
on descending from Snowdon. With the
sublime scenery still fresh in my mind, and
my feelings still swelling with ecstasy, the
petty objects about me, neither obtained,
nor seemed worthy of, a moment’s atten-
tion.

¢ Above all things, my dear Charles,do
not despair. He that says, there is no hope
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will cast off fear ; while “’to him that be-
lieveth all things wre possible.” Believe
‘that it is possible to escape the snares in
which you have been entangled ; —believe
that the Saviour is inyiting you to himself,
and waiting to receive you;—believe that
you may yet enjoy all, and nruch ‘more
than you have enjoyed ;—nothing can in-
fluence your mind more favorably, and
nothing is more scriptural.

‘Shall I tell you,I was much surprised
after the statement in your letter, that
ybu should seriously ask me, what I think
of novel reading. Can you, then,”doubt,
that it has united with other evils te reduce
you to the present unhappy condition. O,
my friend, excuse me if I say, that this,
and some other remarks in your letter,
tempt me to think, that while you complain
of the disease under which you labor, you
do not sufficiently dislike and condemn
the causes. How many are there who
would willingly enjoy health, but who will
not renounce sensual gratifications as the
price of it! '

¢ But, you'seem to wiske I would give
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the question some particular attention.
This I will cheerfully db—never was it a
burden to me, to meet the request of my
friend.

¢ Perhaps' 1 ought to preface my re-
markLs, by stating, that I by no means ob-
ject to a tale, or fictitious narrative as such.
Those who do, appear to me to carry their
objections too far ; and, by extending, in-
variably weaken them. Such objections
would operate not merely against some
of our best prose writings, but equally
againstthe compositions of our finest poets;
yet, sutely, if there are those who would
forbid our perusal of the prose fictions of
Johnson, De Foe, and St. Pietre, there
are none who would interdict the poems of
Cowper, Montgomery, Scott, and Milton.
Moreover, I apprehend, that such indis-
criminate censure would affect even the
Scriptures themselves ; for, I know not
what we can call the parabolical parts,
except it be, truth under the veil of fiction.
Indeed, we seem 80, constituted, as to re-
ceive instruction through this medium,
with peculiar delight; for every nation,
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whether refined or barbarous, serious or
gay, has abounded with fictitious combina-
tions, from the engagements of life and the
forms of nature, to illustrate moral truth.
+ ¢ Whilst, however, so, much should
be conceded, let it be observed that it is
a concession rather, fo what is possible,
than to what is fact. I can conceive of a
tale being so constructed, as to illustrate
and enforce the highest lessons of virtue
and religion ; but, at the same time, it must
be confessed, that the body of existing
novels is directed to very different objects,
THere have, indeed, recently been writers,
who have laudably endeavored to wrest
this powerful engine from the enemy, and
employ it on the side of truth and good-
uess; but their number is far too few to
redeem the clmmcter of this species of
composition. They deserve our gratitude,
and will, of course, be an exception from
the following objections :—

¢ First, then, I object to novel read-
ing, as it produces an undue excitement on the
mind. The design of the novel writer is,
to interest and inflame the passions; and



104 NO FICTION: A NARRATIVE

this design is generally accomplished, by
giving that position tovincidents and cha-
racters, which shall fill the imagination,
and excite the deepest feelings of the heart.
This excitatiop from being pleasing, be-
comes necessary ;—the appetite grows with
the ‘grati§ication, till, at length, the novel
reader requires his tale, as the drunkard
does his potion. '

. * The evils of this excitement must be
apparent. Where it is indulged, the relish
for sober pleasures and rational pursuits
is lost;—the understanding and the judg-
ment ‘are enslaved to an inflated imagina-
tion ;—vand ennui, the inseparable compa-
nion of violent emotion, shéds its destrac-
tive mildew on all the soul. The habitual
novel reader feeds on essences and liquors,
rather than on a temperate and wholesome
diet, '

¢ And, if the observation is to be ap-
plied to youth, the case is aggravated. In
youth, the fancy wants restraint, and the
vnderstanding, cultivation; a course of
novel reading, at this period then, must be
as perilous, as the administration of stimue
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lants, where there is every symptom of
fever!

¢ Secondly, 1 object to novel reading,
because it gives false impressions and views
of life. Although it is the boast of the
novelist, that he  draws from life,” I will
venture tb say, his déscriptions are no more
a fair sample of life, than the gardens of Italy
are a fair specimen of the world, or the
portraits in Somerset House a fair repre-
sentation of our species, It is rather a
selection from life, than a delineation of it ;
and, though the copy should be correct,
she mpression will be erroneous; There
is too wuch bustle, and surprise, and agi-
tation ; the heart must thrill with fear and
hope, through every page of the story;
while the days, the months, the years of
real life, which, pass away in regular duty
and quiet happiness, receive peither de-
scription nor eulogium.

¢ But it frequently happens that the
exhibitions of life,- partial as they are,
are unjust. Characters are drawn with a
monstrous compound of vice and virtue.

Passions are described with necessary
VoL, I, o
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consequences, which are by no means
consequent, Trifles are vaised into impor-
tance ; events not likely to occur in a life-
time, are made essential to life; and
others, common #¢o humanity, and which -
frequently bring ‘with them little pain
or pleasure cannot be realized without
sinking into an abyss  of endless misery,
or rising to a paradise of everlasting joy.

¢ But, tlmdly, my principal objection
to novel reading is, its immoral tendency.
This charge, though a most serious one,
is, I fear, to be applied to necarly all the
books which pass under the name of novel.
In making this assertion, however, T am
taking the New Testament as the 8tandard
of morality; and by this staudard, al-
though there will be no comparison in the
shades of guilt, few will es¢ape condemna-
tion.—What are we to say of works which
fritter away the distinctions between right
and wrong ; and deceive the unwary into
the paths of vice, by surrounding them
with the waymarks of virtue? What are
we to say of works, which treat with con-
tempt those ddmirable qu'élities industry,
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frugality, and prudence; whilst they
squander their praises on extravagance,
" carelessness and folly? What are we to say
of works, which alienate the heart from
‘domestic and retired duties—which con-
vert every quiet hqme' into a prison-
house—and make the best of parents ap-
pear either ridiculpus or tyrannical ?—
What are we to say of works, which are
polluted by luscious descriptions of sensual
pleasures, lascivious inuendoes, and infidel
bon-mots; and which, almost uniformly,
make Iove a passion wholly irresistible ?
What are we to say of works which jus-
tify emulation, pride, vanity, revehge, am-
bition, and hatred P—of works which, in
some cases, become the apologists of
drunkenness, fomication, adultery, gam-
bling, duelling, ‘swearing, lying, and sui-
cide?
¢ To a person ignorant of the subject,
it would be thought that this is an aggra-
vated statement; but (as you perhaps
know) so far from being such, it may be
substantiated without a reference to those
works, which are denounced as scanda-
Q2 '
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lous. I firmly believe that this representa-
tion may be justified from the writings of
Swift, Smollett, Sterne, and Fielding
alone ; and yet their works are * the stan-
dard novels,” ¢nd their names are in
highest reputation with the worlg!

¢« It is 'no atonement for these writers,
that they occasionally throw out some
good moral sentiments—that they satirize
cerlain vices which are unfashionable—and
that they sometimes make the catastrophe
speak on the side of virtue. When one
vice is condemned to patronize another;
when a moral maxim is pinned on to a
licentiods picture; when a fable, com-
posed of intrigue and wickedness, termi-
nates in a cold allusion to virtue ;— virtue
and morality are only scandalized and be-
trayed — they are only made a slight cover-
ing to the pitfalls of vice!

‘Nor is it any apology that these
writers draw from life. 'This has been urg-
ed in their favour, with a tone of great
assumption ; but, as Dr. Johnson has well
observed, there are characters and scenes
in lfe that ought never to be drawn.
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What it is unnecessary and improper for
us to see, or hear, or know, it is improper
for the novelist to describe. Who wonld be
a voluntary listener to the lewdness, the
curses, and imprecations "of bacchanalian
orgies? Who would think of allowmg
himself to behold the abommatlons com-
mitted in the resorts of debauchery ?
Yea, who would choose to witness those
innocent expressions of love and tender-
ness, which can never be proper in the pre-
sence of a third person? And yet it is
hot thought improper to make the novel
reader present to all these by desiription!
Thus it is that the hearts of many are pol-
luted ih the retirement of a chamber;
and characters and scenes are made fa-
miliar to the mind, which, if at all known,
ought never to* have been dwelt upon.

¢ But I have said enough —enough to
explain my opinions to you; the rest I
leave with yourself. I am going to spend
this evening with the excellent Mr. Charles,
the friend of the Bible Society. I have
already been a few hours in his company,
and meant to give you a full account of
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the interview ; but I have expended all my
time. A worthy veteran minister, named
Evans, was of the party. He is ninety-
two years old, and has been fifty in the
ministry!  He'ig tall, has a reverend as-
pect, with. fine grey locks resting on his
shoulders. - His manhers are most simple;
he seems indiflferent to the things of this
life ; and is most calm and heavenly in his
conversation. [ have been quite delighted
with him, and be is evidently interested in
me. On his leaving the room, he unex-
pectedly put his hand on my head, and
blessed e, charging me “ to be steadfast
in the faith, even unto death.” You will
hardly conceive what I felt.

¢ I cannot allow you to be so severe on
Mr. Banks. Ile has a little pedantry, and
repulsive manners; but he is a worthy
young man; and there is a steadiness of
principle and real piety about him, which
should commend him to you. Let us look
rather to character than toaccompaniments.
A man

“ May smile, and smile, and be a villain still ;”’
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or he may have uncouth habits, and a re-
served, cold aspect, and yet have a warm
heart and good principles. We must not
throw away gold because it is in the ore;
nor value tinsel because it glitters. ¢ All
are not as they seem.”> May we ever ap-
pear what we are, ahd be what we ought
to be!

‘ Your’s, my dearest Friend,
¢ Mlost affectionately,
¢ James Dougras.

“ N.B.—My best regards to all. I
am concerned for the fate of the Society.
When 1 shall see you, I cannot yet say;
till I do, rest assured of my most earnest
prayers.’ .
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CHAPTER XIIL

SUCH a letter, from a friend so tru-
ly beloved, it will readily be believed,
made a strong impression on the suscep-
tible mind of Lefevre.” He sat silent for
some time, ruminating on its contents;
and then, springing frdm his chair, he ex-
claimed—* Yes, I am wrong—Iam wrong!
and Douglas is right, and Mr. Russell is
right!—FIl alter—and Tl alter now.’
And immediately resuming his seat, he be.
gan to write some determinations for the
government of his conduct.

It was well to resolve on an alteration ;
better still to do it immediately ; and the’
resolutions themselves were excellent.
Yet it must be acknowledged, that excel-
lent as the determinations were in their
own nature, there was s3mething in the
spirit of forming them rather too hasty;
rather too self-confiding, They seemed
to shew a mird disposed tather to resist
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temptation: than to flee from it; a mind
still unwilling to credit its own weakness.

There was likewise an undue expec-
tation of sudden success on the adoption
of these resolutions ; thex were to operate
instantly, and by way of charm. He did
not consider that they were of sthe hature
of an alterative ; and that, like all altera-
tives, they dependeéd, for their efficacy,
not on violent and occasional, but on mode-
rate and persevering® administration, He
was not, therefore, prepared to wait for
the effect of his own determinations ; but
was exposed to err with the child; which,
on throwing some seeds in the earth,
anxiously watches for their growth a few
days, and, because they do not then ap-
pear, deserts them as fruitless and dead.

In sucha state of mind, much was not
to be expected even from the best reso-
lutions,  Lefevre, like many other pa-
tients, used his own prescription most
carefully for a short time; but perseve-
rance, an ingredient necessary to the sa-
Intary use of all good medicines, was not
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at his command; and it was soon neg-
lected, though not wholly abandoned.

Once more he sank into that state of
feeling which those persons experience,
who have strength enough to form good
intentions, but not firmness enough to
execuie them ; a state of miserable dis-
satisfaction and self-reproach. And yet,
at this time, there was nothing in his con-
duct but what the moralist would ap-
prove ; nothing that the Christian could
exactly condemn. His best and most vi-
gilant friends would, perhaps, have merelr
complained of a worldly temper. Like
many other persons, he had too little re-
ligion to be happy out of the warld, and
too much to be happy in it

It must, however, be allowed, that
the circumstances of Lefevre offered some
slight apology for his unsteadiness to his
own purposes. llis former compliances
made it very difficult, if not impossible, to
put himself wholly out of the power of
tesnptation. His engagements with the
office, to which a reference has been made,
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were so compounded of Business and ple;-
sure, that it required an unusual effort to
separate them; and to say the truth, Le-
fevre was not willing to retrace his steps,
as it might provoke the gemarks and jests
of those whose good opinion he was now
too anxious to conciliite. He eomdenced,
therefore, with a design of complying only
so far as compliance might appear neces-
sary ; and, after no great length of time,
he became, as was'to be expected, too
well reconciled to his former habits.

*  Meanwhile, the undertaking on which
Kefevre’s heart was set, promised a suc-
cessful issue; and afforded him all the
satisfaction of which it was capable. He
had lost indeed the gratification of his own
conscience ; but he found a substitute, as
far as a substitute can be found, in the
applause and flattery of his companions.
He felt that he was lowering himself in the
esteem of his decarest friend ; but then
he was rising into the notice of others.
His memorial and petitions were so well
drawn up, as not merely to excite respect
with the heads of the house ; but to pro-
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cure for him the admiration of some of his
superiors. They invited him to their
tables ; approved his motives; compli-
mented his talents ; and intimated, in
language that "might be made to mean.
something or notlring —that he ought—and
must—and < should—if at all possible—be
raised to higher duties in the office.

At length, the agitations of fear and
hope gave place to certain enjoyment.
The petitioners received a reply announc-
ing, that an advance of salary was decreed
in favor of the largest and more necessi+
tous department in the office.—A momei-
tary disappointment was felt that the grant
was not universal ; and, especiaMy, that
Lefevre did not share the benefit ; but this
quickly yielded to the gladness of heart,
w'ich the relief of so many inspired. In
the first hurry of the passions, they instinc-
tively surrounded Lefevre, and clamoured
forth the feelings of the soul. “ Lefevre
was their best friend—he had laid them
under inexpressible obligations—he knew
not how many happy families he had made
—their wives should thank him==their chil-
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dren should thank him —they would carry
the remembrance of his disinterested ex-
ertion to the grave—they had nothing to
regret, but that he was not benefitted.”

After the effervesceneé of the passions
had passed off it was régularly proposed,
and carried by acclamation - That a
handsome silver medal, with a suitable
device and inscription, should be given to
Mr. Charles Lefevre, as a slight token of
their eternal esteem and gratitude :— And,
that the said medal, should be presented
to Mr. Lefevre at a supper, which they
would provide in houor of him.” ‘

Lefevre’s bosom beat high with exul-
tation. * He had never thought much of
his own advantage ; and now he had not
space for regrets. It was enough—niore
than enough—that he had made ~o many
happy. He left their presence under a
shower of sincere blessings ; and he him-
self had, at this moment, been the most
blessed of men, had not conscience told
him, that in bringing about this good, he
had’ made some unnecessary and improper
sacrifices. .
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¢ The evening for the proposed supper
arrived; and no expense was spared to
render it worthy of the occasion. Good
humour and gaiety prevailed through the
company ; and te Lefevre it was an hour
of triumph. Thé supper was in honor of
him, and every one endeavoured to do him
honor.

At length, the cloths were all removed,
and they were left to themselves and their
wine. They all rose from their seats ; and
Wallis, in the name of the body, presented
the medal to Lefevre with a flattering
speech.  Lefevre’s heart was deeply
touched { it was only with a few broken
sentences he could make his acknowledg-
ments. As soon as they were uttered, and
before they resumed their seats, Wallis
gave a bumper toast—*“ Mr. Charles Le-
fevre,and may he live in our memories for
ever!” It was drank with three-times-
three ; and Lefevre of course received it
with a bumper. Many other toasts fol-
lowed, and he, as presiding at the table,
was obliged to do honor to them. His
was a dangerdus state ; but this was not
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the tine to.feel it or provide against it.
His understanding was already intoxicated
» by the incense of flattery and applause;
and his senses were left without their na-
dural safeguard. He cogycluded, that he
must do this night as "his friends expected.

“It would,” thought hé, « be ungrateful —it
would be ridiculous and shameful to resist
their expectation now,”—and under this
impression, he gave himself up to do what
“ijt was impossible’ for him to avoid
doing.”

*  Wine soon became the regent of the
meeting ; and the cheerful joyance with
which it commenced, was followed by.
obstreperous mirth. Lefevre though he had
becn more cautious in the use of the glass
than .nany otherg, was one of the first to
reveal its debasing eflfects. He hecame
confused—he talked nonsense—laughed
immoderately—and with a turbulent, irre-
gular voice, joined in the chorus of the
songs.

There were somc present, who observed
this with special pleasure. Not because
they had any ill-will to Lefevre, but, partly



210 NO FICTION : A NARRATIVE

because they hated his religion, and partly
because they had often attempted to carry
him thus far, but had been foiled. Now
was the time to succeed. They did their
best to improve the opportunity ; and, who
can wonder that they succeeded ? Lefevre
drank to drunkenness! Intoxication on his
irritable system wrought most powerfully.
He was violent in his behaviour ; was in-
capable of keeping his balance on the
chair ; and only fouiid rest on the ground !

Wallis, to do him justice, though he
rejoiced that his friend was likely to be-
come ‘a hearty fellow,” was not willing ne
should,. on such an occasion, be made the
butt of general ridicule ; and he engaged
two or three near him to carry Lefevre off
to a bed-chamber. As they were bearing
away their insensible load, one exclaimed,
: Hey day! Mr. Master of the Ceremonies,
this is leaving at an early hour indeed.
¢ Well,’ cried another, ‘1 think we have
washed his methodism out of him now.’
‘ Ha, ha, ha! laughed a third, ¢ and we’ll
teach him a better method, I'll warrant
ye,—didn’t I say this religion of his was
oply a fit, that would soon be over.
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They got out of the room; and one
_of those most anxious to ensnare Lcfevre,
Jumped into the chair, and gave as a bum-
per toast,—* Wine and no jhypocrisy!'—
“Wine and no hypoctisy "= no cant '—
‘ no methodism '—sounded and, resaund-
ed, long and tamultuously, from wall to
wall.—Such are the triumphs of the world
over the fall of professors! And so do
those wound religion, ,who venture on for-
bidden ground, though protected by good
;'n_tcnt tons!

. The next morning, Lefevre awoke
from turpid slumbers, and fouud himself in
a strange_place, surrounded by unfamiliar
sounds. He soon recalled all that had
passed the previous evening, while he had
any use of his senses, and easily guessed how
it terminated. He was inconceivably mor-
tified, that an oceasion designed for his
honor, should be witness to his degrada-
, tion ; and, as far as his reflections were of
a religious cast, they wore the character
of remorse and despondency, rather than
of sincere repentance. He consndered re-
ligion to be beyond his hopeq and, there-

VOL. I. P
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fore, without the sphere of his anxiety and
exertions; and he resigned himself to
pleasures, the vanity and vexation of which,
he was, at this moment, painfully realizing !

It was somé relief to Lefevre, to find,
that though his excesses had humbled him
in his own eyes, they had not lawered him
in the opinion of his companions. He
stood as high with them as usual, and even
higher; for, if he had not quite so much
claim to their respect, he had stronger
hold on their attachments, as he bore more
resemblance to them. Cut off from all
resources in himself, he lost his mdepen-
dence. 'He courted the society he had once
despised, and solicited the pleasures, which,
formerly, he had merely embraced from
the difficulty of avoiding them. So does
the world debase the heart it fascinates ; so
do all who listen to the old serpent, share
his original curse, ¢ Upon thy belly shalt
thou go, and the dust of the earth shalt
thou eat!’

The consequences of such a state of
mind might have been awful in the extreme.
Happily, however, the good Providence
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of God was preparing to counteract them.

, Whilst Lefevre was a prey alike to remorse
and apathy, he received a letter informing
Jhim that his brother was_dangerously ill,
and wished to see him without delay. He
loved his brother ; antl withons delay, he
hastened to his presence.

How was he astonished and afflicted
at the sight of him ! His gay, his blooming
brother—pale, and ghestly, and convulsed !
He had not allowed himself to think of
danger; but the hand of death was evi-
dently upon him. He had proposed to
comfort him with his sympathy ;,but de-
lirium prevented. He stood by his side
and wept over him. The dying youth
turned on his pillow and exclaimed—
¢ Charles !—Charles ! —wont you come to
me P—° He is coine, he is here,’ said an at-
tendant ; for Lefevre was unable to reply, he
was in the presence of his brother, but was
,not recognized! ‘Oh, Charles! Charles!
I didn’t think you would have forsaken
me.'—* My brother! my brother! cried Le-
fevre, sinking down upon the bed, and
sobbing hysterically. — ¢ Char—Charl—

P2
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Charles ! Oh '—said he convulsively. Le-
fevre sprang from the bed—*‘ Oh, my
brother! speak to me—Robert! speak to
me '—It was:in vain—~Robert spoke no,
more—and within half an hour expired !

Death coming do near to him—and in
the person of a beloved relative—and at a
time when the view of that enemy was so
terrible, overwhelmed and astounded all
his faculties. ‘

Among his first thoughts, was his
mother. ¢ How could she bear it! It
must be broken to her gradually.—Ie
himself. must be the messenger of it, that
he may endeavour to console her.. Racked
as his own feelings were, he now had an
object before him, which called for exer-
tion, and he determined on makingit. He
arranged to set out that very night; and,
previously to leaving his brother’s apart-
ments, he wrote the following note to
his friend Douglas. In the hurry of his,
feelings, he referred to the event, but
omitted to name the individual, so that

Douglas was left to imagine the nature of
the loss.
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¢ Kensington.*

¢ He is gone!—he is gone!—Pray for

me. My dear mother! What will she do?

"I am leaving by the mail this night, to
break the matter to her. A.dieu.

.
b

¢ CH4.RLES LEFEVRE.
As he travelled onward to his maternal
home, Lefevre busied his mind in contriving
how he might best lighten the heavy tidings
to his mother. She Rad received but one
letter, and that leiter spoke of illness, but
not of danger. She was not at all pre-
pared to- learn the worst ; and his sudden
arrival would startle her into the whole
truth at once. e, therefore, though.t it best
to call on Mr. Palmer, a gentleman who
had always shewn himself interested in the
coucerns of the fumily ; and to beg him to
open the way for his appearance. Accord-
ingly, all was done that benevolent or
filial sympathy could suggest; but feeble
are the best exertions of friendship at such
a time ; for, what skill, what words, shall
charm away the sorrows of a fond mother,
grieving for the loss of a beloved son?
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While his mother gave her hours to
weeping in secret, Lefevre was occupied
with a diversity of reflections; the in-
fluence of which was, on the whole, fa-
vorable. He continued to be oppressed
with despondency, and tormented by self-
accusation; but no¢ without inarks of
deep penitence for sin. The removal of
his brother, without avarning of his peril;
his separation from all the allurements of
town ; his translation,to the place where he
had so eminently enjoyed religion; all
worked powerfully on hismind. The folly
of his pursuits—the vanity of the world—
the sin of his heart, became conspicuous
before him; and he was disposed to dwell
upon them with compunction of spirit, ra-
ther than shut his eyes upon them because
they were disagreeable. *

The second evening of his stay, as
he was wandering, in such a state of feel-
ing, through some retired paths, for the
refreshment of air and exercise, he ap-
proached nurse Graham’s cottage. He
would have shunned almost any other
habitation ; but he felt inclined to enter



FOUNDED ON FACTS. 217

this, and speedily executed his inclina-
tion.

The good old woman was seated in her
arm-chair, supported by pillows, from
which she was now incapable of rising
without assistance. It was evident she
was drawing fast to lter end; yet she ap-
peared free from the influence of positive
disease. She would- have reminded the
observer of nature of the ripened fruit,
ready to drop into thedbosom of the earth;
or the admirer of the Scriptures, of Solo-
mon’s inimitable portraiture of old age.
Ta the general decay spread over her frame,
was finely opposed the lustre of benevo-
lence and cheerful piety, which still dwelt
on her countenance, like the glowing rays
of the evening sum, resting on a smiling
eminence, after the lower members of the
scenery have sunk into obscurity

As soon as Lefevre had made himself
known to her, he expressed his surprise
_at the change which had taken place in
her appearance.

¢ Ah! Mlster Charles,” said she,
¢ changed indeed,! A little time makes a
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great difference.to us old folks. Butevery
change to the Christian is for the better.
Sometimes winter-—sometimes summer—
but its all for the best. I didn’t always
think so—I am sure of it now. But my
great change is 'yet io come! This weak
body..shall be raised in power~—this cor-
ruptible shall put on incorruption—this
mortal shall put on immmortality "

She pauscd, evidently dwelling with
delight on her own ghoughts, and then re-
sumed—* O, what should I do without re-
ligion now! What could all the world do
for me? I am, I hope, thankful for my
friends and my comforts—« but they are
not my God.” My portion is beyond the
grave, ‘‘ Henceforth, there is laid up for
me a crown of righteousness, which the
Lord, the righteous Judge, shall give.”
«T know that my Redeemer liveth!” I
shall see God —I shall enjoy God—I shall
be like God. Yes, like God—fashioned
like unto my glorious Redeemer! T can-
not. tell you what pleasure that thought
gives me; but why should I’—you know
it by experience, Mr. Charles.’
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Lefevre sighed inwardly, and wisfied
he did know it as she did.

She’thought by his looks he was com-
passionating her, and continued—* Don’t
pity me ; rejoice with me; I used to think
it a fearful thing to die; but that fear is
taken away. Yea, .th(;ugh I walk,through
the valley of the shadow of death, I will
fear no evil, for Thou art with me; thy.
rod and thy staff, they comfort me! I
have,” said she, clhanging her look and
voice, as by a sudden and painful remem-
brance, ¢ I have but one care now belong-
Jng to this life!” looking round on her
grandson, who stood by her side, with
the Bible in his hand, while tears gathered
in her :::ycs.

If Lefevre could not sympathize with
the joyous sentiments of his aged friend,
he could with this mouruful ove; and he
directly said, ¢ Do not be anxious about
John. I will see that he is provided for.’ _

Mrs. Graham received the assurance
with a convulsive shake of the head.
John, who was grown a fine lad, made a
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gentle bow, and said, with emotion,
¢ Thank you, sir; but indeed I cannot
leave my gran’mother.’ '

¢ Ah! I was thinking how I should
part with him,” said she. ‘Dear child!
he is such a comfort 'to me! He makes
me my.tea, . and givee me my medicine.
He watches over me when I sleep, and
‘reads and talks to me when awake; and,
if 'm very poorly, he runs to fetch a
neighbour in. But I ought not to think
of myself, when its for his good.’

¢ But, indeed, gran’mother, I cannot
leave you,” said the generous boy, kissing.
her hand as it rested with his on the arm
of the chair. ‘O, hav'n’t you been my
mother and father, and all; and would it
not be wicked of me to leave you now?
Don’t fret about me dear grandma,’” con-
tinued he, observing her troubled counte-
nance, ‘ Don’t you remember what Dr.
Mills said, “that if I took care of you,
God would take care of me.”

* You shall not be separated in life
said Lefevre, struggling with his feelings :
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*But, let this comfort you nurse,~if God
should remove you, you may rely on it I
will take care of John.’

¢ The blessing of the widow and the
fatherless come upon you!, she cried, with

' joy glistening through her tears. “It’s not
to be told our obligattons to you and yours.
You like to make the poor happy—you .
do—and great is yopr reward in heaven! °*

It was with difficulty Lefevre with-
drew from this interesting cottage. In
returning home its inhabitants filled his
thoughts. He was gratified to drive care
from the last hours of an aged saint; but
suffered all the pain a generous mind can
endure, under praises it is conscious it does
not werit.

Lefevre had avoided the walk in which
he and his friehd Douglas had so fully
enjoyed themselves, as it would, he knew,
affect him painfully ; yet he could not allow
himself to leave the neighbourhood with-=
out a visit. The third and last evening of
bis continuance, therefore, he bent his steps
towards it; sometimes inclined to turn them
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off to another path, bat, in the end, fulfil-
ling his original purpose.

The evening was rather heavy than
fine. A stillness pervaded nature; but it
was a stillness that foreboded commotion
and storm. Evety thing scemed in fellow-
ship wijth himself; he was pensive, me-
_ lancholy, and disposed to tears, without
actually weeping. *Here,” said he, as he
paced the verdant avenue, ¢ we walked and
thought of things unytterable—and here,’
throwing himself carelessly on the seat,
‘we sat, and talked, and sung ourselves into
another world But it is all past—all past
for ever. O, how dreadfully easy is it, in
the company of the religious, to persuade
ourselves that we are like them! I'am like
the chameleon. I take the character of
those I mix with, but have none of my own.
O Douglas! could you now see me, how
altered would you find me! A thing with-
.ont hope—without joy—a worldling—a—

yes—a drunkard!
At this moment he thought he heard
a rustling amongst the copsewood behind
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him. He turned--but saw nothing; and
resting his aching head on his hand, sunk
into bitter thoughtfulness. He heard the
.noise much nearer to him. He turned
again,—and— Douglas stood before him!
The unexpected sight’of his friead strength-
ened all the sensibilities which had been
awakened in his soul. They clasped hands
in silence, and Lefevre fell on the bosom of
Douglas, and wept aloud.

To recover him to himself, Douglas
endeavoured to divert his attention, by
referring to an interview so unexpected.
He was on the western side of Lancashire
when he received Lefevre’s note; he could
not allow a few score miles to separate
him from his friend in deep and doubtful
trouble; he, therefore, crossed the country
immediately, and, on not finding him at
home, it occurred to him he might possibly
meet with him in their old favorite walk. -

O Douglas, I do not deserve this
kindness!” exclaimed Lefevre. ¢ You know
not how unworthy I am of your friend-
ship !’ . ‘. .

¢ Unworthy or worthy, my friend-
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ship shall always be yours,” replied
Douglas.
Lefevre then referred to the loss of his
brother; and entered freely and candidly
into-a statement of" his past conduct.
Douglas, although his affection had often
led him to fear for his friend, had not con-
ceived one half of thz truth, and now it
was exposed before him, he was filled with
surprise and grief. !e entered into an
earnest conversation with him on his pre-
sent critical situation. He combated his
despondency, encouraged his hopes, ex-
cited his, caution, and endeavoured to fix
his mind against the temptations, to which
he would again return. His benevolent
exertions appeared successful, and the
evening closed, a witness to their mingled
sorrows and supplications.” The following
extract from a letter of Douglas, written
~a few days afterwards, is a renewal of the
subject, and may serve to give a better
idea of the conversation than any imper-
fect recollections :—

‘I regret that my feelings were so
excited on Wednesday evening, as to pre-
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vent my saying all I wished tosay. Ihave,
however, still an opportunity of express-
ing myself, and most willingly would I
suggest something comforgable and bene-
ficial to your mind.

‘I was, prmmpally, affected ¢o ot-
serve the tendency you discovered to
despair. No evil ig to be dreaded more
than this. Whereit is found no good can
dwell. It withers yp the energies of the
soul—it averts the eyes from the work of
redemption—it shuts up the heart in ob-
stinate impenitence. Your present cir-
cumstances may well give birth to prayer,
to penitence, to circumspection: “but they
should by no means engender despair.
There is every thing in God—every thing
in the characterof the Saviour-—every thing
in the spirit of* the gospel, to encourage
hope,—nothing to countenance despair.
Hope is presented to the most miserable-
—the most criminal—of human heings ; if
we lose hope then, it is not because it is
withheld, but because we cast it away
from us. Cherish then, I- *entreat you, as
a most invaluable blessmg, the hope of
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salvation! Not that ignorant, indolent,
indefinable hope, which springs, like the
ignis fatuus, from the very bosom of cor-
ruption. This is miscalled ; it is not hope
but presumption. Cherish that operative,
spiritual, and immortal hope, which the
scriptures describe, as eclipsing the world,
purifying the heart, and laying hold of
things invisible !

¢ Should you find, that the review of
the past becomes an obstruction to your
hopes, I would advise you to begin your
religion afresh. 1 have found wonderfu}
advantage in this simple rule. Many per-
sons spend time in seeking after evidence
of their past christian character, when it
would be much better employed, in an
immediate application to the Saviour. Say
in such seasons of doubt,—*1f I have not
been really penitent T will desire to be so
- aow ;—if I have not relied on the Saviour,
I will rely on him now ;=—if I never have
surrendered myself to him, I will make
the surrender now.” This often foils the
enemy, at a moment, whep he has been
‘arranging a train of objections to our
Jormer piety.
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¢ You wish me candidly to refer to
the defects of your character. This isnot
an easy task. I know not all my own
defects ; how can I, then, pretend to a
. knowledge of your's? Woreover, 1 have
always dwelt, as every friend should, rather
on your excellencies than your infirthities ;
1 could, therefore, more readily speak of
what is good in you, than of what is faulty.
¢ However, as you desire it, I will
candidly name one d¥fect, which I cannot
avoid considering your principal one. It
15 this—you appear to me, to be too much
whder the government of your feelings—too
little under the control qf principk. You
do whatsyou are inclined to do, rather than
what you ought to do. You act rather at
the persuasion of the passions, than from the
conviction of the judgment. Reasou some-
times asserts its rights, and forms its deci-
sions; but they are borne down by t
stronger impulse of feeling. Now there is
no safety for us insuch a condition. Our
feelings may impel us to a good action; but
thisis only accidental; they are more Lkely
to incline us to a wrong owe. They are »
a mere energy, neither good nor bad 4n
VOL. I. ‘u
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themselves ; but’ deriving all their charac-
ter from their associations. When under
the direction of good principles, they are,
like the heat of the sun, the source of life
and joy ; when withouf such direction, they
are, like the lightttings of heaven, and blast
every thing'they touch!

¢ Ifear 1 am giving pain in thus no-
ticing a failing, of which no doubt you are
sensible ; but it is necessary to be re-
minded of our weaknesses, that we may
be urged to Him who is strong, for
strength. Nothing but his grace and
power can be sufficient for us. Without
these wé shall never rive to dignity of cha-
racter—never conquer the selfishness of
passion—never deny ourselves, and follow
Him! Let us, then,be constantly looking
unto him as our guide and-€xample. Moral
criticshaveindeed told us, that a perfect ex-
~umple cannot possibly interest or influence
creatures circumstanced as weare ; but they
are confronted by the higher authorities of
the New Testament, which, both in pre-
cept and example, presents perfection alone
before us. We arc enjoined to imitate
Chrrist ; and only to copy others as they
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copy him. And, who shall say, that his
holy example, as far as it is meant for
human imitation, is not interesting?—
is not adapted to touch the heart? O
‘my dear Charles, let others speak for them-
selves, but I am sure nothing.affects me
like the life and conversation of the Re-
deemer, as it is repogted by the disciples!
Such wisdem and such meckness—such
tenderness and such dignity-—such sanctity
and such condescension—such serenity in
the midst of provocations— such benevo-
leace in defiance of ingratitude and enmity
—such resignation and fortitude, under
unparallgled sufferings! That heart is
indeed “ a heart of stone,” that remains
unaflected by them! Let us then begin
our coursc afresh. Let us sct this ineffa-
ble example always before us; and not
only look at it, but study it, with a deSIg\
to ¢mitate it. Wlien thinking —let us ask,
how the Saviour would have thought;
when speaking —letsus ask, what he would
have said; when acting—let us enquire
what he would lrave done! =
¢ I feel strongly in this subject, because

I am sensible of having neglected it. Like
¢ . Q2

-
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many other christians, I was resting on the
Saviour’s atonement, and breathing general
desires for conformity to him; buf my
mind did not sufficiently dwell on his
example. Amohgst .other things, a con-
troversial and dogmatical ministry had, I
doubt net, a large share in prolonging this
neglect. I rejoice that I am now aware of
the error. I would redeem the time, and
gaze, with a single eye, on this glorious
object till I reflect all its glories. O,
imperfect and sinful as we are, who can
tell to what we may rise with his example
before us, and his grace within us!
¢ Afier you left us, I retired to our
favorite avenue. I walked with you again
in spirit; and committed you and myself
into the hands of Him, who is all-mighty
and all-gracious. I send you a few lines
which occurred before I quitted the retreat.
I go to-morrow to Doncaster, and expect
to be in London next week. Your mother
is as composed and comfortable as the
nature of her trial will admit. _Adieu! my
very dear friend, .
¢ Your’s most affectionately,
. ‘Jamzs Doveras’
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Hymn.

AH! lend me the wings of a dove
To fly from these regions of woe,
My hopes and my jqys are £bove,
And thither my spirit woald go ;

I long. with my Saviolir to rest, *
Beyond the assault of my foes;

And lean witha smile on his breast,
No pillow can yield such repose !

How pleas'd and how bless’d should I be
To gaze on this beauteous face,

While love and compassion to me
‘Lend every expression a grace !

No cloud should bewilder my sight, ,
No gigh from my heart should arise ;
But, filled with ecstatic delight,

All tears should be wiped from my eyes !
Ah! then sfiould I cease to offend

The Saviour I love and adore ;

His grace, without limit or end,

Should reign in'my heart evermore ;

All pure as the spirits above, . -
Each thought should exult in his name,
Each passion, resigned to his love,
With rapture his praise should proclaim !
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CHAPTER XIV.

THERE i§ a period in the moral as
in the natural life, which may be emphati-
cally called eritical. Character as well as
existence, seems sometimes trembling in
the balance; and the mind of the spectator
is suspended in anxious uncertainty, be-
tween the fluctuations of hope and fear.
With such feeling the attcntion must be
given to the present part of this narrative, if
the preceding chapters have succeeded
in exciting an interest in favor of, Lefevre.
It is in the progress of the history, however,
that anxious enquiry will meet with the
most appropriate satisfaction.

Notwithstanding the unexpected arrival
of his friend, Lefevre departed the next
'fnormng, as he had previously designcd,
for the Metropolis. Hisbrother was yet to
be interred ; and he determined to pay him
the last offices of respect and kindness,
Douglas rejoicéd in this arrangement, as
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he judged the scene woutd strengthen those
impressions; of which Lefevre was happily
the subject. In this judgment he was not
mistaken.

, Lefevre’ssensibilitieg were soon quick-
ened by the presencé of any touchingobject;
but this was eminently affecting. *It was
the remains of his brother—his beloved
brother—his younger brother—{orn away
from the circle of health and pleasure —
perhaps, without thue to think of death,
or supplicate for pardon. All these arti-

" cles of grief and endearment filled his mind.
The descent of the body into the earth,
scemed to place an impassable gu!f be-
tween *them; and his heart was over-
whelmed within him. He hastened to re-
tirement—he byrst Into tears, and cxclaim-
ed, ¢ Oh, Robert! Robert! would that
I had di—-" His tongue failed him.
He was not in a state to die.—¢ O, Gad!
I thank thee, that I am yet in the land of
the living, to repent of my sins "

On becoming more composed, he read
a considerable portion of Young’s ¢ Night
Thoughts,” They just accorded with the
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state of his mind. Looking from the grave
upon the world, every thing was vain and
trifling. Fame was a bubble—wealth was
rubbish—pleasure was vexation—and life
g troubled dream'—Death—eternity—the
soul, were the only olzjects worthy of re-
gard! He did not, as formerly, sit down
to write out resolutions for his future con-
duct; he thought himself wholly dead to
the power of temptation.

In the estimate of life he was now
taking, he confounded innocent with dan-
gerous pleasures; things trifling, with things
yaluable ; and they were submitted to a
common sentence of condemnation. Even
nature, literature, and friendship, appeared
as a mere blank to him; and he knew not
how he should be ablé again to obey the
vocations of business. He ‘blamed him-
self, and pitied the world. In the close of
th~ evening, when Mrs. Russell was ex-
pressing her partiality for a certain dress,
he remarked, with a degree of feeling
hardly suitable to one who professed such
indifference to the things of this life,
s.that it was ‘wonderful how christians
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could have such strong likes or dislikes
about a paltry dress.’

¢ Very true, my dear Charles,’” said
Mr. Russell, ¢it is a wonder, that christians
have such strong feelings ,about worldly
things ; bat, let us avo:d extremes—my old
copy book used to say,  Extremes are
dangerous.” While we are in this life, the
things of it are to have some attention.
There is something to be done—something
to be enjoyed. We %hould feel towards
the world as a pilgrim, whose chief anxiety
is to find a safe and comfortable passage
through it, and who is yet grateful for the
accommodations it affords.’ .

The"® exaggerated feeling excited in
Lefevre’s mind by the presence of death
and the power qf remdrse, was speedily
corrected by hi8 active habits, and the call '
of duties over which he had no option.

In addition to the claims of statetl.
and official duty, he bhad soon to listen to
" the voice of benevolence. Not long after
his retarn, he receited an affecting letter
from his mother, bewailing her loss, and

' expressive of her reliance on ¢ Rer Charles = -
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her only hope; but noticed here, princi-
pally, because it contained the news of
nurse Graham's death. Lefevre had given
this excellent saint a solemn pledge;
and, now, he.must redeem it. This was
an employ that suited his warm heart, and
he pursued it, as hé did every thing, with
all his might. His best wishes were ex-
ceeded ; he obtained. an excellent situation
for John Graham, at the west end of the
Town; and Douglas, who had reached
London, offered to join him in advancing
a required premium. Raised to a degree
of joy, he thought nothing in this life could
again afford him, he hastily wrote a letter
announcing his success, and begging theboy
might be sent immediately. ¢ There,’ said
he, as he had sealed the letter, and threw
‘it on the table, ¢if I can‘only serve this
poor deserving boy, 1 shall not have lived
1 vain. O, what a pleasure warms the heart
“whilst we are endeavouring to do good I
Letevre now stood on a better footing '
with himself than he'had done for many
months past ; and hope was shining on his
. future path. * The loss of ‘his brother; the
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confidence of his parent; the society of
his friend 5 and the bitter sense of worldly
folly, impressed his mind beneficially ; and
the restraints imposed on his intercourse
, with the world for a few weeks, by deco-
rum itself, prowised time to ripen the good
seed into Truits meet tor repentance. *

There was but one circumstance
which seemed unfavorable ; and that was
the connexion still existing between Le-
fevre and the ~social, friendly Wallis,
Douglas avoided noticing this, lest he -
should be thought desirous of engrossing
the attachment of his friend; and he was
not without hope, that the very presence
and conversation of Wallis migbt, in the
present state of Lefevre’s wind, produce
the effcct he wished more certainly than
any thing he -could say on the subject.
The event proved that there was propriety
in this hope; apd, if it was not fully
realized, it was because there were hin-
drances of which he was ignorant.

One evening, -a few wecks after the
death of his brother, as Lefevre was sitting
with Douglas, busy. in the pursuits of
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literature, Wallis entered the room, ex-
claiming with an air of victory—

¢ Well, Charles, what say you to me-
thodism now? There's Mr. L—— and
your favorite Mr, F— — have been playing
off nicely, hav'n't they? Chuich or chapel
you sée, it’s all one!—It’s just as I told
you—Hav’n’t you heard. of it?

¢ Yes,’ said Lefevre, with a suppiess-
ed sigh, < I bave heard of it indeed !

The persons reférred to were popular
preachers in London, who had most woe-
fully dishonoured religion by their cons
duct. Wallis had often found he could
shake Lefevre’s confidence in his religious
persuasions, by the dereliction of profes-
sors, when other means totally failed;
and he could not pass over this striking
opportunity. “

Douglas saw how his friend was af-
fected, and took up the discourse.—¢ Ex-
cuse me, Mr. Wallis, if Isay, that it ap-
pears neither humane nor generous to ex-
ult over the frailties of our nature. We
should lament the fall of character, and
«not trinumph over it.’ '
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¢ Fall of character!’ O, excuse me
in my turn, if I am not quite so serious.
Call it full of the mask—that's a better
term—They only shew now, that they were
‘mere pretenders to be better than their
neighbouys—All mep are alike, depend
upon it—If thereis a difference, it is only
that some wear the mask, and others dare
to be honest.’ '

¢ As far as the persons i question are
concerned,’ replied 'Douglas, what you
advance may be too true: but I cannot
bgree to your converting. particular in-
stances into a general rule. All men are
not hypocrites because some are'so. On
the contrary, Ibelieve that pretension and
hypocrisy always suppose the pre-existence
of real excellence, as the shadow supposes
the existence of the substance. Do you
not think that the counterfeit coin in cir-
culation amongst us, #mplies the existence
of a sterling coinage ?’ .

‘ Heigh, heigh!" exclaimed Wallis,
endeavouring to make his escape from this
question—* all, very eloquent, no doubt.
But let me ask, in my turn, whether tlns
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is not taking things by appearances ? Trust
me, if we look superficially at men, we
shall be duped by what somebody calls—
no matter who —their brilliant vices. You
must look into the heurt; you will there’
find, whatever varieties of charucter may
present themselves in the gallery of life,
that all the supposed virtues have but
oue root—selfishness. Yes, yes—selfish-
ness, in one way or qther, rules the court,
the city, and the cottage.—You should
read Pope, and.Cogan, and Shaftesbury.’

¢I thank you for your gratuitous re-
commengation,’ said Douglas. ¢ But, with-
out noticing names, which have such diffe-
rent claims on us, I must say, on this
subject, 1had rather consult my bible and
common sense.

¢ Well, well, the dible 'if you plcase.
That will bear me out in my assertions.
Some of our greatest divines, I believe,
allow thut self-love is the root of all the
virtues, ,

* With all defcrence to your divines,
I must beg leave to distieguish between
what they allow, and what the Scriptures
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themselves allow. The Scriptures teach
me that man, in falling from God, fell
into himself; and that, in his natural and
sinful state, heis indeed under the influence
of selfishness. Self is his®motive ; self is
hisrule; self is his eng. "So far they fa-
vour your opinion, and we are-agreed.
But the same Scriptures inform us, that
man, under a gracious influence, is re-
deemed from this vorigx of ddbasing self-
ishness ; that a principle of divine benevo-
lence is implanted in his heart; that he is
made a nmew creature ; that he is taught to
deny limself; that he does not live fpr hiw-
self; that his will—his honor—his life—
are devoted to the glory of Him who has
recovered him to virtue and immortality.
This is the plaip testimony of the Bible;
and this, without perplexing it with the
subtleties of the metaphysical school, &
cordially believe. 'The mind, in its natural
,state, may become profound in *general
science ; but let us remember * that the
natural man canpot discern the things of
the Spirit of God.”’ "

‘Ha! now you are getting into the
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clouds—and I profess I can’t follow you—-
for I am none of your ethereal beings.
Fine outlandish notions—Fresh from the
lake of Geneva 1 presume—hey, Mr.
Douglas ¥
‘ Say, from the lake of Gennesareth,
if you plgase,’ rephed Douglas with a smile.
‘But I am afraid, if it could be proved
that they come direct from heaven, you
would reject them purely because they are
serious. You seem o have a constitutional
horror of what is serious; and yet, Mr.
Wallis, time will come when you must be
serious,’
Wallis involuntarily coiled his body
for a moment in uneasiness, and then
assuming his gay smile, continued—
‘ You're quiteright—sericus days, like rainy
weather, are sure to come,—s0-it would he
folly to anticipate them. You know what
David Hume used to say, “Itis better to
_be born to look on the bright side of
things, than to be bornto £10,000 a year.””’
‘I am much of the same opinion, I
aanowledge, replied Douglas. ¢ But this
' is a strange assertion for a sceptic to make,
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Is to doubt the existence of every thing, to
look on the bright side of things? For
my part, I think the bright side of every
thing, is that side which is illaminated by
the light of truth and reljgion.’

¢ Well, I think' with you—a state of
doubt is very far frorh a state of comfort—
so we are agreed,’—said Wallls, anxious
to end this over-righteous conversation,
¢ Charles, coutinued he, ¢I have a message
from my sister. Shesends you this ticket,
(presenting it) with her compliments. Tt

‘is B s benefit to-morrow night. We
want to pack a few friends for him, Will
you go ¥’ .

“To the play! said Lefevre, looking
upon his mourning habit, evidently morti-
ficd at his friend’s want of sympathy.

‘Yes, my dear fellow, to the play.
It will amuse your mind, aud raise your
spirits. I know you mourn your less;
but you must not grieve for ever—you
will bring yourself into a bad way. And
you know also,” said Wallis, looking with
an arch smile towards Douglas, ¢ excessive
grief is sinful.» )

voL. I. .
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¢ It is a erime,” said Douglas, “that I
think will never be laid to your charge,
Mr. Wallis.’

¢ I shall never see a play again,” said
Lefevre. ¢I have other than femporary
reasons.’

* Pooh! quh! vhat’s only a compli-
ment to Mr. Douglas. I know what you
like, and what you dor’t like.’

. | belleve, said Douglas, ¢ our friend
is not accustomed to sz.crifice truth to com-
pliment; and, on a subject where there
are such strong reasons to govern his deci-
sions, I am disposed to hope he will never
more be tempted to hesitancy.’

* Well, Douglas, this is not werthy of
you. You are liberal and candid in most
things; but here you are too rigid. The
stage is the school of morality—the mirror
of the world—the panorama of life—the
very centre where instruction and amuse-
ment meet, and meet in all their attrac-
tions.’

¢ Such are the epltbets employed by
play writers, and play actors, and play
goers; but the ‘best and wisest of men
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have agreed in reversing them. In their
sober estimation the stage is *the puppet
show of life,”— ¢ the school of vice,”—* the
vortex of debauchery,”—¢ the strong hold
of the god of this world,¥+~« the vestibule
of destryction.” In this judgment I am
disposed fully to coneur. Yqu call the
theatre the school of morals. Refer me to
any who have been reformed by it. In other
worldly amusements, somRthing is pre-
served in deference 'to the claims of inno-
cence and modesty ; but in this, there is
' the least pessible proportion of good,
with the greatest, possible amount of evil.
Snares are laid for the eye, thd ear, the
imagim;tion, and the heart. The compa-
ny—the spectacles—the music —the sen-
timents —have all a simultaneous tenden-
cy ; they seek to throw down the mounds
of virtue, and to lay waste the excellencies
of human character!’ *

¢ Well,” satd Wallis, looking astonish-
ed, * I know not what to say to you now.
This is too severé—too vehement !

¢ It is severe, I acknawledge,’ resumed

Ponglas; ¢ but T cannot tonfess that it
R 2 .
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¢

is too severe. I'speak with seriousness
and warmth ; and the weight of the sub-
Jject must be my apology. I speak as one
who once stood on these dangerous pre-
cipices, and who yet trembles to think to
what_he was exposed. I speak as one
who discovérs that his friend (looking to-
wards Lefevre) has been exposed to the
same dangers, and is yet liable to tempta-
tion. I speak as one convinced that many
a child of promise has'lost his principles —
his modesty—his character,—in these
haunts of wickedness; and has converted
the pleasures of parental hope into the
bitter agenies of a broken spirit. Surely
with such sentiments one must be %erious,
and even fervid I’

¢ With such sentiments!” said Wallis,
¢ But I think such sentiment$ are not right,
You condemn every thing, and in the gross
—This can’t be right.  Who is it that says
—1I forget at this moment—* That most
gencral censures are unjust ?”  This is
my opinion,’
-« ¢ And it is mine, replled Douglas, ¢If
I am obliged ¢o censure in’ this case uni-
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versally, I am far from doing it without
discrimination. The performances them-
selves, and those who have prepared them,
may be ‘classed under every degree of
comparison. There aresa few who have
written for the stage with the desm’e of
reforming and exaltmv its amubemeuts
and we are certainly bound to respect the
intention.’ '

¢ And supposmrr the stage could be
purified, would you’then object to it?

¢ This,” returned Douglas, ¢is to sup-
'-pose an smpossibility. 1t is precisely what
is objectionable ghat is delicious and attrac-
tive ; take this away, and the 4ttendants
would ‘as cheerfully go to church, as fill
their seats at the theatre. But, supposing
this purification possible, I should still
have my objéctions

¢ Unconscionable ! interrapted Wallis.

¢ Here me' out,’ resumed Douglas,
I do not object to dramatic composition
abstractedly considered. 1 think it an
admirable way of writing, and it may ob-
viously be employed in.a good cause, as
effectually asina bad one ;" but I do object
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to the acting of the drama, though it should
be composed agreeably to every claim of
morality and religion. To say nothing of
what the actors, from the very nature of the
profession, would,still be,—-the assumption
of unreal passlons-the hypocritical pray-
ers and yows which must still be uttered
—and, above all, the exhibition of that
tender intercourse, innocently sustained
between a lover and his mistress—a hus-
band and his wife (intercourse that ought
neverto beexposed to theeye of a spectator)
~—and this intercourse supported by per-
sons who are not sanctigned by any rela-
tionship—could not fail to have a most
deleterious influence on the morals' of alj,
but especially on those of the young.’

¢ You're prejudiced wpon my honor,
Pouglas. Why, if this wére the case,
what a deleterious influence they must
have had on me; but indeed I am not sen-
gible of it.’

¢ will you forgive me if I say, that
this is no proof of the contrary. May not
your moral sensibilities have been rendered
obtuse, by these amusements, When you
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Jirst attended the theatre, did you see no-
thing to shock you? When you first read
Shakspeare, was your modesty never
offended ?

¢ Shakspeare!’ exclaimtd Wallis, glad
to fly off from these questlons—‘ the im-
mortal—the unrivalled—the divine Shak-
speare ' —Why surely you wo'n’t venture
to raise your tongue against Shakspeare ¥

I will venture to say what I think,’
said Douglas, ¢ when it is proper to speak
atall. I believe I am as sensible as any
one of the wonderful talents of that Poet.
For force of langpage—for exhaustless in-
vention—for an insight into humdn nature
—for a power to touch and rend the heart—
he is unequalled—-and stands amongst
dramatists, like the diamond amongst
pearls, But, while I honor his intellectual
capacities, I must deeply lament their
miserable abuse. So far from having a
moral end before him, he has frequently
its opposite; and, at the best, seems indif-
ferent to moral results, He often rises
like the eagle into overpowering sublimity ;
but this is rather the effect of his mental
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encrgy, than of his choice; his element is
evidently in scenes of sensuality, profli-
gacy, and lewdness. His licentious wit-
ticisms—his lascivious insinuations —his
corrupt allusions; many times repeated,—
reveal a heart revelling in its own abomi-
pations ; and render, both him and his
works, in a moral light, the objects of
indignation and disgust !’

‘ Well, well, said Walli, ‘it is a
good thing this is sald in a private room
amongst friends. If the world knew it, you
would be placarded in all the streets of
London for a blockhead pr a madman.’ '

¢ N¢ matter which,’ returned Douglas,
¢ 0 that it be not incurred by my ‘own im-
prudence. I thinkit js high time to speak
out on this subject. Shakspeare is the
great national idol, whom'religious and
profane seem willing to worship. Our
chtistian writers have, in complaisance to
the world, joined in his unqualified and
unlimited praise, without noticing the moral
character of his works.' Numbers of reli-
gious persons, of high pretensions, but
slender claim,’ to taste and literature, have
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justified such praise, lest their claim should
be disputed, till, at length, a word against
Shakspeare, is something like a word
against our King and Coustitution.’

v ¢ Treason to be surs} cried Wallis,
¢ well, let us have no moré ]lterary treason.
Odads! it little matters, in these 'days, whe-
ther you lose your head on Tower-hill, or
bring down upon it the sentence of a cri-

tical tribunal.’

¢ Rely upon it, said Douohe I have
no pleasure in saying so mnch, Itis pain-
ful to expose the errors of a great genius;
and nothing but strong sense of duty
would dispose me to it. But I rémember
the dangers to which T was liable; and,
there are thonsands of young persons still
in a similar situation. It was the fine
quotations and .boundless encomiums of
this poet, in writings of most unquestion-
able rcligious character, that first induced
me to read his dramas. 1 entered on them
as on a Paradise of sweets and loveliness.
Little did 1 expect to find the serpent of
vice concealed amongst it§ beauties !—and
well may I wonder at my escape from ite
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seductions under such circumstances!—
It is no very difficult thing to avoid vice,
when we are aware of its presence, and it
appears in its own deformity; but, who
shall escape, whun it borrows the forms of *
virtue, and is adorned with all the fascina-
tions of Shakspeare’s pencil ?

¢ Well Charles,” said Wallis, a little
baffled, ¢ after such solemn discourse about
play going, J-suppose you wo'n’t go; so I
shall earry Jane your negative—and good
evening to ye!

¢ T should hepe you will net go till
you have reconsideredthe matter,” said
Lefevre! _ .

¢ (), as to that, I am none of the con-
sidering sort. I must leave that to you
and Mr. Douglas. The time for enjoying
pleasure is over whilst ene’s considering
about it—

‘ Seize on pleasures as they fly,
Now we live—to-morrow die ;

"Time is stealing fast away,
Seizc on pleasure while you may!

¢ A fine 'heathén sentiment,’ said
“Douglas; ¢ more worthy of the meridian
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of Constantinople than of Lbndon.—I con-
fess I have no sympathy with the man,
* who can live in a world of such misery
and guilt as this, for the mere purposes of
pleasure. What, have we no temptations
to resist—no propensntles to mortnfy—-no
self denymg duties to perform ?—Have we
no concern for the degraded—the wretched
condition of human nature?— Is there no
hell to shun—no God to supplicate—no
heaven to pursue? O, Mr. Wallis, allow
e to say, if you refuse to think seriously
now, a time will’ come when you will be
compelled to it.

The earnest “sincerity with® which
Douglasiade thisaddress, affected Wallis.
Ile feigned a smile to cover his feelings,
and taking him by the hand as he left the
room, he observed with an averted coun-
tenance—‘ Well, well, you have good in-
tentions Douglas. I wo'n’t quarrel with
you—good cvening !’
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CHAPTER XV.

,ALT,HOUCH. Lefevre took but a
small share in the preceding conversation,
he was far from being an uninterested audi-
tor. His friends were placed in direct
contrast before himi the state of his mind,
from his circumstances, was unusually in-
clined towards Douglas; and he felt
ashamed that his heart should be divided
between two persons of such different cha-
racter.’ Pained with” his own inconsis-
tency, he rested his head upon' his hand,
and said to himself, ¢ O, Wallis, you are
an usurper! Douglas, .after all, is the
choice of my heart. I ean repose on his
friendship in the hour of adversity. I
will break with you ~——"  Then, as if
filled with a distressing recollection, he
resumed, ¢ No: I cannot break with him'
now. I cannot appeal mean and ungene-
rous. I must firss ——' And then he
started from’his position with vexation,
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The vexation of Lefevre arose from
his having laid himself under some obliga-
‘tions to Wallis. These obligations were of a
pecuniary nature; and it may be desirable
to take some notice of tl¥ir occurrence,
as they had no slight il'lﬂuenge on his
course,
- Lefevre, when immediately under
maternal control, had a liberal supply of
pocket-money which he genera|ly expend-
ed in superfluities ; this probably led him
to a careless use of money in general.
On his coming to London, and being mas-
ter of a small incchue, he thought his re-
sources pearly inexhaustible, and drew
upon them accordingly. Natarally fond
of a neat and good appearance, he be-
came rather extravagant in his dress.
Thing after thing was ordered; and he
concluded that his quarterly receipts
would easily cover every demand, without
taking the trouble to calculate: whilst the
'generosity of his temper, and the general
sentiments of the young men around him,
established him in the belief that it would
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be contemptible and ridiculous to care
about money.

If the care of money was to be
thought contemptible, Lefevre soon found
the opposite cotduct had itsinconveniences.
He was surprised, to find, quarter” after
quarter, bills accumulate upon him ; and
his surprise amounted to confusion when,
on pulting the Lttle bills together, he saw
they made so great a folal! Such early
embarrassment might have imposed upon
him habits of economy and calculation,
had it not been for an ill-timed indulgence
on the part of his affectionate mother.
His hints at the poverty of his purse, in-
duced her to make occasional remittances
for his assistance; till, in the end, he
accustomed himself to reckon on them,
as a part of his income. This was likely
to increase the evil ; and he continued in
that free and thoughtless use of money
which speedily gave a more serious aspect
to his perplexities. His applications to
his mother, under these difficulties, be-
came 80 direct and frequent, that, at
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length, she took alarm, and remonstrated
with her son on the subject, assuring him

. taat she must, in future, confine her assis-
tance to a small and certain sum, which
she would forward annually.

This was a grea.t diSappointment to
Lefevre. Something he must do to extri-
cate himself, and that immediately. The
friendship of Douglas seemed to invite
him to explain his difficulties to him ; but
his pride resisted the éuggestioﬁ: he fear-
ed it would lower Douglas’s respect for
him ; and he knew that he would not fail
to ‘express surprisq and concern on the
occasion. It was about this peridd that
Lefevre rehewed his connection with Wal-
lis, on the business of the office. His at-
tachment to Wallig was not attended with
that esteem andl,respect which marked
his friendship for Douglas; he, therefore,
found it comparatively easy to intimate his
straitened situation’ to him. Wallis was
Just then seeking to weaken the influence
of Douglas, and to tie Lefevre to himself;
and he fairly rejoiced at sg favorable an
opportunity., Hé understood *the wishes



258 NO FICTION: A NARRATIVE

of Lefevre before they were half cxpress-
-ed, and insisted on his accepting twice the
sum he had named, with the air of a maa
who was receiving rather than conferring
a favor.

This conduct 'i)owerfully affected the
open and generous mind of Lefevre. Tt
did, indeed, to his eye, hide a multitude
of sins; and so bound him to Wallis, that
even when conscience, as we have seen,
reproached him with continuing the inti-
macy, the weight of obligation withheld
him fromn breaking it. So true it is that a
state of debt and of dependence are inse-
parable. ' :
Meanwhile Wallis’s assistarice, though
it afforded Lefevre temporary relief, did
not really benefit him, Jt encouraged him
rather to rest his hopes oh expedients aud
favourable accidents, than on a determina-
tion of living within his certain income.
‘Wallis,” he allowed himself to think,
‘would still do more for himif he requirea
it ; he might soon obtain a rise in the office,
and that would set all right; and if these
failed, he had no doubt that his mother and

’
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Douglas would do their utmost for him, on
an ewmergency.” With such vague and un.
just reliances, it may easily be expected
that, on slight temptation, Lefevre would
involve himself in even ghéater expenses
than those which he had already, found too
large for his income. This was really the
case. His reunion with Wallis; his libe-
rality to the distressed persons in the
office; his coﬂ'ec-house suppeys; his en-
creased taste for company° and his ab-
horreuce of cvery thing mean aud shabby ;
aqd particularly "his having made himself
responsible for son'e debts of his deceased
Lrother, had joined' to throw him’ into a
state of embarrassment more serious than
at any former period.

Lefevre, though not fond of obligation
to any one, felt not the evil of his obliga-
tions to Wallis, till the moment in which
heresolved to break with him. He then dis-
,covered that they had robbed him of a por-
“tion of his independence; and that should
he do what he théught his duty, Wallis
might charge him «with ingratitude and
baseness. The reflection whs bitter to*

VOL. I. $ .
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him ; but he confirmed his intentions by
prayer, and laid himself on his pillow that
evening, resolving to recover himself from
his engagements to Wallis, and drop a
friendship whi¢n was prejudicial to his
best interests. .

The ensuing morning, as Lefevre was
thinking how he might best carry his pur-
poses, he was served with a copy of a
writ! It was the first he had received.
Italarmed him. It was from a tradesman
least expected to act so, as he had done
much to serve and recommend him, His
pride and Kkindness wére wounded. He
sat still and silent 4 few moments; he
rose and paced the room, repe'ating the
words, ‘base, insolent, worthless fellow !’
and then he returned to his chair, seusible
of the folly of railing, and the necessity
of doing something for his personal liberty,
without delay. ¢ And what,’” said he, ¢ can
I do? The sum is small—not ten pounds—
but what does that signify ?—small as it is, |
I cannot pay it. O,'I never knew the
misery of debt till now!—Whatshall I do?
- Douglas? —~No—1I will not apply to Doug-
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las—he will despise me. I will not be
despised; and yet, do I nct despise
myself ?—Wallis >—shall T go to him?—
that will only encrease the obligations I
purposed to abolish! . \’Vell 1 cannot
help it, T must apply somewhere«-and I
know he will be kind—Hard is my fate.’—
How apt are we to impeach Divine Pro-
vidence, when we have nothing to com-
plain of but our owy imprudence!

Lefevre hastened to the dwelling of
his friend, and explained his sitnation to
him. Wallis received him just as he could
have wished.—¢ Unvmteful impudent fel-
low,” exclaimed he,—¢ plague on him!
Put your mind at rest—leave it all with
me—1U’ll shew him a trick or two for this,
I warrant you, * Leave it to me —you shall
hear no more dbout it—1I’ll see him—and
he shall either take my word for the pay-
ment, or, if that won't do, I'll settle the
account at once—if he darc to takeit.’
Lefevre’s anxietieg subsided, and left him
wholly the subject of admiration and gra-
titude. He sgized the hand of his friend,

—¢ Thank you! thank you P said his llps :
s 2
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—¢Generous Wallis I’ said his heart, ¢ why
did I think of breaking with you!—1 will
never — * His convictions struggled
with his over\nought feelings—he could
not expressly rejolve-on inviolable friend-
ship. . ' :

Wallis knew how to use to advantage
the emotions his conduct had excited.
In his late call on Lefevre he had wit-
nessed the snperior ppwer which Douglas
had over him, and he was fretted by it, as
far as his self-complacent temper could be
fretted. It was now a greater point with
him than ever to make Lefevre his own,
and to lower his regard for his rival. To
do this he was aware, he was not to em-
ploy argument or invective—he must flat-
ter the pride of Lefevre—he must with-
draw him from the presende of his friend,
—he must get him into other society.

An opportunity equal to his highest
wishes presented itself. He was going to
spend a week with arelative at Sevenoaks,
as one of a little hunting party. He in-
formed Lefevre of it, @nd pressed him in
thhe most cordial manner to get leave of
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absence for the time; and go with him,

Lefevre made a few hesitating objections ; .
but Wallis, bent on the object, svon re-
moved his scruples, and it was agreed,

, that they should go together. This en-
gagement was followed, by some misgiv-
ings, but he did not dwell uponr them. His
worthy friends Mr. and Mrs. Russell were

merely told he was going out of town for a
few days, and Mr. Douglas knew it only
by a short note, sent fo him or.the morning
of his leaving home. So surely does a
Jpractice, which our conscience condemns,

lead the most lr‘genuons minds to con-
cealment, -

The anticipated week was a week
of pleasure. The mornings were given to
sporting, and the eveningsto convivial mirth. '
Lefevre was quite in his element. He was
fond of the saddle and field sports well
suited the ardency of his temper. Wallis
introduced him to his acquaintance with
high compliments ; and he became eager
to honor the introduction. He used his
best efforts to gai'n the esteem, and pro-
mote the pleasures of the little party. This
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was an easy work to him. He soon re-
ceived the distinctions, which are com-
monly paid to modest superiority; and
succeeded in prejudicing more than one of
the number strongly in his favor. The
week terminated ‘with general regrets ; and
those who were most {uterested in Lefevre,
begged the honor of his friendship, and
entered into proposals for its continuance.

Lefevre had brought himself to call
this period ¢ a week of innocentrecreation ;'
but, with all his speciousness, he could
not induce his heart to justify the appel-
lation. It did afford him pleasure ; but per.
haps, less than to any other of the company.
He felt there was too much eating, too
much drinking—too much jesting, too
much folly ; in the absence of all elevated
and religious conversation, for his con-
science wholly to approve.'—--‘ And yet,’
said he fretfully, ¢why do I not approve?
The rest are happy—why should [ be mi-
serable —In that moment of passion,
such is the wickedness of the human
heart, he had almost branded religion and
his religious conmexions as the disturbers
of his pcace!
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Whatever view Lefevre was disposed
to take of this occurrence, no event, at
this juncture, could have had a more
sinister effect on his mind. It had broken
.in upon his tranqmlhty—lt had destroyed
the influence of salutary conviction—and
withered those blossomings of<hope and
pious resolution, which had given his best
friends sp much satisfaction.

As the noisy stream of pleasure passed
away, he becanie scnsible of this, and knew,
from former experience, the painful conse-
quence on himself.—He returned, there-
fove, to his home ‘strengthenmg his mind
against its own reflections, llkea(llsobe-
dient child fortifying its heart awamst the
corrections of a parent, who had often
reproved, but always been disregarded.
His home received him—but it was not to
comfort. His l;o'okq his closet, his bible,
Douglas, and the Russells,—all, to hnn,
sceined to wear an.accusing aspect. His
Jhigh spirit did not readily engure re-
buke, and he fled from their presence, as
Adam fled from the voice of the Lord in
Paradisc. . .
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Once more celestial peace had quitted
the bosom of Lefevre, and once more he
sought such a substitute as the world, in
its amusements and society, could supply.
A heathen poet has described the paths
of sin as ﬁowary, smooth, and of easy
descent. <Lefevre found them to be so;
every step he took quickened his succeed-
ing one. In “the perverseness of his way,’
he converted his very preservatives into a
means of acceleratipg his progress. He
stayed out later at night than he other-
wise would, to escape the reproofs of
Mr. and Mrs. Russell; he sought the society
of Wallis and his friends the more, that
he mlght be less in that of Douglas; and,
to cover himself in the neglect of the ex-
cellent writings which filled his shelves,
he the more eagerly gave his fragments of
time to the novel and romance.

It is, however, always unpleasing, and
sometimes unnecessary, to detail a course
of sinfulness. It may be sufficient in this
stage of the history to state, that Lefevre,
like every former tra'nsgressor, ¢ waxed
worse and worse” He became dissipated
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in his mind—careless to his plans of irh-
provement and benevolence—and low in
the tone of his morals. He was gradually
reconciled to the things he once con-
demned ; and, from being reconciled, found
delight in them. He wa3'a lover of plea-
sure more than a lower of God. He was
joined to his idols, and after them he would
go! 'The concert, the card-table, the ball-
room, the tavern-club, the theatre, the
masquerade, all vgitnessed,his attend-
ance—but a/l left him unhappy.

Genuine fripndship, in minds truly
moble, is, at onceg, a delicate and vigorous
plant. It outlives the greatest injuries,
while it is susceptible of the least. Such
was thc friendship of Douglas. It had
becn tenderly awake to all the variations
in Lefevre’s couduct, and had urged him
to scize the few favorable occasions af-
forded of intimating his auxieties. He
well knew, that direct opposition in /Ais
mind, would only defeat his ohject. He
had also found, that on some subjects he
could succeed betfer with Lefevre by letter,
than by verbal iftercourse; and, as he
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was about to leaye town for some months,
he thought he would wait the advantage
of a written communication.

Douglas acted up to this intention,
and wrote his friend from Plymouth, in the
most earnest and, affectionate terms. He
referrer]l to Jhis declemsions and practices,
iu a firm but delicate manner. He took
occasion to notice particularly one_serious
and glaring impropriety, into which, he had
every reason to think, Lefevre had fallen ;
and on account of whlch the letter itself is
omitted in this statement. He then closcd
by referring the freedom he had taken tq
their habits of friendship, and tenderly
expostulated with him on the error of his
ways.

Lefevre was greatly- disturbed by the
perusal of this letter. His attention passed
over every other sentence; and fixed on
the particular charge, to which an allusion
has been made. He sprang from his seat—
took a few quick steps across the room-—
stood motionless—raised his hand to his
forehead, ‘and as hastily withdrew it—
stepped forwz:r(l. again—and continucd
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moving over the room ip hurried and’
occasional steps for some time, evidently
unconscious of his movements, and in deep
silence. He then seized his hat, and
hastened to a coffee-house he was accus-
‘tomed to use. He took yip the papers—
but could not read them ; he miugled.with
his gay companions—but his heart was
too much distressed to be frivolous. He
went to the office, and did the duties of
the day in silence; and, in the evening, sat
down and wrote the following reply to
Douglas :—

Londen,
December

* My DEAR FRIEND,

‘I pass over every thing in your letter,
to notice the *severe charge you bring
against me. IHow could you bring such a
charge against me! What a base, un-
worthy being must I have been in your
*cycs, before you could have thou«rht such
a thing of me! Aud, if you did think me
guilty, why did you. not tell me at once?
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How could youy let days and weeks pass
away, without accusing me, while you
believed me to be living in so abominable
a practice? Is this friendskip? Should I
have acted so towards you? .
¢ Must I,'fn regular terms, deny this
'detested charge? { do deny it, and in
the most solemn manner. I call heaven
and earth to witness, that I am as innocent
of the crime you allege to me, as the new
born infant. I have faults, but, thank God,
that is not one. But you have thought
me capable of such an act! How must
you be changed towards your friend! .1
know my late conduct has not pleaser you,
but I did not expect this from you, If you
can entertain such opinious of your friend,
he must feel there is an end to friendship.

¢ Your’s aggrieved,

¢ CHARLES LEFEVRE.

«P.S. 1beg of you to burn this on
reading it. Your’s is already in lames.’

To this letter, Douglas mtm"ned the
following answer:— -
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Plymouth,
December
¢ My VERY DEAR CITARLES,

. ¢ Although I could not avoid thinking
the spirit in which yotu wrote the letter I
now acknowledge waks reprehénsible, I
assure you its general contents gave me the
lighest satisfaction. .1 had, indeed, for
“ days and weeks” been under the impres-
sion which I have explained, aad it is not
easy for you to imagine the distress it has
given me. 1didnot—I could not take up
sueh an opinion on'slight grounds. 1 was
slow—very slow to believe; and.l had,
and still bave, every reason to think it true.
However, as there was the mere possibility
of my being deceived, ‘I determined to put
it to you, and bs guided by your reply.

¢ By that reply, I am governed. Your
solemn denial is quite suffcient. I have
never had reason to question your truth
and frankness, and I could rely updn them
entirely in a much weightier case than this.
Let the subject then sink mto oblivion, and
be to us both, as though it nevar had been.
I promise you it shall be thus with me,
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One word, however, in dismissing it for
ever. I am concerned for that high spirit
you discover on the intimation, (for it was
not a charge), made, as youn must believe,
in the purest friendship. To think that
we dre altogether incapable of a bad action,
is ¢ to think of ourselves more highly than
we ought to think ;” and, so far from pro-
motiug our safety, often forebodes our fall.
« Let him‘that thinketh he standeth take
heed lest he fall!” The very moment we
think we can stand alone, we are in danger!

¢ Bat, if 1 have t¢’ crave your pardon
for indalging a thought uuworthy of you,
in this instance, have 1 been mistaken as
to the other particulars in my letter. Are
not my fears, that you have relinquished
your private devotions, that you are sacri-
ficiug the pleasures of literature, benevo-
lence, and religion, to those worldly asso-
ciates and engagements, which you have
already‘found so very perilous to you, too
well founded? I know your conscience
sides against you on this question, and I
am grieved for it. And, forgive me if I
add, that I fear you are resisting the very
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convictions, which you ought to cherish
as salutary and merciful. O, my dear
Charles, do not sustain a contlict so unna-
tural and criminal! To,,gain a victory
over our own conscience,’is, to throw up
an almost invincible obstasle t6 oursalva-
tion !
¢ You appear te me inclined to make
a full experiment on worldly happiness.
Already you have gene dangetous lengths
to satisfy your curiosity. And, as far as
you have advanced, what is your couclu-
ston? Have you'found any thing to be
compared with thoge calm, exalted, and
benign enjoyments, which religion and
friendship have afforded you in former
days? Does your cye fill now with the tear
of ecstacy, sywpathy, or love, as it was
wont to do, when you dwelt on the beau-
ties of nature—held communion with’a
friend—orrose into adoration of the blessed
»God? Ah! Charles — y ‘
¢ Excuse me, I mean no personal re-
flection, when I say, that even those low
cnjoyments, which . your associates maye
find in the pursuvit of the world, will be
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denied to you. They have never risen to
intellectual pleasures—they have not had
any serious object before them in life—
their consciences have not been enlightened,
and they are trovhled' with few convictions
of thdir folly. But,* O, Charles, what i
your caser—Can you, who have fed with
angels, herd with swine ?—Can yoar aspir-
ing spirit grovel in sensualities?—Will it
not be ‘ hard for thee to kick against the
pricks ?"—Rely upon it, in spite of you, at
every step you take, coascience will em-
bitter your pleasures, awd aggravate your
sorrowsd .

¢ O, Charles! my heart is droubled
for you. Whither will your course lead
you ?—I see snares, and pitfalls, and raven-
ous beasts in your way. «Already your
feet are entangled. O, escape for thy life!
You admire magnanimity—Be magnani-
mous! Burst the bonds of deadly plea-
sure—Bé€ deaf to the voice of flattery—
Renounce the world as.the enemy of your
soul—Call upon God whilst he is near!
. ¢ I had much delight ‘this morning in
visiting a good man, who has been bed-
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ridden these fwenty-five years. 1 was pre-
pared to pity him, but he called on me to
rejoice. * Are you not wearied out with
the length of your affliction?” ¢ Wearied,
Sir,” said he,—¢ Nos Nafure would soon
faint, but God sustans me. JI could lie
here another twenty-five years, if it pleased
God. I have found this bed to be the
very gate of heaven '—Lenvth of my afflic-
tion, Sir! O, let me pot call it long—it is
short, very short, and will soon be over.
These light afflictjons, which are but for
a, moment, work out for me a far more
exceeding and eternal weight of glory.”
“ This is a happy state of mind,” said L
« Thank God for it!” said he, as in an act
of devotion. Then addressing me—* Why,
yes; and every thing God does is to make
us happy. Is he not all love >—he cannot
then be unkind. Is he not all-wise 7—he
cannot then do wrong. Are not His pro-
_mises yea and amen in Christ Jesus ?—he
"cannot then break his word. None who
have trusted him have repented ofit. My
day of affliction has been twenty-five years_
long ; but I have found, as my day so my
VOL. I. T
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strength has been. Blessed be his holy
name!—O, Sir, I dare not complain. My
affliction is a mercy. It came upon me
when I was a young man——when 1 was
worldly, thougﬁt,]ess, and foolish ; and, I
dread+to think wha! I might have been,
but for this affliction. Before I was afflict-
ed I went astray, but now 1 have kept thy
word. Blessed is the man whom thou
chastenest, O Lord,and teachest him out of
thy law.”"—We sang and prayed togethe:,
and parted in pleasing hope of meeting in
a better state. - .

“ What an instance of the power of
religion | —What could the world have
done for such a person?—May it be our
support, and comfort, and exceeding great
reward !

* Your’s, my dear friend,
¢ Most affectionately,
¢ James Dougras.’,
- . Lefevre was evidently uneasy till he

received the reply from Douglas. And,
*as the first letter had given him an unac-
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countable degree of anxiety, so this seemed
to yield undue satisfaction, If these power-
ful emotions are to find an explanation, it
must be in some future event of the history.
In the midst of his 'satisfﬁction, however,
he was little affected*by the nrore import-
ant parts of the letter. He blamed him-
self for.the severe marmer in which he had
written, and admired thke moderated tem-
per of Douglas: and, perhapse he did this,
the more readily, that, in the exercise,
.those impressions which were of a religious
haracter, might- evaporate. Such is the
atbtlety of the human heart!

N o,twithstandihg the tender and unex-
ceptionable behaviour of Douglas, Lefevre’s
conduct towards him was sensibly chang-
ing. He became more shy and reserved;
and encreasingly avoided his society. He
seemed to have lost his former confidence
and dignity towards him; and was care-
ful merely to avoid giving him offence.

Douglas, however, was determined on
his course. He would not pay indifference
with indifference ; but would maintain his
hold on his friend to the last. He thought

. T2
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he could easily account for Lefevre’s de-
portment. He was aware that Wallis was
endeavouring to create prejudices in his
mind ; and, he knew, that his admonitions
could not be grateful to him, and that his
very presence must' remind him of the
height from which he had fallen, of the joys
he had cast away for ever. But he was
persuaded that Lefevre still respected and
loved him ;.and he was resolved his re-
spect and love should be made to contri-
bute, as far as possible, to his deliverance.
The hand of Providence was once morc
about to extend itself to co-operate with
Douglas, in executing his benevolent pur-
pose.
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CHAPTER XVI.

L)

IN the ensuing sprh;g, Douglas was
called to suffer great’ domestic'triald, His
grief soon found its way to the sympathe-
tic heart of Lefevre; and he hastened to
his side, to verify, by the kindest attentions,
the unabated strength of his friendship.
He was not now, indeed, sufficiently at
. ease with himsgl§ to pay those little offices
on common occasions, which once made
him the most obliging of persons; but
extraordinary events could yet call forth
the great and good qualities of his mind.

Douglas received the sympathies of
Lefevre, as they were a pledge of love,
with answerin'g kindness ; and, as they
were a likely means of benefiting him who
offered themn, with hopeful joy. His over-
tures of assistance were embraced, as
they would necesgarily multiply their in-
terviews ; and as it became needful for
Douglas to take ‘a short journey on an
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afflictive errand, he pressed his friend to
accompany him. It was not easy for Le-
fevre to deny a friend in adversity any
thing ; and, at considerable inconvenience,
he put himself in a condition to meet his
request, The eﬁgagement terminated se-
riouslypp. :

They left home in a gig. As they
were entering one of the narrow -streets
leading to Cheapside, the horse, a spi-
rited creatuge, took fright, at the smack-
ing of a carman’s whip immediately over
his head. Douglas, who.was driving, did
his utmost to restrain the animal, but in
vain ; he went at full gallop. They soon
perceived two flour-waggons comirg down
the very centre of the street. It was im-
possible for them to clear the way in
time—death was before them! Lefevre,
in the alarm, seized the reins, and, as
though only thinking of the safety of his
friend, exclaimed, ¢ Douglas, get out be-
hind"—¢ No,’ said Douglas, ¢ we'l live or
die together—leave the reins '—still doing
his best, though the case was hopeless,
They did clear the fore-wheel of the first
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waggon, but struck against the hind oife
with such violence as snapped the axle-
tree in two. 'They were both thrown, by
the jerk, into the air ; while the maddened
horse continued runming, with the rem-
nants of thegig at his he/s.

Lefevre fell by. the wheel, and only
received a slight injury on the arm.
Douglas was cast at greater distance, be-
neath the feet of the horses in the second
team. The driver was 80 stupified by the
occurrence that he’ did not think to stop
them. His fall had made Douglas insen-
sible. Two of.the horses stepped over
him, doing him no harm, except grazing
his cheek with their shoes! He came to
his senses for a moment, and saw a twelve-
inch wheel just upon him! He sprang on
bis feet, exclaiming, ¢ My God!’ and the
next moment fell into the arms of some
persons who had come to his help, and
again fainted away.

Lefevre forgot his own hurt in the
" greater injuries of Douglas. He sent for
a coach, and a surgeon at the same time.

He drove to his'lodgings; and, that he
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night soften the matter to Mrs. Russell,
he alighted first at some little distance,
and entered before the coach became
visible. All this he did with such ease
and spirit, that no one would have thought
him a personal Yufferer; and yet his neg-
lected. wound had nvt ceased to emit the
life-blood from his frame.

Douglas still continued in a fainting
state, His medical assistance was, how-
ever, efficacigus; and, although exhausted
by the loss of blood, he became, in the
evening sensible and composed. On first
looking round him, he saw Lefevre at his
side. ¢ O, pharles I said he, ‘how near have
we been to eternity! This is the 25th of
May; let us never forget this day!
¢ Blessed be God that it is no worse !’ cried
Mrs. Russell, rejoiced to hear Douglas
speak again. ‘¢ Ah! said Douglas, ‘I
deserve much worse! Like Jonah, 1 was
repining at my afflictions.” Mr. Russell
came into the room, ¢ Ah! my dear James?
—taking his hand—‘ Well! God moves
in a mysterious way—Judgment and mer-
cy—but let us -acknowledge them on
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our knees.” They knelt around the bed ;
and the venerable man offered up suitable
thanksgivings and prayer to the Great
Preserver, while the tear of affection and

« piety moistened his cheeks,

During the sulferifgs of Douglas,
Lefevre was most obligiug and kind in his
behaviour. Excepting that they had not
that full and unincumbered communion,
Douglas was reminded of what he was
in a former affliction, a period sacred to
them, as the confirmation of their friend-
ship. There was; indeed, an air of self-
denial rather than of complacency in his
attentions ; and, if he read, his choice
would faN on books of a different character
to those which once ranked first in his es-
timation., Douglas, however, hoped the
mere intercourse would have bencficial con-
sequences ; and he more than acquiesced
in a confinement which continued it. .

But, how hardly shall they, who have

«been accustomed to do evil, learn to do
well! If good habits are a preservative
from what is wrong, bad ones are a more
powerful obstacle to whatis good. Lefe;
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;'re’s habits, by.this time, were converted
against himself. His better thoughts, as
if encouraged by the presence of Douglas,
endeavoured to assert their rights; but
they had been too often conquered to make .
another conquest difficult. As his friend
recovered ‘to his employments, he with-
drew from him, and sought again wholly
to lose himself in the, world. The voice of
conscience once more subdued, his inclina-
tions, like a river for a while obstructed
in its course, flowed but the more violently
in their usual channel. « | .

The remains of this year bear no fa-
vorable testimony to the career of Lefevre.
It shall only be noticed as far as it may
beneficially shew the deceitful and pro-
gressive influence of iniquity.

All his former world]ly compliances
were persevered in, and opened the way to
others of a less questionable character.
His hours were not only unseasonable,
but he was frequently from home the whole,
night. His countenange, from being lively
and cheerful, was marked with disquie-
tade ; and hjs temper, fram being ardent,
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became irritable and stormy. From hav-
ing paid little attention to politics, he be-
came fond of them ; and was violent in
his opinions. He seemed willing to look
-on religion with a hopgless eye, ana
scarcely regarded the forfus it 1mposed
The claims of the sabbath were neglected.
If he attended a public service, it was
with an averted heart ; and the commence-
ment of the day was generally wasted in
slumber, while the clese was dissipated in
ungodly society.
+  Although this was the chosen course
of Lefevre, and hé had already overcome
many difficulties in pursuing it, heewas far
from being satisficd with it, or with him-
self. He found that ‘the way of trans-
gressors is hard ;’ and that it is especially
so to those, who have been blessed with a
religious education, and an enlighteued
conscience. Wisdom would have dispo-
sed him to quit a course so troublesome
«to him, and to return to those “paths of
peace’ which he had forsaken ; but from
wisdom he was at this time sadly estranged:
Under the delusive power of sin, he chose
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rather to attempt what was really an im-
possibility —to reconcile conscience to re-
ellion, and gather enjoyment from wicked-
€ress |

' Resolved gn a forbldden path, what
wonder if Lefeﬂ‘e was prepared to listen
to fresh temptation. To a mind willing to
be tempted, temptations are never wanting.
Some of the most dangerous character
presented themselves to Lefevre. Two or
three of them should be observed.

He was induced to think degradingly
of mankind. From having thought too
favourably of men, he was now disposed to
do them injustice. Walilis and his com-
panions had insisted, that every thingabove
the common level was pretension—that all
show of excellence was to be referred to a
common corruption of motive—that, if all
hearts could be exposed they would be
fonnd alike, irrespective of any change
from religious influence. Generous as he
was, Lefevre endeavoured to receive these «
base and ungenerous sentiments. It was
for his interest to do so. For, if all men
were alike, theu e need not be uneasy ; or,
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if the only difference consisted in preten-
sion, then his very irregularities made him
superior to many, as they would prove him
the more /konest man. He became severe

" on the conduct of the profegsors of religion;
and lynx-eyed in detecting the faulls of
its ministers. Unbappily, too many in-
stances of defection from religion occurred
within the circle of his knowledge ; and he
abused them, to support his own departure,
and sanction Wallis’s' theory of universal
selfishness!

Tn addition %o this, he was tempted to
entertain sceptical notions of the chrlstlan
dlspensatlon Infidelity has its root rather
in the heart than the head. Lefevre had
no doubts on the authenticity of religion
till he wished to have them. The truths
exhibited in revelation were become un-
pleasant to him. That the gospel he
neglected rested on divine authority —that
there is a God who will judge all men—
"that there is a state of future punishment—
were opinions, which he could not readily
accommodate, in a heart ciscumstanced as
his. Awful to tell! ke wished to disbelieve
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them. He allowed himself to read books
of an infidel tendency. He indulged the
petulant objections to the christian scheme,
and slighted the weight of evidence on
which it stood He even submitted to
hear.the ribaldry and ridicule of the pro-
fane and thoughtless, and strove to call it
argument. But all his efforts were as vain
as they were shocking. His understand-
ing gave the lieto hls heart. The force of
evidence was so overpowering that he could
not release himself from the authority of
truth. He remained a.believer in oppo-
sition to his desires—in opposition to his
efforts. * The most that he conld, at any
time do, was, to doubt, not to disbelieve—
to be a sceptic, not an infidel.

But this was not enough. Lefevre had
done his utmost to neutralize a faith, he
could not reject; and to reconcile his mind
to his conduct, by supposing all men as
bad as himself. But, after all, in his
thoughtful moments, he was compelled to
allow, that tifere was a reality in religion;
and that many of its professors were some-
thing more than hypocrites. He was still
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uneasy. He had long been endeavouring
by undue excitement to subdue this feel-
ing, and hide himself from himself. For
this he had fled, to the novel —to the card-
table—to the theatres—to £cenes of obstre-
perous mirth and folly. To his chagrin
however, their power to engross the
thoughts, and excite the imagination de-
clined. The novel, deprived of its novelty,
became insipid; and pleasures, always
courted, lost their power to please ! What
was he todo? A, fresh and more powerful
excitement was necessary. Where was he
to find it? Wine and strong drink offered
themselges. Their offer was accepted!
He had occasionally found their efficacy
in enabling him to brave his fears, or forget
himself ; and he was, now, tempted to an
habitual use of them:—not because he
relished their flavour, or would readily
submit himself to their most debasing
effects, but because the disquietudes of an
aggrieved conscience were insupportable
to him!

Such was, thé progress of Lefevre!
While it is lamented, let it not be thougﬁt
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peculiar and surprising. It is the natural
progress of sin, If there is any thing sur-
prising in the course of a sinner it is, that
he should ever take the first step into the
paths of temptation—all the following
steps. admit, alas! of too easy an explana-
tion. No temptation is final. Each one
leads to another in an unbroken series ; and
the last “lays hold on hell!” Let o one
say then, ¢ Thus far will I go on forbidden
ground, and no farther.” It is the language
of presumption and ignorance. Lefevre
thought this, if he dared not utter it. And,
if any one might have thought it, he might
—for he' was temperate, intelligent, and
virtuous. But howis he ensnared! Every
step he takes seems to give the colour of
impossibility to his return. Sin indeed

is like the ¢ letting out of water, better
not meddled with,”—it appears, at first,

like the little cloud, no bigger than a man’s
hand, and excites no alarm ; but it imper-~
ceptibly widens and lengthens, till it
spreads all around us the gloom of hope-
less sorrow !
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CHAPTER XVII.

While Lefevre was hoping for tempo-
rary peace by violent efforts to suppress
the voice of conscience, he was subjected
to new alarm from a voice, that was nei-
+ther to be cajoled nor resisted+-it was the
voice of creditors. He had failed to learn
the right use of jnoney by his past em-
barrassments. He had flattered himself
about the patience of those to whom he
was indgbted, and his capacity, in the end,
to satisfy them, till his difficulties forced
themselves upon him, and appeared in a
menacing and insurmountable aspect.

He had alteady, in addition to the
sum Wallis lent him, borrowed £100,0f
an acquaintance on interest. This, for a
, time, set him free from his entanglements,
"and enabled him to redeem the pledge he
had given to his brother’s creditors ; ; but,
as his plan of, expenditure was not im-
proved, he was only removmg the evil to

VOL. I. U
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a more distant day. Now the crisis re.
turned upon him ; and became the more
threatening, from the very postponement,
It was the turn of the year, and the de-
mands upon hith were general and unan-
swerable, and were sometimes connected
with most sharp reflections.

Lefevre, whose high spirit counld ill
brook importunity, and who was vexed by
reproach in proportion as he was conscious
of meriting it, in his first -anger was
ready to declare, that he would punish im-
pudence with non-payment. A sense of
justice, however, soon recovered him from
the extrt;vagance of passion; and he felt
that the strong arm of the law was not to
be trifled with.

In this emergency he saw but one
resource—in this he sought comfort. ‘I
will write,” said he, ¢ to my friend Deacon,
and borrow another £50 of him—that
will free me from these miserable cormo-
rants.” He did write, and received an
immediate reply. He burst the letter in
search of the money ;' but no money was
there ! Mr. :Dgacon had, perhaps, doubta
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of his prudence, and he merely wrote, that
he was willing to make the advance, pro-
vided he gave not only the interest on the
whole, but security likewise.

This note provoked”Lefevre exceed-
ingly. With a consciouspess’of his own
integrity, he had little respect for the forms
of business ; and he’ pronounced such a
condition, a personal insult. He tore the
offending note into 2 hundred pieces, and
angrily declared, he would have nothing to

+do with its authay. Much of his anger,

however, was diverted when he had re-
flected on his situation, and he smiled bit-
terly to think,that such were his necessities,
he must either forego resentment to one
fnan’s conduct, or bear the insolence of
many. His mind was chafed and irritated
excessively; and he closed the day irre-
solute what to do, and dreading the ¢on-
sequences of doing nothing.

It happened that on the night of this
day Douglas took a bed, as he occasionally
did, with Mr. Russell. He slept on the
same floor with Lefevre? gand the dogr
common to the two rooms was, as was

.v2
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usual when he was a guest, thrown open.
Lefevre and he, by this accommodation,
had often talked each other to sleep ; but
little use was made of it at this time. Le-
fevre was dejecté'&i andsilent; this, however,
had lutterly become so common to him in
the presence of his religious friends, that
Douglas scarcely observed it.

In the night he' was awakened by
Lefevre’s muttering in his sleep ; but
sought to compose himself again, as he
knew he was in some degree accustomed_
to it. Lefevre, however, prevented his in-
tention., He presently rose up in his
bed, and, with great agitation, exclaimed
at intervals—¢ Pay !—yes, T'll pay you !—
I tell you I will pay you——-have patience
—O don’t persecute me!-1 can’t pay
yet—wait a bit—" He sprang from his
bed and walked, still asleep, across the
rooms, with a scornful air, He was silent
two or three minutes, and then coutinued,
— ¢ Pay you! For insult, hey?- Feel
what I have felt, that’s the best pay for
you—No principle /—shy that again’— and
lie_-clenched the bed post of Douglag’s



FOUNDED ON FACTS. 205
’

bedstead—* Arrest me!-+Do then—do—
do——"He paused—turned to the washing-
stand—bathed his hand and forehead in
water—and, as though sensibly benefitted;
said—*‘ There—there,—he cool—Dbe cool,’
—and then retired to his bed.

This scene filled Deuglas with sur-
prise and pity. He had entertained fears
that Lefevre was Wving beyond his in-
come, and this confirmed them. He lay
a quiet spectator ofeit, only purposing to
awaken him in case he should offer toleave

*the rcoms, or.d® any thing injurious to
himself; and determined to stay breakfast
with him in the moriing, that he might
have an*opportunity of noticing it.’

- Accordingly, as they were taking
coffee together, Douglas took occasion
from the silence and evident depression of
his friend, to ask, what was the matter
with him. .

¢ Matter !—Nothing !==Why ¥’

* 'm sure something opprésses your
mind. Your looks

¢ Looks !’ said Lefevre, carrying his
hand over his face and striviag to relax the
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muscles,—¢ we are not always accountable
for our looks.

Douglas sighed to think how Lefevre
shunned the confidence once so dear to
him; but, withqut making his concern
visible, replied—" Certainly not—nor is it
merely by your looks, that I judge—you
were very much disturbed in the night.’

¢ Disturbed ! how? what ?

Pouglas briefly explained to him
what he had witnessed. Unwilling as he
was to believe the occurrence, he felt it
was probable; and casting. off the air of
reserve, he had assumed, with his natural
frankness confessed his situation, and even
entered into all its particulars.

He paused. Douglas remained silent.
He was afraid if he spoke at that moment,
be should speak reproachfully. Astonish-
ment and concern, however, sat on his
countenance.

¢ I see you are eoneerned,” continued
Lefevre. *¢ 1 thank you! O, you know
not what I have suffered! Let him that
sleeps too much borrow, a debtor’s pillow.
Khese insolent ‘fellows! ‘I hate to be
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dunned and tormented by them!—My
mother too, (suppressing his emotions) I
wrote to her—she refused me—1It shall be
long enough before I write again.’
‘ My dear Charles, be regsonable. Imust
not hear a word agairist your mother. A
child should strongly suspect that conduct,
which leads him to think unfavorably of an
excellent parent, If she has been wrong,
it has been on the side of indulgence.—
As to your creditorss—a debtoY is perhaps
the worst person to judge of their conduct.
*Their case, calufly considered, is often a
hard one. Every transaction between a
tradesman and a cystomer, has the nature
of a covénant. The one party agrees to fur-
nish a certain article at a certain time ; and
the other party engages to pay a certain
price at a certain time, It is no strange
thing then, should the purchaser violate the
covenant, if he be subjected to importunity,
and even to crimination. When a man
becomes a debtor to another, he gives him .
a superiority. Rely upon it, if we would
have the respect of others, we must respect
ourselves. Amd, I know you will excuse
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me, if T say, that*whoever is to blame, the
greatest blame rests upon yourself.’

¢ Blame! Ah! I have been a fool to
entangle myself so; I allow—But no one
is injured exceptrmyself. I would sooner
starve than any one should "be able to say,
he has lost a shilling by me.’

¢ I believe it most firmly, Charles.
Your intentions are good—your integrity
is undoubted. Yet, let me ask, what is
integrity, what are firm and fine principles,
when unprotected by the humbler virtues
of prudence and economy ? Have we not"
seen what they are? Have we not observed
many characters, of high excellence origi-
nally, become, foi' the want of that fore-
sight and calculation they effected to
despise, the slaves of circumstance, and
the prey of temptation!’

¢ Douglas, you reproach me! said
Lefevre, closely touched by this appeal.

¢ No, my dear Charles, I.do not re-
proach you—1 warn you—Forgive me, I
must warn you. Can I see you——’

., ¢ Well, but I don’t see how I could

avoid it,” interrupted Lefevre, ¢ I had to
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pay, you know, more than £50. on my
brother’s account—and 1 glory in having
done it ¥’

¢ What you did to separate reproach
from the name of a deceased brother, was
to be expected from your éenerous nature.
Yet, I dov’t know that I can fully justify
it

¢ Not justify it lim——ro

¢ Hearme, my dear friend. Had you
been master of your purse, I should have
thought the action proper and noble ; but,
as the case was, you had, I think, deprived
yourself of the power of doing so noble an
act; your purse was the property of others.
Nor, excuse me, can I even think the act
done in favor of the departed relative, since
the money was borrowed, without the
sensible and near prospect of repaying it.’

¢ Without a prospect! Can you think
I would have borrowed money without
the prospect of paying it?

N <1 do not think you would borrow a
guinea without the prospect, and full
intention to return it. But really I must
say, my dear Ch_al’les, that,,as you have
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proceeded, there is to me no apparent

prospect of——’

¢ O you are mistaken. Am I not look-
ing forward to ar advance in the office.
You know how, I stand in the favour of
some of the superiors —and, without favour,
it cannot beé long before I get a rise.’

¢ Is it possible, Charles, that with your
independent mind, you can submit to live
on contingencies! Is not such a life the
parent of improvidenge, extravagance and
idleness? Have we not seen many miser-
able expectants presume. on uncertain -
hopes, till the necessity of their circum-
stances has extinguished natural affection,
and induced them secretly to rejoice in the
removal of a relative or friend, when they
would otherwise have deeply mourned the
event! O, Charles, whatever you become,
be not the dupe of doubtful expectation!
Would you ever have been in your
present situation, but for these wretched
hopes ¢’ -

¢ Certainly not. I aphor it—and once
I get out of it, I'll take care for the future.
But these “wretched hopes” as you call
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them, are now all my hopes. If I give
themn up, my situation is hopeless.’

O no. Itis only hopeless, if you
continue to build on these chimerical expec-
tations. Never despair of, what prudence
and integrity can do’ for you. Speculate
not on the wheel of fortume, but look to
yourself. Resolve,—to live within your
present income; and, that you may be sure
of doing this, purchase nothing but as you
have the money to pay for it,—end all will
be well.’

« ¢ Ha! but this I cannot do. I cannot,
you know, be mean and dishonorable.’

‘ My dear friend, pray do not deceive
yourself sby a gross. perversion of terimns,
Who is mean and dishonorable—the man
who wears a patched coat, keeps a plain
takls, and denies himself the luxuries of
life, that he may live within his means and
preserve his independence? or, the man
who, by outrunning his income, sells his

 liberty, revels on the property of others,
and subjects himself to creditors? How
often have we admired the poor knight,
who, to avoid .the’ snares of bribery and
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dependence, was found making a second
dinfer from a cold shoulder of mutton,
above the most affluent courtier, who had
sold himself to others for a splendid pen-
sion! For my part, I esteem the humble
peasant, who struggles to live within his
14s. a week ; while I cannot but despisc
the wanton profligate, who cannot limit
himself to his £20,000 a year.’

¢ But, indeed, mean or not mecan, my
income is tdo small for my situation,” said
Lefevre.

‘I would not make that assertion,
if my income were only half what your’s
is, Charles. Depend upon it, if we have
not firmness enough to resolve to Rve with-
in our present income, we are never likely
to do it. But we should not content our-
selves with general asserticns in matters
of economy. Let us calculate. Prove to
me, in pounds, shillings, and pence, that
you cannot live within your income, and
then I wilt be satisfied.’

Lefevre took up his pen to make the
estimation. Douglas was pleased to bring
him to this, but observed that he was doing
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it in round numbers of ten, twenty, and
thirty pounds.

¢ Stay, stay, my dear Charles,’ said
he, smiling ; ¢ too fast 4 great deal. Cal-
culation without exactness, is worse than
nothing. The agreement was, that you
should prove in pounds, shillings, and
pence.  Let us, at least, keep to two
thirds of it, and make out the account
in pounds and skillings.’

He took the peh; and, passmg from
article to article, they agreed on the sepa-

"yate sums for 'each head. The evidence
was against Lefevre. After a full allow-
ance to the different items, it appeared that
he mrrrht have, at the end of each year, a
spare sum in his hand, of from ten to
fifteen pounds.

Lefevre had some pleasure in coming
to this practical estimate, as it encouraged
hope, that he might yet disengage himaelf
fronr the net in which he was entangled ;
but he was much more pained in witness-
ing such proofs of his folly and impru-
dence, in the puesence, of one whose
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opinion, after all, was of more real value
to him than that of any other person.

Douglas felt this, and speedily called
off his attention. ¢ There, my dear friend,’
said he, * I thought I should convince you
that your situation is not '“ hopeless ;” that
you really may live within your income.
I take it for granted that you awill. It
only wants resolution and perseverance.
As you noy stand, I think it may be well
to obtain the fifty pounds from Deacon.
I should then, if in yoyr case, resolve—,
to borrow no more money—to live on
the scale we have made—and to apply at
least ten pounds a year to reduce the sums
you have borrowed.—You hesitate !’

‘1 only hesitate about applying to
Deacon. 1 don't like to be indebted to
him after his note.’

‘ But you are indebted to him already ;
and, as you 'must borrow once more, I
think you had better use him. However,
leave it to me. If you will allow me, I
will get the money, and send it forward,
and engage myself to Him for the whole.’
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* Ah! Douglas—'

‘1 know your thoughts, Charles.
But there is no obligation—~none between
friends, Here there is ot the shadow of
it. Deacon, I daresay, knows enough of
me to be satisfied with my word; and I
know you will not suffer him to give me
any other trouble.” .

The generous tear arose to Lefevre's
eye. ‘Indeed I will not—you shall never
be inconvenienced by me.—Indeed —

*No assurapces—no promises, my
"dear Charles, from you. I rely on your
;ustlce,——your generosity.’

So saying, Douglas took his leave;
called oh Mr. Deacon, and made the ar-
rangement with himn; and forwarded the
expected sum to Lefevre in a kind note,
designed to strengthen his mind against the
discouragements of his circumstances.
He was not fond of suretyships; but, in fa-
vour of his friend, he determingd to risk

"as much as he engaged for ; and he did
cherish a hope, that it might induce Le-
fevre to bring himself to lne within his
salary. More ‘than this, at this time He
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did not attempt,. as he was aware that such
a change would necessarily carry the most
important consequences with it.

There was, indeed, some room for
Douglas’s hopes. Nothing could have |
affected Lefevre more beneficially than his
conduct; and, had it occurred at an ear-
lier period, there gould have been little
doubt of its immediate success. His good
sense convinced his judgment—his gene-
rosity touched his heart—and his declining
to make, as Lefevre feared, a religious
use of his friendly assiétance, seemed to
revive his religious sensibilities. He
thought ‘of the days that werc passed, and
compared them with the present.'k Shame
and hope, remorse and gratitude, sensual
passion and romantic generosity, contend-
ed within him. Ile pronounced Douglas
¢ the most excellent and noble of friends ;’
but while he felt his respect, his confidence,
and his gratitnde increase towards him, he
confessed himself unworthy of his friend-
ship, rather, perhaps, to reconcile himself
to his worldly conrse, ¢han from any sen-
timent of humility.
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Lefevre had resolved on living within
his salary; and, being sincere in his in-
tentions, he looked to their accomplish-
ment. He was surpriged, however, on

+ consideration, to percewe, how much this
simple resolution would cost him. In
Douglas’s scale of expence, there was no
allowance for receiving company—nor for
tavern suppers—nor- .for liquors —nor for
worldly divertisements—nor, indeed, for
superfluitics of any kind. Te fulfil his
resolution, then, he must break with his
associates —he wust resist appetites that
had becoine almost irresistible by indul-
gence—he must return to his forwer mode
of life, and become once more the quiet
guest, at the quiet table of Mr. and Mrs.
Russell!

The sacrifice was too formidable for a
mind so sadly enfeebled and enslaved, by bad
habits as Lefevre’s ; and yet he dared not,.in
80 many words, declme it. ‘Douglasis quite
.nght thought he ; ‘retrenchment’is neces-
sary, and retrench I will=But I cannot do
impossibilities—There will be extras that
are unavoidable. However,, what I cap

VOL. L X .
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do, Twill. And at all events, I'll take
care he shall never suffer by me.” Thus did
he again delude himself by generalities,
and almost nullify the influence of Doug-
las’s friendship.

A few wecks after this time, a life
dropped in the office, and Lefevre obtained
the rise on which he had so much depend-
ed. As it was injurious to him in antici-
pation, so it was far from beneficial in
possession.- While .the encrease was not
sufficient to meet all his accustomed gra-
tifications, it was enoagh to bribe his
watchfulness over his expences ; and, con-
sequently, foreboded a renewal of his dif-
ficulties. However, it should b: stated,
that this advance, together with Doug-
las’s remonstrance, did enable Lefevre,
this quarter, to reduce, in a small degree,
his pecuniary obligations to the Russells.
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CHAPTER XVIIL

P

g ey

Mr. and Mrs. Russell demand more
notice in this part of the story, than merely
to be referred to at the end of a chapter.
Their affection to -Lefevre was little less
than parental ; and they had lately watched
the changes in his conduct and character
with anxiety and alarm. His irregular
hours—his irritation of temper—his tart
replies—and his general reserve—gave
them great pain ;*but their plous minds
knew a-lleeper grief, when dwelling, as they
often dwelt, on his departure from reli-
gion, and cnmphance with temptation, to
an extent to them undefinable, because to
them unknown. In fact, he who was once
the joy of their fireside, had rendered
himself the theme of unceasing regret and
lamentation.

Although it was a light thing to Le-
fevre to become a thorn in that nest he

x2 *
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had once made so downy, Mr. Russell and
his consort were uniformly eager for his
recovery, They made his situation the
subject of particular and daily prayer;
they sought every opyor tunity to persuade
him from the paths of 'sin ; and, by a num-
ber of kind offices, they did sometimes
make him hesitate in his course. On the
other hand, Lefevre taboured to shun in-
tercourse with them; and when forced
upon it, soraetimes hy an affected laugh,
and sometimes by a dogged answer, he
would turn the conversation, from reli-
gious and personal, to common topics.

Oue «evening, at this period of the nar-
rative, they had been particularly dwelling
with tears on the state of ¢ their dear
Charles.” As, for some time, they had
not found occasion to express their grow-
ing fears for him, they determined, should
he .return home that night, they would
endeavour to get some conversation with
him, It happened, that Lefevre returned
sooner than usual. They received him
with welcoming smiles.

* Come, .Charles, 'sajé Mr. Russell
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shifting his pipe to his left hand, and with
his right, pulling round a chair towards
the fire, ¢ let us have a little chat.’
¢ It is late sir,” replied Lefevre, taking
up his chamber candle td light it.
¢ Late! said Mr. Russel), taking out
his watch—* no; it’s early for you. It is
only ten o’clock.”
¢ I have a letter to write, sir.’
¢ Ah! Charles,” said Mrs. Russell,
¢ you have always solmething to do, to keep
you from us. We want to talk to you of
" what most corcerns you.’
¢ It will be best, perhaps, to leave
what most concerns me, entirely to me,
ma’amy drawing towards the door,
¢ Oh! Charles,” continued she, ¢ I fear
—1I fear’'——
¢ Fear nothing for me, ma'am. T will
try to 4ake care of myself. It is best for
each one to attend his own business. Good
‘night sir—good night ma’am’'—said he,
leaving the room.
¢ Well—good night Charles’—answer-
ed Mr. Russell, in a plajntive tone.
Mrs. Russell could mike no answer.
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She burst into tears, and sobbed for some
time.

Mr. Russell drew his chair to hers.
He took her hand, ar.d affectionately kissing
it, placed it on his kae—¢ Comfort, com-
fort, my dearest life,” said he. ¢ Charles
cannot be quite Aimself to night.’

¢ O—heis to be pitied—greatly pitied !
But it is hard to bear~very hard——’

¢ You shall not bear it, my love! I
will not allow him —’

¢ O, don’t say it! I must endeavor to
submit to it. Who cand tell where he
would go~what he might do, if he were
to leave Us in his present state of mind.
I cannot think of it! While he is hek, there
is some hope. If he choose to go, we cannot
prevent it; but he must not go at our
motion. No—He shall havé a home here
as long as he is willing, let it cost me what
it may?

¢ But T cannot see you made so.un-
happy,’ said Mr. Russell, with strong con-
cern, whilehe admired herdisinterestedness.

¢ Well, my dear, I will try to bear
it better,” replied Mrs. Russell, smiling
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through her tears, and gathering up her
spirits. ¢ It is hard to bear from one one
loves ; but the promise is ““ As thy day so
thy strength shall be.” , Suppose we pray
that this promise mag# betfulfilled to us in
this trial ; or rather, that the trial may be
removed, and our dear Charles once more
be made a comfort to us.’

Mr. Russell waj always ready to pray.
They knelt down together, and by prayer
and thanksgiving matle known'their desires
to their heavenly Father. They arose from

" their knees, with serene countenances.
Every anxiety was dissipated—every care
was lightened—every tear was wiped away,
as by t:® hand of divine love. They sealed
their communion with God and each other
by a kiss, and, retiring to their chamber,
sunk into peaceful slumbers.

It,was otherwise with Lefevre. He
really loved the Russells, and was con-
vineed he ought to behave dlﬂ'erently to-
wards them, although, as his religious
monitors, they were such enemies to the
false peace he wgs endeavouring to esta-
blish, that he frequently, asThow, resisted,
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with petulance, an invitation to intercourse.
This made him at once dissatisfied with
them, and with himself. To escape their
observing eye, andrthe expression of their
pious anxieties, swhith he had made so
unwelcome, he had lately felt much dis-
posed to seek accommodations elsewhere.
The disposition was revived this evening;
he lay awake, rumindting on it for some
time ; and, at length, closed his eyes, with
a determination to reduce it to practice.

His measures were soon taken. He
sent a note the next day ‘expressive of his
resolution, and stating, that he should keep
to his engagements in every thing, although
he should remove from his apartfeents in
a few days.

The few days amounted to a week.
Lefevre then made his appearance—ad-
justed his little affairs in his own rooms —
and then sought Mr. and Mrs. Russell, to
take his farewell. They were sitting toge-
ther, in expectancy of his entrance.

He bowed—* I believe 1 have done
all that is necessary. [ will send for the

“things I have'packed. The books I leave
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with you, till I can settle accounts between
us.’

* You shall leave nothing, Charles,’
'said Mrs. Russell, ‘ we want no security
from you. Your Wordtis enough.—But
must you leave us P—And ar¢ we not even
to know where you are going ?’

¢ Certainly youy are, ma'am. I am
going to a friend’s fora few days. I think
of living at Lambeth.—When I get accom-
modated, I will let®you know.

She sighed.-—* At Lambeth! Q, that’s
far indeed fromn’Mr. Douglas and us.’

¢ Distance is nothing between friends,
ma'am,’ said Lefevre.

«Xharles,” said Mr. Russell, looking
seriously, and laying his hand on his
shoulder, ¢ this is a moment in which we
should be candid to each other. Let me
ask ypu, has any thing occurred on our
part to give you offence, and make this
step necessary !’

¢ On your part I—O, no, sir'—On the
contrary, I owe ‘you a thousand thanks for
all your acts of kindpess to me, and I
beg you will accept of theth, .
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¢ So far I am satisfied. But, then,
I must conclude, my dear Charles, that
you leave us because the restraints of a
regular and religiong family, are become-
troublesome to you.” \.

Lefevre, was agitated—¢ I—I have
thoughts of selling in the coal trade, by
commission. This will make it necessary
for me to live near tha water side. You
know my iucome is scanty, and I wish to
enlarge it.” ‘

¢ So far, so good. But, Charles, you
arc now leaving my roof, and I must tell
you all my heart. I do fear then, that
this is net your chief reason.—And, if I
am to think you object to a family&that is
sober and pious, .what am I to suppose
will be your next choice?—Ah! well I re-
member, when something .younger than
you, I became weary of the pious and
parental restraints of mny father’s house,
and foolishly rejoiced when 1 had managed
to throw them off. 1 then thoughtI should
live as I liked, and a fide life it was!—
without God, and without hope, in the
wotld!—DBut blessed be the God of my
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fathers, his mercy overtook me, when I
was fleeing from it |—I beseech you, then,
Charles, as a father his own son, be care-
ful with whom you live—with whom you
assbciate. 1 have obserbed that nothing
injures you like bad cumpanions —you are
led away by them. Avoid them as you
would a serpent. RBemember God has
said “a companion of fools shall be destroy-
ed.” It is true—I can bear my seal to its
trath. T amnow ol@ and grey headed, and
I have, through hfe, made this observation
—that those who delight in company lower
than themselves, never come to any thing.—
Keep ‘good company—tarry not "with the
wine— 3eek the favor of God- it.is life!
Those who forsake him cannot be happy —
those who seek him shall not be mi-
serable! )

The dignified simplicity and earnest-
ness with which this was spoken, péne-
trated the heart of Lefevre. He was too
busily employed in an inward contlict to
make reply.

‘0 do consnder, Charles,’ said Mrs.
Russell. *1 don’t know what I feel *at
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parting with you: I fear—1 have a thou-
sand fears; but there—you don’t like me
to talk about my fears.’

‘I thank you,\ﬁa’am, for your con-
cern. I will enleavor to prevent your
fears. At least, I will see that no oneis
hurt but myself, and that will be my con-
cern only. ,

¢ Your concern orly, Charles! What!
can you be hurt and 1 not concerned? Can
you be unhappy, and'I happy ? Do Inot
love you then? Have you not been as my
own child tome? O, Chatles, you know—
you must know——'" she stopped. The
strength 'of her feeling mterruptmg her
utterance.

Lefevre was affected. Seizing her
hand, and kissing it, he replied—*¢ I know
—1I must know, that you kave been to me
as a mother. Forgive me if I heve not
always, as in this instance, spoken to you
as a son.’ ?

Forgwe you! bless you! Ah! you
have still a tender heart under all—I knew
youhad! You have said many hard things
~but I forgét them all. I don’t know
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how it is, but a kind word'from you always
overcomes me—Is not that like a mother?
O, how kind you used to be!—O, that
Wallis!—would that—,

+ ‘ Blame not my grieryl, ma’am, for my
faults. 1 am answerable for them all
myself, I do assure you.” « |

Lefevre made a motion to leave. ‘You
must go—we must pmt, said Mrs. Russell,
taking his hand between both hers, and
pressing it with great emotion.—*¢ Well—
go! But wherever you go, you will not
find any to love *you more than we have
done! She gave up his hand and dropt
back into her chair. ’

Mn Russell took the hand she had
relinquished.  Then raisi‘ng his head a
little and lifting up his right hand, as in
the attitude of devotion, he said, ¢ God
Almighty, who has kept me, and led me,
all my life long, . bless thee iny son! May
He ,guide thee in the slippery paths of
youth! May He save thee (rom the snares
of pleasure—from the wickedness of the
wicked—and from the deceit{ulness of thine
own heart ! May 'his favor'be a crownsof
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life and glory to thee '——Then; quitting
his hold, and looking on Lefevre with a
countenance glowing with affection, and
gracefully extendiqg his arms, he con-
tinued—‘ My dear Charles you now leave
us— it is your own act—be it so! But
remember, in passing through this stormy
life, if the shelter we can give should ever
be desirable to you, these arms will be open
night and day to embrace you !’

Lefevre’burst into tears. He veiled
his face in his handkerchief, and sprang
into the coach which was' waiting for him.
For a time he could not think—he merely
gave vent to his feelings; and when he
could, it was to accuse himself for leaving
such excellent and devoted friends.

It soon occurred to Mrs. Russell, that
she owed it to Mrs. Lefevye' to .make her
acquainted with the recent steps of her
son.- Accordingly she gave her a brief
account of his connexions, his religious
declensions, and his removing from her
dwelling. Her affectionate fears, which
had been suppressed before Lefevre, now,
found a full expression. And the whole
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letter was such as might well excite the
deepest concern in the heart of a devoted
mother.

»  Mrs. Lefevre lost,no time in conveying
heg feelings to her son. Grediting the whole
of Mrs. Russell’s statement, and fearing
much more, her letter was filled with the
overflowings of maternal anxiety, and affec-
tion. She admonished—she remonstrated,
on his neglect of religion—his improper
society—and his careless and extravagant
use of money. She besought him by all
the pains she ltad borne for him—by all
the hopes she built upon him—by all the
love she had pledged to hith—by the
claims %of filial duty, to couslder hlS ways,
and fly from the dangers "that threatened
him.

Lefevrehad for some timc withheld
from txis mother that familiar journal of
his engagements and affairs, with which
»he had once entertained her ; and he was
not in the least prepared for such a letter.
He was, however, too much accustomed
to his situation, to sympatblze in his
mother’s alar. ‘He was grieved that ehe
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should be so evidently pained on his ac-
count; but was not willing to allow, that
there existed any reason for all the fears
she indulged.

He, accordingly, replied to her letfer
in such a way as was most likely to dis-
sipate her uneasiness. He assured her,
that her anxieties were quite unwarrauted ;
and that he was persuaded they could
only have been excited by ¢ the officious
and exaggerating per of Mrs. "Russell.’
That he had left Mr. Russell's to accom-
modate himself, at a lower rate ; and to be
in the way of somne other means of encreas-
ing his income, as he was determined to
recover himself from debt. That he had
nothing,‘as far as he knew, to fear from his
companions, and that he still preserved his
friendship with Douglas, who had lately
behaved most handsomely to him. That as
to religion —he wished to say nothlng about
it—and to have nothing said to him. He
thought it' was his own concern, and no
one’s else, He could not.profess what he
had not, and, perhaps in the end, it might
appeay, that he-had as much or more, than
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those, who were always spouting dbout it.
Thus, easily, had he learned to elude the
reproaches of his own conscience, and to
nullify the beseeching entreaties of his best
frieads.

But, while Lefevre was anaking his
conduct plausible to others, and in some
degree ¢ven fo himself, he was really pro-
ceeding with accelesated steps in the path
of ruin. The restraints arising from his con-
nection with Doughis and tfle Russells
appeared to be lus only preservative, and
"now these were cast off, he scemed like a
vessel severed from her last anchor—a
prey to the merciless influence of the pas-
sions. His high spirit, made fiery and an-
governable by excesses, knew no control
from those low and selfish considerations,
which ketp many from the extremes of
vice, who yet have no sense of moral virtue,
He felt, without allowing it, that the steps
‘he had already taken were dgring and
desperate; and his mind took the color of
his situation. e had passed through
several gradationssof lmq,ulgy, and he was
still dissatisfied and unhappy ; he, thefe-

VOL. I. Y
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fore, resolved to" make an experiment on
those that remained.

From having been tempted, Lefevre
now became the tempter of others. Many
of his companioss, whose conduct he had
formerly reprobated, were soon deserted
as ‘ poor spiritléss fellows; while a few
partaking of his own tempet, and bound
to him by his false gererosity, were ready
to countenance his measures. With this
knot of iniqliity, he associated for nearly
two years, corrupting and being corrupted.
From having imbibed a 'taste for mixed
liquors, he became partial to t..”m in a
pure staté; and, from having used them
frecly in the close of the day, he had re-
course to the morning dram. An attend-
ance on the theatre, opened an easy pas-
sage to the brothel; he listened to the
voice of ¢ strange women,” and was_ taken
in their snares. He ran, in short, the
whole circle of vice; determined, in the
first place, to find, if practicable, enjoy-
ment ; and, should this De impossible, ta
drown care and. inquictude.  Religion
and the concerns of religion, were all this
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time put as far from his thoughts as pos-
sible. He was resolved, since he could
not bring his mind to say with the atheist,
‘ Tbere is no God,’ to fq‘get that there is
any ! .
The round of carnal pleasure is,
however, sogn run. The world, with all
her pretensions, had”but little variety for
her votaries; and, wanting variety, het
favors pall upon the appetite. Lefevre
had now accomplished his purpose—he
had left himselfno new—no ¢ unbroachéd
delight.” He had pas'sed from the doubtful
to the improper—from the imfproper to
the vicious—from the vicious to the flag-
rant—and had neither found en.-j'o?ment
nor drowned care’ He had foolishly
thought, that the--restramt of his inclina-
tions was a hindrance to his happiness;
he had now given the reins to His appe-
,tites and passions, and found himself more
mlserable than he could have thought it
possible to hel. He would not believe,
that the increase of mlsery wag in exact
proportion to the | progress of sin; but the
terrible truth was now written on his eon-
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science. His intemperance had broken his
spirits, and inflamed his temper. An un-
utterable uneasiness fermented in his
bosom; and an iqdescribable gloom rested
between him and every object on which
he looked.’ His companions, from like
causes, par%ncnpated in the game effects;
and, from having been accomplices in
wickedness, they now, not unfrequently,
became each cthers tormentors. «

One evening Lefevre returned to his
home at an early hour, and but little
affected by liquor. He had differcd with
one of his companions,on some trifle of
pO].ltha, who, bemtr not so well in the pos-
session of his senbes, had insulted him ;
and Lefevre left the place. He found him-
self in his room disengaged and clone, and
the idea alarmed hun. His heart was
filled with anguish and resentment at the
conduct of his friend; he had long des-
pixed himself, but he could not brook the
contempt of others. His emotion opened
a most upwelcome viey of his past folly
and guilt. He felt, that aithough he had
fouad nothing in the world, he had noth-
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¢ .
ing to hope from it, as he had already tried
all it had to offer. His thoughts reverted
to days long gqne by. The names of his
Mother, Douglas, Religion and—God,
crossed his recollections! He shut his eyes
—started from his seat actpss the room, as
if shunning their presence—hg could not
endure to think of tirose injired names!
His mind became exceedingly agitated. .
He ccadetaned himsglf —cursed his being
—flew to a stupifying draught—-anﬁ threw
» himself on his, bed, to seek a temporary
annihilation, which, at that moment, he
would willingly have made eternal !

END OF FIRST VOLUME.
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