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CHAPTER XIX.

W.HILE Lefevre was thus drinking
the sour draughts of regret and disappoint-
ment, which the world cver imposes cn
such, as are credulvus enough to listen
to her flattgring speeches, he received ihe
following letter from his deserted, but stea-
dy friend Douglas.

M. Douglas to My, Lefovre.

¢ My DEAR CiiAkms,

“It is now six mouiths since I have
seen or heard from you; eud it is three
times that period,,since you have informed
e of any thing belonging to your affairs!
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~Who rw_(n.'tld have th?uéht‘it!—‘—Would not
you—should not I—six years ago have
g-onounced such an event in tke history of
our friendship impossiblc> But it has oc-
.cnrred! If you chose to avoid personal
intercourse, was it not due to a friend,
ho has so much.interest in your welfare,
:1) gwe him some account of your situa-
tion. © But I forbear—This is my consola-
tion, if our friendship is at an end, I have
not been accessary to its dissolution.
‘I zssure you I have need of this con-
soiation. No loss in life appears to me
worthy pf comparison with the loss of
friendship—And I have lost a friend! The
.companion of my youth, the sharer and
heightener of my joys, has left me; he
who nobly strove to outstep me in climb-
ing the elevations of christian knowledge,
and in exewplifying the devotedness of the
christian character, has halted in the race.
°0 Charles! what pleasures have been ours.
What sympathy or sentiment—-what a mix-
ture of souls{—what serene peace—what
heavgnly raptures! They are gone—
they are gone! They live only in re-
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My. Douglas to Mr. Lefevre. s
‘ Bristol,
—_—
.4 Although, my very dear Charles, a
reply to youra may not be expected, I
cannot suffer a day to pass away without
writing you. You are miserable, and
can I be indifferent—can I forego an a:-
tempt to comfort you. “ Let my’ right
hand forget its cunning ” rather than refuse
to lighten the sorrows of a friend! Fain
would I say something to revive hope, .md
expel despondency !
¢ And are you so miserable as you
describe yourself? Have you found the
world to be simply vexatious and deceit-
ful? Havé you relied on uer promises,
and does she scoff at you for doing s»?
In the very paths of pleasure have remorse
and disappointment, stung yeu like an
adder, and bit you like a serpent? Are
you, at once, deprived of hope in both
worlds? And do you, deliberately, utter
your own condemnation? O, Charles!
what shall I say?=—My very heart bleeds
. for you'! '

60" :l?'i-'75—
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' Pespair seems' to have fasteped
itself upon you. But you ;n'ust not yield
tQ its—indeed you must not. His death to

entertain it! —if shuts wp- the soul iw im-
penitence and unbelief. I have long seen
apd deplored a tendency to this state of
mind. I would net willingly add a particle
t a*weight already insupportable to you,
but’ éxcuse me if I ask, May not this
despair arise from the sullenness of mor-
tified pride, rather than from real hum:lity ?
May it not have been successfully employ-
ed‘already by your great enemy, in with-
holding you from religion? If he can once
bring us to think, that there is no hope for
us.in God—in.his salvation—or in the use
of tire means of grace, he will find nothing
more necessary to ipduce us to abandon
them. And never, &l we resolve on their
abandonment, does oul situation properly
assume a fiopeless aspect. It is not the
'st'ren-gth and virulence of our disease, but
the rejection of the antidote, that renders
our case despegate.

¢ Think not then of fersaking the only
remedy that can promise yoti relief. Deep
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Js s your fall, despair not of rede'mf)tion.
Despair of the world—despair of yourself
«but do not despair of religion. Theve
is méthing it caunot effect on the heart
placed beneath.its influence! It can sul-
due the most powerful corruptions—it cw.n
regulate the most violent passions—it can
sanctify the most polluted soul. It affords
the fullest encouragement to the very clief
of sinmers. The gospel assures us that
God is “ ready to forgive,” and unwilling
to punish ; that the blood of Jesus Chuist
cleanses rroM ALL sIN; and it extends
its invitation, without exception, to the
rebellious, the guailty, the ungodly, the
backsliding,.

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

.VOL, II. c
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not, like the recreant ﬁrodiga], return unto
the God of your mercies? O,xeturn, return,
to the God from whom you have so deeply
revolted! Return, returll; to the pleabures
¥eu have so unwisely sacrificed to vanity!
Yeour race is,not yet run!-—your sun is not
. yet,set! The day of grace is not yet past!
Your peace, your character may yet be reco-
vered. The gates of mercy are never closed
against the returning peniterit.—You have
nothing to fear, but impenitence and despair.
Remember, it is only those who confinue in
iniquity, that shall be cut bff’; that those
only perish, whe choose death, rather than
life; if they die, it s because they cast
«wuy life—they die as suicides |
¢ How greatly am I concerned to find
you, in your preseit state, resolving to
“ forsake at once the world and religion,
and to seek in retircment that peace neither
«Ffthem can afford you.” <This is not the
language of reason and sobriety, but of
intemperate and desperate feeling. Be
assured we neVer really forsake the world,
till we really embrace rchgl.onl, and, while
our hearts are alienated from the life of
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(:od, we are under the spirit of the world
" whether we are gay or sorrowful —whether
we seck the haunts of dissipation, or retire
from them disgusted, B .

¢ And cap you for a moment think,
that it is in the power of mere retirement
to comfort you? Can retirement be
pleasing, with remorse and despair for her
attendants? Is it not because yoa have
already found your own society insupport-
able to yourself, that you have fled from
solitude to a crowd of ensnaring com-
panioﬁs ? Aud do younowlook to it as to
a sovereign remedy? ( you forget, that
when it was delightful to you, it was made
so by christian friendship, by the light of
the Divine countenance, and by the unac-
cusing testimony of a gooa conscierice.
Without these, retlrement will only add?®
poignancy to your sorrows, and blackness
to your despair.

¢ Think not that J oppose retn‘ement
in general terms. 1 oppose it merely in
the light in which you &ontemplate it.
Retire, b-;all Means retire, from a world
which has made you too miserable! But,
- c2
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retiré, to call upon God—retire, to seek
the application of the baln; of Gilead to’

' )our}vounded mind—retire, to re-enter the
. paths you have 80 long deserted. Nothing
less than this, rely upon it, can reconcile
yqQu to yoursczlf, or make retirement a bless
ing to you. .

* Oh! my dear Charles, this is a serious
crisis Yo you. You seem to stand on a
precipice, and the next step may either
recover you to virtue, or fix you in despair!
Pray before you think, and think before you
resdiVe, Spared as you are till now—con-
vinced as you mugt be of the folly and crimi-
nality of your course—-and solicited as you
areby the voice.of friendship and religion—
ought you not' to flee to the only hope that
rermains to §ou? Such a period may never

‘occur again. O, by, our former friendship
—Dby your present dlstress—by the possi-
hility of your return to happiness—and by

“the mercies of God—1I earuestly bescech
you do not slight 1t-do not abuse it to a
useless melanchd'y |

¢ Painful as are your féélingg, I rejoice
that you have been disposed to communi-
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cate them. &till tell 1ae all you think and
fear. Be assured, that the utterance of
your most uneasy sentiments cannot’ give
me so much pain, as their concealment.
My confidence® and sympathy are what
you once knew them to be. Trust them
as they deserve.

¢ May God Almighty visit you, and
save you! May.you be restored to the
pleasures you have lost, and raised to such’
as you have not yet participated! Religion
can do this. "
¢ Your’s most affectionately,

¢ James Doucras.’

This correspondence did not produce
the effects that might have bcen hoped.
Lefevre did not embrace Douglas’s kind
invitations to a renewed and candid inter-
coursc. He had rcplied so freely to
Douglas’s first letter, rather to justify hime
self, than to confess his faults, as he feared
Douglas might have been tempted to think
him even worse than he was. Douglas
gave him credit for a better motive, and
was in the issue disappointed.
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Nor were the referencessmade to his.
qpiritual condition more snctessful.  Des-
pair ‘had too long p()siessed him to be
easily dismissed ; and, it is to be feared
Lefevre rather cherished than resisted it.
He bhad quarrelled with the world, but he
did not abhor it. * He was vexed with the
pains .and penalties of sinj; but was not
prepared to renounce it as a thing wholly
Dateful. e was not an enemy to hopej
but he knew, that in a sinful course, there
is much to fear and little to hope; he was,
therefore, willing to separaté from the one,
to be freé from fie other. He had found,
with many others who have been resolved
‘on” wickednegs, that despair is an opiate to
Jear, and be trusted, if he could persuade
himself that he had ito concern in religion,
he should be so far justified in neglect-
ipg it,

= [lowever, the violence of Lefevre's
passion was now subsiding, and the thirst
of curiosity was satiated. In the fit of disap-
pointment he Had deter mined to retire from
the world ; and, cven in his solser thoughts,
he was so ponvmced of its evils, as to be
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’

.willing to forsake its most troublesome and
irregular path;. He had experienced that
uncontrolled passions are insupportable
tyrants; and he was disposed, though not
to crucify them, to put them under soire
restraint. 'This disposition, though far
from pure in its origin, and promising to
continue only as a resf to the passions,
had already recovered him comparatively
to regular and ‘moral habits; and one
paragraph in Douglas’s correspondence
had an insensible tendency to strengthen
and prolong ils existence.
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CHAPTER XX.

LY

. Lefevre bad naturally a taste for do-
mestic pleasures., He was the favorite of
chiiliren, and, by many obliging attentions,
discovered an iuterest in the female sex.
He had, however, never seriously deter-
mmed on wedded life. In the first instance,
he was deterred by his circumstances ; and
afterwards, by his irrcgular habits: for his
gener os1ty wouldnot allow him deliberately
to unite himself to an excellent female,
with the fear of exposing her to the ills of
poverty, or the anguish of nevlect Now,
indeed, as"his resources were improved,
and he had retreated from excesses which
cost him so much, his ‘eye turned involun-
tarily towards domestic life, but he could
ot permit himself to duwell on it

He had htely been introduced to a
family near Segvenoaks, in which was a
younglady, of whom he cottid nof think with
common sentiments of esteemn. He had the
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Jhighest opinion of her- ¢ She is,” thought
he, ¢ every way qualified to make me
happy.—But—no—I must speak iu the
past time. Once She might have made me
so—now it is tao late! And if she could,
I could not render Zer hoppy. I am
unworthy of her. Miscrable as T amn, I
should make any one so, who was con-
nected with me. L will never sacrifice a
worthy womah to my wishes! No! I wilk
kcep my wretchedness to myself.’

Wallis knew the state of Lefevre's
mind “and he was desirous of raising his
hopes to the object, in which he was evi-
dently interested. Altogether of a weaker
character, ;Wallis was never tempted tc
follow up a worldly course to extremity.
His passions were busy, but not impetuous
~—unruly but not daring. He loved him-
self above all things; arrd purc selfishness
gencrally supplied him with sufficient sagz- _
city to know, in the pugsuit of any object,
when the punishment was palpably greater
than the gratification. Whénever this was
the case, ba immilediately relinquished the
pleasure ; and he was pleased to dignify,
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the act with the name of self-denial. In,
one instance, the influence of Lefevre’s
axamrple had caused him to trespass on the
usual limits, he prescribéd to himself; but
ke instinctively perceived the danger, and
avinstinctively retreated. From this time,
thoygh his inferior in every thing, he
looked down on his headlong course with
pity, with wonder, and even with con-
tempt; and his friendship for Lefevre,
though it had lost much of its power,
was rather beneficial than otherwise, as
faras it went. He certainly loved Lefevre,
as much ‘as hisesnperficial heart could be
said to love any thing, that was distinct
{ron himself; "and his best efforts were in
requ'isition‘to' recover him from his violent
excesses.

With this view, he had first brought
him into the pres¢énce of Miss D—-, the
q7erson in question; and ke now endea-
voured to make her the object of hopeful
attention. He dwelt on her accomplish-
ments—alludetl to her fortune—ridiculed
his sense of unworthlness-.—-a::.d assured
him he had every encouragement. * Yes,



FOUNDED ON FACTS. °* 31

yes,’ said he, ¢ trast me—I know how the
game lies—the' prize is your’s if you will
‘but take it. I can tell. Women ar€ de-
ceitful creatures, sure enough —but never
deceive me! 1 can feel their pulse—i:
have felt hers— and rely upon 't, it flutters
like the breast of a new-caught robir at
the name of Lefevre. ,

Wallis’s rodgmontade had not all the
cffect he thought it deserved. The mosts
it did was to make Lefevre waver in his
purposgs. He, for a moment, thought he
wight be happy and render others s ; but,
again he fell under the conviction, that
nothing remained to him, but the dregs of
that cup he had so long been drinking.
He purposed, and reversed his purpose,
and continued undecided.

While the fluctpating passions of Le-
fevre were thus attracted and repelled by
the allurement., of vicious, and the loven-
ness of iunocent, enjoyments, Doaglay, by
his first letter, informed him of his open-
ing prospects of domestic felicity. 'This
slight allucion to his own hopes, had a
surprising influence on the expectations of
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Lefevre, From hawing thowght conjugal
happiness incompatible witk. his state, and
at tHe most having wavered for a mo-

" ment on the subject, he placed it within
®ie sphere of possibilities; and immedi-
ately resolved, though with hesitating
steps, to pursue”it. It is not, perhaps,
easy to account for this, but so it was. It
might arise from that-spirit of emulation,
of which Lefevre was powerfully the sub-
ject. And, if not ascribed to this sonurce,
it must be classed with those suddep turns
of the ‘mind, of which all are conscious,
but which nore ¢an explain.

Hope being permitted to live, soon
betame vigorgus and ardent. Lefevre has-
tened to Wallis to reveal his change of
sentiment, and to devise the best method
of proceeding. Wallis wvas full of surprise
and pleasure—aséribed the change, with-

=gut scruple, to his own arguments,—and
agreed to attend lis friend the next day,
on a visit to the family of Miss D——.

Miss D —= was of a superior class of
young ladies. She was pos%ssed of a
sound understanding and warm affections,
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strict principles and benevolent manners.
She was feminine without weakness—kind
without ostentation — and accownplished:
without vanity. She was remarkable for

having a parameunt sense of duty; and en- "

deavoured to obey its dictate:~ uniformly,
whether they concerned her fellow crea-
tures or the Supreme Being. She wapted,
indeed, only one thing; but that one thing
was * the one tfiing needful.” She had the
form of virtue and godliness ; but the life-
giving prmmple was absent. Of this defi-
ciency, however, she was not sen31ble,
she had not been taught its nature or
necessity.

She was greatly indebted to an aged
grand-mother, with whom she lived, for
the best points of her character. Iler pa-
rents left her an orphan,in infancy ; and
this excellent relative took her under her
roof, with the design of superintending hers
education. For this work she was happily
qualified. In her youth she had felt the
evils of too rigid, and in her age, she had
seen the evils c€too lax, a system; and she re-
gulated her own plans, by keeping an appre-
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hensive eye on these dangepous extremes.
Instead of throwing aside the yoke of au-
.thority, she relieved it of its irksomeness,
by lining it with kinduess ; and often, where
«she anticipated resistance, by a manner
all her own, she made her pupil unawares
a Jarty to her views. She was now ga-
thering the fruits of her former labors.

Her grand-daughter regarded her, at
once, with the highest reverence and pu-
rest affection, She was the voluntary,

cheerful, and untired companion of her
age; and, by her youthful' spirits, and fi-

lial attentions, she beguiled its wearisome-
ness, and sweetened its calm enjoyments.

~-In closm" this slight description, it may-
be'proper to observe, that Miss D in-
herited from her parents a small estate
worth about £1500; and that she was a
principal legatet in the will of her grand-
=nother.

On the morrpw, Lefevre, with a lighter
heart than he had known for years, or than
he thought ht: could ever know again, join-
ed Wallis on the way to Sevgnoaks. Like
most light things, however, it began to
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flutter most trqubleso.mely under the eddies
of the passions, 2s heapproached the end of
his ride; and on his arrival, it became so.
unruly, as actually to traverse all his pre-
conceived purpgses. e had decided one
his speeches—but he could not,utter thens.’
He had determined to besmost obligiug,in
his manners—but was uncommonly awk-
ward. He thought of preparing his.way_
by particular alientions to the young lady
—.c was with constraint and difficulty he
could shew her any. So high did his
feehngs rise. amt so little was he in a, state
to resist them, that they thneatened to sup-
press the very subject of his visit. Lunch
«came and weni—dinner came and went-~
tea was now on the tahle—and'no.thing had
been done! Lcfcevre had said*nothing 4
propos; he had merely joined in the general
conversations, and very shabbily in them.
He had at first concluded, that the fore-
noon was the most suitable—when it came,
he postponed it to the afternoon. The af-
ternoon arrived—it was a dvowsy time—
he would wajt till Mis spirits were refreshed
by tea He was now taking tea with a
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design of refreshing them, but they were
not refreshed as usual—thqy had been too
.muoh jaded.—In fine, he could not bring
himself to the task! ¢No,’ thought he, ‘I
«cannot do it. I wonder I ever thought I
could.—Tq say, in so many set words,
Will you marry. me!—I can’t do it.—I
will write to her—that’s the only way to
communicate one’s sentiments on such a
subject.—Then I can say-all I meant to
say.’
Tea was ended, and Wallis proposed

a Walk in the garden. The proposal was

immediately aecepted. He entered the
walks with his friend and Miss D——;

+ but soon struck off in another direction,
leaving theih together. Lefevre, from the
moment he resolyed on waiving the
subject, felt hims;alf at liberty. His con-
versation becante much more free and

- pleasing. Miss D~ ligtened with sym-
pathy and spoke with tenderness. Lefevre’s
heart was elated with satisfaction; and, ig-
norant of wisat he did, he gave his obser-
vations a direction to ‘the gpbject which
was primary in his thoughts.

-
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1)
. The visit of this day,” said he, ‘is
hot quite a disinterested one.’

¢ There are few things we do, I am-
afraid, that are quite disinterested, replied
Miss D——, with a smile.

- ¢ I mecant,’ said Lefevre, with a sub-
dued and faultering voicé, ‘ not quite dds-
interested in relation to in relation
to— a person not far from me!’

Miss D——"s eyes fell—her counte- *
nance colored to crimson. They conti-
nued walking some time they knew not
whither. They looked not—they scarcely
breathed. Lefevre, however, had passed
the Rubicon, and h€ must go forward.
* His companion sighed. He é@pressed his
emotions and said— -

¢ I'rom what has' escaped me, Miss
D—— will perceivesI kave a regard for
her. May I hope that any attentions of
mine can make that regard mutual?

She remained silentv It arose from
any thing except indifference., Her head
drooped like the ,rose undér the falling
shower—her»whole frame was agitated.

VOL, II. p .
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She motioned to sit down en a chair they
approached.

"“ You are not well, said Lefevre,
scarcely knowing that he spoke at all.

4 What can I do ! . ,

¢ O, nsthing—leave me,’—she replied,
with a trembling and hasty voice.

. Leave you! O, don’t say it !--look
on me—speak to me!—onnly say I may ad-

- dress you —say you are disengaged.’

She endeavored to raise her head,
but only effected it in part, and struggling
with *her feelings, said—‘O, sir!—my
grandmother—fcave me, leave me—a little.’

¢ Dear Miss D—— !’ exclaimed Le-

* fevre—he could say no more. He was
intoxicated with joy at this reference to
her guardian, and immediately turned
towards the house in- pursuit of her.

He found her alone in the parlour,
with a countenance ratlier more raised
and anxious than usual, as though guess-
ing the nature of his errand. He avowed
his attachment—expressed his hopes—and
referred to his circumstances;"with a faul-
tering tongue and a beating heart. Many
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swere the bluhders hé committed —many
his attempts t8 correct them— but seldom
were they improved by the attempt.

However, his was not the repulsive
task, to acknolledge feelmgs where the
acknowledgment was treated With coldness
and scorn. Aged as she was, this woithy
personage had not forgotten the sentiments
of youth, and, > vas always benevolently
prepared to sympathize in them. She be-"
baved to Lefevre with the utmost delicacy
and respect. She gratified his affection-by
speaking in candid and tender terms of
her granddaughter; and pacnﬁed his fears
by assuring him, that should the connexion
appcar to <nvolve her happiness, there
would be no obstacle in the way"to it,

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

He cameé to the seat on which he had
left her—but she was not there.” He was

D2 )
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anxious—* Why did I leaVe her so ak-
ruptly ¥ said he—¢ Perhaps she became
worse.” He continued to walk as he spoke,
,and soon perceived her moving, slowly
“and thougbtfully, down a green alley that
led to the arbor. He quickly joined her
anii announced his success. They con-
tinued to walk and commune with each
other for nearly an hour;when Lefevre re-
"ceived a summons from Wallis. They
had agreed to sleep at Bromley that night,
in their way to town; and, as the shades of
evening were coming on, it was necessary
they should start. The separation was one
of mutual regret, but of mutually good
understandiag.

The "intercourse being thus opened,
it was carried forward for some weeks by
letter and occasi~hal’ visits, with growing
satisfaction to both parties. Lefevre, in-
deed, soon found he had a rival—but a
rival, from whom he had nothing to fear.
Mr. Simnpkins—if his name deserves to be
recorded—was an empty, conceited and
positive young man. He had; however, a
good person and a handsome fortune.
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These he adored, and, next to these,’he
vowed he addfed Mis$® D——. Ile con-
cluded, with guch pretensions, no young
lady, situated as Miss D——— was, would
venture to refuse him. With this notion
in his head, he‘had set down his repulses™
to the coquetry of the sex, @nd only re-
newed his addresses acc.ordingly. Wifen
Lefevre came in the way, his bad passions,
which are alwaysanuch stronger than the
good ones in weak characters, were put in”®
motion ; and, he determined to contcud,
if not for love, for victory. He became
fulsome in his professions,.and persecuting
in his addresses; and, by proposing to
settle £500. a year upon her, and start a
chariot on fhe day of marriaga, he thoqgl;t '
to secure his prize by a coup dg Main. To
his utter astonishmeni, however, e found
a female heart proof*agAipst all his bribes.
All his overtures only raised indifference
to antipathy—they were rejected without
hesitation—and he, at length, retired from
the hated presence of his sucecssful com-
petitor, with womnded pride festering in
his heart.  °
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Although the attentions of Simpkins
were far from benefitting himself, they had
a tendency to strengthen the very bonds
ne wished to break asunder. The pre-
sence of such a man set off to great ad-
vantage the respectful reserve, the frank
manners, the freedom from paltry jealousy,
which were manifested in the conduct of
Lefevre; while it furnished an opportunity
of discovering, the rctreating modesty, the
transparent simplicity, the firm dignity of
Miss D —. Neither party secmed to
require such stimuli as these to guicken
their affections; it may readily be con-
cluded, therefore, that they had a powerful
tendeucy to accelerate and confirm their
attachments.. .

Much has been said of the happy in-
fluence of a virtuous and worthy attach-
ment on charactgr.  Lcfevre now became
an instance of this. He had not permitted
himself to think of addressing Miss D
without previously resolving, to sacrifice
every thing incounsistent with his proposals
to her; and, as all the cnorgies of his pas-
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sions were s00n tumed into this new
channel, he found no dlﬂiculty in fulfilling
his purposes. Low as he had fallen, he,
seemed now rising from the abyss of vice
on the wings of hope and love; and he re-,
joiced afresh in a connection that made a
labor easy to him, which,he had former]y
found impracticable. He looked back on
the past with melancholy sorrow; but he
began to cheer hinself by thinking, he
might recover what he had lost. Engross-
ed by one object, he learnt to renounce as
insipid,* his reeent society and pleasures.
He applauded himself on hjs success ; and
looked round on his .original connexions

,» and employments, with desire and expec-
tation. Still more satisfied Wwith himself,
he experienced greater facility in resisting
the habits of free drinking, which he had
formed ; and he determided wholly to sub-
due them, ¢ Yos said he, with new-born
Jjoy glistening i in his eyes,— I will recover
myself—I will make mybelf worthy ol her.
Douglas shall yet sce that I have power to
resolve and keep ury resolution.’
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To witness such resolutlom in Lefevre
at this period, and to sée so many of them
in the way of accomphshment is truly gra-
tifying ; yet it must be observed, for the

. benefit of the young reader, that his reso-
lations were palpably grounded’ on his in-
clinations, rather than a sense of duty—a
sandy and precarious foundation.

“Full of high purposes, Lefevre paid a

_visit to Douglas. He knew he had now a
tale to tell, that would greatly please his
benevolent mind ; and he felt that his ap-
probation would really improve his bliss.
Douglas. received him alone, that their in-
terview might not be overawed. He had
rot seen him. for two long years, and he
feaved that this call was rather the fruit of
necessity than of choice. The air of Le~
fevre, hbwever, soon dispelled his fears;
and they enteredinto conversation on the
past, in which the delicacy of friendship
was conspicuous on one side, and on the
other, an unusual candour of confession.
The subject .on which Lefevre meant to
converse first and chiefly, was postponed
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till the very last. It was only as he was
fising, with his'hat in his hand, that he said
with assumed tarelessness—

‘Do you know that much of what ¥
have referred to, is to be traced to an
event whith I am anticipating, but whlch
I have not mentioned.

* No—what is it?’

‘ Would you guess marriage ?’

¢ Marriage!’ exclaimed Douglas, with
more surprise in his manner than he wished.*

‘Yes,” replied Lefevre with less firm-
ness ok voice, ,

‘To whom?’

“To a Miss D——;—you do not
know her—I wish you did. I'm sure you
would apptove her.’ .

‘1 dare say 1 should if you think so—
you know my taste—lIs she of unspotted
family ?’

‘ Yes—very good -very respectable!’

¢ Sensible?’

¢ Yes—very!’

‘Prudent?’

‘ Yes—manages ever): thing in the
house.’ .
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" “Good tempered }’
‘ Yes—sweetness itself !’
¢ Modest >’ :
‘Of course—full of your favorite
reserve.’
*  ¢<Pious?’

v r

“ Lefevre’s ready replies failed him.
That single word evidently distressed him.
However, after some hesitancy, he ans-
‘wered —

“Ah! I wish T was half as good—I
wish I was worthy of her!’

Douglas was sorry the last question
had escaped him} and, accepting this vague
reply, continued—

" “Well, Charles, I hope you will be
thoroughly satisfied on two things, before
you talk of marriage seriously.’

¢ What are they ?” said he hastily.

¢ First, that you can make the object
of your attachment happy. And secondly,
that she can make youn so. There may be
excellent quajifications on each side, whero
there is not this mutual Sitness ; and with-
out this they are as nothing.’
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¢ Heigh, heigh!” taking Douglas by
the hand and “passing fo the door—¢ T am
fully satisfied df them already. Believe
me, continued he smiling, ¢we are not’
like two spheres, which have but one point
of union ; *but like fwo planes_ that meet
tl;rourrlwut

So saying, the fr iends parted. Upodn
the whole, Douglas was pleased to-find
any thing had wrought such a change on
Lefevre. Ie was constrained, however, to ~
recur to a time, in which he would not
have allowed himself to think of piety and
marriagc as separable things, and he Sighed
under the recollection.
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CHAPTER XXI.

THE following day Lefevce had set
apart for a visit to Miss D——; and,
having made needful arrangements, he
started with the sun to fulfil his intention.
It was a fine autumnal morning; and, with
a heart full of gratified love, he was in a
condition to enjoy it. Ile thought the sun
shone brighter than usnal; and he drank
in, with peculiar relish, the fine bracing
air, that was siirring amongst the Surry
and Kentish hills. Every object in nature
wore a smiling aspect to him, and seemed
inviting him back to his long lost plea-
sures. In present enjoyment, he for a
moment forgot the¢ slickened pace of his
horse; and, then recollecting himself,
clapped his spurs to its 'side, to hasten
him to the object, who had insensibly
given a charm to every thing. Lefevre
had often pressed the nowination of a day
for completing his connection with Miss
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D-——; and *he now *visited her with a
good hope of success—at least, he deter-
mined to carry the point ¢ possible.

With sach determination on his lips,
Lefevre arrived® at the residence of his®
friend. But alas! his attentioh was soon
called off from the flattéring purpose -he
had been cherishing. He looked towards
the parlour window as he dismounted, for
the countenance which generally greeted
him—no countenance was there; though
he had gent information of his coming. He
entered the house with trepidation, and
passed into the parlour.® No ‘one was
there but the servant.”

‘ Where is Miss D——"?’ said he.

“In her room I believe Sir; was the
reply, as the servant closed the door.

Lefevre walked up and down the
room—he was too uncasy to sit. In a few
minutes the grand-inother came in. e
hastened to her with his asual salutations.
With a disturbed air, she retreated a step
to avoid them, and spoke ndt,

¢Oh! madam,” cried Lefevre, ¢ what
does this mean P—pray tell me?’

*
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¢ Ah! Charles,” said she with pity in
her voice. Then suppressing her feeling,
continued,—‘ Mary sends you this note
and parcel, and begs you to excuse seeing
" her.’ - .
"~ This Sentence fell like lead on the
hvart of Lefevre. Agitated as he was he
threw himself into a chair, that stood
near; and burst the seal of the letter to
assure himself of the contents. It was,
however, some time before he could read
it—his eyes were so dizzy; and after read-
ing it’several times, he could not compre-
hend it—his senses were so confused. He
sat with it in his hand in a state of stupor.
At length hg passed over its contents with
more composure. They were as follows:—

¢ Thursday Morning.

¢ With this note I retusn to Mr. Lefevre
his letter of yesterday, and those of every
former date. The period is come at which
our correspondence must cease for ever.
To enter on the reasons of my conduct
would be only to reproach ‘you, and this
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L will not do. + Alas! fou must suffer too
much from the reproaches of your own
conscience. Do me the justice, however,*
to think, that I am not actuated by caprice
and resentment.* 1 assure you the step I°
have taken is both deliberative dnd decisive.
I have acted under a sense of duty, aid
directly against the dictates of feeling;.and
I am conscious of doing right, while I am
pained in doing it.

‘But the more I write the more I
shall-digtress you. My grand-mother, who
has kindly consented to give you this, will
answer any question you mfay think neces-
sary; but the less said on the subject the

"better. Think no more of mg, or of our °
intercourse, except as it may have an in-
fluence in fixing you'in the pathg of vir-
tne. O, Charles, ths iy the last letter I
shall ever write you! Lost as you are to
me, be not lost to yourself—lost to the
innocent delights which * Providence has
so bountifully placed within our reach!
Adieu! Adicu!

‘Mary D——/

“To Mr. Lefeyre.
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" Lefevre concluded from this letteyr
that Miss D—— had been informed of his
past errors in conduct, and that Simpkins
had been the informant. He also allowed

~himself to think, that thz ecircumstances
had been aggravated, and that Miss D—
h.d formed her purpose on a sapposition
that he continued in the practice of evils
which belonged to a past period. Full of
this hope, he flew to her venerable relative,
who had seated herself at the other ex-
tremity of the room, exclaiming—‘Oh
mada.m, there must be some mistake here!
Simpkins has nialigned me’———

¢ No, Charles, i fear not,’ replied she,
with serious concern. ¢ My daughter and
myself were too reluctant to believe any
thing against you, to listen to the tongue
of. malice. Mr. Simpkins, indeed, did
send us a long account of your past life,
and it gave us uneasiness ; but we thought
it might arise—wicked man ! - wholly from
his resentment; and if not, that it was
greatly exaggerated. I felt it my duty to
be fully satisfied on the subject, and 1 am
grieved to say, itis but too true. There,
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raid she, preseating a letter to him, ¢ you
are at liberty tg judge for yourself. I
belicve you will not deny what you know
to be correct.

The legter bere Simpkins’s signature.
It proved, that he had taken #incredible’
pains to collect every thing unfavorable
to Lefevre’s ‘character, and to place each
article in its most unfavorable light. Yet,
while the coloring of malice and revenge
rested on the whole statement, he felt that
the facts, in substauce, could not be denied.
Tears of indigndtion, at the triumph of his
rival, and of grief at his owa follies, burst
from his eyes whilst he said
. ‘ Yes, madam, it is too true, I acknow-
ledge; but the truth is told by an enemy.
However, I scorn to palliate what I was
not ashamed to do.  Yet, let mé assure
you of oue thing, from the time I resolved
to address your granddaughter, I have done
nothing inconsistent with my professions.’

¢ I believe it! But you should have
been candid. You should have acquainted
us with the past” By concealment, we
place ourselves’ in the power of others.

VOL. II. E ’
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O, what would nly child=what should I
have suffered, had this been discovered,
only when separation would have been im-
possible I

¢ Madam,’ said Lefevre, touched with
‘anger, ‘ I detest concealment, nor did I
seck it; though, perhaps, I ought to have
acted otherwise than I have. But I knew
you sought my character of Wallis; and
he can testify, I never forbade himn naming
any incident in my whole life.’

* Wallis indeed,” said she, ¢ iz niuch to
blame. We relied on him—he has de-
ceived us, aifd brought us and yourself
into these painful circumstances.’

¢ Let me, madam, see -Miss D
Let me.have an opportunity of explaining
my conduct to her.’

‘ You must excuse seeing her,” she
replied, ¢ It can answer no end what-
ever.’ '

¢ 0, madam,’ cried Lefevre, agonized
at the thought, ¢ not see her! T must
sce her!—iitdeed 1 must—I cannot leave
this house without seeing her

- ¢ Mr. Lefevre,” said she with an assu-
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med dignity, while trembling at the vio-
lence of his emotions, ¢ Are you aware
that this is my residence ; and that no one*
has a right to use such language in it to
me ¢’ -
¢ Madam,’ he replied witl: a softened
voice, ¢ forgive me! I Was not prepared
for this stroke. You know not how it
afflicts me—I am not quite myself—indeed
I am not—pity me. You have a kind -
nature—intercede for me. You once had
a son—think that I am that son—feel for
me. BeO' your daughter to see me—I can-
not be satisfied unless I see her’” As he
spoke the tears rolled fast and silently
down his byrning cheek. T

This tenderness deeply affected “the
grandmother. A oonvulsive trembling
played ou the wrigkles, which time had
placed about her lips, and, without trust-
ing herself to speak, she hurried from the
room.

A few minutes afterwards she returned
with her granddaughter, whe, by the pale-
ness ‘of her looks, was evidently suffering
from suppresséd feeling.

. E2

»
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Hope and fear struggled in the bosom
of Lefevre, at the sight of her, so violently,
that he could not address her.

¢ I had hoped you would have spared
‘as this painful interview,’ said Miss D.
‘ but as you request it I come.’

« <0, said Lefevre, affected by her
changed manuner, ‘speak not so coldly—
Receive my explanation—Lect me hope—'

* You have no reason to think me cold
on such an occasion. Alas! I am not
ashamed to acknowledge, this affair has
cost me more than you—more than my
greatest enemy, would have wished me to
suffer.’ ‘

The forbidden tear stole from her
ey¢. Lefevre was melted.at her emotion.
He seized her hand, and exclaimed —* My
dear Miss D ! Let me

She withdrew her hand, and inter-
rupting him, said,  Mr. Lefevre, this is not
wise. Do not misconstrue my involurtary
feelings. I do feel—but wmy feelings can-
not change my opinion—should I even
sink under them, my resolution will remain
the same. To destroy the power of sus-

*
.
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pense on your mind, !et me deliberatély
assure you—’

¢ O, say it hot!” interrupted Lefevre—
‘I am lost if you say it! Say you will
use your influence to fix me in virtue—to_
raise me to happiness .

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

¢ No!—said he— you need not. I
should.be all you wish—all I wish to be.
O, you know not what power you have
over me!’ .

¢ I cannot trust that power! All who
have trusted it, have repented of it. ,In
the past you have submitted to orte tempta-
tion after another, and what security is
there for the futur®? And, could that
sccurity be given, it would not be suflicient
forme. No—forgive me in saying it, duty
imposes it on me—I could never give my
hand to a person, allowing hijn to be re-
formed, who has.,in former fife, been faini-
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liarized with vice. This will convince you
that I never can bée your’s. No—And iu
withdrawing my hand frot you, 1 do it

"with a resolution of ncver giving it to any
other! Yes—my vain dream of bliss is
followed by real sorrows ! and I enly blame
my own 1ndlscretlon for it!’

' 'The tears flowed freely as she ceased.
Lefevre stood motionless. The struggle
was deep in his soul. Hope expired—
despair triumphed—the conflict of the
passions produced a calm, more dreadful
than their violence. At length, raixing his
eyes, ‘and forgetful for the moment of those
about him, he exclalmed with a tone as
deep as his feeling, < O God! it is thine
\ha.nd —and { deserve it " Then catching her
hand, he pressed and repressed it to his
burning lips, and dropping it said, ¢ There!
now it’s all over! now I'm a lost man!
The outcast of Providence!—I have o
friend !—no—neither in heaven nor on
earth !——0O, wcep not for me—I de-
serve it not! Best of women! I ought
not to be your's—1I am not worthy of you'!
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Forget me—Tell me I have not power to
make you unhappy—that alone can give
e some comforg!’

He paused —but was answered ouly
by sobs and tears. He was passing to the
door, but checking himself, he turned back
and said—< At least, Miss D—e, do me
the justice to believe, that,’in my conduct,
before you, I was not acting a part. No—
whatever I have been—whatever I may
be—I was not a Ilypocrzte I acted up-
rightly—and really meant to he what I
professed—Farewell—for ever farewell !

So saying, 'he dashed the stale tears
from his eyelids—and huwied from the
room and the house. ¢'Mr. Lefevre ! cried
‘the agitated, grandmother, ¢leave us not-
thus.’—¢ O, stay ! stay! ——excl.umed Miss
D——, roused by the, voice of her rela-
tive, to a sense of his departure, and losing
all restraint on her feelings.

Lefevre did not obey—did not hear.
He had fled to the stable—thrown himself
on his saddle—and, in an instant, the
shoes of the horse were ringing on the
pebbled court yard. The chords of hes



60 NO FICTION'. A NARRATIVE

heart answered to every sound. She has-
tened to a window that commanded a cor-
ner of the road. She saw.Lefevre turn the
angle—and disappear—she felt it was
Jor ever '—She clasped her hands in an-
guish—a sense of suffocation rose to her
‘throat—she hurried to her closet to weep
#nd sigh in secret!

Lefevre sighed not—wept not—spoke
not—thought not. The vultures of re-
morse and despair were busy at his heart ;
aund he surrendered it as a victim, without
an effort or a wish for its preservation.
He was alive only to a sense of wretched-
ness ; and, he hurried over the road, which,
an hour ago, had leen so pleasing to him,

*as if he felt that change of place might
bring relief. 'Wretcheduness, however, like
happiness, is not the inhabitant of places
but of persons; and Lefevre found himself
at home, without any mitigation of his
pains. lle locked his door, and threw
himself on some chairs that were near it,
overcome with that stupor which follows
bodily exhaustion, and acute mental suf-
ferings.  "Thus he lay for some hours
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When he was aroused, it was by the
woice of his hostess, ihviting him to take
refreshments. *These he refused, and seat-
ing himself at his bureau, undesignedly
began to look over the correspondence of
Miss D-~—. ‘It was full of kind senti-
ments and fclicitous antig:ipati:ms, sweetly
veiled in modesty. His heart sickened as
he glanced on them. He folded the whole
in one parcel ; and, having directed it to
the writer, he cast it back iuto the drawer. '
The same drawer contained her miniature
likertess. He seized and opened it. 1t had
anamiable and smllnwexpressmn 1€spoke
of tenderness supported by dignity. His
hand trembled—his lip quivered—he threw
it from himr—and then instantly snatched
it up again, and, without lookimg on it,
thrust it in his bosom. He walked the
room awhile, and then threw himsclf on
his bed, rather to change his posture,
than in refcrence to sleep. Sleep, for that
night, he had not, if that term involves
repose ; for, through the whole of it, he had
either a wakeful or dreamy sense of his
misery upon him.
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" On the morrow, Lefevre arose—not
to more wretchedness—but to a more dis-
tinct perception of the sources of his
"wretchedness. In any supposable cir-
_cumstances, such a stroke must have been
scverely felt; but, in his circnmstances,
there was ‘every thing to aggravate the
blow. He was rejected—but his con-
science compelled him to justify the hand
that repulsed him. He had, how impro-
perly soever, identified his return to virtue
and religion, with his union to Miss D—;
and, now, he could not separate them.
¢ Yes,” said he, and it was the first sen-
tence he had uttered since he left Seven-
oaks,— I have lost her, and with her, I
have lost every thing. I seem to have
been raised by an angel's hand from the
pollution of the world—but it was only to
make my fall the deeper. I am ruined —
and it is all my own fault—Dbut-—no—it is
all my own fault! If 1 had never known
vice—never forsaken religion—this heavy
stroke had never come upon me! Well—
it cannot be Worse.’

In this desperate state of mind, what
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was to be done? Reason and hope would
have urged him to remain exemplary in
his conduct, with the prospect of its yet
influencing the mind of Miss D——; or,
if no expectation could have been rested
here, they would have pressed him into the
paths of religion, as the only ones favor-
able to his peace. But, ‘alas! from the
voice ofreason and hope, thesoul of Lefevre
now was alienated. « His pride would not
allow him to look on one, who had decid-
edly rejected him; and who, by that re-
jection, had made herselfhis superior ; nor
would it suffer him, to bend in humlhty,
under the chastising rod of Providence.
Pierced as his bosom was with the shafts
‘of the spoilen, he still exposed it to his foe!
Like the silly hind, he was alive only to
his wounds, and not to'the quart;*r whence
they came—he sought rather an opiate to
lull his pains, than the hand of divine skill
to operate on thesseat of them.

In such a temper of mind, to one who
had acquired the habit of driuking, and
who had, indeed, Quly weakéned without
having fully conquered it, what a tempta-
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tion must spirituous liquors have present-
ed. In fact, the temptation to him ap-
peared iovincible; and he gave himself
up to its power, without regard to conse-
quences. Thus ended the reformation of
Lefevre! Thus, will every wreformation
end, that is founded on passion, and not
on principle. ¢ Passion,” as Douglas has
well observed, ¢ is a mere energy,” and is
only good, as it is under the direction of
good principles.

¢« It cannot be worse,’ Lefevre had said,
when he looked round with despair on
bis situation. He was mistaken. There
was a point of conduct, which yet remain-
ed unimpugned ; but, which his very des-
pair made vulnerable. Through all the
changes, which have been noticed in the
course of the nartative, he had fully pre-
served his character with his employers.
Iu the office he had no rivals for skill and
despatch, qualities highly valued in the
routine of business ; aud, in the agency,
which he had recently assumed, his ad-
dress, his punctuality, and his integrity,
had called forth peculiar expressions of
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confidence and admiration, from the firm
with which he swas connected. Indecd,
he flattered himself on the favor of his
superiors, in proportion as he excluded
himself from hightr satisfaction ; and this
favor was the more dear to him,’as, to his
high spirit, it seemed nece.ssary to soften
the ties of servitude.

Buat, dear as his character with the world
was to him, he was insensibly taking steps
to lower it. His former comparatively
moderatg use of Jliquors was not now suf-
ficient, to drown in oblivion his accumu-
lated sorrows. lle, therefore, applied to
themas frequently as he thought he wanted
them ; and, what from their lgsing their
power by repetition, and, what frem their
really strengthening the'discase they were
designed to qualify, he soon wanted them
nearly all the day through!

Nothing is mere opposed to the habits
of business, than the habit of drinking.
Lefevre soon discovered an irregularity,
which subjected him to noticé, and pro-
duced dissatisfaction with his employers.
The favor with which he was regarded,
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however, induced connivance at deficien-
cies, which, it was thought, could only
have an occasional existence, with such a
person as Lefevre. He was notwithstand-
Jing, so far from profiting by their lenity,
that, with that rash assurance which is
one effect of intemperance, he judged him-
self necessary to them; and continued to
discover his disinclination to business.
Forbearance, on the other hand, was
speedily exhausted. At nearly the same
time, he received a regular commutiication
from the principals of the office, repri-
manding him'for his neglect, and couched
in threatening terms; and a request to ba-
lJance and present his accounts connected
with the agency.

This last request was made in a res-
pectful manner, and might have been re-
garded as in the course of business. It
was, however, the first that had been made
to Lefevre of the kiud ; and, with his dis-
ordered mind and rowantic notions of ho-
nor, it was'likely he might construe it into
a suspicion of his integrity. Nothing could
exasperate him equally with this; and just
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now it affected him the more, as he was
not in a state inmediately to comply with
the requisition. He had postponed some
business of several days, which he thought,
could be done dat any time, ull it accumy-
lated upon him in a for.midal;le manner.
He could not pass his accounts properly,
till he recovered from these delays; and
he could not recover from them suddenly.
Unhappily too, he had prematurely antici-
pated his domestic establishment; and had
conseyuently brought upon himself some
extra expences. A small blll became due,
which he was obliged to take up; and not
having sufficient cash “of his own, he bor-
rowed a small sum from his agency ac-
count, to meet the emergency. * He had
never before done this’; and now he did it
in the uprightness of his heart, and with
the full prospect of replacing the money to
the account, befere it should be necessary
to pass it.. The suminons he had received,
therefore, literally confounded him. If he
obeyed it directly, he might fix on himself
those suspicious which he had imputed to
them, and incur censure, neither of which
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could he endure; and if he neglected it,
he could not think it wonld in the least
amend his predicament.
_ The communication from the office
affccted Lefevre differently, but not less.
If he thought his integrity questioned by
the one, he felt his pride sorely mortified
by the other. The step indeed was rather
severe. Such official and formal reproof
was seldom resorted to in the first in-
stance ; he would have trembled to have
thought himself in dailgey: of it ; aud in-
deed, as his irregularities had been but
trifling, and were set off by ten years per-
severing and exemplary service, he was far
from meriting it. Such repreof too, was'
always matter of notoriety in the office;
and the subject of it became the butt of in-
solent wit, and paltry merriment. Lefevre
had stood first of his class; his conduct
in his duties had been faultless ; he had
been respected by his fellows, and ap-
plauded by his superiors ;—how could his
spirit, brook’the reproaches of those whom
he had always considered his inferiors 2
On .the whole, it is impossible to de-
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scribe the feelings of Lefevre. He ar-
raigned his frlen.]s— justified himself —
condemned his employerb—rose against
Providence;—and then fell under the hea-
vier weight of self~accusation. Anger, re-
morse, pnde, rescntment, fear and hate,
created a tempest in his souly which threat-
ened the (rame it inhabited, and which was
only allayed by the master hand of despair.
This demon, nourished by Lefevre’s errors,
had long enveloped from his eyes his fair-
est prospects; and, now, the last bright
spot on which the'star of hope shone, sank
into the surrounding darknessy! His mind
was wrought to desperation. He made no
formal 1e=()luti0ns but his heart involunta-
rily settled in a purpose of nevdr facing*
those, whom he had seryed so fmthfully,
and who, he thought, ha:i treated him’ with
such ingratitude ! ’
Under the influence of this purpose,
and excited by the drcad of more messages,
he wrote two notes to say, that he was ill
(this he could truly assert;) andte excuse
himself on that account. Having done this
he fastened the ddor and cast himself on

VOL. IT. F
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his bed, indiflerer.t alike to food—to com-
fort—to life! Even the habit of drinking,
which nothing else had wholly subdued,
was deprived of its power by the universal
listlessness of his soul ! ,

As time wore away, it left him capa-
ble of some reilection ; but this only gave
acuteness to his sorrows. He was com-
pelled to allow, that the blame he had
hastily cast on others, was originally his
own. TFrom his worldly disappointinents,
he was thrown back upon his religious
declensions, as the source of ‘all evils.
Conscience, from bhaving slumbered so
long, now awoke ° to bite like an adder,
and sting like a serpent.” She busied hex-
‘self in throwing up to his view every event
which lLe had struggled to forget; and
seemed determined to revenge the afiront,
which he had so repeatedly given, iu the
hour of his utmost calamity. Coward as
Lefevre had always been to his conscience,
he now writhed under the pangs he could
no longer escape, and vainly wished that
they and existence would terminate to-
gether!
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Meantime, the night shut in still,
close, and sultry, foreboding the approach
of storm. As the hours passed, every sign
of convulsion in the elements encreased ;
and, befores midntight arrived, the labor-
ing atmosphere discharged its8lf in the
most violent manner. The hail dashed to
the ground in heavy columns; the blue
lightnings glazed by fits the face of the
whole earth and heavens; while the thun-
der rolled and broke in one continuous
peal, like the varying but constant roar-
ing of tumultuated waters ! .

Lefevre was not supetstitious. He
had often enjoyed the sublimity of a storm;
but this was po season for enjoyment. It
gave power to an incensed conscience,
and terror to the impressions of ‘his guilt.
* The sins of his youth were set in order
before him;’ and the hand of death seem-
ed pointing to a dark, a hopeless, a fathom-
less eternity. He bit his lip under the
poignancy of inward anguish; and trem-
bled to find hlmself at the mercy of a
raised imagination. *He shut his eyes, lest
he should see any other form than hjs own ;

F2
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his bed, indifferer.t alike to food—to com-
fort—to life! Even the habit of drinking,
which nothing else had wholly subdued,
was deprived of its power by the universal
listlessness of his soul !

' As time wore away, it left him capa-
ble of some reilection ; but this only gave
acuteness to his sorrows. He was com-
pelled to allow, that the blame he had
hastily cast on others, was originally his
own. From his worldly disappointinents,
he was thrown back upon his_feligious
declensions, as the source of all evils.
Conscience, from having slumbered so
long, now awoke ¢ to bite like an adder,
and stmg like a serpent.’ She busied he:-
‘self in throwing up to his view every event
which Le had struggled to forget; and
seemed determined to revenge the affront,
which he had so repeatedly given, in the
hour of his utmost calamity. Coward as
Lefevre had always been to his conscicnce,
he now writhed under the pangs he could
no longer escape, and vainly wished that
they and existence would terminate to-
gether!
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Meantime, the night shut in still,
close, and sultry, foreboding the approach
of storm. As the hours passed, every sign
of convulsion in the elements encreased ;
and, befores midnight arrived, the labor-
ing atmosphere discharged itsdlf in the
most violent manner. The hail dashed to
the ground in heavy columns; the blue
lightnings glazed by fits the face of the
whole earth and heavens ; while the thun-
der rolled and broke in one continuous
peal, like the varying but constant roar-
ing of tumultuated waters! - .

Lefevre was not supetstitious. He
had often enjoyed the sublimity of a storm;
but this was po season for enjoy‘ment. I't
gave power to an incensed conscience,
and terror to the impressions of ‘his guilt.
* The sins of his youth were set in order
before him;’ and the hand of death seem-
ed pointing to a dgrk, a hopeless, a fathomn-
less eternity. He bit his lip under the
poignancy of inward anguish; and trem-
bled to find himself at the tmercy of a
raised imagination. "He shut his eyes, lest
he should see any other form than hjs own ;

F2
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—he closed his ears, lest he should hear
some unearthly sounds ;—and, enveloping
himself in his bed-covering, breathed quick
and hard, while perspiration started from
every pore! Joyful at that hour was the
‘ery of the passing watchman, breaking on
the terrible solitude of the night ; and more
joyful the first dawnings of opening day,
which threw a check on the disordered
fancy of Lefevre!

Another day and night passed away
in a similar manner, only that a continu-
ance of the same distress, left him less
able to suppoct it.  On the third day it be-
came absolutely insupportable to Lefevre.
Imagination, long unruly, now usurped
dominion; and sometimes succeeded in
giving to her chimeras the character of
substance and reality !
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CHAPTER XXII.

DOUGLAS had not heard from
Lefevre since the 1nterv1ew, which has
been noticed. He had, however, heard of
Miss D——; and from the character she
bore, he hoped the union might effect what
nothing else had been able to accomplish—
his recovery to good conduct and rational
enjoyniant. Wjth this hope he looked
forward with some aunxiety to his domrestic
settlement; and occasionally wondered
within himself whether it had taken place.

While his mind remained ip this state,
he was awakened one night from his sleep
by a heavy knocking at the house’dgor ! On
hastening to his chamBer window, to ascer-
tain who was there, a well known voice,
exclaimed ‘¢ Douglas!’

¢ Charles!" said ke, is it you?

‘Yes,—was the reply—Come down?

Douglas soon_put himsélf in a con-
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dition to leave his room, and give admis-
sion to his friend'; confounded, however,
at the reason of so untimely a visit. As
the door opened, Lefevre pushed into the
passage, and thence into the parlour,
exclaiming, as Douglas ;emaired to shut
it, ¢ There—there—now I'm in—that’s
right!’ !

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

Lefevre glanced upon him, and read
the state of his mind. ¢O,’said he, ¢ there’s
nothing the matter with me, I hav'n’t
drank a pint of beer these three days—
Feel my pulse, (baring his wrist)—But
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Pve seen strange things to-night! - but I'm
safe here—dov’t you thihk T am?® 1 knew
you would protect e Donglas I

¢ Certainly I will,” said Dounglas, ¢« Come,
sit down, and composc yvourself.’

¢ Yes-a-but I'mn safe Zere, a’'nt 12’

¢ 1 believe you are perfectly safe with
me. Cowe sit down, and, if any thing
distresses you, tell me.

¢ Distresses me !—Ah !—I've seen
strange things to night! But you say, I'im
safe with you, and so I am '—I'm not very
well —& think [ shall die—my forehead’s
hot—very hot, (placing his hand on *it)—
but I wanted to sce you—well, I'll tell you,’
(seatiug Liwself with ‘a little wore com-
‘posurc.)

* Do you believe in supermtmal ap-
pearances Douglas? he contintied. ¢ You
know I did not—butd believed not/mur —_
Well, let me tell yeu—As I lay a bed to-
night, I saw a man’s haud at the foot-post
of my bedstead, waving like so (as he
waved his hand.)—1T rose in thc bed—and
then it was still—and pomted with the
fore-finger—anq dlbdppe'tred Ilay down
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—and immediately it returned, beckoning
as before. I arose again—and then it was
still—and pointed as it’ had done and
vanished. 1 lay down again—It came
directly—and began beckoning. 1 started
up—and it pointed again.—* What is it?"
I said, “Am1Ito go any where?” It con-
tinued pointing.—* Where shall T go?—
To Sevenoaks P— It still pointed.—*¢ To
Douglas ?"—It began beckoning. “ Well,”
said I, «“I'll go—I’ll go to him directly—-
I'll tell him every thing!”—His eyes fell
as he ceased, and he start=d from Qs seat,
evidently struggling with some latent bur-
den.

‘Come, my dear Charles,’ said Douglas,
¢« pray be composed. Iam glad to sce you,
and will do any thing in my power for
you.’ '

¢ It’s too late—you are good—But call
me not “ your dear Charles.” My name is
Charles L¢fevre. 1 am* dear to nobody
now ! No—rejected— disgraced — insulted
—ruined—forsaken of man and God !

¢ What then has happened ? At least,
Charles, I have not forsaken you?
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He was agitated. ¢ No—but I have
forsaken you—injured you! But I'll tell
you—1I came hére on purpose to tell you!
Then clasping his hands and dropping his
head, as if about to fulfil a painful resolu-
tion, he sald — You remember, when you
were at Plymouth writing fo me, and bring-
ing a charge against me?’

‘Yes, Ido.”’

——*You remember that I denied it
in the most solemn manuer ¥’

‘Yes.

* R was true notwithslanding.

“ True! cried Douglas, starting.in his
chair.

He had the most unlimited confidence .

“in Lefevre’s ‘veracity, It wasin a moment
destroyed, and he could not suppress this
utterance of his astonishment. His mind
was distressed. <O where, thought he,
¢ shall I look for truth and honesty after
this ¥ .

Lecfevre was too much engaged with
himself to notice either his ¢xpression or
countenance. He sullenly repeated, “I'rue!

L d
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yes it was truc!’ Ile paused. Douglas
could uot speak. He resumed—- This lie
has sunk like burning lead to the bottomn
of my soul! 1 could not dic with it on my
conscicuce. Now [ am satisfied ! T believe
I shall die—1 Anow 1 shall be damned

e spake like oue, who thought, that
this confession broke his last link with
humanity—like onc, who was waiting the
sunmons to final punishwent.  Horror
moved on his features; and the chair he
occupied trembled with his emotion!

¢ O Charles! said Douglas, ‘o you
know what you are saying? Do you know
what it is to be damned 7

With a voice and smile inconceivably
unnatural and shocking, hereplied—¢ Know
what it s? 1 think I do! They who have
suffered as 1 have these three nights, may
easily know what is 'damnation.’

¢ Charles! Charles!—you must not
talk so! 'This is langvage suited only
to those spirits, who have fallen below
hope!’

¢ And am not I befow hope? Am not
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I Like them? Do not I suffer the wrath of
God? Do not I feel the unquenchable
fires within me? ’

¢ Charles!" interrupted Douglas, ¢ I
beseech you—this must not be—quit the
subject—2" . .

¢ Quit the subject!’ he cried, renewing
his ghastly smile,—* quit the subject! Why,
I can think of nothing else!—It haunts
me by night and day, and I cannot
get rid of it! O, Douglas! I have lighted
up the fires of hell in my conscience and
1 cannct extinguish them?

Douglas, oppressed gvith grief and
terror for his friend’s desperation, sat gazing
on him in silence, allowing him to speak

"for a while as his feelings compelled.

Lefevre, accordingly, reverted to the
past with more regularity than could have
been expected. He "confessed his follies,
crimes, and disappointments ; and, so far
from cxtenuating any thing, he endeavour-
ed to give to his whole conduct a charac-
ter that would justify his despair.

However, the, mere utterance of his
wretchedness evidently mitigated it; he
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became more and more composed as he
proceeded. His miseries had been pent
up within his heart, till théy threatened to
burst the vessel that held them, unless
they were allowed a natural channel of
expression, In that hour of distress, he
had looked rouynd on the circle he had
formed to himself for a friend, to whom
he might confide the sorrows of his soul.
It was vain! He felt there was loneliness
in the socicty of the world; and thar,
although there might be unior in vice, there
could be no friendship. He was<driven
to Douglas; and, in defiance of all that
pride and self-love had said, or could say,
without hesitation, he sought, by com-
municating, to lighten a burthen, which
became ‘altogether intolerable.

Rcason, which had reeled under the
sallies of an exasperated imagination, now
seemed to recover her just ascendancy.
Douglas made a few observations, calcu-
lated to sooth the pains, which, in the dis-
ordered stite of his mind and body, he
thought it unwise either to probe or to
heal. As, through the last two nights,
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he had suffered so gmeatly, without the
usual relief of, sleep, rest was the first
requisite. He, therefore, pressed some
refreshments on him, and then insisted on
his retiring to bed.

On having conveyed Lefevre to ah
adjoining chamber, he re#ired to his own;
but not to close his eyes. For some time
noises were heard in Lefevre’s room, and,
full of fears, he bent his ear to judge of
their import, till the sense was totally
fatigued. At length, cvery sound ceased;
and he hoped he was losiug, for a while,
his weight of woe in the wnconsciousness
of sleep.  Still, Douglas sought not repose.
» Grief, hope, fear, and affection, were wake-
ful within him ; and were supplying him,
alternately, with the fervent prayer, and
the serious reflection, He now discovered
the reason of Lefevre’s shunning his society.
He earnestly prayed that he might yet be
beneficial to his friend. From the evils of
sin thus set before his eyes, he learned to
abhor and renounce it afresh; and, from
observing the bitterness of backsliding
from God, he resolved to cleave closer to
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the Lord with fuller purpose of heart!
Thus, had Douglas tutored himself to im-
prove by the very faults of others; and
this is not the first time he gathered strength
from the very weaknesses:of Lefevre.

In the'morning, beyond the hour at
which Lefevre Had said it was necessary
for him to rise, Douglas entered his room.
He was still asleep ; but in sleep he was a
distressing object. His teeth were closed
—his eyes half opened—one hand was
fixed on his forehead—the other was glench-
ed coavulsively—and an indescribable un-
easiness moved‘over his whole countenance.
Douglas had not wept during the mid-
night interyiew with Lefevre,; but there
was someathiug irresistibly touching in this
sccne! The tears of sympathy flowed
silently "down his ocheek, while he said
with a whispering voice—* How poor is
the rest of the guilty ! —Uphappy Lefevre!
where will all thy follies end!—Heavenly
Shepherd! who didst lay down thy life
for the sheep, look on this wretched wan-
derer, and bring him l;aclg to thy blessed
fold !’—In the ardor of uttering the last
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sentence, his voice insensibly rose. Le-
fevre started, and, but half awake, ex-
claimed—¢ What? Where >—where am 17 *
¢ Be not alarmed, Charles,” said Doug-

las ¢ you are safe and with your friend.’
He paused, in an effort t6 recall the
events of the past night* They brought
with them the remembrance of his shame.
He arose in silence, and, having dressed
himself, left Douglas with a promise to re-
turn to dinner, and spend the evening in

serlous conversation. ‘
This promise Lefevre was not able to
accomplish.  The agitation of his mind
had fixed disecase on*his body; and the
fever of the body heightened tlne pertarba-
tion of the mind.  The most he conld do
was to reach home, «nd his bed became
immediately nccessary.  The fever rose
rapidly upon him ; and, beneath its sway,
he was, alternatgly, rational and delivious
but, in either state, his thoughts were
engrossed by the weight of his guilt. If
he reasoned, it was against himself; and,
f frantic, it w'1-= the frenzy of despair.
l Iis hostess, a humane wouan, was greatly
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alarmed at his conduct ; and, in addition
to calling in medical assistance, she sent
intelligence to his friends of his situation,
before the day expired.

Early on the ensuing morning, the
faithful and affectionate Mrs. Russell ar-
rived. A deliriows fit was upon him. She
spake to hin ; it was useless. He was not
sensible to surrounding objects. The
most affecting, the most awful things es-
caped him. She sat down by his side,
weeping for him, as a mother for a son
who refuses to be comforted.

Mr. Douglas came in. All his former
feelings were revived. Ie stood over the
bed pensive and prayerful, restraining the
vidlence of ‘his actions, and watching an
opportunity to address him,

Lefévre had, fromm exhaustion, been
silent a few minutes. He began again
exclaiming at intervals:—¢ Mary !—Mary !
~-but you won't listen t0 me—no—you
rejected me—cast me off—cruel Mary !—
Yet you did ‘weep—I remember you did=—
but it’s easy to weep.—Ishould like to weep
—Dbut I can’t—(passing his hand over his
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fiery eyeballs)—and yeét my heart’s very
sad —very sad indeed! I told you if
you left me I should fall—and now I am
fallen low enough, a’n’t I?—I shall never
get up again!—Perhaps you’ll pity mec
now?—don’t you think yowll have to an-
swer for all this ?—But I won’t accuse you
Mary—no I—I won’t accuse you!—Why,
it’s all my own fault—I should have kept
as I was—not forsaken mny God—not des-
pised my Saviour. O, Douglas, why did
I leave you!—Those base fellows led me
away— Ah! Douglas, you should not’have
let me go, indeed you should not.’—

He paused, and seemed coming to
‘himself. . .

¢ Charles!’ said Douglas. -~

He looked towards him—< Don’t you
know me?’ Douglas tontinided.

¢ No Sir—I don’t know you—I have
been very ill—and very wretched ! —I have
seen strange things !—I told Douglas, and
he said he’d come and talk with me.’

¢ Well, T am Douglas. 1 have come
to talk with ycu. Don’t you know me,
Charles ?’ :

VOL. I1.
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Recovered by the sound of his voice,
and passing his eyelids oyer his eyes, to
clear his sight and recollection, he ex-
claimed —*¢ Yes,—you are Douglas !

‘Yes—and I am your friend, and
wish to cdmfort you.’

¢ Comfort ‘me!—Ah! you cannot —
nobody can comfort me !—You ought not
to come to me. How I have abused you
—injured you—don’t you remember whas
1 told you ?’

¢ I do—and from my_ heart, Charles,
I forgive you that, and every thing else,
you may think* you have done against me.’

¢ Ah! you forgive me—you were al-
ways kind—but I cannot forgive myself—
and God will never forgive me!’

“Q yes he will!.—« He is waiting to
be gracious !”’ ‘ '

¢ Ah ! but not to me—not to me!’—

‘Yes to you, Charles'—Was he not
gracious to Saul of Tarsus, a persecutor
and blasphemer—the * chief of sinners ?”’

¢ Ah! T am worsg than ke—1 am the

. very chief of sinners. Consider, I amn a
backslider—that's the worst of all characters.
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‘ But yet the backslider may be par-
doned.—Was ngt the apostatizing Peter
pardoned ?°

¢ His sins were not like mine.’——

‘But God assures us ‘‘ he will heal
our backslidings —that though otir sins aré
as crimson and scarlet, they shall be white
as snow.”’

* Yes—that’s all true, I believe—but
I am an exception —who is like me 2—Do
not flatter me Douglas. My condemna-
tion is sealed herc (laying his hand on his
breast)—Consider, what mercies I have
abused—what privileges I Mave néglected
—what convictions I Nave stifled—what
sins I have committed.’— .

‘For the world, my dear Charles, i
would not flatter you. I do consider your
sins, and all their aggravations; and, while
I cousider them, F:most deliberately assure
you, that they do,not put you beyond the
reach of mercy. No!—though you had
committed even more sins than you have,
there would be the fullest encouragement
to flee to the Savioun.'! His-blood cleanses
from all sin. We are not condemned, be-
G2
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cause we have sinned beyond the efficacy
of the atonement; but because, by impe-
nitence and unbelief, we cut ourselves off
from its virtue. 1 know more than any
one, of what you have been gyilty, but I
think you are now committing the greatest
sin in your life;' by rejecting, in despair,
the remedy.’

Lefevre was snlent and thoughtful.

‘Look to Mount Calvary!’ said
Douglas,—¢look to the cross of Jesus—-
there hangs all our hope.’—

O name it not!’ he cried,—¢ that
goes to my tery soul!'—O how have I
abused—mocked d@nd crucified the Saviour
of sinners ! —but for this, there might have
been some hope !’

‘Thére is hope yet!-~Though you
have insultedrand neglected him, he looks
upon you, as he did on Peter, and invites
you to return to him. . O look to him
Charles!’

“O do look to him Charles!’ cried
Mrs. Russeil, dropping down by his bed-
side, and raising her hands as in supplica-
tion.—~‘ He has said, he will cast out none
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that come to him—if you had a thousand
souls, you might trust them all on that.’
I cannot~—T cannot!’
¢ Ask him to enable you,’ said Douglas.
‘O do ask him Charles!’ rejoined
Mrs. Russéll. ¢ He has said, agk and ye
shall receive—seek and ye shali find.—Do
pray to him !—Only say, ‘¢ God be merci-
ful to me a sinner!” He will hear you.’
‘Yes, he will hcar you, my dear
Charles, rely upon it,” said Douglas. ‘O
think of his love in dying for us, when we
were ungodly and rcbellious! How much
more shall he regard us, when we, ask his
mercy.’
« It is too late!”
‘No!’ replied Douglas, ‘# is not tco
late ! it cannot be too late whilg your are
out of eternity.’ ) .
Lefovre was affected. ﬁOtlglas wept.
Mrs. Russell sobbed. She thought there
was a ray of hdpe. Always ardent, her
feelings rose with her hopes, and she con-
tinued sobbing and saying,—/& Charles,
do be persuaded—dlo listen to me—listen
to Mr. Douglas=~you loved Mr. Douglas
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—and he loves you—listen to him.—Dao
try to pray.—Bless my ears with one prayer
—if it is only ¢ Lord help me,”— Say,
Lord help me—do! He will hear you,
indeed he will. ~Shall we pray for you?
<Mr. Douglas, do pray for him—he does
not object.’ ‘

Douglas sank on his knees, but was
not in a state for regular praycr. They
uttered their desires rather * by cries and
tears unto God,” than by any connected
sentences.

They arose,” and, in 'silence, looked
anxiously and tearfully upon him. He had
cvidently been greatly agitated, and ap-
peared as though his thoughts were begin-.
ning to wander. Iis despair strengthencd
with the disorder ¢f his mind.—¢ O don’t
weep for me,, he crigd,—‘my heart is so
hard, I cannot weep.—Once sympathy was
dear to me—but now it’s like oil to my
burning conscience.’ '

‘We weep,” cried Mrs. Russell,  for
love,. for hape; we hope you will recover
—we hope our prayers'will be heard.” --

¢ No never!—no never !” he exclaimed
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in a deep but resolved vonce— your prayers
will bless you, but they caunot bless me—
none can bless ‘'me but God, and he will
not.—It is just—1I have forsaken him—« ]
will laugh at your calamity, and mock
when your'fear cometh,’— —think of that }’

He paused, and was getting more con-
fused. Wallis and his uncle came into the
room, but he did not distinguish them.
He looked round with wildness, and con-
tinued at intervals.—

¢ Lost, lost, for ever lost ‘—0 I have
forsaken my God—he called, but I would
not hear —he stretched out_his hand, but
I rejected it —think of that!——Sce! how
his broad eye frowns upon me! O hide
me— hide me —from the wiath of the
Lamb! Cruel Douglas, to tell é to look
to the cross—any thin.g' but that !—

* * * * * * * * * »

O how I burn!—Pour some water over me
here (running his hand over his bosom)—
Ungquenchable fire, think of thgs!—a worm
that dieth not—if it would but die ! —Death
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is nothing—but it’s what comes after death
—dreadful—dreadful !

* * * * * * * * * *

Mind 1 tell you—take care of sin—it's a
pasty, blogdy thing. If it stains your con-
science you'll never get it ofi—I trifled
with it—and I shall never be clean again !
Take care of sin!—God wo'n’t forgive you
else—O, He is good ‘and merciful - very
—very—but then he's justi—he's just /—
think of that!—O 1 have forsaken my
God—I have forsaken my God !’

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

¢ Poor fellow! this is only what might
have been expected, said Wallis, veiling
his sentiments in ambiguous words, lest
Douglas showld correct him.

¢ Expected | indeed,” said the uncle,
“ this is what I always thought his over-



FOUNDED 'ON FACTS. 93

righteous ways would come to. 1T told
him it would never hold long, and if it
did, it would bt sure to turn his brain.
You see mny words are true. It’s all his
religion—that’s a clear case.’

Lefeve sprung hastily in his bed
as the last sentence caught his ear, and
exclaimed—* All my religion, Sir! O, is
the just punishment of my sins to be im-
puted to religion! No, Sir, it is all for the
want of rcligion that you see me thus! I
neglected—despised that religion which
you awfully blaspheme — this makes me
wither aund perish as you gee, under the
curse of Almighty God.!’

. ¢ Well, don’t discompose yourself,
Lefovre, said Wallis, steppidg towards
him. He had not distinctly recollected
his presence. He tyrned g piercing eye
upon him, which spoke to his soul—his
tongue faultered a moment, and then he
said—< O Wallis! you have ruined me!
How can I look at you! Yes—you have
not gone the lengths I hawé—but you
first led me astray—first brought me to
base company!” O, I was never unhappy
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till I knew you! —Yet it was all my own
Jault—1 knew better.

Wallis endeavoured to cover his awk-
wardness under this address, by assuming
an air of indifference.
~ Lefevre’s quick eye, still searching
his countenance, observed it.—¢ O Wallis,’
said he, ¢ attend to me!—1 have little to
say in this world !—There is hope for you.
Doubt not the truth of religion. I tried to
doubt, but I don’t doubt now! 1 feel there
is a God whom I have offended. I feel
there is a heaven I have lost. T jfeel there
is a hell—I have the witness here (strik-
ing his breast)~—~O ,do not trifle as I have
done—as you have done--renounce the
world—fly c«o the Saviour. Brave not the
terrors of God! I could brave more than
you—but see what T am! The finger of
God crushes me like a moth!—O ’tis a
terrible thing to fall into the hands of the
living God !’ -

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

Meanwhile he and Lefevre’s uncle
were relieted from the strangeness of a
sick room, a place they scarcely cver
visited, by the arrival of a physician. They
had requested his attendance on their way,
and now hastened to give lim his instruc-
tions. 'They assured hin that the patient’s
complaints, whatever they were, were
brought on by-strange religious notions.
That he had the misfortyne to,get ac-
quainted with some methodistical people,
,who had bewildered his head; and that
there was no hope for him, unless he were
separated fromn thew. '

Thus prepoaseqsed the, wmthy prac-
titioner found little dlﬂlcul!y in deriding
on the disease—it was religious fren:
The remedy was' to correspond with this
predication. In addition toa medicinal pre-
scription, he was to be kept quiet, and not
to see anybody, (that is, as was understood
by the parties, 'not anybc;dy of a certuin
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character,) —all methodistical books were
to be put from his sight—his attention was
to be diverted wholly, if possible, from
religion—and, as the fever should subside,
he was to be entertained with cheerful
company, and worldly amusements.
Supported by such authority, the uncle
(Mr. Perry) resolved immediately on his
measures. He saw no way of fulfilling
the physician’s directions, as Lefevre was
now circumstanced; he, therefore, deter-
mined to carry him to his own residence.
That residence was a tavern in the neigh-
bourhood of the city; a place not well
suited, it inust be confessed, to an invalid.
But Mr. Perry was never troubled with
any little soruples of delicacy. He was a
man of rough manners, gross perceptions,
and positive opinions. 1f people saw with
him, why they were right and good for
something ; if they did not, they were fools,
and he could not help it His intentions,
however, were generally honest ; and, if he
now resolved on removing his nephew, he
did it in kindness, and for his welfare. He
had a sort of natural antipathy to methodists,
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(so he called without txception, all who
showed any cancern for religion,) for
which he could not account, and which
he was willing to cherish. He was surc
no good could come where they were, and
he re.]owed in his heart, that he should be
able to foil them. *

Accordingly his purpose was announ-
ced in the spirit which conceived it. Le-
fevre had relapsed into insensibility, and
could offer no opposition. Douglas, know-
ing his sentiments towards his uncle, ven-
tured to remonstrate, as far as he could,
when the claims of relationship were inter-
posed ; but it affected Mr. Perry, as the
most rational remonstrance always affected
liim, when he had once spoken his mind,~—
it only transformed his resolution to ob-
stinacy. He was pleased, indeed, rather
than otherwise, to know the step would
inflict the vexatian he desired ; and, with-
out loss of time, he and Wallis conveyed
the unresisting, unhappy Lefcvre, from his
own apartments to those of hi$ relative,
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CHAPTER XXIIL
E————

® THUS separated from his friends, Le-
fevre passed twe days almost in solitude.
Those who had peen most associated with
him in folly, seemed to forget his very
existence, Wallis had been content to
send a servant to inquire after his health;
and his uncle satisfied himself, with pro-
curing the best advice, and ordering the
best noutishmeat for him. This was truly
as much as might ke expected from such
a person. lIle was a merry fellow and a
bon vivanl ;chow could he bear to be con-
fined with'the sick?. Besides, he had the
same antipathy to a sick-chamber, as he
had to all methodism; and very possibly it
sprang from the same causes.

Lefevre’s religious friecnds would still
have supplied the deficiencies of his worldly
connections;* but their efforts were una-
vailing. Mrs. Rnssell had called, and was
not asked to see him. Douglas had been,
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but was assured he was asleep; and Le-
fevre remained without any knowledge of
their kindness. His bodily health, how-
ever, was improving. A right application
of medicing had. brought rest to his ex-
hausted frame; and rest was succeeded by
a considerable diminution®of fever. The
consequences might have been most happy,
had a judicious christian friend been at
hand, to divert his attention from himself,
and occasionally hold up to him “ the hope
of the gospel.” As it was, his thoughts
preyed upon themselves. He pronouaced
the name of Douglas—bu¢ it was when
there was none to hear’ Irom a wish to
withhold his, wretchedness from the cold
curiosity of unsympathizing attendants, it
accumulated upon him+ and he ‘was sink-
ing seusibly, from the violent expression
of it, into soul-consuming melancholy.
The afternoop of the third day, how-
ever, brought his mother to town as his
comforter. She had received a hastily
written letter, stating generally, that her
son was dangerously ill, without any ex-
planatory detail. Here was room {or ima-
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gination to work ;and Mrs. Lefevre’s had
wrought upon her to agony, before she
reached the end of her journey. How did
her maternal bosom swell as the hackney
carriage, which bore her from the inn to
her brother’s, stopt at his door! Without
dismissing it, she sprang into the bar-par-
lour, and exclaimed—* Is he alive ?—and
then sauk into a chair, trembling to hear
the answer to a question she was so eager
to put.

¢ Don’t be uneasy,’ said the brother,
taking her hand, and supporting her, ¢ he
is alive ! "

¢ Oh !|--Thank God !’ she cried, hyste-
rically.  She could ask ner hear any
more. [Her feelings had all flowed some
hours in “one direction; they were now
suddenly thrown back into an opposite
onc. The change was too violent—she
fainted under it. ‘

The application of the common means
soon restored Mrs. Lefevre from her swoon.
With her first thought returned the name
of her son. ¢ He is alive,!—How#is he?’
gaid she
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« O, yes,’ returned the brother, ¢ he’s
alive and doing:well. Ile’s been doing
well enough since I took him in hand.
Poor fellow ! —he was as mad as a March
hare, whene I found him tomnented by,
those canting, psalm-singing met%odlsts—
Not half so bad, now —He'll soon be right
again, I'll warrant.’

¢ Thank God !’.exclaimed the grate-
ful mother, springing from her scat. ¢ Let
me see him ?’

¢ Follow me,’ said the straight-forward
brother, and immediately he led the way
to the staircase,

It had been well if, ‘in Lefevre’s weak
state, they had thought of apprizing him of.
his mother’s arrival, prior to the interview ;
but the uncle, in the eagerness to show off
his recovering nephew,*and the mother, in
her impatience to embrace her beloved son,
forgot what was dae to his tender system.
It did not matter. With high, but with
varying emotions, they entered the room
— Lefevre was not there ! )

Mr, Perry stood like*a statue one
minute ; the next he exclaimed, ¢ Bless

VOL.II. H
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me !’ in a tone of confusion and astonish-
ment. o

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

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

¢ Mr. Perry,’ she resumed, ¢ you know
where Charles is! Where is-he? 1 must
not be trifled with !’

¢ This is strange enough!’ he cried.
‘ Where is hé? that’s what I want to know.
Upon my honor I don’t know where he is.

Mirs. Lefevre's eye dwelt on his face
as he uttered this. She felt he spoke
seriously. 1In her turn, she stood motion-
less, under ‘the arrest of new and uncer-
tain apprehension; and. then ran from
the chamber to other parts of the house,
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in search of him, not khowing whither she
went. Every place, likely and unlikely,
was examined; but nothing could be scen
of him. Every servant was catechised ;
but nothing could be heard of him: ex-
cept, that his attendant stated, he had
talked in the morning of frying to walk on
the bridge, but that she had seen himn long
since dinner. .

Messengers were now despatched to
the bridge—he was not to be found there.
Again they were hurried to his friends,
who resided about the Metropolis —
nothing could be ascertainéd. The night
shut in, but he came not—the evening

" wore away, but it bore no tidjngs of Le-
fevre. The whole family was thrown into
the greatest coufusion.’

But, who shall déscribe‘the fcclmfrs of
his mother !— After she had satisfied her-
self that he was not in the housc, she
would have run abroad to seek him. When
restrained from this, she sank exhausted
to the ground, beneath the préssure of sor-
row. She prayed that the servants might
go every where in search of him 3 and, as

, o2
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each one returned’ without intelligence, a
fresh dagger pierced here bleeding heart.
Hour after hour she sat gazing with her
weeping eyes at the window, to catch the
familiar features; till night made all out-
ward objecis alike invisible. As time grew
late she was compelled to give up the
dear hope of seeing him; and her sus-
pense fled to another subject equally
fruitful in anguish—¢ where was he?” Per-
haps, weak as he was, he had fainted in
the street. Perhaps, a fit, of mental dis-
order had scized him; and he was straying
he knew not wnere. Perhaps he had
she had connected his speaking of the
bridge with the water—but. she dared
not express her fears, even to herself. That
night she thought mot of rest. Long she
sat, after the family, with her ear bent to the
house-door, longing for the lingering knock;
and listening, in every passing step, for the
well known tread of her dear Charles.
Hope sickened ; and she betook herself to
the chamber; he had left, alternately, sit-
ting in Ais chair, and resting her aching
head on fis table ; or pacing the room in
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distraction, and then throwing her wearied
body on kis bed for relief. Solitary and
awful were the felings of her soul —the pic-
tures of her imagination that night! Now
she saw him dropping in the street faint
and insensible, without an acquaintance gt
hand, to restore him to his mother. Then
she saw him, under a paroxysm of derange-
ment, running wild from place to place,
exposed to damp and darkness, and un-
aware of the thousand dangers that besct
his path. Then, again, in defiance of her,
her imagination pictured him leaping des-
perately from the balustrades of the bridge
—falling through the air—sinking in the
river—rising, then sinking—rising, then
sinking ~till she shrieked with horror, as
she scemed to hear the last gurglihg of the
waters over the head Jf her onl 3: child!
The next day the effort$ of the family
were renewed, but with as little success.
They could not-trace him a yard beyoud
their own dwelling! As a forlorn hope,
the uncle now sent advertisements to the
papers, and billsto the principal post-
offices, descriptive of Lefevre’s person, and
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proposing a reward on receiving any cer-
tain intelligence of him.

But, what was becotne of Lefevre 2
Looking on his situation as a sort of lonely
imprisonment ; shrinking from an obliga-
tion to a relative he néver kked; and
stimulated by that restlessness, which was
gendered by his' disease, and strengthened
by concealment ; he had resolved to leave
the house. He, at first, proposed to start
in the morning, and had carelessly alluded
to his walking on the bridge to open the
way; but, as the servant immediately said
something abhout the necessity of an attend-
ant, he apparently relinquished the design.
The design, however, was only postponed.
It occured #o0 him, that in the busy part of
the afternoon, when so many persons were
entering and depdrting, he might pass
without being observed. The experiment
was made, and succeeded to his wishes;
it was a full hour after his departure when
he was first missed by his uncle and mo-
ther. Trembling with feebleness and ap-
preliension, Iie hurricd through the adjoin-
ing streets, withéut having resolved to what
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point to direct his way. At length, he
found himself near the Bricklayer's Arms,
in the Deptford Road. Relieved from the
fear of instant detection, his spirits fell
under the weight of exertion so uncqual
to his strangth, *and a faintness ran over
his whole body. Dreading alike to fall
insensible into the arms of*strangers, or to
remain long in so public and near a situa-
tion, he entered the house, and took a glass
of wine, the only woluntary refreshment,
that had passed his lips siuce the day he
visited Douglas, Revived by this scason-
able cordial, he was leaving the seat, on
which he had sought rest—Sstill without an
object before him. All places were alike
"to him, provided they protectad him from
the search of his friends, and hid Itim from
the face of man! A ‘stage for (hathamn
drove up at the moment; and, without
deliberation, be took his place on it, as the
readiest means of accomplishing his desire.
Late in the night the carriage reached
Chatham, Lefevre entered, w.vithout con-
cern, the Inn at which it finally stopt. [le
wanted a bed ; *but he could not ask a bed
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without taking a supper. It was ordered,

and, having scarcely tasted it, he gladly

ascended to his chamber¢ and, too much

exhausted to disencumber himself of his

clothes, he laid on his couch and sunk to
sleep. . .

‘  In the morning he arose from slum-
bers longer andsmore exhilirating, than any
he had known for many—many nights.

He would have foregone breakfast, put
at an Inn there was no option. It came’;
and when it was before him, he was tempt-
ed to partake of it slightly. His account

was then to be settled, as he meant to leave
the honse. Hbw surprised was he to find,

that he had not sufficient money about him

to discharge it! In no other » circum-
stances would he have thought of money

but now he was a prisoner for the want of
it. ¢ What could he'do?’ Herecollected

his watch, and concluded on pledging it.

With this design, he was hastening into

the street. His haste excited the sus-

picions of the vigilant mistress. She ran

up to him as'he reached, the door, and tap-

ping him on the arm, said—¢ Excuse me
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Sir!—but you hav’'n’t settled your reckon-
ing. iy

Lefevre shrunk from her touch, and
turning round looked chagrined, but knew
not what to say, ¢ I—1I shall be back in a
few minutes,” he ‘stammered out. ,

« Is it not convenient now Sir'® p-irsued
tnc landlady. ’

Lefevre was roused. [Ilis anger was
kindled at suspicion he could never en-
dure; and, with an honesty of manner
peculiar to him, he cried—¢What, am T
not to be trusted? Do you insult me?

¢ By no meaus,’ said the subduediady,
thinking it better after all, Yo risk a trifle,
than offend she knew not whom. ¢But
" you mast be aware, we are subject to great
impnsitions. Suspect you! No »onc will
suspect you, Sir, who+once looks in your
face—an honester one I've*never seen, 1
must say. But, as you had called for your
bill, and had said,you wanted nothing more,
1 thought it would have pleased yon to
settle it—1t “ill be quite as well when you
come in, Sir! Hoge no offende, Sir?

Vexed as Lefevre was by this officious
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assault, he felt satisfaction in being suffered
to go before paytent was required; as
the requisition would have been imprac-
ticable. Soon -did he re-appear; and,
redeeming himself from obligation, hast-
ened to escape from the dwellings of hu-
manity.

The exercises of the last sixteen hours
had benefitted Lefevre’s bodily powers,
and they had been, in a.certain way, advan-
tageous to his mind. His desire to avoid
pursuit, had divided his attention; and
his compelled notice of the realities of life,
had sobered his imagination. The deli-
rium of fever hhd passed away; and, with
it, the unconstrained and violent expres-
sion of the passions had subsided. This,
howevers was the whole amount of the
improvement. It was werely superficial.
All within was dark, 'stormy and ominous.
Like the ocean lashed by all the winds
of heaven, Lefevre’s passions had been
wrought up to an impectuous expression of
emotions, which had become intolerable;
and like the"same aw{ul elcment, having
vented their rage, they now rolled and
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swelled with inward and hollow sounds,
far less noisy, but much more dangcrous
and terrible. '

Thus silent, but restless, Lefevre went
forth from the busy town. Where was he
‘to go?—What wds he to do?—were ques,
tions, that did not occur to him. He
mercly wished to escape ' the inquisitive
eye—the impertinent question—the objects
and concerns of a world, which had ruined
him, which he loathed, and from which he
felt he was severed for ever. In a word,
he sought solitusdle.  But solitude was not
made for man; mnch less for the, guilty.
There grows the nightshade; there live
the scorpion and the serpent; there dwell
the bheasis of prey ‘going about seeking
whom they may devoury and therc are
found the syrens of a lower world,, decoy-
ing the reckless wanderer to” his own de-
struction. Lefevre should have sought in
the sanctuary of* friendship, the medium
between desolate solitude, and worldly
tumult ; but he had yet mu(.:b to learn.
The means he once more adopted for his
relief, were such as would provoke his
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distemper ; and, as he wandered carelessly
away over hill and valley, to the eye of a
compassionate spectator,” he appeared as
though he were ¢going out into the wilder-
ness to be tempted.’

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

The prospect around him was pleasing.
The river, in one direction, 1an and winded,
as far as the eye could see; and in the
other, wasy at about half a mile from the
spot, décorated with a well formed bridge,
which was animated by the foot of industry,
and the rambling of carriages. The arms
of the bridge united the dwellings and
inhabitants of two populeus towns; while
its elliptic arches presented in fine pers-
pective, the cottages, meadows, and hills,
which rested in the (distance. On one
hand, the hills" again arose in larger and
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holder form, clothed with a verdure that
might have deceived one into spring. On
the other hand, appeared, on a pretty
eminence, the tower of a church, rendered
beautiful, by being encircled with elm
trees ; respectable, by standing connected
with the remains of an old baronial castle;
and awful, by having at its feet the tomb
of our fathers, and our fathers’ fathers. On
th.c whole scene the sun now shone with a
living brightness. Nature had shed her
dews profusely on the face of the earth, as
if to hide the nakedness of autumn ; ‘and
now they glittered on every-object, with a
crystal, silvery light.

But what were delightful prospects
to Lefevre! If his eye strayed over the
scenery, it was unconsciously dnd for a
moment ; and, if it Ilad any effect upon
him, it was without effort or comparison.
Its gaiety and cheerfulness insensibly
seemed to put himn farther from happiness ;
and to deepen the darkuess of his soul.
There was but one, object thdt could se-
cure his attention, and on that it was fixed
— it was the river! His eyes rose and fell
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upon its waters, 50 as to indicate a spirit
under the changing sway of anguish, fear,
and desperation. For some minutes, he
had sat as still as the tree beneath which
he rested, and then, with a law voice, as
if opposiug some objections, said—* Why
should I live?* My life-is a curse to my-
self and to others, I know I am lost and
must die—Why should T live? If I were
dead, I should know what I have to sufier.
My punishment is just—I allow it; why
may I not seek it?” To thjs, a voice within
him* replied,—That t‘hough the sentence
were just, he was not authorized to take
the execution of it into his own hands—
that the Anthor of life alone,-has-the right
of dispusing of life—and that to touch his
own life would only be to add to his other
transgressions the heinous one of self-des-
truction.

Lefevre, with all his waywardness,
was not willing to add to his offences, and
he had ne argument to oppose to these
suggestions ; yet the tempter was busy in
his soul. As he was silerrtly revolving the
perilous subject, and his reason and pas-
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sion held doubtful conflict, a sheep belong-
ing to a flock freding near him, ventured
from the circle; and, coming within a few
yards of him, stood looking in his face.
Lefevre’s attention was called up. Dumb
as the animnal was, its features spoke it in-
nocent and happy. He could notlook upon
it—it touched his heart! <I was once,
thought he, ¢ lLke it—what am I now!’
He turned away his head, rose from the
ground, and began to walk from a spot so
eunsnaring to him,

The tempter does not always expect
immediate success to attend the temptation
he offers. An alarining object must be re-
conciled to dhe sight, by frequent presen-
tation, before it can be embraced. Lefevre’s
mind had been happily diverted frow itself,
in 2 moment of great danger; but the sub-
ject on which it dwelt was by no means
dismissed. On the contrary, he returned
to it directiy—Dbalanced it in his thoughts
with an avidity he could have experienced
on nothing else—and often rose to a tone
of confidence, in deciding against doing
an injury to his own person. TThis did
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not signify. His ‘enemy had gained one
point, perhaps the only oue he proposed
at this time—he had familiarized his
thoughts to the act, by the very considera-
tion of it. 'The hour of close assault was
to come.

The day, for the season of the year,
had been remarkably fine and warm; and
the evening partook ofiits nature. Lefevre
had rambled about till, as the sun was dew
clining, he came in view once more of the
river ; but at a distance of about five miles
from the spot, to which a reference has al-
ready been made. The feelings, with which
he had gazed upon it in the morning, pow-
erfully revived within him; and. he was,
alas! too well prepared to indulge them
with, at least, diminished horror. Ile ad-
vanced to the side of'it. A bank had been
made, several yards in length, for facilita-
ting the conveyance of chalk and flint to
the vessels; it was now in disuse, and co-
vered with grass, except where a few cal-
carious stones were secp. The side to the
water rose perpendicular about four feet
above the surface, and descended several
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feet below it. To this elevation Lefevre
ascended. He walked to and fro, agitated
with those throes of passion which, by the
torment they gave, biassed his mind to the
sinister resolutlon, Weary, of action and
weary of llfe, he sat himself on the stones’
at the very verge of the river. This was
the moment of trial! The night had come
on. Obscurity had fallen on every thing
but the waters; on them the moon beams
plkyed with most fascinating sweetness.
Lefevre’s frame was heated with fever and
exercise; no bretze was stirring to invigo-
rate it; the river alone lookeg cool and re-
freshing, and seemed inviting him to its
very bosom.—He listened—not a sound
was to be’heard. He looked réund—not
a living creature was to pe seen. -His pur-
pose strengthened —he, started on his feet.
His spirit shaddered with horror—not at
the leap to the waters—but at the idea of
rushing into the presence of the Great God
he had offended ! He walked about in agita-
tion—sat down again. He pestponed a
purpose which he hdd not power either to
break or fulfil—he would do it when the
VOL. IIL X
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tide came to a certain height. His aching
eye hung over the bank, watching the aw-
ful progress of the rippling waters. Now
they ran over the stone, which was to fill
up the measure of his tinye —but they sank
again! The blood fell back to his heart,
and the sweat drops sprang on his fore-
head! Now again the little waves ripple
over the mark—and—subside no more!
He rises from his seat for the last time!
He starts to see a person in the path which
ran along the bottom of the bank. He
paused to get the stranger out of sight.
This was not so readily done. He waited
—and waited ; and, at last concluding the
mtruder meant to watch him, he descended
‘to the pathway, and left the place full of
indignation.

Lefevre was not mistaken in thinking
himself watched. The stranger was a per-
son of benevolence and leisure. He had
been walking and reading on the side
of the river, as was his custom. On re-
turning téwards his home, he sought rest
a few moments on the stump of a tree, at
some distance from the bank. As he was
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sitting here, Lefevre came in sight; while
the branches of a small thicket concealed
him from Lefevre. There was something
in his manner, which stirred suspicion
in the heart of the stranger; and instantly
he resolved not to leave the spot, while
he remained. As the night approached,
and Lefevre seemed ripening in his pur-
pose, he began to walk slowly along the
path with his book under his arm, as
iknieditation ; coucluding that he should
certainly be observed. To his surprise,
however, he hatl ventured by the foot
of thc bank, and, so fully, was the at-
tention of Lefevre absorbed, he was un-
heard—unseen. He now was returning
with the design of speaking, should it be’
necessary, when his moving person met
Lefevre’s eye, and frustrated a purpose
that might have been fulfilled, but for such
an intervention. Thus possibleis it for the
benevolent mind, that seizes occasions of
doing good, to bless and save a fellow-
creature, without speaking a word, or ex-
pending a shilling ! * .

Lefevre, for such a striking interposi-

12
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tion of Providence, felt no gratitude—no
joy. Fretted and mortified, he moved
slowly towards the dwellings of man; and,
on reaching Brompton, he entered the first
inn he saw capable of giving him lodging.
Quickly he sought his chamber, and re-
alized, in frightful dreams, what he had
happily failed to realize during his waking
hours,

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

¢ What do you mean, Sir?’ exclaimed
Lefevre, fited by that jealousy of insult
which commonly attends the fallen.
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* May I be so bold, Sir, as to ask you
your name?’ said the publican, without
answering the question.

¢ No, Sir, you may not!’ replied Le-
fevre sharply. |

¢ Hum? said the publican, ¢hat’s odd
enough! An honest man may tell his name
to all the world, as I do’—pointing to his
sign which was creaking over the door.

« Sir, I will suffer no insolence,’ re-
tdened Lefevre, taking up his hat.—¢ Tell
me what I have to pay you.’

‘Bobs!’ resumed the landlord, ¢ 1
mean no offence, Sir—so yqu neec not be
so testy.—But pray mightn't you have come
from Lon’on about a couple of days ago?’

¢ Let me know what I hdve to pay’
you, Sir!’ cried Lefevrf.:, choked, with in-
dignation. . . ’

¢ Heyday!’ said the publican care-
lessly. Then coming nearer, and present-
ing a paper he held in his hand, continued
—‘I only just wanted to judge whether
this description belonged to ypu—but as
you will answer wre nothing, judge for
yourself,” laying it on the table.
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Lefevre cast his eyes uponit. It ran—
Missing,
A
Young Man,
) Thirty. years of age ; five feet nine
inches high ; of florid complexion and

large dark eyes ;

-

h

B »
a0

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

¢ My boy,” said he, ¢saw it stuck up
at the Post Office, and a crowd »f people_
looking at it. He would have it was you,
and has wrote it all down here. And I
must say, I'ni of the boy’s mind now. See
it answers in every thing, even your dress,

Black coat & wuistcoat, § grey pantaloons.
¢ And,’ cried the boy, ‘it says
Tl;e"linen marked with C. L.
and see. here isa C. L holding up the
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corner of Lefevre's silk handkerchief, which
laid on the table.,

¢ Sure enough, so it is, hoy !’ said the
father. ¢ Why this is proof positive.’

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

¢ O certaiuly, Sir,’ resumed the landlord,
‘ Dat-if you mean by that, you are going
away, I must make bold to tell you, you
cannot leave this hotise.’ .

¢ Prevent me at your peril,” said Le-
fevre.

¢ Ha] peril be on me! but I will,’ said .
the determined publican.

Lefevre moved towards the dvor. The
publican put out his arm to prevent him,
and continuéd calinly,—¢ Let us under-
stand oune another young man., I don’t
mean to hurt you, or'insult you—no, no,
but I think it my bounden duty to keep
you, till your friends can be’informed
where you are, If "you will stay quietly,
we will do every thing to make yon com-
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fortable; if you will not, we must use
means—for go you sha'z’t till we've sent
to Lon’on.’ )

The little rooin was now filling with
persons, curious to know the subject of
altercation. Lefevre could, at no time,
bear the gaze of impertinence; and now,
in such equivocal circumstances, it was in-
tolerable. He made his passage through
the crowd—gained his chamber—and, re-
nouncing afresh all intercourse with hnwlin
society, shut his door resentfully on the
whole world ; while the landlord instantly
adopted meangs to preventhis escape, should
he be disposed to attempt it.

This precaution, however, was unne-

“cessary. Time was, when in such a situa-
tion, the exasperated spirit of Lefevre
would have scorped all ordinary fastenings;
but now a little child might watch him.
His spirits, though not softened, were bro-
ken; aund it was only when suddenly ex-
posed to real or fancied provocation, that
they rose znd flashed with indignation, and
then sunk again in powerless apathy. Me-
lancholy was evidently preying on the
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energies of his soul. He was becoming un-
conquerably averse from speech and mo-
tion; and, if he had a desire, it appeared
to be merely, that he should be left alone.
All this day he scarcely moved, and did
not speak’ He sat almost in, the same
posture, and gazed vacantly on one blank
part of the partition which confined him.
It was doubtless unpropitious to him, that
he had fallen into $uch hands just at this
stage.of his complaint. His host, it must
be allowed, acted towards him with honest
intentions and general kindness; but with-
out that gentle sympathy, which has often
reached a desperate wound, after resisting
remedies of more imposing name. Lefevre
felt this; his disordered mindl gave the
worst coloring to his conduct; and, by
poring on it, it helped to fix a conviction
which had become almost indelible—that
he was abhorred of God, and despised of
all men! ’
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CHAPTER XXIV.

« EARLY the following day, Mr. Perry,
with an attendant, arrived in post-chaise
to claim his nephew, and bear him back
to town. This duty he performed very
much to his credit. Elate with joy at
finding his relative, after so many appre.
hensions for his safety, he freely expressed
his delight, and restrained himself from
any thing like ypbraiding. He was, how-
ever, a little mortified when he perceived,
tha,t he was rendering what he thought &
ver y important service to one, who refused
to offer the slightest, acknowledgment.

. Lefevre, indeed, . was neither satisfied
nor displeased with his arrival. He was
ready to obey his bidding; but it was less
from any inclination to m&ve, than from a
dislike to resistance. He passed from his
chamber to ‘the chaise without a look or a
word ; and went from the Inn at Bromp-
ton to hig uncle’s residence, nearly uncon-
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scious. of what was happening to him.
Many a time did his uncle endeavour to
rouse him to attention and speech ; but
finding no success, he turned away from
him to his other companion, ¢ Well,” thought
he, ¢ this is'odd ; but his mother,will make
hlm speak I'll be bound.’

The carriage stopt at the door. They
alighted; and ascended to the room where
Mrs. Lefevre was waiting to receive them.
Her attentive ear heard them cowming.
She ran towards them. Her quick eye
glanced on the’ features of her child to
assure herself of his identjty. ¢ *Tis he!
"Tis he!’ she exclaimed, embracing him.
‘ Mother!’ cried Lefevre, with a faint voice,
as his liead sunk on her bofom. <My
son! My son!’ she replied, falling on his
neck and sobbing alopd. . .

Mrs. Lefevre struggled to suppress her
emotions of joy, that she might be at liberty
to utter them in free communion with her
son. It was in vain; her son could not
be induced to speak again. OQufe word had
burst from his hebrt on falling into the
arms of a parent who loved him so,entirely,
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and whom he had not seen for so long a
period—but it was all.

Deep melancholy had been gradually
preying upon Lefevre, and her dominion
seemed now complete. He became more
kike the statue of a man, 'than a man him-
self. Hour after hour he would retain the
same seat, and even the same attitude,
without any sense of fatigue; as in sleep
we retain a posture free from uneasiness.
which would have been insupportable. hatl
we been awake to our situation. The fea-
tures, of his face were fixed in one un-
changedr expresgsion ; knowing no variation
but the occasional muttering of the lips,
which yet emitted no articulate sounds.
He noticed nothing—he wished for nothing
—he showed feeling at nothing; except
when atiempts were made to disturb him.
The servants, and even the very animals
of the house, in time, passed to and from
his room, as though it were unoccupied;
and, if any regard was paid to it, it was
such a regatd as we pay to a place where
death has entered, and 'not where a living
inhabitant is found. In a word, Lefevre
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appeared to have lost all volition. He was
like a fine machine, perfect in all its parts;
but, from the fracture of the grand spring,
incapable of all motion, except by extrinsic
excitement. With all this apparent insen-
sibility, however, to a careful» observer:
there was an indefinable something about
Lefevre, which indicated —not only feeling
~—but feeling compressed and agonizing.
The rebellious passions had ceased their
v.olent struggles in the outworks, but they
were now sapping the very citadel. A
cold, stony indifference had placed its
deathy form on all his faculties; bat upon
the whole of that form might be seen the
worm of angulsh silently, but rapaciously,
feeding on the very seat of vitality !
Nothing can readily be imagined more
afllicting to an affectiqnate mpther,°than to
be called to attend, day after day, a child
in such a situation. She soothed him—
she caressed him—she entreated hiin—she
prayed for him—she wept over him—but
nothing availed—it was like rajn falling on
the rock. The most that, by all her efforts
she could extort from him was af unwel-
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come ¢ Leave me! leave me!’—and all the
notice for some days which he took of any
thing, distinct from his slight refreshments,
was to put a small testaraent in his pocket,
which laid on the table., The book was
one he had given to Caroline. His mother
had found it amongst his things, and had
placed it in his way, hoping he might look
into it. In this particular she was disap-
pointed ; yet, that mother alone, who has
watched day and night over a child-i=n‘h
similar state, can conceive the pleasure
this cimple act afforded; as it was the only
voluntary one she had witnessed.

Lefevre's uncle was, perhaps, almost
as much affected as his mother, although
in a different manuver. She felt undoubt-
edly from'affectionate concern; but he felt
much more from wounded pride. It was
the unhappiness of Mr. Perry, that he
could give no quarter o any onc who
resisted his will. Now, it had been his
will, that Lefevre should walk abroad, see
company, sltuffle cards, read plays, go to
the theatre, and wholly forget whatever
related to religion; but, although, his will
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had been formally made known, and fre-
quently insisted ypon, it was to his dismay
entirely inefficient. Sownetimes, vexation
mingling with hope, would carry him to
Lefevre, and urge him to compliance. He
would then address him in alterdate fits of
kindness and anger; and, pressing him
from his seat, oblige him to walk the room,
or compel him to an airing in a carriage.
At other times, vexation leagued with dis-
appcidtment, would hurry him from his
presence,pronouncing his disease a whim—
his temper obstinaté—his heart ungrateful
—his religion hypocrisy. '

It must be granted that, how well-in-
tentioned soever, this treatinent, it was on-
the whole of no promising description.
Lefevre wanted those 'noiseless, declicate,
unobtrusive attentions whiclr appe;r care-
less of the object, they are most anxiously
watching. It was well his thoughts
should be called off from himself; but
it should have been done, not in defi-
ance or neglect of his humdur, but by
making his humour insensibly a party to
the design. By such patient effbrts he
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might have been recovered to confidence
and conversation; and iq the absence of
them, he waxed as much worse as his des-
perate state would allow. His mother's
overwrought feeling and unsubdued kind-
fess, only deepened his dissatisfaction
with himself, since he could make her no
return ; while the rough and forceful con-
duct of his uncle, only converted dislike
into fixed antipathy.

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

In'a day or two Douglas called to
enquire after his friend, and was requested
to see him. The request surprised and
pleased him; and he immediately followed
Mrs. Lefevre to his room.

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

¢ Sun! how I hate thy beams ;’

while, from it§ unfitness to gnswer the
end, the rays of light streamed in round
its sides, so as to render the gloom heavy
and visible. In the centre of this gloom
sat Lefevre, as thodgh loving the darkness
he hagd created. His body was bent ; his
legs crossed ; his elbow rested on the table;
and his hand supported his forehead, so
as to cover his face as much as pos.sible.
How changed was that face! The eye,
once so quick and gay, now fell motionless
on the ground; and the cheek; once florid
with the inantling blood of health, was
sunken and sallow. !31“, the expression/—
how shall it be described? It wasof one
siinple character ; but every passion which
is hostile to the’pecace of man, seemed to
have contributed to its formation. And,
as though the fullest effect, were to be
given to the scene, Lefevre sat with his
back to the light, and Lis 'face to  the fire;
VOL. 1I. K



184 NO FICTION': A NARRATIVE

and it was only, at one time, by the bicker-
ing and smoky flame, and, at another, by
the lurid glare of heated coal, that his
features could be discriminated. The
whole apparition instantancously reminded
Douglas qf some of Fusell’s unéarthly con-
ceptions ; but, with this sense of his pre-
sent condition, he associated a recollection
of the height from which he had fallen.

¢ Sorrow is a sacred thing.” And that
sorrow that lies deep in the hearfthat
breathes no sigh—sheds no tear—utters
no complaint, is wonderfully affecting.
Douglas never felt more respect mix with
his pity, than at this period of Lefevre’s
uttermost distress. With the delicacy of
Job’s friends, a delicacy he had often ad-
mired, he.sat down without saying a word
to sympathize with him in silence. Pro-
found was the stillness that prevailed for
many minutes. Lefevre seemed moved by
his quiet and respectful sympathy; and
appeared desirous of noticing it, in propor-
tion as it refreated from notice and expres-
sion. He half raised kis eyes in an effort
to look on him; but they fell under him
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again. This rejoiced Douglas; and he
was waiting for the second effort, expect-
ing it to be successful, when Mrs. Lefevre
broke the silence. She did not fully com-
prehend that communion of spirits which
subsists, ot only without words, but ip
scorn of them ; and she was uneasy that he
did not talk to her son.

¢ Charles?” said she, ¢ here is Mr.
Douglas, you'll speak to him, wo'n’t you?’

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

He spoke not. '

¢ If my speaking,” Douglas continued,
¢ is paiuful to you, only raisesyour hand;
and I will desist altogether.”

The hand was not raised. Pouglas
was encouraged —¢T here is hope, Charles !
said he.

Lecfevre shook his head slightly.

¢ O yes, I do assure you there is hope!
For the vilest returning sim.ler there is
hope! The tempter may incline you to
think othcrwisé, but remermber he. is “the

K2
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father of lies.” MHe is always tempting us
cither to presume or despair.’

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

. ‘The Redeemer has siid, < Cowme unto
me all ye that are weary and heavy laden,
and I will give Yyou rest.”

» * * * * * * * X

‘ God has put words into the mouth
of the backslider—¢ Take with you “words
and turn uuto the Lord, and say unto him,
take away all iniquity, aud receive us
graciously.”

* * * * * ¥ * * *e

¢ Let the wicked forsake his way, and
the unrxallteous man his thoughts ; and let
him return unto the Lord, and he will have
mercy upon him; and to our God, for he
will abundantly pardon.” «

* * * * * * ¥* * »

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

Again he shook his head.

<O Charles,” continued Douglas much
affected—* do not cast away hope. Think
of what you are doing. The mercy of God
is unbnunded ; the merit of the Saviour is
infinite ; the agency of the Spirit is al-
mighty :—to suppose then, that their ipfiu-
ence cannot reach you, is to dishonor God
in a point where he is most jealous of his
glory. Surely you would not wish this?’

His frame seemed to shudder at the
suggestion. , .

‘Then do not reject all hopd!’ re-
sumed Douglas. ¢ Look to Him who
looked with pity on his enemies —— his
murderers—who looks with pity ou gou !’

¢ Do, Charles, do! ’ said his mother.
¢Take comfort I entreat you!’s’

* For your own'sake—(for the sake of
your friends,’ continued Douglas. »
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¢ For my sake—for your mother’s sake!
cried Mrs. Lefevre, seizing his passive
hand, and kissing it. ‘O Charles, my
dear Charles, take comfort! Are you not
my hope—my joy? Do i not live for you
only ? O Chatrles, pity your poor distracted
mother!—Speak to us Charles! Tell us
you will take cowfort—that will comfort
us!’

‘ Leave me! leave me!’ said I\‘efevrq,
gently pressing her away.

¢ Leave me! leave me!. exclaimed the
anguished mother. ¢ O Mr. Douglas! if I
beg of him to speak to me, he says, Leave
me, Leave me! I have heard nothing
from his lips these four days bat Leave
me, Leave me. Cruel words! Cruel child !
—heknows I cannot leave him! ¢ Cana
mother forsake her child, that she should
not have compassion on the son of her
womb, Mr. Donglas?’ .

She walked the room in great distress.

¢ Madam, I besecch you be composed,’
said Douglas. .

¢ Leave me! Leaveme! 1 do every



FOUNDED ON FACTS. 139

thing to comfort him, and he says—Leave
me! Cruel ! < Still walking the room
and clasping her hands.

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

She started. She did not hope to
hear him speak. Her affections took a
new turn, and running to him, she said—
‘Cruel! Did I say you were cruel? No,
you are not cruel! Dear patient sufferer!
you are not cruel! forgive me!—Only
don’t bid me leave you. 1 cannot bear that
word’—and she alternately wept on his
face, and dried up her tears with fer lips.

She continued uttering her aflection
in broken sentcnces. Lefevre spoke not
again, however, as she hoped'; and was
evidently distressed at,her excess of fecl-
ing. Douglas saw no other.way of relicv-
ing him than by proposing to depart. Re-
gretting that he could not have more pri-
vate intercourse with his friend, he rose
to leave, without troubling him with the
notice of his departure, and Mrs. Lefevre
followed him. As'they engered an adjoin-
ing room, she exclaimed—*O, Mx. Doug-
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las, is not Charles in a strange way? Am
not I a most unhappy mother?’ weeping
afresh.

* Your trials are very severe ma’am.’

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

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

<Ah! Mr. Dougtas, but ltS cuttlng—
very cutting—1I fear I shall never be able
to endure it !’

¢ It is, ma’am; but the promise secures
strength equal to the burden. And,’ con-
tinued Douglas, ¢I think it is too much
for you to be continually with your son.
If some othcr ’

‘O no, she interrupted, ‘I cannot
leave him. Who can watch him like a
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mother >—who can do for him like a mo-
ther—who can fzel for him like his mother?
Dear child! 1T cannot leave him! Want
what he will, he asks for nothing — and none
could tell his waxts but his mother !’

¢ Bat then, ma’am, the sigit of him
grieves you, and your griefdistresses him !’

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

“ Indeed it is too much for an affec-
tionate mother!’ said Douglas, wnh great
sympathy. . J

¢ But,” she resumed, ‘if I were not
always with him, his uncle would take it
up, and he would be strict and harsh with
him. He calls it all nonsense and fuancy;
and says he should be scolded and driven
out of it.’ , * .-,

¢That’s a fatal mistake, malam,” re-
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plied Douglas. ‘It is neither- "he
paused. He knew not what to say. He
felt that if he expressed his sentiments, he
should have to protest against the uncle,
and would hardly please the mother. Pro-
priety resirained him. Full of pity for an
excellent parent, he took his leave of her;
promising to renew his visit in three or four
days, and hoping it might be still more
propitious.

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

The next day he himself proposed a
walk. This rejoiced his friends, and his
uncle especially, as he contended that this
improvement, as he called it, was his own
work, and he cheerfully became his com-
panion. '

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

The former elopement of Lefevre led
his relatives immediately to the truth ; and
the family was once more thrown into dis-
order. It was, however, a confusion unlike
the former. + Mr. Perry, unablg to sympa-.
thize with him under the effects of his pe-
culiar sufferings, scrupled not in'his anger
to call him unthankful and unfeeling ; and
declared he ¢ would not pass the threshold
to seek him agaip.’

The first impressions on Mrs. Lefevre
too, were mingled with reploach and cri-
mination, though she could*not bear to
hear them from. other lips. than her own.
Unhappy mother! her cup of suffering was
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now full; and she was called to drink it, at
a moment when her frame was exhausted
by previous anxieties, and almost sleepless
vigilance. She laughed and sobbed —sob-
bed and laughed ; and then swooned, and
was carried to her chamber insensible to
all things. Here her grief continued so to
fill her soul, and agitate her reason, that
she had not power to think of the probable
means for the recovery of her son. Fits of
weeping, of silence, and of talkatfveness,
by turns seized her. Now she walked rest-
less about the room, bitterly reflecting on
her child ¢for forsaking a mother, who
would have gone with him over the face of
the earth;’ and as quickly apologizing for
him, from the weight of his sorrows, and
the influence of his disease. Then, she
would sit down in profound stillness, and
pore over the source of her troubles, till
memory was bewildered ; and confounding
the past with the present, she would leave
her seat to pay her son some little atten-
tions, to which she had been accustomed.
Then again, recalled to recollection by her
own motion, she.would smite her forehead
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to find him absent, and fall back to her
chair, to weep and sob hysterically. But
words were nevel' meant to utter the sor-
rows of a fond mother, who finds herself
husbandless, childless, and hopeless, under
circumstances the most afllictive possible. .

The morning, however, raised her a
little above the violence of her grief. Then
came the workings of a torturing imagina-
tion—where was Leferre? Then followed
severe s¢lf-reproaches, for not having imme-
diately adopted the means for his recovery.
From these she was relieved by concluding,
that her brother had done what she had
forgotten; and, on finding he had not, she
was so exasperated, that all her reproaches
were diverted from herself to bim. Last
of all came the resolution, to use the means
without delay. Into ﬂns resolution Mr.
Perry entcred, if not from real concern,
yet from a desire to justify himself in the
eyes of the world; and instantly all the
former means were put in requisition.

The means employed did .ot avail.
All that day nothing,was heard of Lefevre,
«xcept that a young persc;n' had seen hin
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near Kensington. That night notices were
issued to the different post-offices; and
the next day Douglas, the Russells, and
other friends, joined the relatives in the
search; but still it was in vain. Other
.days and nights were spent ih the same
anxious enquiry, till all enquiry was non-
plussed. At fength, since with all their
exertions, his path could not be tracked
beyond the first afternioon, a nameless fear
took possession of the thoughts of his
friends. Douglas was the principal excep-
tion to this; and, though he had his mis-
givings, he continued to hope, that the
very listlessness which had seized him,
might preserve Lefevre from ll'lJlll ing his
" own persoi.

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

When report had succeeded report,
each one leaving the tantalized mind more
suspiciqus to the truth of all report, a
statement was sent up from a village in the
North Riding of. Yorkshire, which seemed.
to carry credibility with it. It stated, that
a young man on foot tarried at the inn in
that village three weeks ago. That he
looked very ill when he camé—that he
spoke to no one—ate scarccly anything—
and went carly to bed, That he was taken
much worse in the night—aund died at six
o’clock the next morning. That pains had
been taken to find 'out his friends; but that
all their endeavors had been fruitless ; and
he had, therefore, been buried sjxteen days
ago by the parish.* And, finally, that in
cvery particular there was a perfect, agree-
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ment between this person, and the printed
description. This account was signed by
the publican and medical attendant; and
sent, in respectful and condoling terms, to
the relatives of Lefevre.

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

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

However, on the whole the evidence
warranted the identification of Lefevre with
the account. Mr. Perry acquiesced in it,
and Mrs. Lefevre felt fully assured of it.
Woeful were her sorrows at the thought of
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her son’s dying without a friend to soothe
him, andreceiving the last offices ofkindness
from the cold hand of charity; but they
were not so insufferable as the rack of ever-
lasting suspense., She sent off a sum
adequate to cover the expence, which had’
been incurred on the occagion. She put
on mourning, ‘resolving never to take it
off, nor to believe her son existed in the
world, till she saw him with her own eyes’
and it was agreed between her and her
brother, that, should nothing occur within
a twelvemonth td alter their purpose, they
would visit the distant spot, and see a
tomb-stone erected over the ashes of Le-

fevre!

VOL. II.
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CHAPTER XXV.

LEFEVRE was not dead. Nor had
he now, as formerly, any particular tempta-
tion to ‘touch his life” While, therefore,
his relatives are left to weep over his grave;
the reader, if not already wearied with his
wanderings, must be content once. more to
trace his devious path ‘in the land of the
living.’

On leaving his little nephew, as has
been mentioned, Lefevre hastened to free
himself of the metropolis, in a direction the
opposite {o that he had before taken. This
was sonn accomplished; and, on coming
near Keunsington, he began to relax his
pace, when suddenly his hand was seized
by a youth he had not noticed. He started
and frowned, expecting he was pursued,
and resolving on resistance. But a smiling,
grateful, . well-known face instantly dis-
pelled his alarm. I was the face of his
protégé John Graham, He shook his hand
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in silence, and moved to pass on. Young
Graham still fixed an asking and anxious
eye on him. Lefevre shrunk from it, and
turned his face aside. Graham read its
expression Ile thought of the former
elopement and exclimed—<O Mr. Lefevre
you are going —you are going to leave us!—
You are not going to leave us again, are
your’

He spoke not; but endeavoured to
disentangle himself from Graham’s hold.

¢ O Sir, continued Graham, *you
wo'n’'t leave us P Pray don’t leave us! What
will Mr. Douglas do—what will your
mother do ¥
- Lefevre could not endure these recol-,
lections,” and, wresting his arln from the
affectionate grasp of Gyaham, he-went for-
ward. . . ’

Graham’s concern gave him courage.
He renewed his hold, and pressed upon
his arm, so as td check his course. ¢ O,
Mr. Lefevre, if you are going—if you will
go—let me go with you! I will go any
where with you. °If you are unhappy, I
will comfort you. How much you have

L2
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done for me, and I have never been able
to do any thing for you. , Do let me go!’
cried he, scarcely knowing, in his fears for
Lefevre, what he said.

Lefevre was moved by his generosity ;
but, wishiag to get rid of a parley which
gave him such pain, he stopt suddenly,
and looking angrlly, said— ¢ Go!—Go
where sir >—Go kome if you please,” pushing
him from him. '

¢ O, Mr. Lefevre,’ said Grahant, catch-
ing and shaking the hand that had repuls-
ed him, ¢ do not be argry: I thought you
loved ie. And I only meant——but—"
he could say no more for emotion, and the
tear trembled in his eye. .

¢ John, said Lefevre with & hurried
voice, < I do love you! But leave me,
leave mre ” . -

So saying, he extricated himself for
the last time, and turned down a by-street
at the corner of which they had been stand-
ing. Graham remained on the spot irreso-
lute. He did not like to quit his benefac-
tor in circumstances, twhich made it dubi-
ous whether they should meet again ; nor
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did he wish to provoke him to anger by
foilowing him when forbidden. He con-
tinued thoughtful and motionless till Le-
fevre turned an angle at the bottom of the
street and dlsappeared then he ran to
the corner'to catch another sight of him 3
and at last with tardy steps made his way
into town. They were, however, quicken-
ed as he felt the propriety of informing his
uncle and mother where and when he had
seen him. .

Lefevre, after winding through a few
back streets amxd lanes, came again into
the high road, and conveyed himself to
Staines by a passing stage coach. He dis-
mpunted before the carriage entered the
town, and turning off from the*oad by a’
path that offered itself on the left hand,
he went forth, like Cain, oppressad with
a sense of guilt he could ncither bear nor
escape—a fugitive from the face of God
and man. .

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

Fitful and ﬂuctuatmg, however, were
the desires of Lefevre. Thoughtlessly he
had hastened into this waste to rest in soli-
tude ; but, as the blackness of night thick-
ened around him ; asthebiting wind pierced
his slight garments, and carried its chills to
his very heart ;*and as the rain drops fell
from the threatening firmament; he once
more became dusepsibly desirous of ap-
proaching the habitations of man. He
sought the path by which he had left the
main road. He thought he had found it ; but
he was’ mistaken ; it had nothing to dis-
tinguish it from the manifold tracks that
crossed the waste. He hastened.along it.
It brought him to a centre where many
ways met; but none of them exactly in its
own direction. <He knew not what to do!
Incapable of judging on the right, he struck
off into another, as an expenment It led
him to a similar, conﬂux of paths. He
hurried into another of thtse. It brought
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him, as far as the prevailing darkness would
allow him to judge, to the very spot on
which he had first pansed! Lost in the
wandering mazes of the heath, he became
hopeless of finding a covert from the tem-
pest, and gntered, with heartless steps, on
the track that happened to lie nearest to
him. The rain’ now fell heavy and close
to the ground. He moved along in his
way heedless of its influence, till his frame
was benumbed and exhausted ; then, ob-
serving a stone which appeared to mark
the boundaries of some preperty, he sank
dowr oy the heath which had grown thick
arcund it; and, resting his weary arms and
aching head on its top, resigned himself
patiently to ¢ the pelting of 'the: pitiless
storm.’

The ];ath Lefevre had last chosen had
brought him near the.margin of the heath ;
but of this he was ignorant; and that night
he had probably perished, had he not been
protected by the gracious Hand he was
striving to shun. It happened, that a
woodman, who occupiegd a hovel not far
from the spot where he rested, was detain-
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ed an hour later than usual from his home
and, in returning, came necessarily close
by Lefevre. Lefevre, on hearing the foot
of man approach, remained still as the
stone that supported him, expecting that
he should be unnoticed. Happily, how-
ever, the quick eye of the woodman dis-
covered him. The stone had by its color
often served as a way-mark to him on a
night like the present; and, as he was now
searchirg through the darkness for it, he
found it was concealed by some other ob-
Ject. He stopt +in surprise to examine it ;
but could only ascertain that it was a man.

¢ Hem!’ said he, clearing his voice,
¢ who be you?’ ,

Lefevre raised his head and'looked at
him. . .
* Why, ye won’t think of biding here,
in this place, such a night as this?’ con-
tinued the woodman.

¢ Where am I'? said Lefevre.

¢ Where be ye! repeated the wood-
man, changing his voice to pity» ¢ What,
be ye a stranger, and ha’ lost yur way!
Come, then wi’ me, and cdver ye, in my
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little cot a few throws off. You'll surely
be welcome.’ .

¢ No'—replied Lefevre.

¢ Why then,” said the generous man,
¢ I must see ye over the moor.’
* ¢ No'—interrupted Lefevre.

¢ If to leaye ye here alone, is what ye
mean, why —T can’t do that. You’d perish
here such a night as this. How could I
bide to think of a human creatur perish-
ing at my door!—Come,’ "said hes putting
his hand to Lefevre’s armn, ¢ step into my
place there. 1It’s poor fare, but ye shall
never find welcomer.’

¢ No'—said Lefevre again, as he moved
unconsciously along. ¢ How far am I
from a hduse, where I could stay for the
night? . ‘

¢« If it's o pot-heuse ye mean,’ replied
the woodman, ¢a long mile and a bit. An’
not a step of the way would ye find in this
darkness—an’ was it pure day light, you'd
not find yur way, if ye be strange. So
you'd bes{ turn in to my humble place
here,” and he gently ¢pressed his arm for-
ward. , ’
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Lefevre, still lingered and hesitated.

¢ Come!’ resumed the woodman good-
naturedly, ¢ don’t let’'s be higgling here.
"Tis an ugly night. I never see worserain
than this, ip all my born days (shrugging.
his shoulders) so you'd best turh in a bit.
Here it is (pointing beforg him.) ’Tis a
poor shed—but it may warm ye, and cover
ye, and that’s some’hat such a night
(shrugging his shoulders again) and you’re
sure of 4 hearty 'welcome.’

Lefevre moved from the path in which
be was urging’him. The friendly man,
however, still inclining him towatds his
home, said —¢ O, come, ye won’t be nice
tonight. An’ ye be a gentlemun, to warm .
ye and feed ye wull do ye éood. Ar
mayhap, the stars may peep out, and the
clouds blow over, in a bit.o’ tinie —An’
then one may set ye in the way.’

In any common circumstances, Le-
fevre would have rejoiced in a spirit so
kind and generous as this stranger dis-
played; but, now, it only affected him
sufficiently to resigh himself to so friendly
3 hand, ’
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A few more paces brought them di-
rectly on the cottage. It stood in a small
excavation, some yards from the public
path-way ; so that it shewed only its small
brown roof to the passenger, and, in the
light of Gay, would scarcely be taken for
a dwelling. It was, now, only distinguished
to Lefevre by the glimmerings of fire, that
streamed through an ill-fitted door and
window shutter, and piercing through the
misty darkness, played on the épposite
bank of the cavity. ¢ Take care ye don’t
slip,’ said the careful-guide, as they des-
cended‘ towards the door; and just after-
wards he set his finger on the latchet, and

.threw it open. .

A swéet scene was exhibitéd, as by
the very.touch of magic; and set, in a
moment, in full contrast with the howlings
of the wind— the dashing of the storm—
and the blackness of the heavens, which
surrounded it. A fine bright fire was snap-
ping and sparkling on the hearth. A stur-
dy lad sat'snug and happy in the ample
chimney corner, ;watclsing the progress of
the flame on the fuel, with a dog lounging
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at his feet. Before it, at a little round ta-
ble, sat the mother and the wife, neatly
dressed, knitting a stocking; and beside
her was seated a rosy-faced girl, reading
Watts’s Divine Sqngs aloud.

Small and rough was the fufniture of’
the room, but every thing was clean—every
thing was in its place; and this gave an air
of comfort to the humble family, which we
sometimes vainly seek in the abodes of
magnifictnce. Barren as the heath ap-
peared, it is surprising how much they
made it contribtite to their support. . Of
the heath their habitation was built—of the
heath their fire was formed—of the heath
their bedding was made—on the heath .
their little stock of poultry was fed : it
seemed as though the hapd of industry had
power to extract, from the inere wastes of
nature, sustenance, and life, and health.

- It was evident that this little family
were waiting in a_state of preparation, to
receive an absent member, who was the
centre of their loves. Withoul any ex-
travagance, so very hice wag the order of
every thing, you might have thougltt, that
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the lamp had been just trimmed — that
the mother’s neckerchief had been ad-
justed for the last time—and that some
extra turf had been cast on the fire, in re-
ference to his expected arrival, 4

Accordingly, the instant the door was
opened, every, living thing down to the
dog, was in motion; and the prattling girl,
throwing down her book, ran to her usual
embrace. But, on seeing a stranger with
her father, her smiles faded, she Yell back
towards her mother, who had stopt in the
middle of the roown, wondering what could
be the matter. ¢ Come in Sir, said the
woodman, as he led Lefevre over the
threshold, ¢ though the place be unworthy
of ye. Mayhap ye never see the like of it,
changing his address as the light revealed
bis respectable apptarance to him.

Helpless, and almost lifeless, as Le-
fevre was evidently becommg, he con-
ducted him across the room, and placed
him in the corner which his son had just
quitted. ¢

‘ Poor gentlemun,” said he, looking on
him, “he’s hardly sensible,” and then look-
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ing round on his wife for her sympathy.

Her looks said, as plainly as looks
could say, ¢ What can this be !’

¢ Aye, my dear Sally,’” said he replying
to her looks, lgt us not be unmindful to
entertain strangers, for thereby some havé
entertained angels,’

She looked as thouo*h she reverenced
this sacred admonition ; but still, casting
an eye on Lefevre, and transferring it to
her husband, she revealed a shrewdness
that said, ¢ Surely this is not an angel—
at least not a géod augel.’ .

Notwithstanding this sharp reflection,
it must not be concluded, that this worthy
woman was really severe and hard-hearted.,
Lefevre’s troubled and gloomy counte-
nance, united with his ipdifference to every
thing, had made hes first impression an
unfavourable one ; but no sooner was a se-
rious call made on her compassionate offi-
ces, than it wasS apswered with all the
readiness of goc;d nature.

For a few moments only Lefevre was
at all conscious of*the pleasure of genial
heat, returning to his benumbedsand ex-
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hausted frame. The transition was too
sudden — too powerfuly and he sank
from his seat, into a state of total insensi-
bility. No restorative could this cottage
supply, but vinegar; and that was used
without the desired effect. Alarm was ex-
cited by the comtinuance of this motionless
stupor ; and each member of the happy
family evinced, in djfferent ways, how
easily it could pity a stranger in distress.
The father bore him into the adjoining lit-
tle chamber, and began to strip him of his
drenched clothes ; and thé boy followed,
insisting that he should have his bed, and
that he would sit up and watch him. While
.the mother buswd herself in preparing sonte
excellent caudle for him, as the daughter
stood by‘her weeping, she scarcely knew
why. . .

The application of warm clothing,
and the gentle and repeated use of warm
drinks and simple cordlals, produced the
happiest result. Lefevre, before the hour
of family rest, was recovered from death-
like insensibility,»and Sunk into a heavy,
but natdral sleep,
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Short were the hours, reviving the
repose of that night to Lefevre. The
first sounds to which he was in the least
sensible, were to his half-opened senses so
.soft, so sweet, that he could scarcely tell
whether he Was listening to the song of
earthly beings, or dreaming of the harpings
of the heavenly world. His thoughts re-
covered themselves. He found himself on
a poor, but warm pallet resting on the
ground ;—.the sun*was up in the heavens,
rejoicing in his course;—the sky was so
clear, so brilliant, that it seemed almost
impossible it could be the very sky, which
a few hours ago had been surcharged with
rain, and given blackness to night. His
ear, now, distinguished the soumds that
had wakened him ; they were thosg of the
little family, raising, in guppressed veices,
their morning hymn to their kind Pre-
SErver.

Lefevre rose; end dressing himself;
passed into the family room. He was re-
ceived with cheerful faces and kind ex-
pressions. No allusiop was_ made to any
trouble they had had on his actount. You

YOL. II. M
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would have thought his accommodation
cost them nothing; although it was evident,
in so small a dwelling, a stranger could
not be entertained without inconvenience
to all. Lefevre gave them thanks for their
kindness; and, to avoid any explanation or
discourse, he expressed a determination to
leave immediately.

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

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

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

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

But “Lefevre ' found in the youngest
child, an enemy to his repose not so easily
managed. She had for some time been en-
deavouring to gain his attention; and, not
having succeeded to her wishes, without
being pos1t1vely discouraged, she ventured
on bolder advances. She crept bétween his
knees—looked piteously jn his face—and
kissed the hand, that«occasionally Yested
on her shoulder. At length, to relieve him-
self of her observation, he lifted her on hjs
knee. This was the very place to which
she aspired. She looked round pleased on
her parents; and presently aftes} looking
with concern on hitm, saild— Ye won’t
keep out in the rain no more, will yef’

M 2
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Lefevre pressed his lips on her cheek
to hide his looks and save reply.

She sat still, apparently noticing his
silence, and then, looking sorrowfully in
his face again, said —* Yur heart isn’t
breakt, rs it?’ Her mother looked at her
with rebuke, but she did not catch her
eye, and she continued—* Mother said,
she dare say it was breakt, and may be
you’d no good mother to comfort ye, like
me and George.’ !

Lefevre could not speak, the mischief
was done. The father called the child
away; and seated her securely on his knee,
as the only remedy for the future; at the
same time talking to his wife on seme
point of indifference. This respect to his
feelings won upon Lefevre, and, on reco-
vering himself, he remained in their society
with less reluctance.

The repast being ended, Lefevre rose
to depart. He felt sonie embarrassment in
deciding how to treat the obligation under
which he had been laid. There was some-
thing so free and nolde in the behaviour of
these people, that made it difficult to offer
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pecuniary remuneration for their hospita-
lity ; yet, his unwillingness to lie under
obligation, and his sense of justice to a
poor family, disposed him to make the at-
,tempt. With the awkwardness which ac-
companies an action performed in such
circumstances, he put his hand in his
pocket, and taking out all the money he
had—three shillings!—he quietly laid it
down on the table, and, as he stood, held
his bat over it. ¢

The wife, however, observed him, and
looked hurt. Her eyg directed that of her
husband’s to the circumstance; and,.with
a look made up of independence.and li-
berality, he pointed to the money and said
—¢ No Sir,~~nd Sir,—that can’t be. Have
I found ye out, and begged ye to come in
here, and keept ye here “all night, to get
the money from ye! No, Sir.—Do ye see
these hands (stretching them out)—while
they be able to provide for these (looking
on his wife and children) T’ll never think
much of breaking my loaf, or giving my
bed to a fellow creatur in distress!’

Lefevre was gratified to find a great-
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ness of spirit in this particular like his own
but was confused at the refusal of his ac-
knowledgment—¢ I merely thought,” said
he, ‘it was what, in justice to your family,
I ought to give, and you ought to take.’—

*O.no, Sir,’ interposed the woodman,
* we be poor, but, thank God! not so poor
as comes to that. An’ was we never so
poor, it would be no loss at the week’s end
to do a kind thing to a fellow creatur,
when Providence puts it in cne’s way.
Ye know, Sir, what scripture says, «“ He
that giveth a cup of cold water in the name
of a_ disciple, shall not lose his reward”—
and mayhap ye be a disciple 7 said he, with
a significant eye, that would fain have
asked some word to indicate his piety, be-
fore he left them,

' Lefevre sighed ; and employed him-
self in taking up the rejected money.

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

He passed his hand to the mother,
who stood next him, and looked on her
" with as full "an expression of kindness as
his troubled countenance would allow.
Delighted by thisnotice, and affected by
his quiet sorrow, she pressed the hand he
had given, and said with a hesitating voice
and reddening cheeks,—¢ 1If 1 may be so
bold, Sir,——ye surely have some great
trouble on yur heart,——It’s not for us to
say from where it comes — but if, you'd
only carry it to the Lord, Sir, you'd find
comfort---indeed ye wou'd, Sir!’

Lefcere teplied not, but put himself
again in motion. The little girl had, cver
since her offence, been’ lookmw sndewaya
towards Lefevre, for some token of his
favor ; but in vain—he had not observed
her. While he was taking leave, she tooi
her place in the circle, expecting some
notice as a mark of forgivencss 3 and now
he was going away, forgetful of her, she
could no longer brook neglect. She ran
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after him exclaiming—* Kiss me, kiss me!
—TI'll not be naughty.—T’ll never tell what
mother says, no more!’

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

Although Lefevre had no disposition
to detect 9, it was evident, that piety re-
sided under this humble roof; and to its
benignant influence might be ascribed, in
a high degree, that cleanlinessand comfort,
that spirit of independenece and benevo-.
Tence, to which it witnessed. May all our
cottages be adorned with such fruits of
righteousness! May the British peasan-
try become growingly conspicuous in those
charact\eristics;' which have taxed the re-



POUNDED QN FACTS. 17'3

spect of their superiors, the admiration of
the world! May they, though poor in cir-
cuamstance, be rich in faith, fervent in
charity, abundant in good works, and heirs
of an everlasting kingdom!
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CHAPTER XXVI.

————————
b —}

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

With this design, but without carrying
out his reflections into any plan, or sorrow-
fully dwelling on nis nearly exhausted
resources, he wandered forward towards
Guildford. Twilight was resting on the
sutrrounding hills of this fine ancient town,
when he camne into its neighbourhood ; and
he continued hovering on its skirts, till, in
the deeper duskiness of night, he could
enter with greater ‘'security. On entering,
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he looked only for a public-house where
he might rest for the night ; and he passed
into the first that presented itself. Colours
were waving above the door, but he did
not observe them; a recruiting party was
within, btit heedless of them, ke sought a
box that was unoccupied.

Not so heedless was the recruiting
serjeant of Lefevre. Skilful in his employ-
ment, his eye, with an air of vacancy, ran
over Lfevre as he entered, and marked
all it saw. To a man of quick, but not of
deep penetratjon, like the serjeant, there
was that in his manner and featprés that
spoke merely of indolent dissatisfaction.
This, however, was enough. This dispo-
sition was the one of all others the serjeant
was most shrewd in detecting, from its
having been uniformly the leading object
of search; and, on seeing it in Lefevre, he
concluded that he was his prey.

With his thoughts on Lefevre,~wiile
he appeared careless of Lim, he began his
attack. He talked for some time most
merrily of the pleasure of a soldiers life ;
and, to inspire his companions with a warm



176 NO FICTION; A NARRATIVE

sympathy in his assertions, he freely and
more freely pushed round the intoxicating
" tankard. He, then, with nonchalance, intro-
duced himself to Lefevre. He would have
talked to him—but Lefevre would not talk.
He would have prevailed on 'him to drink—
but Lefevre would not drink. All his little
arts were called forth and tried ; but alas!
they were tried in vain. He was retreating,
with that mortification which belongs to a
soldier especially, who finds defeat,*where
he promised himself victory.

Had this officer possessed any real
insight into character, he might have
spared himself his vexation. He had laid
siege to a heart, which, unattacked, was
disposed to a' voluntary surrender.

Lefevre had soon gathered, that these
soldiers bclonged to the——regiment ; part
of which was quartered in the town, for a
couple of days. That the remainder was
coming up; that they were ordered to
Canada; and that, on their way to the
coast, they were looking out for a few
recruits to complete the numbers of the
battalion.” This he thought was the very
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thing he wanted. It would provide for
him ; it would save him the trouble of
directing his own course; and, above all,
it would effectually conceal him from the
search of his friends. He had, however,
withstood the officious manceuwing of the
serjeant; and it was not till he had proved
it to be useless, that Lefevre thought of
obeying the inclinatiens of his heart. He
then freely offered himself to the party,
and was imuarediately enlisted under a
false name—Charles Lawson.

Rash as this step certainly was, and
injurious as it must have been to Lefevre
in any better circumstances, it was now
likely to be beneficial to him, rather than
the cortrary. Incapable as he was to be
his own master, it was well that,he should
be under some syperior , control. No
ordinary authority was now equal to go-
vern his disordered mind ; but the rigid
sanctions of miitary discipline were not
to be disregarded. Soon was he exas-
perated at a power so coercivg; often did
he sink into stubbgrn list.lessness; but then
again, the thought of skameful pupishment
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effectually roused him. Tired of the irri-
tation of his mind, he resigned himself to
perform duties, over which he had no
optiou. Introduced to strangers, he felt,
humble as it was, he had a character to
maintain ; ethis stimulated him to proper
conduct. And, to avoid all suspicion or
troublesome questions, from his rude com-
panions, he placed a strong restraint on
himself; and became social and convers-
able, while his heart was still aNenated
from all society. Perhaps he smiled—
but the smile fled over his face like the
summer- lightning over the scorched hil-
lock. Perhaps he laughed—but the laugh
was 80 hollow—so abrupt, as to be, to
the sensibl¢ mind, the most distressing
expression of deep and nameless sorrow !

Some time was consumed before
Lefevre, with his regiment, reached the
place of embarkation. Much as he had
wished to fly his connexions and native
land, his heart sickened for a moment as
he glanced nn the vessel, that was to trans-
port him from them—perhaps for ever.
The winds codtinued unfavorable for a
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period, and he began to quarrel with the
delay—so restless was his heart!
However, the scason began to open
and the wanted breeze sprang up. 'The
anchor was weighed ; the sails were un-
furled ; afhd thé vessel moved gently for-
ward in her course. The rattling of the
cordage—the shouts of the men—the calls
and counter-calls of the officers, had run
along the deck, and sung in the shrouds ;—
but, noew, all was still, and all was lovely.
The mighty waters rolled in fine undula-
tions ; and, a5 they broke on the side of
the vessel, mmade the silence audible. Every
sail was set; and all of them swelled and
yielded to the fregshening gale. Onward
the vessel rode in calm majestsy, ploughing
through the sea; while the sparkling foam
rose around .her likg a zone of chased sil-
ver. In the east, the moon was risinug on
the darkness, and shed her gentle beams
on the path she was pursuing. Tn the
west, the sun still lingered, and threw his
last rays on the track she had passed;
gilding her stern with glowing light; and
creating, on the slope of @ thougand fluc-
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tuating waves, all the colors of the rainbow.
Around this field of silver and golden light
lay a deep sleeping mist, that gave new
awfulness to the immensity of the ocean,
and cast the air of enchantment on the
land objects, which still kept in view.
Lefevre had received the general im-
pression of this scenery, for it was all new
to him; but his eye dwelt only on his na-
tive country. From the time of setting
sail, he had sought a spot where he might
gaze upon it undisturbed. As he passed
along the shores, objects he,had never be-
fore seen, seemed endeared and familiarized
by the mere circumstance of their stand-
ing on British ground.
" The ship now stood out to sea, and
every object was distanced to his sight.
He painfolly felt every inch of way the
vessel made. Soon the light of day be-
came fainter, and the distance more con-
siderable ; till England only appeared as a
promontory on which nothing could be dis-
tinguished, except the deep fogs that sur-
rounded its foot, and the dim, heavy glory
that still pressed-its summit. Imaginatiom
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still ran over its favorite spots, and his
aflections, so long inactive, obstinately
clung to his friends, now the hand of tiine
threatencd to separate him from them for
ever. His distressed thoughts flew from
thing to thmg, and from one beloved per-
son to another, busy but restless; as though
the opportunity of dwelling on them would
be lost to him, immediately the receding
point of land should be lost in the dark
horizon.® The véssel heaved—and his eye
was thrown from the dear spot on which
it hung! He *shifeed his position—and
strained every nerve of sight to recover it.
Now he saw it!—no, it was a mist! Now!
—no, it was a wave! Still his eye pierced
to the line that bounded the sky and
water ; but, no,—nothing could be found!
—Indescribable angwish swelled * within
him. A thousand tender ties seemed snap-
.ped at once. All the smothered sentimgnts,
of friendship, of fillal affection, of local en-
dearment, 1nv1gorated by the love of coun-
try, a passion so often found %o survive
other attachments, wse in his soul. The
depths of sorrow were broken up*—tears
VOL. II. N



}82 NO FICTION: A NARRATIVE

gushed from his eyes—he sank down on
the ground, and long and bitterly did he
weep !

Salutary were the tears of Lefevre.
As the heavy atmosphere becomes clear
and elastic by the fall of rain, so his tears
wonderfully relieved him of that gloomy
torpor, which had so long oppressed his
spirit. The light of heaven seemed beam-
ing through the separating clouds of me-
lancholy, and his whole 'conduct appear-
ed to him in a totally new point of view.
He was confounded at his own folly and
presumhption, in tearing himself from the
bosom of his friends, and his native coun-
try. The name of his mother quivered on
his lips, while hé thought, for the first time,
seriously of the agonies she must have suf-
fered through his rashness. Softened by
filial love, his mind turned to religious ob-
jects. He no longer held unnatural wax
with his conscience ; but encouraged it in
bringing to remembrance all his sins. Pain-
ful was it to think of the pious entreaties
he had slighted—of the privileges he had
castaway— of the talents he had squander-
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ed—of the immortal hopes he had pawned
to a base and deceitful world! He felt
that he had ruined himself within reach of
a thousand means, extended for his sal-
»vation! Ngver cid sin appear to him so
deceitful, so abominable, so * exceedmg
sinful’ as now. He not only allowed his
guilt as formerly, but was sensible of it;
and was not only sengible of it, but truly
lumbled on the account of it. It was not
with the wconsequences of sin that he now
quarrelled, but with the thing itself. He
almost forgot that it had ruined him,
while he trembled to see how it had dis-
honored God. He no longer rose in re-
serftment agaipst, or sunk in sullen pride
under, the chastening hand of the Almighty;
he was fixed in adoring admiratioh of the
forbearing goodness, Which had not cut
him off from the living—which had even
prevented his w11ful spirit from touch.'ng .
his own life! He endeavoured to raise his
eyes towards the heavens, now bright with
stars. His heart filled. ‘O God!’—he
cried with emotions’” made up of sorrow,
N2
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humility, and love ; and the tears of regret
were changed into those of generous peni-
tence !

With the overthrow of Lefevre’s pride,
fell the power of despair. That genuine -
hunihty, which taught him to admire the
divine goodness, insensibly inspired him
with confidence towards it. The encourag-
ing representations of the heavenly mercy,
which Douglas had made to him, appa-
rently without any desirable effect, now
arose to his recollection. The promises of
the Gospel economy were felt as ¢ the power
of God unto salvation.’” The light that
discovered to his mind the real characters
of his sin, revealed also the glorious work
of the Saviour. While he looked on the
cross ¢ and mourned as a mother for her
only chiild,” delicious comfort mingled with
his grief—it was the revisitings of hope !

¢ And may IT—may I—may I hope!’ said
he to himself with ecstacy; and again the
tears ran faster down his cheek.

With' christian hope came energy of
soul to resolve and to'execute. An anec-
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dote, which had strongly impressed him
years ago, occurred to his memory.* It
was of a young man who had ruined him-
self amongst profligates ; but who, by act-
mg up to one resolution, redeemed the
' estates he had lost. ¢ Yes,’ thoughthe, ‘Itoo
am undone—but I will alter from this hour!
I have destroyed myself—but in God is
my help! I will return unto God from
whom I have so basely revolted.’—Uncon-
sciously his soul*assumed the exercise of
prayer. Nota word passed his lips; but
the tender joy that moved on features set
by tiine to melancholy, and the tears that
still trembled successively in his eye, and
then fell on his clasped hands below, wit-
nessed sufficiently to the inwaml feelings.
Short, but memorable, was that even-
ing to Lefevre; quick, ‘but effectual, the
work that was wrought silently upon him.
He had sunk to the ground beuneath the
weight of bitter regret, biting remorse, and ~
oppressive despalr; he arose, contrite in
heart, renovated by hope, and ,elate with

b L]
* Sce Foster’s Essays, Vol. I, p. ¥67, 3d. Ldition.
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joy and gratitude. The hand of Providence
had waited his last temporal extremity, to
give the friendly rebuke; and now it was
given with such effect, that he alternately
adored and kissed it in the administration. ,

Never did he so distinctly perceive his dan-
ger; and it was in vain that he attempted
to think as he wished of the redemption.
The slave who leaps exulting, as the last
link of his debasing vassalage falls from
him ; —the traveller who, enlightened by
the emerging rays of the moon, starts from
the horrid precipice, over the brink of
whick he was heedlessly walking ;—the
criminal who, condemned by the laws of
his country, is waiting the execution of the
sentence, but who receives a gracious par-
don ;—feel little, compared with what Le-
fevre felt, in being raised from the very
gates of hell, by the arm he was expecting
to shut him up to immitigable ‘and ever-
lasting punishment !

That night Lefevre found that joy is
as inimicAl to sleep as sorrow ; but, though
deprived of their natural rest, his spirits
were refreshed by the sweet cordials of
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hope, and he arose in the morning cheer-
ful and happy. He, now, endeavoured
to take a more sober view of what had
transpired ; occasionally, however, he was
obliged to pause and ask, whether he was
' recurring to a dream or a fact. Rgassured
of the reality of the change, the feelings of
the past evening ran with almost equal
elevation, into the experience of this day ;
and, by turns, gainéd and yielded an as-
cendancy. Now he breathed the humble
prayer—now the fervid acknowledgment.
Now he rejoiced in, his deliverance—then
he trembled at his hair-breadth escape.
At one time, his spirit drooped under a
sense of his weakness and rebellion ; and,
at another, it ascended again baoyant with
faith. Often did the tears of penifence and
Joy mingle together qn his cheek .as they
fell; and often did the tloud of self-dif-
. fidence pass over the sunshine of his now
illuminated countenance ! ° T
To compost and edify his mind, he
took from his pocket the littlg testament,
which has been already named. It was
the only article he had about him ;,except-
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ing his watch, which his uncle had re-
deemed and restored to him. This was
now a prize indeed. He saw several of the
leaves turned down, and passages on them,
containing pathetic invitations and encou-
ragements, marked with an asterisk. He
could not mistake the hand that had per-
formed this work of love—it was his mo-
ther’s! He pressed the book to his lips,
and sighed; and then dwelt on the gra-
cious pledges of mercy, as the testament of
a dying Saviour, presented by the most
affectionate of parents. -

At, he shifted the book in his hand,
his eye fell on some writing on a waste
.page at the commencement. Itstood thus:

Wil thou not Jrom this time cry
unto me, My Father, thou urt the guide of
my youth. )

‘June 16, 1808. ¢ Caroline.’

“This was evidently written by the ex-
cellent young person, whose signature it
bears, about the time she lost her parents.
Lefevre might have read it before; but,
from his state’ of mind, it now made a
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striking impression. He had been medi-
tating afresh on his own follies and the di-
vine graciousness; and it mnade its way di-
rectly to his heart. God, as an all-pitiful
and forglvmg Faiher, seemed to make this
tender appeal to him; and, with a spirit
mel ted by filial love he rephed—‘ Yes, from
this time—the time of my greatest need—1I
will call thee my Father! From this time,
I will renounce every thing opposed to my
love of*Thee ! * From this time, 1 will look
to Thee as my guide, my refuge, my com-
fort. Poor, friendless, and solitary as I am,
through my own wilfulness, I shall err no
more if thou dost guide me —1I shall fall no
anore if thou dost uphold me—I shall be
wretchéd no more if thou dost bless me!
My Father! bless me! My Fagher! from
this time thoy art the 'guidq of my youth!’
From this exercise of faith, his mind sunk
into still and holy communion with the
heavenly world; and the spirit of peace
descended on his soul, as if anxious by its
cordials to heal the manifold wounds of
his bleeding heart.

The season was not to be.forgotten.
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Lefevre subscribed his name and the date,
beneath those of his deceased young friend,
as a memento to him for ever. And, all that
day, he breathed the exclamation of My
Father! My Father!” with the fondness of
a little child, which, for the first time, finds
it has power to utter the dear parental
name ! '

As the pleasing surprise of Lefevre’s
transition from darkness to marvellous light
wore away, he found that much remained
for himn to do. He was in the situation of
a person who is the subject nf a dangerous
fever. The complaint had gathered strength
till it reached the hour of crisis—that hour
had gone by—but still the symptoms of the
disease were cleaving to his frame. The
resolutions he had formed were quickly
made ; but it would require days, and
months, and years to body them forth in
action. Nor could he expect, from what
e now knew of the christian life, that the
work could be effected without much labor
and conflict., The cross he had engaged to
carry, was a daily one—t)ie temptations he
had determined to renounce, were always



FOUNDED ON FACTS. 191

at hand—and the principal enemy he had
to resist, dwelt ever in his bosom. Accus-
tomed as his pride had been to domination,
it was likely it would make most violent
struggles to regain its empire. Pampered
as his chrnal "nature was, it yas to be ex-
pected it would swell against the hand
of mbortification, that sought to keep it un-
der control. Weakened in body and mind

by long habits of*intemperance and sin, it

was net to be supposed, that he could sud-
denly or easily recover the tone they had
lost. . .

However, Lefevre stood firnf to his
purpose, nothing doubting. He felt that
. his resolves now, were very different from
his foriner ones. They weresnot made ini a
hurry, as a quictus to his enraged consci-
ence; but from a Strong sense of duty.
They were not formed-in his own strength;
but in humble dependence on Omnipo-
tence. So that, while he dreadeds to iely.
on himself, lte possessed more composure
and fortitude, than ever sprang from the
boldest confidence in the flesh. He was
well alive to his difficulties, but he beheld
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them with the eye of one who is made wise
unto salvation; and, with the self-devotion
of love and faith, he could say, ‘none of
these things move me, neither count I my
life dear unto me, so that I may testify of
the grace of.the Lord Jesus.’

Social in his nature, and accustomed
to communicate his pleasures, Lefevre now
looked anxiously round on the companions
of his voyage, for a friend ; but alas! not
one was to be found. Ignorance and irre-
ligion prevailed throughout the vessel, with
a few exceptions; and these, did not
amounft ta a character capable of sympa-
thizing with his feelings. In such a situa-
tion indeed, it might well be thought, that
he would mee* rather with oppositioa than
assistance in his religious course; but there
was something so portly in his manner, so
commanding in his *look, as made it dif-
ficult for insolence to attack him. The
epyposition he endured, therefore, was com-
posed more of negative than positive quali-
ties. And, such as this opposition was, it
had, on the whole, beneficial tendencies,
Lefevre’s most virtuous dispositions often
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strengthened against the power of resist-
ance, but relaxed under the warmth of en-
treaty : like the hardy plant that will flou-
rish in its cold desert, but languishes and .
dies bengath the artificial aids of the hot-
house. Self-will was the origihal cause of
this defect. It had been quelled. Yet it
was only after much warfare that its influ-
ence could be destroyed. And, though he
longed for the pleasures of christian friend- *
ship, perhaps it was well, that his incipient
conflicts against its power, should be made
in his present circumstances. .
The leisure which was, at this time,
afforded Lefevre, must also be considered
-as of great advantage. For twelve long
weeks he had scarcely any thing to occupy
his attention as a soldier; and-during this
period, he had a fire oppostunity of direct-
ing his thoughts to the concerns he had so
lamentably neglected. Again and again
did he review the past, till the strong im-"
pressions he had received, were settled
indelibly on his heart. The good seed that
had been sown, had tige to germinate, and
it was watered by the téars of*penitence.
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The bread of life was not only received by
faith, but digested by meditation ; and the
* blessings of promise were not only sought
by prayer, but received with watchfulness,
and acknowledged with thanksgivings.
The objects, too, by which Lefevre
was now.surrounded, were calculated to
accelerate and confirm the ¢good work.’
All before him was grand and sublime.
A shoreless ocean at his feet—an un-
bounded sky above his hedd. The one,
sometimes effulgent with the heavenly lu
minaries ; sometimes lowering with tem-
pest, without a ray of light. The other,
now throwing its bursting billows against
the heavy clouds; now, under a calm sun,
looking like a field of emeralds embossed
in a bed of .gold! But who shall describe
all the varieties formed by the mighty wa-
ters and the glorious heavens !—Lefevre,
reclalmed from low pursuits and at ease
in his comscience, was at l‘iberty to mark
them all, as they were presented. Cut off
from all objects of human labor, except-
ing when he turned his 2ye on the little
plank which boré him, he almost forgot
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the works, and even the existence of man;
and, when they were remembered, it was
only to feel their utter insignificance. No-
thing was great—nothing wonderful but
God! He,felt his presence in all. Some-
times wrapt in joy, he soared to his throne;
sometimes covered with humility, he sunk
prostrate at his feet; but always was he
edified on his holy faith, as he perceived
unutterable goodness sustained by illimi-
table power.

But, after all, the chief improvement
of Lefevre, during this voyage, must be at-
tributed to the close and careful perusal of
the Holy Scriptures. He had obtained the
use of a bikle from a soldier, which had.
been issued from the British and Foreign
Bible Society. It wag the only book he
now possessed ; and-it was well he was li-
mited to it for a season, Formerly, in bis
- best days, like many young christiays, he
read it rather to increase his knowledge
and form his creed, than to mould his
character and direct his corduct; and,
though it had a cdnstant place on his ta-
ble, the novelty and multiplicity “of other
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books robbed it of the regard and submis-
sion its contents demanded. Now, how-
ever, it was raised in his hand, or laid by
his side amongst the coiled ropes on which
he frequently reclined, many hours of every
day. Heread and ruminated—examined
and applied—till he was filled with astonish-
ment and shame to find, that he was com-
paratively so ignorant of a volume, he had
thought he so fully understood. He uni-
formly brought the whole word ot God to
bear on himself. By its precepts, he sought
to govern his own practice ;—by its evi-
dences'of the christian state, .he tried his
own character ;—and by its promises, he
.endeavoured to admiuister to himself sup-
port and consolation. Light increased as
he proceeded; and his coneern became
deep and humiliating to ﬁnd with all his
knowledge, what mistakes he had com-
_mitted on some of the most material, but
-simple points in the spiritual life. He saw,
indeed, that he had often mistaken pas-
sion for principle; compliance with his
own will, for obecience:to the will of God ;
-the gratification of vanity, for the exercise
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of benevolence ; and things totally opposed
to the spirit of religion, for things not only
innocent but commendable!

These discoveries of Lefevre were
'not, however, endirely painful in their in-
fluence. He felt that he no longer hid
himself from the light of truth ; but that he
was honest, and willing to ascertain the
worst. He trusted now in a might greater
than his oyn ; and he was prepared to con-
fess his weakness. His heart was truly
humbled; and, since he was unworthy, he
sought to know 1t, that the grace of Clirist
might be magnified by him.

His relish, too, for ¢ the heavenly man-
na, grew,in proportion as he «fed upon
it. As he studied the scriptures, he felt
they possessed a purity, an autho,nty,
celestial savour all their ‘own; no other
volume ever spoke as they spake. If he
had regretted thathe had no other Book
to relieve his attention, he learnt in the
end to rejoice in it, as privileged to live on
angels’ food. How did the wonderful
economy of salvatlon open upon higs sight
in its harmony and glory! He saw that

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

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

03
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Myr. Lefevre to Mr. Douglas.

Off Cape Breton,
O board the

¢ DEAR DoucLas !

¢ Believe what you see! Thisisindeed
my hand-writing. I am still in the land of
the living. Will this news give you any
pleasure? Yes, it will! T have first abused
your friendship, and then cast it away,
but you are still my friend. O, Douglas!
my folly has caused those, who were most
fit for friendship, gradually te forsake me;
but yoeu will not be of that number. Let
me have' the consolation of thinking, that
I have.one iriend left to me; and that that
friend is he, whom of a]l others, 1 have
loved. )

After the lapse of so much time, 1
hardly know whether 1 should have written
merely to inform you, thatI exist; but,
since I hope I can say I live to better pur-
pose, it is my duty to inform you of it, as
some‘ compensation for all you have suf-
fered on my account. Yes!I trust I may
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assert, that the awful visitation of the Al-
mighty, which you witnessed upon me,
was not in vain! I resisted it as long as
possible, but at length my proud heart
was compelled to yield. It was softened
' I'hope into penitence ; and, I would be-
lieve, I am an instance of the truth of your
maximy that every returning penilent shall
be forgiven.
¢ Forgiven! O, blessed be that mercy
that forgjves me ! —but I can never forgive
myself! The very sense I have of the divine
forgiveness, aggravates every transgression
I have committed. "Have I, with 3 kmow-
ledge of the 'will of God, refused to do it?
Have 1, professing to regard religion,
grossly djshonoured it? Have,I opposed *
the preventing hand of Providence, till my
obstmacy made it necessary to trlat hand,
in saving me, to shake iy réason end my
life, and give me for a season to “ the buf-
“feting of satan?” Have I pierced the
bosom of the hest of fathers, with the
arrows of ingratitude and rebellion? Have
I despised the gentle voice of a pitying,
bleeding, dying saviour P2 — O, what
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a sinner am J!--As perverse as Cain—as
treacherous as Judas —as profane as Esau
—as apostatizing as Peter—as worldly as
Demas—And an I forgiven? Yes, I must
believe, that the grace which has changed
my heart, has pardoned’ my ‘sin—but I
cannot forgive myself! O that my head
were waters, and my eyes a fountain of
tears, then would I weep day and night for
iy transgressions !

< How wonderful are the ways of
God! It was when I had put myself be-
yond the entreaties of friends and the
ordinary means of grace;—it was when he
had permitted me to weary myself with
my own folly, and to taste the fruit of my
own doings ;—it was when" my heart had
settled down into an awful state of sullen_
indifierence to time or eternity—that, with
anaked and outstretched arm, he did the
work alone'-What grace! —What love!—
What forbearance I~What wisdom |—I
never think of it but I weep, and it is
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scarely ever absent from my thoughts.
“ Surely his paths are in the sea, and his
footsteps are not known.” ¢ He hath
brought me up out of the horrible pit and
the miry clay; and hath set my feet upon
a rock, aid hah established my goings ;
and hath put a new song into my mouth,
even praise tomy God!” O, if I am saved
it must be as ¢ the very chief of sinners.”
I have merited the lowest place in hell, and
I desire npthing more than the lowest place
on earth—the lowest place in heaven !

¢ Ah! Douglas though I have so long
neglected your friendship, it is still patural
to me to telf you all I feel ; and you will
not be in danger of concluding, from the
disclosure of my sorrows, that J amn really
unhappy. You know, as much as any
one, what is *the joy of grief;” and that
joy is now mihe; the ondy joy, perhaps,
that is suited to onec, who has sinned as
Tave doue. I grieye, and shall ever grieve,
over my past course;. but it is not the grief
of chafed pride and desperate despair ; it is,
I trust, grief flowing from love, from faith,
from hope. In the midst ‘of such grief, I
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am happy ; so happy that I have no desire
to be raised above it. It is the tear of
remorse that withers and consumes the
soul ; the tear of penitence heals and
refreshes it. My sorrows bring with them,
that peace of conscience I had so long
lost ; and seem to renew unto me the sense
of my Saviour’s forgiving love. O, Douglas,
I am emparadised now, compared with
what I felt under the weight of guilt un-
washed away! I can fuliy entet into the
noble Luther’s assertion, that the worst
estate of the christian, is better than the
best condition of the ungodly.” A sincere
penitent, bathed in tears, knows a satisfac-
tion, which the worldling cannot find,. in
all that glitters in wealth—all that is sweet
in pleasnre—all that is great in distinction!
¢ There, is one thing, however, that
presses heavily upon my mind, and often
renders me truly unhappy. Itis the injury,
I have done to my comrpanions in wicked-
ness. 1 too well know, that my revolt
from religion confirmed them in infidelity ;
and that my daring in sin made them the
bolderr I have done them a mischief
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which I cannot undo. T am, 1 hope, re-
claimed ; but I cannot reclaim them. I
may and will admonish and pray for them ;
but alas! they may still obstinately con-
tinue in a course, that will probably ruin
their temporal; and certainly ,ruin their
eternal interests. O Douglas!—It is only
when *I think of this that I shed tears of
bitterness and gall!

¢ One of this number, I believe, you
know. .Have you not occasionally secn
Wilson with me? And did you not once
express yoursglf pleased with him? Poor
Wilson! It is for him, of all the Test, 1
am most affected. He is affectionate and
gentle ; but easily led—alas! too easily
led for me.’ He was, when I first knew
him, a regular professor, and I think a real
christian ; but I led Him astray,, step by
step, and he became néarly what I was,
He has an amiable young wife, and one
child; and if he continues what h¢ was,
they and himself will speedily be ruined—
ruined—O, how can I say itl—by me/—
Douglas, my belpved pOllglas, if he is
living, find him out, for the sake of your
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friend. Think thatIam the guilty cause of
all his guilt. Tell him what I have suffered
—tell him how [ repent. Pray for him—
warn him—entreat him in your name—in
my name —in our dying Saviour’s name —
to return ,unto the God he has forsaken'
O, I cannot endure the thought of his sink-
ing into perdition through my shkameful
example !

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

¢ There is a shout of “ Land ! Land !”
ondeck. _We have come, I suppose, within
sight of our port. It aflords me no plea-
sure. Unused as [ am to sea life, I shall
quit with reluctance a vessel, where I have
“witnessed so signal an« interposition of
mercy; and with more reluctance shall I
enter on a strange land, to dwell with stran-
gers. But the will of my heavenly Father
be done! All the evil I shall meet with
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must be ascribed to myself; all the good,
to his unmerited favor!

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

Write topy dearest mother and com-
fort her. Ijow I long to have her4orgive-
ness; and to know that my desertion of
her has not broken her health. Cruel that_
I was! *But, indeed, Douglas, I was not
myself then; aud my unele’s_condugt,
though well-designed, goaded my ~4eilen,
but unsubdued pride, to‘an act that might
. place me beyond his reach.

¢ Commend me most kindly to Mr. and
Mrs. Russell, and beg them to pray for me.
I know no one’s prayers I value like those
of the venerable My. Rusgell.

To enquirers, in general, say but little
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of me. Under any circumstances, you know
my dislike of high-flown professions ; and,
in circumstances such as mine, I am sensi-
ble, that the evidence of my sincerity is to
be given, not by multiplied promises and
assurances, but by steady, persevering, chris-
tian practice. May 1 be enabled to furnish
such evidence, that the righteous may see
it and be glad —that the sinner may behold
it and repent! '

¢ Will you send me out a féew books.
1 will leave the cheice to you, as you can
judge what may be most svitable. Let me
have also your correspondence to me. You
will find it, either at my lodgings, or at my
uncle’s, with my other papers. I think it
will benefit me, and bring you near to me
ir the lard of strangers, to which I have
transported myself: How I conclude on
your renewed friendship. You will not
withhold it, my dear Douglas?

¢ Your’s, though’ unworthib',

. ¢ Most-affectionately,

\ \J
. . ¢ CuaRLES LEFEVRE.
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Myr. Lefevre to John Graham.

The Gulf of St. Lawrance,
On board the

[ ] [
¢« My DEAR YouNc FRIEND,

“'The manner in which I parted from
you in the streets of I.ondon, three months
ago, has, on reflection, often given me dis-
tress. You maust refer it, not to any un-
worthiness in you, or any variation of affec-
tion in me, bug to strange disorder of body
and mind-disorder brought upenme by
my own errors.

¢ In coming to my right mind, one of
my first wishes was, that myepast miscar-
riages might be beneficial to you, 1 now
write you, therefore, not merely to seaSsure
you of my love, but to render my experi-
ence useful to the opening years of your
life. And, if it>shall, by the blessing of
Him who alone teacheth us to profit, have
this tendency, I.shall not have suffered,
even in relation te you, altogether in vain.

¢ How interesting does your situation
appear to me! Young, eager, kind and
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unsuspicious ; yet surrounded by the art-
ful, the fascinating, and the wicked. Ex-
posed to trials under which many a lovely
youth has fallen —to trials by which I fell ;
though sustained by the profession of re-
ligion, and friendships peculiarly favorable
to my preservation. My dear John, in
such circumstances, caution becomes you.
In your path, there aré- pitfalls so nicely
concealed, that the eye of experience can
hardly detect them ; snares so bewitching,
that they will rather allyre yqur confidence,
than rouse you to circumspectign.

¢ Though I have been of assistance to
you in your temporal prospects, I have cri-
minally neglected your best interests. The
pledge I gave to your excellent grandmo-
ther ¢xtended to a future, as well as the
present life ; and this pledge I would now,
though late, endeavour to redeem. I am
sorry that I know not, at <his time, the ex-
act state of your mind, as it gives me a
disadvantage in advising you. However,
till I know more about. you, I shall con-
tent myself with making some observations
on evils, with which I had to contend; and
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by which you, with every young person,
must, more or less, be endangered. The
modesty which is natural to you, will pre-
serve you from ridiculing or despising a
letter, which protesses to counsel gou ; and
without apology, therefore, I shall freely
impart'my sentiments. .
¢ Let me then in the first place, as a
point of the highest importance, entreat
you—to *bewure what company you keep.
As one stream mixing with another, in-
sensibly partakes its nature; so you will
necessarily ige influenced by your cémnon
associates. If you mix with the trifling,
you will trifle; if you mix with the gay, ,
you will *be ‘thoughtless ; if ydu mix with
the wicked, you will become,, wicked.
Don’t think it js enough to s¢e their frdlts,
and to resolve to avoid them; if you seek
. their society, and delight in it, whatever
may be your resolutions, you will gradu-
ally be reconciled to them, and afterwards
adopt them. Youth are too apf. to be rask
in their friendships. They meet together
—sympathize on a few common points—
and then determine to be one for ever. This
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is not wise. I would net have you basely
suspicious of every body; but in forming
your connexions, I would have your ac-
quaintanceships grow out of a knowledge
of character, and your fricndships spring
from tried and solid merit. This will be
acting with prudence. You must not go
by appearances ; if you do, almost every
thing will deceive you. You must go by
experience and proof ; and then you will go
safely. Choose your friend, not because
he is spirited and witty, clever and daring
—not hecause he is of good presence or
pleasing manners—not becaude he flatters
your foibles, and applauds profusely your
" excellencieg ;—but choose him, because
you have found him prudent and benevo-
len< . Plous and faithful ,—ready to admo-
nish you of a fault, to warn'you of a dan-
ger, and to encourage you amidst the du-
ties and difficulties of life. )

¢ Another caution should be directed
~to the books you read. Books are the
companions of retirement, and what I
have said on the choice of your friends,
may be well applied to your selection of



FOUNDED ON FACTS. 213

them. Indeed, in some respects, the books
you peruse are of more importance than
the company you keep. We pay more
deference to the author than the compa-
nion; we have easier access to him; and
we are less jealous of his opinions. Here,
then, you should be very careful.—Affect
not to read many books. This will feed
your vanity, and leave you empty aifd su-
perficial. Let your books be_few ; but well
chosen and well’read. Take the opinion
of those, whose knowledge and real ex-
cellence qualify ihem to judge, before you
decide on reading any book.—Despise the
affectation of a false liberality, in reading
ervoncous works. 'This shows an alarming
presumption in young persons. ‘Remember
your mind is naturally inclined-to erept,
and averse from truth., Your charauveer is
not yet formed ; and, if we would venture
- ¢ to try the spirits,” we must first be_care-
fal 10 “know wha't manner of spirit we are
of.” Reject, as you would arsenic, those
books that exhibit sentiments, swhich you
could not read without shame in good so-
ciety. To touch them, is o be polluted.
VoL, II P
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If one thing more than another succeeded
in blinding me to vice, and raising my
passions to desperation, it was improper
reading.

< Especially, I would say, read and
study the bible. I can never sufficiently
regret my neglect of this incomparable
book. Had I taken heed unto it, I might
have cleansed my way through the early
walks of life; but I was foolish. Do you
improve by my folly. As Alexander used
Homer, do you use the Bible; make it
your.companion all day, and your pillow
all night. Nothing can be hilf so impor-
tant to you. Itis your guide, your coun-
sellor, your judge. It contaips the key to
history —the models of finest eloquence—
tie genuine morality—the conveyance of
immomiality -—Make it the standard of all
other books. Read them as a judge, but
consylt it as a disciple. Knowledge else-
where, is tinctured by the earthly chan-
nels through which it flows; but here, it
dwells as ia its fountain— pure, spiritual,
living, and life-inparting! In other works
you will find good opinions grafted on
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bad principles —weak conclusions gathered
from just premises — the spirit of the
world encumbering the spirit of piety—a
strange mixture of clay, iron, and gold;
* but in the Scriptures all is gold==pure, un-
alloyed gold—authorised by the image and
superscription of Jehovah, that rests upon
it. Search the Scriptures, as the miner
searches the bowels of the earth for the
precious 1petals, for in them is eternal life,
and they are they that testify of Jesus!

¢ Let me also beg of you, not to rest
satisfied with any t}nng short of gsuine
religion. 1 know that your dispositions are
serious, and that your habits from the cra-
dle have heen* pious; but this is pne reason
why I warn you on this head, Numbers
of youth are relying on such pfivﬂeg‘c{ H
and, by doing so, have‘converted them
from blessings into curses. Avoid this evil,
‘and give your seriqus attention to religion.
In studying its nature, let this be a govern-
ing sentiment to you—that it is a vital prin-
ciple. Religion with some people—and
people who are very streniiqus on the sub-
ject too—is like a fine portrait, just and

r2 |
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complete in its outward parts, but wanting
life—fair to the eye, but cold to the touch.
Now, religion must not only be perfect in
form, but animated with a Lving spirit. It
is not composed of a proper act,r a decent
habit—of sublime speculation, or manual
observance —it is something above all this
—it ig the life of the soul, as the soul is the
life of the body.

‘Were I to describe this divine prin-
ciple, I should say, it consists of love
towards God, of benevolence towards men;
and s directly opposed to the vanity,
pride, enmity, and selfishness natural to
us. Yes, the presence of this principle,
and of this alone, will teach us to deny
ourselves and nothing short of this will
va‘.,date our claim to dlsclpleshlp Our
worldly opinions, our vaid imaginations,
our_proud resentments, our carnal preju-
dices, our sinful propensities, must all be
sacriticed. The right hand must be cut off
~—the right eye plucked out—theuseful,
the profitable, the beloved sin must be
renounced. Theé Saviour’s wisdom must
guide us, and not our own; the Saviour's
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will must govern us, and not our own ; the
Saviour’s excellence must delight us, and
not our own! If born again, we are not
our own but his! O, Graham, try your-
self by this test. I am the more earnest,
' because I fear, till since I saw ypu, I had
not sufficient yiews of the nature of reli-
gion; ‘and, if I had, it never appeared
clothed with the importance and Lefuty
it now wears. See then that you do not
err. Mistake not slight impressions for
indelible ones—agitated feelings for spiri-
tualized affectigns—a partial change for a
total one—of a perception of religivh, for
its actual possession.

If you have scriptural evidence to
conclude thdt you are the subject of vital
religion, then, Beware that you do not neg-
lect it. If those who, not knowmv relizion
neglect it, are guilty, how much nlore the

, guilt of those, who neglect it with a sense
of its value? As,you regard your plesent
—your future péace, I beseech you shun
this evil! That you may be essisted in it,
I would say:—"

¢ First, Watch habztually oversall your
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conduct. Remember that every thing with-
in you and about you, is opposed to your
religious progress. If you are doubtful of
any action or engagement, try it by the
following questions—Is it warranted by
Scripture? Will it injure 1hy religion? Can
I ask the blessing of God upon it +—If it
will not bear this test, consider it dbubtful
no lbager—it is a snare of the wicked one.

¢ Secondly, In addition to your daily
prayers, commence each diy by meditating
on a selected text of Scripture; and close it
by serious evamination. Ask yourself before
you ¥ink into sleep such guestions as
these :—Have I observed my devotions ?
Have I done the duties of my station?
Have I benefitted any fellow Creature?

Have I indulged any improper passion—
pri anger — or resentment? Have I
made any progress in knowledge or ho-
liness P—1It is impossible for me to tell from.
what evils such a practicc may deliver you,
what good it may confer upon you.

¢Shall T own to you, my dear John,

that in penning,this short letter, I have
been obliged repeatedly to stop, and weep.
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I have wept, because I saw you standing
in slippery places. I have wept, because
every advice to you was a reproach to my-
self; similar advice was given to me, but I
trifled with it. However, I will hope you
may be confirmed in wisdom by my dear
bought experience. Trust not the world
so much as to ¢ryit. I have tried it—
madly tried it. It is but a bubbfé—
adorned with glittering colors indeed—yet
still a bubble: yea more—a barbed, poi-
soned dagger, that carries death with its
wounds! And, though you should be
exempt fromats stings ; though you should
be prosperous in all your ways; though
you should be gratified in every desire,
and freed from the trials and Hisappoint-
ments necessary to humanity; your heart
would still ache with dissatisfactieu and
uneasiness. Yes, nothing but God can
-satisfy and felicitate the soul. You live
but for Him; and‘it is more important for
you 1o live to Him, than for you to live at
all.. O despise, not, then, yeur Maker,
your Preserver, your God! You are
bound to Him by countléss oblizations.
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To me you are grateful for some little
temporal assistance, and will you not be
grateful to God for al you enjoy ? O, give
Him your gratitude, He only deserves it;
raise to Him your prayers, He ouly can
gratify them ; fix on Him your hopes, He
only can crown them! In'His favor there
te life, and His loving kindness is better
thanlife !

‘Let me hear of you all part)culars.
You know I have an interest in all that
belongs to you. It is likely I shall never
see your face again iu theflesh; but let me
have communion with you ¢h earth ; and
let us mutually pray for a blessed meeting
in heaven. See as much as you can of
Mr. Doug‘fas you cannot prize his society
too highly. ' May religion be the guide of
your-vouth—the glory of your age—your
immortal reward !

‘ Your’s, my dear young friend,
with anxious affection,
¢ CHARLES LEFEVRE.

These letters réquire no comment.

"They ‘put Lefevre in different lights, but
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in all he appears to the greatest advan-
tage. It is neither easy nor important to
resolve the doubt he expresses, as to his
Jormer piety. The good seed might have
been stifled in its growth; or he might,

though 1t is difficult to conceite it, have
mlstaken a superficia] for a radical change.

However, it was well, if he erred, Lo =rr
on the safe side; for it is infinitely ‘better,
to fear we are not regenerate when we are,
than to ¢onclude we are when we are not.
And, whatever may be the doubt on the
past, the present state of his mind admits
not of hesitation. His affecting pemtem-e
—his humble submission —his living faith
~his anxioys zeal and benevolence—speak.
not only of divine illuminatior, but of sur-
prising proficiency in the lessons of grace.
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CHAPTER XXVIIIL

AT length Lefevre reached the shores
of.__Canada, and pas.sed on to Montreal,
with a strong detachment, as the ulimate
point of destination.

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

Lefevre saw all this, and admired it
as the work of the great Creator, but he
was far from enjoying it—he was unhappy.
With a recoiling spirit he threw himself on
the beach, and went forward to the bar-
racks.” He was shown to a little cabin,
which he was to consider his owp.”” He
entered it, and, cldsing the door, cast a
dejected ‘eye om its bare walls. A voice
within him seemed to say, ¢ Thisis your
home.” His heart shuddered. He felt he
could not gige the sacred name of home to
any place, distinct from his friends and
native country. ¢ No,’ said he, ‘it is my
prison. 1t seals my geparatich from all
that is dear to my soul, and familiar to my
sight. I.am fixed amoﬁggtstrangen:w. Not
one of them loves me, or cares for me, or
»knows me! - But theavill’ he was going
to add-—* of God be done; emotion, how-
ever, choked his utterance. He moved
to the window, and resting his elbow on
the sill of it, he relieved.his passions by
tears; and then, strugglind with himself,
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he lifted his glistening eyes to heaven, and
said, in a gentle voice,—¢ Father, forgive
me! Teach my self-willed spirit to say,
«“ Thy will be done.” Teach me to feel
that I am neither frlendless nor alone, while
thou art with me.’ '

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

Accordingly, Lefevre resolved to give
his attention fully to the claims of duty.
To whatever he gave his mind, he speedily
mastered; anc the expertness with which
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he had used the pen, was soon transferred
to the use of his weapon, and the
manceuvres of his company. His skill,
his regularity, his nice appearance, his
obliging conduct, and his strict pegard to
discipline, supported by a spirit and ge-
perosity of sentiment, so enchanting to a
soldier, were soon noticed ; and they se-
cured the respect of his associates, and
gave him an inflyence over them.

While Lefevre was thankful for the
respect and iufluence he had obtained, he
valued them prmcnpally as the instraments
of usefulness; and in this light he was
determined to strengthen them. He found
scarcely one*man in his company, who
could read or write. To mosf of them,
this ignorance was a matter of indifference,
except when they wanted to comntunicate

_with their friends, and then he willingly
became their agent. He wrote the fetters
they wished to send, and read those that
arrived, and preserved separatgly the con-
fidence of each. ~ , .

Others, not content with begging his
occasional assistance, wisely desired to
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assist themselves. To these few Lefevre
became a teacher; and the pleasure they
had in their own progress, did not fail to
communicate itself to him.,

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

In retarn for all these civilities, Le-
fevre wished only to attract their thoughts
towards, rellgmn 'He was religious, and
they krew it; and he hoped they would
refer his conduct to its proper source. ,
Without possessing his privileges, he saw
many who were disposed to run into his
excesses, and hlS soul mourned over them.
He would have  done .any thing to have
brought. them from their wyretchedness, to
the enjoyments of real piety. Yet, pru-

Tew
x
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dence dwelt with him and directed him.
He had, now, too low an opinion of him-
self, to make any lofty professions. He
remembered the superiority of example
over precept on his own mind; and he
wished his religion should rather address
itself tq the eyés, than the ears of his com-
rades. Far was he, however, from shrink-
ing to bear his testimony in favor of godli-
ness. He dlstmg'ulshed between prudence
and pusﬂlammlty Sin never wanted are-
prover when he was present, and he was in-
variably on the Watch), for those rising events
and seasonable occasions, which not only
render a serious reflection appropriate, but
cdrry it home. with force to the gonscience.

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

On the whole, the situation into which
Lefevre had thrown himself in despair, be-
came to him a source of comfort and satis-
faction. The honest approbation of those
around him sealed his reconciliation with
human nature; and the commending sen-
tence of a good conscience, with the wit-
ness of heaven, made himhappy. But in
the midst of this happiness, he felt himself
a penitent and an alien. Often, while he
appeared cheerful in the pérformance of
his duty, had he to suppress the sigh, which
was formed by the recollection of his Le-
loved country; and often would he escape
from the employments of benevolence, to
shed, in retirement, tears of love and grief,
at the feet of his Redeemer.

At a small distance from the suburbs
of the town, there was'‘a sweet little nook
formed, as if to cherish the softest melan-
choly. A beautiful mount adorned by the
birch and the fii, shut it up from the neigh-
bouring dwellings. On ‘the farther side
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and near the foot of this mount, some
flourishing laurels grew in a semicircle,
and overshadowed the spot beneath their
feet with their bending branches, so as to
frame a natural alcove. A'few yards from
this, flowed a transparent brook, sighing
and inurmuring among the bright pebblers
as it went along. Beyond this was a small
burying place, but so sparingly teuched
by the hand of man,’ as scarcely to be dis-
tinguished as suth by a careless observer.
Nothing marked its boundaries, but the
crecping underwood, which encircled it
with itsblossems and verdure like a wreath,
The graves were only distinguished by a
slight elevation in the green surface, and
the more ‘copious appearance of*the modest
flowers, which had been planted over them,
The air of nakegIness that might have rested
on this little enclosure, was wholly relieved,
by the appearance of the willow and the
poplar—the one seemed mourning over
the remains of hilmanity, while the other
was pointing to the world of immortality.
Above this spot, staod a rich grove, form-
ing a fine avenue over the upper pait of the
VOL. II. Q
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brook, whose waters, thrown off by the
deepshades of the clustering trees, sparkled
as they descended like a stream of quick-
silver. Without and around these objects,
the ground rose again ip pleasing and
romantic' shapes, so as to limit the eye
entirely to their beauties. ,

This charming dell was the favorite
retreat of Lefevre. When he first discovered
it, there was something that reminded him
of the notices given by tlie Evangelists of
Mount Olivet, the brook Kedron, and
Gethsemane. He had frequently resorted
to it like Isaac to meditate, fike Peter to
weep, or like his divine Lord to pray. His
first impressions, and his sybsequent en-
joyments, ‘nad associated a sentiment of
sacredness to the place.

Ope evening, about three months after
Lefevrehad been on the Island, he hastened
to this spot, in search of that repose and
communion he had so often found. He
stepped over the brook, and took his usual
seat under.the laurels. His thoughts were
occupied with the admirable change which
had been wrought upon him. Every cir-
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cumstance as he mused upon it, raised his
wonder and gratitude, till his soul was dis-
solved in thanksgiving and worship.

Swift the minutes fly while the spirit
walks with God. Lefevre thought not of
time, till the hght was stealmg aWay, and
the grey mists. were rising. He had tar-
ried lat'er than usual. He was putting his
testament into his pocket, and on the point
of moving, when a‘femmle clad in black
appeared at the entrance of the dell. Ile
paused a moment with his eye upon her.
She moved slowly and sadly forward, with
her face cast down to the earth, till she
came to the burial ground. Lefevre judged
she was a widow, and was visiting the .
tomb of hier husband, He knew not what
to do—if he remained, he should intrude
upon her sorroys —if he departed he should
interrupt them. Without dec1dmg what
.he should do, he continued.

She approached a hillock beneath the
willows, and stood at its feet as motionless,
as though she had been a monumental
statue. She then sank dawn on her knees,
and, putting herface in her hands,” rested

]
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them on the grave, as the tears trickled
through her fingers and moistened the sod.
She arose; and, taking a shell from the
root of a tree, she filled it at the brook re-
peatedly, and watered the flowers she had
lately planted on its sammit. This done
she was turning towards the town. She
moved a few paces, and then paused and
turnedy fixing her eyes on the grave. She
went on again stowly some paces; then,
turning quickly round, she hurried to it,
cast herself upon it, and cried and sobbed
aloud. e v

Lefevre's attention was*absorbed by
the scene. He longed to comfort her, but
he dared not break in upon the solitirde
she courtéd. After some minutes she
arose again, evidently more relieved. She
raised her eyes from theground to the skies,
and turning from the dell as she ‘did it,
they fell upon Lefevre. Thus observed, he
instantly decided how t6 act. He could not
allow a stranger to think, that he had been
a designing spy on her grjef. Hepassed the
stream, and approaching near her, offered
an apology fot himself. -
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The monrner started at the appear-
ance of a common soldier; but recovering
from alarm, she obscrved a respect in his
manner and a compassion in his voice, that
gave her qonfidence. ° Sir, I need no
apology. It matters not who sees my sor-
rows, or who is ignorant of them,’ said she,
with an air of despair.

*Oh, madam,’ replied Lefevre; answer-
ing rather to her manuer than her words,
¢ whatever' may bt your afiliction be assured
there is counsolation.’

¢ Consolation!” she returned, looking
with anguish’, ¢ yes, there is consolation,
but not on earth. I have only txo conso-
lations left me. One is, to shed my tears
on that g;‘ave, (pointing back towards it,)
the other is, to think that I ‘havé a friend
and Father in heaven!” , - .

The allusion to the divine goodness,
*in the close of this sentence, alone dwelt on
the ear of Lefeyre. Those who would
imagine how it affected him, wust remem-
ber, that he had not heard the voice of
piety, since he left the cottage on Bagshot-
heath ; and that,'during the last five montlm,
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he had been panting for christian inter-
course, without the prospect of obtaining
it. Had there been no opposition of sex,
he would, in the impulse of joy, have seized
her hand, and given vent to his feelings.
As it was, be rejoiced inwardly to have et
with a member of that family, v;vhich 18
bound together by bonds stronger than
those of consanguinity.

Having been comforted in the most
extreme distress, Lefevife knew how to
comfort the wretched. He went towards
the town with the widow, referring her at-
tention to those views of the Providence

and word of God, which he had found the
most consoling; and soon. they arrived
before a little hut, which she named as her
home. She modestly asked him to enter with
her. He was inthe act of declining; but,
on seeing a girl about twelve years of age
come out to greet her mother, he complied.

The widow seemed pleased to have
an opportumty of explaining her situation,
and dwelling on her sorrows. She stated,
that she was a fative of Berkshire, and that
she had been ‘tenderly educated. She had,
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however, married agaiust the advice of her
parents. Her husband was of an unsettled
temper. For the want of adopting a good
plan, or of being steady to it, he had narrowed
his circumstances, while in London. He
could not suffer the reproaches that came
upon l.lim; aid he determined to leave his
native country. He had heard much of
the traffic carried on with the Indians at
Montreal. He thought he might pursue it
with abundant profit, and declared his in-
tention to make the experiment. Her
father remonstrated-against it, and insisted,
with tears, that she should not go. ¢ But
what,’ continued the widow, °could I do?
My husband laid his commands upon me. .
We loved each other most fervently. I
resolved to attend him, and share his for-
tunes wherever he went. . We lost one
child—dear boy!—on the passage. We
came here about nine mouths agq. My
husband was establishing himself, princi-
pally, in the fur trade ; and it promised to
answer his best expectationss But, two
months ago, he was seized with the fever,
and a month sihce, he was'buried from my
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sight! O, sir, none can conceive of my
sorrows, but she who has been made a
widow in my situation! I am a stranger,
and an outcast—without a friend—without
a home!’ L,

She paused and wept.

Lefevre was affected. ‘ Perhaps,’ said
he, unconsciously sliding his hand into his
pocket,~and forgetting that he was about
to excite hopes he could not enable her to
realize, — perhaps you desire to return to
your native land ?’

A distressing snrile rose on her face.
¢ All places are alike to me," she replied,
¢if I might be unmolested. In England,
indeed, I have a father. If I could see him
once more, and obtain his forgiveness, and
comfort his last days, how happy should
Ibe! YPear,-dear father !~But, perhaps
I have no father ! Perhaps the loss of his
child went to his heart ' —

Lefevre was overcome. Her grief stir-
red his own, for it was very simnilar; and
she had given language tp a fear respect-
ing his mother, which had possessed him,
but the existence of which, he had nat al-
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lowed to himself. He raised his hand-
kerchief to his eyes to receive and conceal
his tears. '

¢ Ah! you are kind Sir, said the
widow. ¢ You are the second person from
whom I have found pity in my afiliction.’

Just then a person tapped at her door.
The child had seen him pass the window,
and said, ¢ Itis the French man ma’s-he has
been here, aud said 'he would call again.’

The widow'stept to the entrance, and
on opening the door, a voice with a gallic
accent, addressed her in a rude manner, ¢ 1
say Mrs. What-do-the’-call-ye, you can’t
stay here. I have found you out.—You
must quit my prewmises to-morrow—mind
that;’ and the speaker dlsappehred imme-
diately.

She replied not. E\{,ery- insulg she re-
ceived drove her recollections back on her
» husband. She looked on Lefevre with agi-
tation. ¢ O Sir!' she exclaimed, putting
her hand to her head, ¢ this is too much,
my brain whirly, I thought.every body
was kind to widows. Il.am a wretched,
helpless, forlorr: widow, but nobody pities
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me! I am insulted, outraged, and baited
like a wild beast. O my husband !—
Before he was carried from the house, I-had
orders to leave it. I went into another, and
was not suffered to remain a fortnight. 1
have just come to this miserable hut, and
to-morrow I am to be turned out. O ’'——
¢ Madam, be calm,’ said Lefevre.

‘Yees,” interrupted she, ‘I will be calm !
I will think of him, who had not where to
lay his blessed head. Why do I forget it!
O, Sir, it is only religion that preserves me.
—This man says he has _fodand me out. Ah!
he has found out that 1 am pbor. Poverty
is a sin here, Sir. Is there such another
people in the world? Wolves~—all of them
wolves—they would devour a poor widow
and her‘innocent ¢hild !’

‘ Be just; madam,’ said Lefevre plain-
tively, remembering his own injustice in
similar distress. ‘There are good and bad'
in all places. At least, give me credit,
though alas I can do but little, for wishing
to befriendsyou.—If you desire to continue
here, no one shall renfove you. This un-
feeling man thinks you cahnot pay him. 1
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will see him, and become your security. If
the rent is paid, it is out of his power to
disturb you!’

¢ Kind Sir! how shall I thank you!’
cried the grateful woman.

¢ Never mind thanks,’ said Lefevre
taking his leave. * Trustin God, he is the
judge of the widow and fatherless. He
will never leave you without a friend.
Farewell '

Lefevre had not given the widow this
assurance without consideration. All the
assistance he’had Tendered the officers of
the regiment, had been given without any
reward. He would not receive any thing
for himgelf, Dbecause he knew to do justice’
to his motives, he must shew them he was
disinterested in his conduct. But, now,
he thought he had a fair ‘oppostunity of
directing a trifle of what they squandered,
to the help of the needy. A small sum
would be sufficient to cover the rent of the
dwelling ; and he concluded, each one for
whom he made up accounts, would wil-
lingly subscribe 'sometl!il:g for such an
object.
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It had occurred to him too, that the
widow was well qualified for managing a
little school ; and that from such an em-
ploy, she might reap a comfortable sub-
sistence. If; in starting, she shopld require
a little extra assistance, he had a small
purse of his own, which he thought of
using. This little purse had been raised
from his-pay. That pay was small indeed ;
but as he preserved the whole, it rose in
time from pence to shillings, and trom shil-
lings approached to pounds. He looked
to this little hoard as a slight provision for
himself in some possible eméergency; but
no sooner did he meet with the calls of dis-
tress, than he deterinined to, consume it,
if necessary, and place his reliance for the
future on*divine Providence.

Full of these purposes of benevolence
his little room received him. He sat down
at the, window finally to adjust his mea-
sures. He saw that what his heart had
suggested was within his power, and he
dwelt upondt with declight. That night he
thought his naked cabin looked more
cheerful than u$ual ; and, when he reclined
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on his hard pallet, he imagined it more
comfortable. They were not changed—
but the joyance of a happy conscience,
sheds its own influence on every thing
around us. .

The next morning Lefevre made his
proposal to the officers. They readily
agreed to it; and subscribed directly a
sum rather larger, than what he thought
necessary. He hastened, as soon as he
could obtain permission, to the unworthy
landlord, to engage himself for the wi-
dow’s rent; aid hé rejoiced to find that
after p_aying‘for the current week, he had
an overplus. He then hastened to the
widow tQ inform her of what he had done.
He explained his opinion of her estabhshmg
a school, with which she gladly coincided.
He then put the overplus of the subscrip-
tion, and one half of his own stock, which
* he had united to it, into her hand, and
begged her to accépt it in making her first
effort.

Unused to kindness, the good woman
was oppressed by'it.—¢0 Sir,’ sald she,
scarcely knowing what she 'said, ¢ you are
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too good! Indeed I must not lay myself
under so many obligations to you,’ extend-
ing her hand to return the money.

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

¢ Ah, Sir, I don’t know what to say!
Only that you are as delicate as you are
generous. God Almighty reward you! I
never can! But I'll see that your kindness
is not thrown away upon me.’

+ Lefevre left the widow’s with the sweét
satisfaction of having lightened a burden to
her, beneath which she was sinking in
despairy and giving thanks*to divine Pro-
vidence, for granting him this opportunity
of doing good. ‘And who,’ thought he,’
‘ may not do good if I can? Though a pri-
vate in my regiment, I find it possible to
impart instfuction and help to many there ;
and thqugh a podr desfitute stranger, with
a paltry pittance, which I should once have
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cast to any dirty beggar in the street, .I can
find means to give essential support to a
destitute widow and orphan. Surely no-
thing is required to do good but the dispo-
sition | — O, for the money, the time I have
castaway! How they might have blessed
numbers, who‘have, perhaps, perished un-
relieved and unpitied! How can I forgive
myself for having been so deluded; by the
base and debasing gratifications of selfish-
ness!’—And then the troubled tear of pe-
nitence started in his eye!
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CHAPTER XXIX.

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

The individual referred to, was a Mis-
sionary, and of the most admirable cha-~
racter. All would have allowed, that he
was intelligent, discreet, upright, and zea-
lous; butno one would have thought of dis-
criminating him b); cither of these qualities.
It was évideng, that the most predominant
feature of his character was—Love. ‘The.
love of Christ dwelt richly in his heart,
and gave its mild radiance to the expres-
sion of his, countenance. A Those who saw
him, thought, spontancously, of that ¢ dis-
ciple whom Jesus loved;’ and were im-
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pressed with the conviction, that no voca-
tion could become such a man, but that of
a minister of mercy.

This principle of divine love had given
him an eleyation of mind truly sublime. It
had nearly absorbed the sense of his own
cxnstence, in that of the object beloved :
his motto was —* not I, but Christ liveth in
me. — It was evident that it had enabled
him %o sacrifice his country and his friends
already ; and that it had determiiied him to
still higher sacrifices, should they be de=
manded. It had so-familiarized his mind
to spiritual realitics, that he would often
speak of the inhabitants and things of the
eternal world, as we do of the memberg
of our family, and the commion objects
of sight. It had given a greatness and
simplicity to his views and pursuijs, that
raised him superior to those conflicting
impulses of the passions, which interrupt
and retard the prbgress of lower charac-
ters. Few objects that engage men in ge-
neral, had any attractions for him. In his
thoughts there was no roora for the baubles
of wealth or fame; in his héart there were
no dark recesses where envy, vanity, and

VOL. II. R '
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bigotry might live and brood; he could not
contract his tongue to utter the shibboleth of
a party. His favorite appellation for his
Maker, was ¢ My Father;’ and his only
name for man, was ‘ My Brother.! He wept
over the sorrows of man, as the sorrows
of a brother; drew a veil over the frailties
of man, as the frailties of a brother; re-
joiced in the happiness of man, as the hap-
piness of a brother: and, though he could
not suffer sin on him unreproved, he could
not administer reproof with bitter reproach
and malignant severity—for, was not the
offender his brother? and was not he him-
self a sinner?

.  He was indeed a genuine philanthre-
pist. His wds not that grovelling sympathy,
which regards’ only the temporal interests
of humanity; it was that christian compas-
sion, which is.concerned for the total wel-
fare of man. He was not the subject of
that effervescence of fecling, which passes
off in affected sentiment, and a few pretty
sentences; me was the possessor of that
living principle;* which is the parent of
action, persevering and seif-denying. His
love of man flowed from his love of God ;
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the only real source of disinterested be-
nevolence.

Suchaperson was what Lefevre wanted.
He had found some with whom he could
converse gp common topics, and others
whom he could materially beneﬁ't; but he
had not found an individual, with whom his
spirit could mix, in all the confidence of
christian friendship. He soon discovered
the respect and affection, which the Mis-
sionary’s excelleht character had inspired ;
and enjoyed a return, the most sincere and
cordial imaginable. . If Lefevre admired
the high attaihments of lis friend, his friend
was deeply interested in his past history;
and did not fail to observe, in his account
of himself, how skilfully an invisible hand
had been employing his trials, to correct the
frailties of his character, and establish its
excellencies. Indeed, a few interviews
were sufficient to unite them in the bonds
of closest brotherhpod; and all their suc-
cessive communion only strengthened ties,
which they had thpught nothing could make
stronger. s .

This intimaoy with the Missionary led

R 2



248 xo FICTION: A NARRATIVE

to an introduction to his connexions. Love
begets love; and it will readily be supposed,
thata man of such a spirit as our Missionary,
had not laboured altogether in vain. Diffi-
cultas the  progress of religion is any where,
and attended as it was with peculiar diffi-
culties in Montreal, he had-succeeded in
collecting a little flock from the wilderness,
and in training it tenderly for a future state.
It consisted of about a hundred adults, and
as many children. Amongst these he dwelt
as a father and friend, and had diffused
through the circle a wonderful degree of his
own heavenly temper. Hedged in from
the world by neglect and scorn; and, if
noticed, noticed merely as the mark of
persecution, they only loved each other
the moreYervently., A singleeye, a simple
faith, a.warmn heart; and a helping hand
were theirs; «and, if like the primitive
saints. they had not all things commeon,:
they seemed to think what they possessed
doubled its value, by bestowing it on a
needy brother. .

It was on a talin sabbath morning, that
Lefevre firstmet thislittle community. He
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went, before the hour, to the humble chapel,
but found it filled. It was the custom with
these people to assemblea quarter ofan hour
before the time, to implore a blessing on the
_ public seryices of the day; and .they were
now all on their knees. As soon as the
pastor appeared they arose, and the audible
worshlp began. It was a delightful sight.
Now you might see the swarthy Indian and
the lively Frenchman; the rough American
and the thoughtful Brlton-renouncmg, by
the faith of the cross, their opposite pre-
judices and nattonal enmities; and standing
side by sidé}, as members of one family,
to worship one Father and one Redeemer.
During the discourse every ear was beut -
every eye was fixed—all were drinking in,
with humility and gratitude, ¢ the'words of
eternal life.” Jt was admirable to.observe
amidst the contrast of featunes a similarity
* of expression—an expression of serious joy
and holy love, which they caught from the
beloved preacher. Itimmediately assured
you, that if they differed, it was the differ-
ence of appearancé only,” and that their
new-born spirits*were abové its influence.
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After the service a small proportion,
who had been of some standing, tarried to
receive the sacramental pledges of their
Saviour’s love. They gathered round the
person of their pastor. Sjlence prevailed
a few minutes, in which the buzzing of a
fly might have been heard: Their com-
munion was sensibly more intimate and
sacred than before. An Indian, with a
diffident and asking eye seemed to say—
¢ And am not I a brother? while some
looks of complacency fell on him that
safd—¢ Behold thy brethren and thy sis-
ters ! ¢

The service went on. They drank
of one cup, ate of one bread, in one faith,
and with one soul. They all sank again
into still'communion. It was hard to say,
whether it was the communion of earth or
heaven. The pastor broke the silence.
¢ Little children,” said he, with the accents
of a father, ‘ love one-another! Ye are
brethren ! Their is neither Jew nor Greek,
Barbarian ‘nor Scythian; bond nor free,
ye are all one“in Clrist Jesus! Little
children love one another!” He offered
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the prayer of faith, and the tribute of love,
and pronounced the divine benediction.
The merrshook hands—the women kissed
one another, in silence, and in silence
departed to their several homes.

Lefevre too, quitted the placé in silence.
His mind was filled with what he had wit-
nessed. He had seen nothing like it—
felt nothing like it before. It gave him
new impressions. ¢ This,’ said‘fle, as he
reached” his dwelling, ¢ this is primitive
religion! This is christian fellowship !
This is heaven in foretaste! O howgood
and how peasant a thing it is for brethren
to dwell together in unity !

The design of religious enjoyment is
to produce renewed devotedrress. Lefévre
was now surprised into pleasures, for which
he could not have hoped, and he exclaimed
with more than his usual gmotion —¢ What
shall 1 render unto the Lord for all his
benefits?’ As iton sharpeneth iron, so the
face of his friend quickened his ardour
in every good work. He widened as
much as possiblesthe sphere of his friend’s
labors; induced many of the regiment to
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attend his ministry ; and lent him the most
important aid, in prosecuting his plans of
usefulness. Every day they found them-
selves more advantageous to each other;
in acting together, it became apparent, how
much mote might be effected by their
united strength, than' could have been
realized from their isolated exertions.
They met with difficulties, but they were
resisted by faith and léve; and what can-
not they overcome? Andif, atany time,
discouragement relaxed the energies of
one, the other speedily chaxmed away his
fears, and braced his resolution, by repeat-
ing those simple words—¢ Remember Him
. who died for us!’ .

But, though the overﬂowmg love of
Lefevre ran freely mto every chanunel of
usefulness that, was open to jt, the efforts
in which he m,pst delighted, were those
directed to the welfare of children. Always
partial to them, he had betome remarkably
80, since his restoration to I‘CIIO'IOUQ enJoy-
ments, Humpbled as he was in his own
esteem, he now sought to do good in the
lowest class; theugh, from a false modesty,
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he did not suffer any means that occurred
to him, to escape neglected. Amongst
men he felt himself in the society of his
tempters; and, trustless as he was of his
own strenggh, he feared lest, in attempting
their benefit, he might once more be drawn
aside. | The prenitence and self-abasement
which followed his transgression, had pro-
duced a great mmpllmty and megkness of
mind ; these, however, were put under
restramt by the presence of his equals. But
with children Le lost all his fears, all his
restraints, With them he could indwlge
the feelings flow dearest to him ; he could
become in act, what he was in sensation—
*a weaned child.’

Lefevre, assisted by his friend, had
donc his utmost, to raise a*school for the
widow ; and to render thp attraction more
powerful he had engaged to give her child-
ren instruction in writing and arithnetic,
twice in the week, He also attended, as
often as occasion allowed, the young charge
of our Missionayy ; and assisteg to acceler-
ate their general and religious improve-
ment. J d )
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The richest reward he could propose
to himself, or the children, in these mutual
labors was, an evening walk from the busi-
ness and bustle of the town. Often might
he have been seen issuing forth, with several
happy faces around him.  Often might he
have been observed reclining either on the
shores of the river, or in the cool recesses
of the woods, and the objects of his love
amusing themselves about him. To the
senior children he would offer questions
on the object which happened to interest
tlrem, that would urge them to thought and
reflection; while the younger ones would
busy themselves in admiring his figured but-
tons, in stroking his soft plumeg, or in ventur-
ing to touch his weapon, and then starting
from it with nfomentary terror. Frequently,
was he€ so absqrbed in their prattle and
their pleasures, as nearly to forget the
dark passage of his life, and to feast aver:
again on the delicious,. but illusive joys of
infancy.

However, amidst the duties of his
station, the works of usefulness, and these
innoceit recreations, thece were few mo-
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ments in which he could forget, that he
was an alien—self-banished from his
dearest —his earliest connections. Astime
wore away, his concern oa this one sub-

“ject increaged ; and, after the revolution of

that number of months, which mlght have
brought him mtelhn*ence but which brought
none, he became truly uncasy. He con-
tinued to fulfil his engagements, hnt it was
with an afflicted heart. If he saw an
English letter th the band of another,
it would fill him with strange emotion.
On every fresh arrival, he would hasten
to enquire, *whether there were any for
him ; and on receiving the negative, he
would turn , from human observation to
gather up his tears. '

One evening, after a, distrihution of
letters, in whieh he had no share, he went
to mount guard, with his thoughts full of
home. He ascended to the ramparts, and
paced the walk béfore his sentry-box, in
dejected thoughtfuluess. 'The sultriness of
the day was gone; and it was now balmy and
refreshing. 'To the east of the battlements
stood a fine plahtation, through which the
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beams of the moon were streaming, with a
brightness peculiar to the climate. Above
them, rose in magnificence the principal
public buildings. Immediately beneath,
lay the town on a gentle_decljvity, inter-
sected b)" streets, and adorned by the rich
foliage of the gardens. At-the foot of the
town glided the waters of St. La;vrence,
about two miles in breadth. In the midst
of the river appeared the lovely isle of St.
Helen; beyond it, was a plain of excellent
pastures; and in the back ground, as-
cerded hill on hill,. ande mountain on
mountain in wonderful majesty —some na-
ked and irregular, as if cleft by the
thunderbolts of heaven—others support-
ing intermihable forests, untracked by the
foot of man. * '

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

Lefevre was awakened to notice ¢he
scenery by she noise of his own tread,
which, from the prevailing silence, had
become strikingly observable. His atten-
tion, oncé raised to it, was instantly fixed.
Every thing sympathized with his meclan-
choly, and rendered his gr{qf tender, and
even pleasing. He stopt, gnd resting his
.hands on his musket, gazed upon the hea-
venly luminary in still contemplation. It
was an object familiar to him in his own
land! It revived all the recallections of
home, on which he had been dwelling. It
seemed to repreach him ay a friend, for
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having quitted his native vales and do-
mestic connexions. His forehead fell upon
his hands, and the tears from his full soul,
fell fast and audibly to the ground. Again
he lifted his eyes to her bright orb. ¢ Ah!”
said he within himself, ¢ it was my folly!
O that I could return! but I cannot! O
my country, my friends, shall I never see
you avam? Thou dost still shine on my
country—-but I shall never more see thee
there! Every night thou dost” visit the
dwelling of my mother —perhaps her grave!
—CGCiod of mercy, thou wilt.not suffer my
crimes to be the cause of her death!—But
if she lived, would she not assure me of it?
—would she forget her child—her only
child? Not—1I forgot her, but she cannot
forget me!—QOh! since I cannot see her,
would tkat I gould know she is well—that
she has forgiven me—and that she cannot
cast ni¢ off! —Then alien—outcast as I am,
1 could be content ! —But my Father —my
heavenly Father! thy wili—be done!”
This licence to his feelings composed
his mind. He renewed his walk on the
terrace, sometimes offering.fervent prayer,
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somctimes expressing filial resignation, and
often indulging penitential regret, till the
midnight hour broke upon the silence.
Then he was relieved from guard, and sunk,
with nature, into pcaceful and exhilirating
' slumbers, )
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CHAPTER XXX.

ABOUT a week after this, when Le-
fevre bad declined makiiig.any further en-
quiries for letters, one was presented to
him by the person, who had the charge of
distributing them in the regiment. With
what emotion did he seiz= it! It seemed
to restore his connection with his deserted
country. Heglanced on the superscription.
It was the hand writing of his uncle. His
hopes fell. It was only a reproach for his
conduct. Yetstill it was from England—
afnd from London; and might at jeast give
him information of his mother. He burst
the seal. It contained an order for thirty
pounds, and ran as follows : —

London,

¢DEAR NEPHEW, :
‘I was glad at heart to get your let-
ter, for we had given ycu up for dead, and
your mother. would have it, that you died
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in Yorkshire, and were buried as a vaga-
bond by the parish. But you’re alive, and
all’s right again.

¢ Say no more about sorrow and par-

*don, Charles. You see that you have done
wrong, that’s enough. I did say, fo be sure,
that I'd neveg.forgive you, but then I'm
hasty—=-yes, I must allow I'im hasty. That’s
one of my faults. Every man has his
faults. But there’s éne thing T caw't do. T
can’t hold*malice. Oune must forgive, you
know, Charles, as one hopes to be forgiven.
So say no morg abopt it. >

‘I would have answered you sooner,
but I wanted to send you good news, and
now I can. I have got your discharge! A
hard job''—but I've manpaged it. You
know I'm pretty great with the young ba-
ronet, who stays with us whgn he stays in
town, and I made him take it up. Where’s
.the use of friends unless we use them, aye
boy ? .

‘I send you an order for £30. Say
nothmo' about it. ,You are my ngphew, a'n’t
you? It's what I should have spent in a
long journey and.a tomb-stone for ybu, but

VOL. II. s
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for your letter ; and dont you think I'd
better spend it on a living, than a dead
nephew ?

So, come, come, Charles, make haste
home. Spend as you get—look before you
leap —mind the main chance—and keep
clear of those confrinded methodists—
and you'll be a man again. All but ‘Doug-
las. I think he's good for something;
though he'd be no coniiparison better, if it
wasn’t for his religion.

¢ I remain,
* Your true uncle,
‘Tuoxas PERrY.

Delight filled the mind of Lefevre cn
reading the intelligence of this letter. He
read it a secoad time. All was true—he
could not mistake  it. But his joy was
mixed with regret for his uncle—* kind
but nistaken man,’ said ke ; and with dis-
appointment at not finding the name of his
mother - ¢ Why did not he speak of her?
Why did not she write to him?’ How-
ever, he consoled himself by thinking, that
had any thing serious happened to her, it
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would have been stated ; and recurring to
his discharge, he knew he should soon
have the means of satisfying himself.

But where was this discharge? © It
Would,’ theaght. Lefevre, ¢ be sent to the
commanding officer. , But why did not the
Major juform *him of 1itr> He resolved
in an instant to go to him, and make
enquiries about i : and then amernding his
resolution, he m.willing'ly fell under the
conviction, that fe ought to wait his supe-
rior’s pleasure.

To wait # a Inost diflicult lesson
to learn. It °was one to which Lefevre
was particularly opposed ; and it was only
by"severe discipline, he had been taught it
He waited ; but he could $carcely be said
to wait patiently. All that day and night
he passed in suspense, somethmes unagin-
ing to himself his joyful return, and sowme-
tinues fearing that soine unforeseen disaster
might arise for ever to prevent it. Often
he repeated the words, to which he accus-
tomed himself bereath an unwetcome dis-
pensation—¢ Thy wfll be done ;’—byt the
very frequency of their use proved that

s 2
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his heart did not cheerfully acquiesce in
them. That heart had been well schooled
of late, but it still retained some of its old
propensities.
The fqllowing morning Lefevre received
a summons from the Major. It was no
sooner communicated than obeyed. Tremb-
ling with emotion he stood before his com-
mander. . The Major behaved in the most
obliging manner. He asked those ques-
tions which were requisite, to assure him
that Charles Lawson and Charles Lefevre
were the same person. c<He acquainted
him with the arrival of his discharge.
Thanked him for all the assistance he had
given him; and expressed his regret, by
assuring him, that he thought his departure
a loss to the whole regiment. Lefevre
made beart-feltsacknowledgments for this
condescension, by which he was much
affected ; and left his presence, with the
waking certainty of biiss and freedom.
Lefevre was now free, and no time
was to be‘lost in availing himself of his
liberty. The season was far advanced ; the
frost might suddenly set'in; and then the
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voyage would be impracticable. He deter-
mined, as an opportunity oflered itself, on
leaving the island for Quebec the next
day. . .

Althoygh this determination was form-
ed with pleasure, it gave Lefevre pain to
impart it, and ifis discharge, to his friends,
the migsionary, and the widow. The in-
telligence was unexpected and afflictive.
He sympathized with their emotions in
silence and tears—tears that some might °
have referred to grief, others to joy, but
which were, in fact, composed of both.-

For the® last time Lefevre saw the
rosy light of the morning dapple the sky—
glance on the water— and disperse the sleep-
ing mists’ of the valleys in M@utreal. It
was a busy—an 1mp0|:t"m1; day - to him.
His thoughts would often,requr toit; and
he desired to make it pleasant to his re-
.membrance. .

After his early-dev otlon, he hastened
to the widow’s penurious landlord, and paid
a year’s rent in gdvance, that ghe burden
of it might not ceme upon ber, till her
school was well established yand deposited
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the receipt in the hands of their common
friend, who would now become her only
protector.

Lefevre then went to take his leave of
the Major. The officer was sitting down
to breakfast, and he insisted on his j joining
him. The cloth being remoyéd, he rose to
go. The Major took his hand and shak-
ing it, said, with some agitation, ¢ Farewell
Mr. Lefevre! T thank you again for your
services.—If ever I should be able to serve
you, think of me as a friend.’

+ “Sir, you are too grateful for my trifling
services,” replied Lefevre, bowing and with-
drawing into the hall.

This done he was joined by the Mis-
sionary. Ile went with him through the
barracks, distributing tracts and testa-
ments ziongst the men ; and, as he took
leave of those with whom he had been
familiar, he cmbraced the opportunity of
naming and introducing his friend to the
attention of others, who had not yet been
prevailed on to observe the sabbath, or to
discover any sense of r<ligious propriety.

Themoment of breaking with our con-
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nexions is sometimes the first moment, in
which we learn how dear, and how useful,
we have been to them. The natural re-
serves of the lreart are for a while dis-
carded ; and the moved spirit s.peaks as it
feels, Lefevre, though he had persevered .
in his efforts+to do good in the regiment,
had been often disconraged, by the want of
solid and visible fruits; but he now found,
with surprise and’ gratitude, how far his
labor of faith #nd love was from being in
vain in the Lord. TFeeling discovered itself,
where he had theught something %orse
than indiffiérence lurked ; a simple sentence
in some cases cherished hope, where he
had little fo expect; and in others, his
spirit mounted into divine jby as he con-
cluded, that the good séed‘had taken root,
and was yielding the peaceablé fruits of
righteousness. .

The boat was now waiting to bear
Lefevre from thé,island. He and the Mis-
sionary took a courteous leave of the sol-
diers in general ; while a nwnber of them
most attached tosLefevre, prepared to fol-
low them and*‘ gee him off.
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The hearts of the two friends were so
full, that they dared not agitate them by
words, lest they should burst all restraint;
and. they passed over a ccnsiderable
portion of the way to the beach, in an
awful silence. At length, the sight of the
river moved them to speech; theyv felt
pungently, for how short a time that privi-
lege was now theirs !

¢ Your visit, my dear Charles, to
Montreal, has not been in vain,’ said the
Missionary, endeavoring to support Le-
fevre's spirits. ‘ :

Lefevre could not reply.” What he
had witnessed among the soldiers had too
much affected him. He raised his eyes
and his heaft to heaven, in unspeakable
gratitude. '

They came rearer the .shore. The
boat which was to reccive Lefevre caught
the Missionary’s eye, and pressing his arm,
he exclaimmed, ¢ Oh! Chdrles, how can I
part with you! You have been my coun-
sellor, my companion, my assistant, in every
good work. My ~spirit swas_ yearning for
such a friend as you, when Rrovidence sent
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you to me! How my cares have been
softened—how my joys have been encreas-
ed, by sharing them with you! How shall
I miss you!*?

¢ O my d{riend !’ cried Lefevre, pressing
his hand—I little theught thisx hour would
bring with it sich a pang. When T first
set foot on this island, I could not suppose
it would ever cost e a sigh or a tear to
quit it ; byt now I suffer so much, that I
could not resolve to leave it, if it were not
for——Ah! my friend, I have a mother,
and a countrz, far, fat away !—You have a
mother—you have a country—you have
forsaken both for the love you bear our
Redeemer—but I have not your faith--
your magnanimity !’ ’

¢ My dear Charles, do aot '1ﬂllct me,’

exclaimed the *Missionary. You could
do what T have been enablect to do, did it
‘become your duty, as it «lid mine.~1It is
your duty to returr to your friends; and I
rcjoice in your happiness, and submit to
divine Providence. The hand that gave
you to me, has su'ely a Fight to resume
the gift. But still I must grieve for you.—
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There is nothing on earth I now value but
friendship, and I must regret the loss of a
friend—and suck a friend!’

They mused as they finished their
way; each of them seeking fo compose
himself for the separating moment. Le-
fevre sought strength for':the trial from
above, and the occasion demanded it.

They arrived at the water’s edge. An
affecting sight offered itself. There stood
immediately around them the widow’s
child, with several other fatherless children,
to Swhich Lefevre had given special atten-
tion. Just above them was the widow
herself, with three other mothers, one of
them bearing on her bosoam an infant.
Above and aroand them again, were now
collected abont a dozen soldiers, with a
corporal, of whem Lefevre had great hopes.
The little grcup, with the town rising be-
hind it in picturesque beauty, might have
gratified a poet’s eye, and employed a pain-
ter’s pencil ; but Lefevre beheld it under
the higher sensatious of r=ligion, friendship,
and benevolence. He thought of Paul’s
farewell to the Ephcsian Elders. The
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words ¢ And now behold I shall see your
face no more,’ rang in his ear and sank into
his heart. His frame became agitated, and
he found he must not pause to reflect.

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

¢ Farewell,; sald one, ¢ health and
long life to you, sir!’ .

‘A vood sight of your friends!’ said
another.

¢ Itoo have a*wife and bantlings in
England ; But belike I'll never see them !’
said a third, turning away his face.

* ¢ Well, if you must go, you nust go,’
cried a fourth carelessly;ashaﬁled to show
his emotion, while a rebellious tear leaped
from beneath his eyehd v o .
‘ Youve doffed’ the ssoldier’s coat,’
» said a fifth, glancing at his dress, ¢ but
you've still a soldier’s heart—true and ge-
hierous.  You'll never dofl that, sir.’
¢ And, though he has charrged his coat,’
continued the corporal, * he is still a sol-
dier. We shall fight Mr. Lefevre under
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one banner I hope. Sir, I shall never forget
your goodness!’

Lefevre stood out in the centre of them.
¢ Comrades and friends,’ said he, ‘one and
all, farew=ll! May we all- fight the good
fight of faith! May richteousness be our
breast-plate—salvation our ‘helmet—truth
our sword—and confidence in God our
shield! Remember friends, our first alle-
giance is to God—our chi¢f enemy is sin—
our grealest victory is the conquest of our-
selves! Comrades! I thank you for all
your fricndship towardsme ! Farewell!’

He returned to his place before the
children. Two of them advanced and
pr-sented a nosegay, and all of them cour-
tesied and wept. ' He received the simple
offering with en affectionate smile; em-
braced tkem, and-said a kind word to each.

The mothers pressed forward into the
line of the children. The widow extended
her hand with a handseme fur cap, mo-
destly saying, ‘It is the widow’s mite, sir.
Would that+it were something worthy of
your acceptance’’

¢ The motive makes it Worthy,’ replied
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Lefevre, tenderly shak'ing her-hand. *Re-
member one scripture for my sake,’ he con-
tinued,—*Thy Maker is thy husband ¥

“I will carry it to my grave,’ she re-
'sumed with tears—¢ And may He who is
the Judge "of the w1dow and fatherless,
recompense ypu a hundred fold !’

‘And may God Almighty help you?
cried the mother next her, taking his hand,
— for you delight il helping the helpless—
that’s like'Himself, it is—it is!—’ as feeling ’
checked her volubility.

¢ Here, sir!’ exclaimed the thirdyap-
proaching, @and revealing the happy face
of a sleeping infant, that had lain on her
bosom— ¢ look at this boy! his name is
Charles quevre from this day, and TI'll have
himn ckristened so befme mght' So, if we
must lose you, we'll not, lose your name !
Blessings on you! when I want to think
of what is good and kind, T’ll think of you!
What ! should nef this “babe and I both
have perished, if it hadn’t been for you,
and Mr. Ministgr there!. looking on the
Missionary. . .

Lefevre was distressed. He ook the
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child and kissed it, and gave in silence his
hand to the gratified mother.

One other, but the hardest of all tasks
remaited to Lefevre. It was to take leave
of his friend. They turned towards each
other, yet ventured not to exchangc, looks.

¢ Charles,” said the Mlsmonary, ‘ at ten
oclock 1 usually commence my private
devotions. _ At that hour I shall always
think of you ; will you make it sacred to

“the same recollections and worship ¥

¢ I will? replied Lefevre.

The Missionary teok a seal from his
watch chain, and gave him. * Keep this,’
said he, ¢ as a token of my friendship.’

Lefevre accepted it in silence, and
takmg a sil< handkerchief from the few
articles it enveloped, he presented it saying,
¢ And keep that for me.”

They paused a moment looking on
the ground. They raised their eyes. They
met each other. Their gouls sympathized
in vnutterable sentiments. They were
locked in each other’s armg a few instants,
They separated. 1t was for ever! My
friend, my, friend !’ cried Lefevre as he tore
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himself away—* We m'eet in heaven !’ said
the devout but afflicted Missionary.

The deed was done. Lefevre knew
he must not Jingenafter it. He waved his
fYand to th.e whole party, who Pad been
mnute and weeping spectators of this part-
ing of the two friends. They acknowledged
it by a Similar motion, but without a word.
He sprang into the boat, and sank on the
seat; and all was so'still, that the gentle
rippling of the waters ofi the sand was
heard. The silence yielded to the treble
voice of some of the children, who sang: in
plaintive measure the following stanzas:—

The Farewell.

GENTLE stranger, fare®youswell,
Heavenly blessings with you® dwell !
Blessings sich as you impfart® ~ «
To the orphan’s blee(fing heart ;
Gentle stranger, fare you well,

Heavenly blessings with ;ou dwell !

Ah'! hé leaves our pebbly shore,
We shall see hjs face no more ! «
Stranger, when yqu've passed the deep,
We shall think of you and weep!  *
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Gentle stranger, fare you well,
Heavenly blessings with you dwell !

Blow ye breezes, kindly blow!

* Flow ye waters, softly flow !
God above ! his way attend,
Bear hiim to his journey’s end ;
Gentle stranger, fate you well,
Heavenly blessings with yofl dwell !

This simple effort of gratitude, accom-

* panied by the tears and sobs of the lesser
children, recalled Lefevre’s thoughts from
thespang inflicted, by she last act of sepa-
ration. As they sang, the boa: bore slowly
away from the shore, till their voices be-
came one sound, which rose and fell upcn
the waters softly, sweetly, like the wind
sighing in the'Eolian harp. The sound was
lost. He desired the boatmen to rest the
oars. One" dying note swelled on the
breeze, and faded in his ear. It was the
last! He could now norlonger distinguish
persons. He strained his eye in search uf
the Missionary, but in vain. He could
only perceive th» wavirg of handkerchiefs.
—Now, these sank in.the distance ; nothing
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could be discriminated, but the princi-
pal buildings, towards the summit of the
island. These too disappeared, and nothing,
except thedessermfing land, remained for his
eye to resf upqn. He looked upon it, as

John did on Patmos—the place of his ba- ,

nishment indeed, but the place where, in
an eminent degree, he had enjoyed mani-
festations of the divine favor. It vanished
wholly from his view! He put his face in

his handlierchief and continued for some

time motionless. He thought of the per-
verseness which took hiin there-—of the
heavenly mercy which had prevented the
effects of his own folly—of the pleasures
which he had found there, in devotion
benevolence, and frlendshlp—and his spirit
was melted within him.” -

YOL. II. T
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CHAPTER XXXI.

SOON were the sorrows of Lefevre,
on leaving Moutreal, subdued by the ani-
mating recollection, that he was going
home. Sooa did he arrive at Quebec; and
.without pausing to see the falls.of Mont-
morenci, or other wonders of the new
wor]:l, he hastened on board the vessel,
that was to convey himto the haven of his
country.

The anchor was weighed; the sails
were unfurled; and the freshiening gales
pressed heavﬂ‘y upon them. Now they
cleared the shipping in the river ; now the
glisteniné heights of Quebec were lost.
Rapidly did thé& vessel plough up her path
over the gulph of St. Lawrence; and
quickly was she riding i in majesty, on the
swelling, tumultuous waters of the great
Atlantic Ocean !

Lefevre was a most joyful witness of
this scene.” He would have enjoyed a fine
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sail on the bouundless deep, for its own sub-
limity ; but his enjoyment was improved
many deg‘ree.s, at this time, by the cqnvic-
dion, that every fathom the voble vessel
. cleared, br8ught nearer the reali%ation of
his highest wishes. Often he looked at her
foaming sides, with cyes beaming with
hopeful pleasure; and then, with ecstacy
he would exclaim—*Faster, faster, faster!
Yet there was a demand on his pa-
tience. He had the prospect of making a
very quick passage; butstill time, and con-
siderable timge, “was necessary for its ac-
complishment. This Lefevre knew ; and,
to_compose his mind, and occupy some
weeks, that would otherwise be most tedi-
ous to him, he determined:to gmploy them,
in drawing out a short accoint of the last
eventful ten years of his lifes I doing
this, he proposed rather to register the
“faults of his charagter, than the incidents
of his history ; he wished to trace the in-
fluence of cvents upon him, rather than
dwell on the events }hemselves.. He sought
to account for the variations of his*mind,
under certain circuinstances; and, especi-
T2
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ally, it was an object with him to mark
most distinctly on this moral chart, the
rocks, and shoals, and quicksands, on
which he had nearly made shipwreck of
faith, anu a good conscience.

As Lefevre appiied hlmself to this
good work, he found it became mast inte-
resting and agreeable. Most of his days,
excepting 'what parts were sacred to devo-
tion, were giver-to it; and it itself was so
truly beneficial to him, that it might well
be slenowinated with those exercises, that
are immediately paid te God., It improved
his self-knowledge. It gave a palpable and
durable existence and connexion to those
itnpressiong of his heart, which-were en-
graven in indelible characters; but which,
though, mdehble themselves, mlght by the
hand of forgetfulnws be separated from all
those circumstances, which rendered the
remembrance of them advantageous. It
counfirmed his humility—awakened his, cir-
cumspection—invigorated his purposes—
and exalted his soul, to renewed acts of
gratitude- to lns Deliverer! It is one of
those employmeits of kis life, for conduct-
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ing his thoughts to which, he will ever be
thankful to Divine Providence.

Delightful as was this engagement to
Lefevre, it.did net withdraw his attention

* from the progress of the vessel. His night
and morning questlon to the helmsman was ‘
—¢ How many knots an hour?’ and the
reply always had its effect upon his feel-
ings. As they neared to land he became
uneasy, and could *not settle to the use of
his pen s6 freely. Ile spent much time on”
deck ; and for hours he would sit ou the ca-
ble, or hang oyer the forecastle, anxieusly
searching for land, where all was wide,
illimitable water,

After he had, one afternoon, wearied
his sight in this exercise withont succéss,
a voice from the rigging Announced ‘Land.’
Lefevre flew yp the shropds, and begging
the glass, sought foe the obJect. For a
time, his eagerness prev ented his discover-
ing any thing; and wheh he did detect it,
dre feared it was @ cloud — he had been
before deceived by such an_ appearance.
However, ere the,day ended, all allowed
it to be land;, and the captain *assured
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them it was England! Lefevre gazed upon
it while it was visible; and was seen at the
prow of the vessel seeking for it again, in
the mists of the ensuing *norning.

What with the haziness of the weather,
and what with the ship’s taking an east-
ward direction to drop intc the mouth of
the Thames, to Lefevre’s disappointment,
the land became little more visible all that
day. *

The early light of tLe next day was,
however, more favorable. 'The North Fore-
lané lighthouse, and the cliffs that project
on each side of it, were distiactly recog-
niscd, veiled in a frosty mist, through
which the sun was shiuing, like a mother
smiling in tcars. These were objects fami-
lar to Lefevrc; His heart’palpitated with
joy. My country! my country!” he cried,
< Let me once more Test my weary feet on
thy shores, and I will never again forsake
thee! Other countries ‘may yield richer
fruits—boast a finer climate—claim a wid2r
empire—or be tricked out with more of the
blandishments o artifi~ial existence—but
with thée is found liberty of thought, do-
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mestic peace, and the temples of piety—
And thou only art my country
Presently the atmosphere became
clearer, aud the town of Margage, with
the Kentish hills, appeared. His thoughts
strayed to Chatham ; and he sHuddered to
remember hqw hé had exposed himself to
the worst of temptatnons, while he longed to
discover the unknown individual who had
probably been the instrument of his re-
demption. They, passed o to Sevenoaks,and
hovered over the dwelling of a person, for
whom Lefevre cherished an unabated es-
teem. Hope seemed to be struggling within
him; but it was a dying effort. He formed
Jis resolution in case Wallis, or some unex-,.
pected * circumstances, , shoyld Dbring® the
matter before®sim. ¢ No,” said he in a sup-
pressed voicq, she s‘hall suﬂ'el ho distur-
bance on my accouns. ]:.xoellel'lt woman |
I must admire her for her 'very rejection of
me! I wonder I gould éver have addressed
.her! But sin had debased my character,
and blinded my understanding!—No,” he
continued, ‘1 'wi_ll never marry! My past
iniquities cut me off from this privilege. I
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should be unjust to make overtures to a
person who had not fallen as I have; and
I never could think of any other.’

About mid-day they passed the Nore,
and soon came in sight of the dome of St.
Paul's, He beheld it with imelancholy
pleasure. His home, his friends, seemed
present to him; but with themn came the
scenes of his folly and wantouness. Un-
consciously his spirit became penitent and
prayerful. He doubted himself; but he
gathered strength in his Almighty Protec-
tor. .He determined, whatever might be
his privations, never to enter the office
where he had been so ensnared. ¢ No,’
said he, ‘I have been accustomed to hard-
fare and an empty purse; and I will sub-
mit to be poorer still, sooncr than risk the
peace of any mind again.’ This purpose,
taken to guard his future peace, promoted
his present satisfaction. Confiding in God,
he looked towards the Capital full of ten-
der and delicious sentiments. . e~

His agitation encreased as he ap-
proached the goal of his wishes. But the
tide turned befqre they rcached Grayes-
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end ; and they were left to contend with it
only by the help of a weak breeze, that
flapped fitfully in the sails. The sun went
down; the moon Jose in brightness,; the
tide flowed again ; and night was wearing
' away before the vessel was moored in the
Pool. Lefevre jumped into a wherry, and
speedily leaped again on the loved shore of
his country! He could say nothing—he
was almost fainting® with eagerness and
joy! He paused to recover himself from
the tremors of gladness, and the unsteadi-
ness consequent on ,the motion of the ves-
sel ; and then hastened on his way to his
friend Douglas, anticipating with delight,
the moment of seeing him face to face.
With his thoughts thus epgaged, His
attention was afwested by*the tolling of the
great bell of St. Paul's: If was the fune-
ral knell which attended the remais of the
~ Princess Charlotte, and her infant son, to
the awful tomb, Solemif and more solemn
it broke upon the'stillness of night, till the
surrounding chmches, as by sympathy,
repeated the heavy tones ; anJ the sounds
of death vibrated tthl.l"’h the « empty
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streets, and sang mournfully in the vauited
heavens!

A demand on our grief in the moment
of exultation is like snow in harvest. Le-
fevre was peculiarly affected by this na-
tional lamentation, just when his heart was
bounding with joy, ‘at hés return to his
birth-place. ¢Ah!’ thought he, ©such are
the contrasts of this life. I embrace my
native land with raptare; the hope of the
reigning family leaves it with a groan. The
world itself is but a port into which some
areentering with pleasure, and from which
others are departing with anxiet y Here,
the tear of joy is often supplanted by the
tear of woe; the marriage favor and the
emblems of mortahty frequently reach us
at the same ttmé. Well} this is not our
rest!’ .

His mlr.d lmvmg been suddenly di-
rected to mclancholy objects, Lefevre’s
reflections continted ip a similar train, till
they became of a more painful nature.
The voice of death that still filled his ear
as he passed along the town, insensibly
mingled itself with the thoughts of his mo-
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ther, which had previously eng;lged him ;
and, in the end, gave undue strength to his
alarm on her account. ‘Was she well?
Was she living?, Perhaps the degth-bell
*had done its last office for her ! — And
then again, he ‘was going to Dodglas—but
how would hegeceifve hin? He might re-
pulse him! He had not answered his letter!
Why did he not answer it?’

Under this cloud of apprehension, Le-
fevre arrived at fhe residence of his friend,
and in an instant stood before him, still
doubtful of his reception. . e

Douglas was alone in his parlour, and
was listening to the melancholy sounds,
which reached his ear from every quarter
of the rhetropolis, and Jeflegting on ‘the
frailty of hamau existente., His attention
had been so abstractéd,, that he did not
notice Lefevre’s knoek 'lt the door, unor
had he the.least expectatlou of his having
left Canada; so dhat, When Lefevre pre-

sented himself to him, it almost seemed

like a visitation from the tomb, and he
started involuntarily. .

There was, however, ,no hesitation in
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his surprise, If for a moment he was
startled at the unthought apparition of his
friend, the next moment he folded his arms
around him in speechless joy |

¢ My mother?’ said Lefevre with an-
enquiring look. ¢ Tell me is——’

¢ She is living and well, 1 believe,”
replied Douglas, catching his meaning.

¢ God is good!’ cried Lefevre, as his
distress faded from -his countenance—
¢ Blessed be his rame !’ .

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

Then tkey relaxed into conversation.
Douglas explained that he had answered
his letter, but that as he was from town
when it came, he had not the opporturaty
of doing it so early, as he otherwise should
have done. Lefgvre also informed him of
his uncle’s having procured his discharge,
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with some leading events of his life, since
his landing at Montreal, of which he was
ignorant. Much dld they rejoice together;

. and, having expréssed their joy at the foot-
stool of Hin to*whom they owed4he happy
meeting, they sepamated to their chambers,
for the refreshment of sleep—a blessing
which, though it was denied to Douglas
this night, was gragted to the weary frame
of Lefevre. .

Lefevre rose early in the morning;
and, calling first on his uncle, proeeeded to
a neighbouging inn, to take coach for his
native town. Never did the journey ap-
pear so tedious ; but tedious as it was to
him, it fermfinated about the usual time.
Unwilling as he was to, prolong the time
that kept him from his mother's _embrace,
he made his way in the first’ ylstance to his
old friend Mr. Palmer, to- beg him, once
more, to prepare her miad for his unhoped
. agrival. o

Mr. Palmer, ever ready to do a kind-
ness, went imrhediately to Mrs. Lefevre,
thinking as he went, ho\q he might best
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fulfil his commission. He knew, that since
the departure of her son, she had lost
much of her evenness of temper, and was
occasionally subject to great prostration of
spirits. 1 was in one of taese fits of de-
pression he found her. .

¢ Mrs. Lefevre,” said he, “shall .T tell
you some news ?’

‘News! no-~I wish to hear no news.’
< Then I won’t tell you’ he replied,
with an air of indifference. “ Have you seen
Dr. Mills, to-day?’

‘Yes, he called this morning.—He
tried to comfort me about Charles.—But
ah! Mr. Palmer, I have no comfort but in
God !’ L

‘He is our best comfort, ma’am.’

¢ But didn’ yeu talk of news Mr.
Palmer ?? .

¢ Yes;—but you "declined hearing it.’

¢An! what is.news to me—except it
were about Charles—but I shall nevgr
hear of him again! Think Mr. Palmer of
his being a private soldier.* Poor child! I
weep whenever 1 think of it.—Always
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brought up so well—and taken such care
of you know Mr. Palmer—he’s dead with
hardships before this!’

‘ What *will you say, if I give you
tldmgs of Rim?% ,

¢ Tldmgs of hjm!’ she exclaimed,
rousing herself *and looking eagerly upon
him. ¢ What is he dead then ?—O tell me if
heis! It wo'n’t hurt me, indeed it won’t
—It’s better than the cruclty of suspense!’

‘* Be composéd, my friend. Your son
is alive I’ .

¢ Alive l—then he don’t love his no-
ther! O thats a cutting thought, Mr.
Palmer!’

‘ You sheuld not indulge it ma’awn. I
will venture to say he does love his mother
most tenderly !’ ) ,

She looked on hlllf mcredulously
‘Ah! Mr. Palmer, you're a- oood man as
‘lives. But'you are not a mother —you
never had childreh. If he loved his
mother, why did he not write to her?
See here, (taking a worn-out=letter from
her bosom, whicR she *always carried
there) this is tht enly lettéer 1 have had
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from him. Why_ did he not answer
mine ¥

¢ Perhaps, ma’am, he may have left
Canada before it arrived—he may be in
expectation of seeing you.. .

¢ Of seeing mel 'Ah! I shall never
see his face! But you have heard from him
then, Mr. Palmer? What does he say ¥

‘ He .says, ma’am, he hopes soon to
be with you” .

¢ Does he!—dear child !—may I see
the letter ?

" ¢TI nave—I have received no letter,

replied he with great confusion, at this

unexpected question.
. ¢ How! no letter! How did you hear
then?' she contiuued, examining his looks.
Mr. Palmer was at fault. Without
farther circutalocution, he: was obliged to
allude to the zrrival of Lefevre, in the best
terms-his perplexity would aliow.
Although Mrs. Letevre had nullified
the caution of her worthy friend, she was
little qualificd to endure the consequences.
The several assurances—that her son was
alive—that he still loved her—that he was
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in England —that he avas in the town, and
not many yards from her—nearly over-
powered her reason; and made her wild
with joy. She g]anced round the room as

o if he were already in it ; and then proposed
hastening *to the prt where hé was tar-
rying. . !

Mr. Paliner, however, sutteeded in
restraining her, and despatched a servant
to request Lefevres attendance. Iainful
were the few minutes, s«which elapsed be-
tween this message and the interview, to
the affectionate mother. She endeaveured
to listen tc. Mr. Palmer’s composing con-
versation, but it had lost all its power;
she tried all the chairs in the room, but
not one¢ of ‘them could hold her. She
hurried to the*window to seek him—then
she turned away and azéd at his picture,
that hung on the Wa.mscot--and then she
paced the floor quickly, pressmg her hands
on her bosom, «2s if to suppress some
. bysterical, sensations.

Soon Lefeyre, entering the back way,
made his appearguce at,the parlour door,
and in an instagt was folded in his'mother’s

VOL. II. v
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arms. ‘ My son !—my son! she cried, press-
ing him to her heart. Then she held him
from her and fixed her eyes on his features,
and then again as suddenly embraced him
exclajining—* It is he!——He is alive!—I
have seen him!—I am not childless!
Charles! Charles! My orly Charles!—
She became insensible, and sank down on
the sofa.

This event was favorable to both par-
ties. Lefevre had time to compose himself,
and his mother, when her perceptions
returned, was calm. She looked with a
tender smile upon her son, whu was kneel-
ing by her side, and kissing her hand.

¢ My mother! said he, with answering
tenderness. -

She wept.

¢ Mother! my dearest mother !’

¢ Oh! Chayles—my dearest Charles—
How that voice goes to my heart '—How
long it is since I have heard it! — It
was always sweeter than music to your
mother!” .

¢ My belovee. mother shall always hear
it,’ said he, weeping with her.

-
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¢ Ah! you will’ never forsake her—
will you?’ said she, a painful recollection,
changing her countenance.
¢ No-*never ! —nothing but death shall
~ separate us; and that but for a short time !
A smile was Jestored to the cheek..
over which the tears were rolling—¢ Dear—
affectionate chlld! I have sometimes been
unjust to you.’
¢Oh! my beloved mother, say not so!
Do not distress me! "1t is I who have
been unjust—undutiful. Say you have
forgiven me ¥ . * ¢
She c8uld not reply. She embraced
him afresh—mixed her tears with his—
pressed couptless kisses on his cheek and
forehead——anq, restormg hith to hlmse]f
said—¢ Think," my d(;ar, ohly of the past,
as it shall strengthen our mutual love.’
Henceforth the pAst was Torgotten, only
as it had this desired tendency. .Lefevre
tarried some tim®with his mother, delight-
* ifig and Being ‘delighted. He was edified
by the society of Dr. Mills, while it
pleased him, as shis clfaracter reminded
him, of the excellencies of his missionary
U2
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friend. To that distant friend he wrote a
long and affectionate epistle. He visited
the favourite walks of his Douglas; and
often paused before the tomb of his youth-
ful playmate Caroline. And when he re-
turned to town, it was in company of his
mother, who seemed to find in his presence,
a charm for that heaviness of spirits, to
which she felt herself subiect.
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CHAPTER XXXII.

DURING Lefevre’'s absence from
London, Douglas tvas busying his thoughts
on wWhatattentions might be mdst properly
shown him, to reconcile his mind to his
connexions, and to discover the joy his
return had diffused. ° .

Amongst other things, it occurred to
him, that, %s he, knew Lefevrg, for some
time at least, would like to be accommo-
dated with the Russells, he could easily

- put his old lodgings into a comfortable.
state, for his reception., With this infpres-
sion he went .to their*warthy and mutual
friends, and explainéd his wishes. Fora
few minutes he had to sym.pai'luze in the
first trausports of joy, created in their
generous bosoms, on learning that Lefevre
«vas in England, aud that in a short time
they were to see him ao"am' Afterwards
he found them delighted at his proposal ;
and so ready to execute it, that he with
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some difficulty insistec on taking his share,
in providing for the arrangements. Mrs.
Russell became quite talkative with joy.
N Thene are his books you know Mr.
Doug]@s-—we have all of them—and they
have never been touched—and as to the
rest we can soon manage it. When does
he come? ' It shall be as nice as a' new
pin before that time, be it when it will'—
And then she ran on, telling in detail,
vhat she would duo—how .she would do
it—just as things arose to her mind.
Douglas left his friends, satisfied every
thing would be done, that could testify
respect and love for his Lefevre.

In addition to this, Douglas thought,
that' much avkwardness of feeling might
be spared his friend, by being introduced
at once, te most of those acquaintance he
would wish to preserve. He suggested
such a meeting to him, and proposed that
it should be under his rcof; and so con-
ducted as to he, at once, social and devo-
tional. Lefevre cordially acquiesced in
Douglas’s desire ; he named the Christmas
day for its occurrence; and expressed a
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hope, ¢that it might be an occasion of
benefit to some, and of proper acknowledg—
ment to the superintending goodness of
God.’ . [ .
Lefev‘ré had, however, to witruesé' a
painful scene, before this day of mutual re-
JOlcmg arrivede On reaching London, and
the dwelling of his friend again,one of his
earliest enquiries was after the companions
of his folly. Douglas, who had interested
himself in their, course® because they in*
terested Lefevre, informed him pretty ac-
curately of them. . Two of them, by their
continued ¢xcesses, had brought premature
death upon themselves; and the rest were,
either reduced, to a state of nerveless in-
sensibility, 01 drlven on by passions inQul-
gence had made doniieering, they had
gone from wqrse to “orsé,,tlll t-hey were
superlatively bad. +  °,
Much as Lefevre’s heart ached at the
statement, its pains were ¢ sensibly encreased,
* a8 Douglas rephed to his iaterrogations
concerning Wilson. The others he had
found thoughtless, gay, and irreligious;
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but Wilson he had drawn aside from the
paths of peace and innocence,

Poor Wilson! He was now in a dying

«state. A habit of drink.ng had been too
easily formed on his plastic temner ; and it
had gradually brought with it all its ac-
cursed and inseparable atteudants. It had
weaned him from his home—it had wasted
his property—it had disqualified him for
his dutics—it had broken his spirits—it
had subdued his piety—and it was now
preying on his life !

Leferre could make no reply to the
distressing account ; but merély said in a
suppressed voice of deep feeling, ¢ I must
go and see him !’ and, arose from his seat
to Tulfil his intention. Douglas rose with
him, and the friends went' together.

The first glance on Wilson’s present
circumstancey, _ affecled Lefevre by con-
trast. He had formerly occtpied good
apartments, to which cleunliness and order
gave a nameless charm ; and Lefevre had,
at first, been accustomed to find him, re-
ceiving and reflecsing the-affectionate smiles
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of his wife and child, as the evenings passed

happily away, in light employments, or
domestic recreations. Now he saw him
and his fanhily dtiven, for a last refuge, ‘v
a wretched, gzrret, low, dirty, md“unfur—
nished ; and even here, it was evident, the.
sconige of poferty was on them, A clean
cloth lay in one corner of the place, as if
to cover their scanty provisions. Two
damaged, chairs and a broken table, stood
towards the céntre of the room. Within
the sooty chimueypiece lay a few coals,
between half-a-dozen bricks ; *but ®at so
much distance from each other, that the
flame of some, in vain attempted to com-
‘inunicate itself to the remainder. By, the
side of the fige, on a stool,®sat the little
child, stretching out lgel.' clilled hands and
feet, desirous of a warmth she‘could not
obtain ; while the sufoke puffed out repeat-
cdly by tfie wind, had, given a sallow cast
to her dejected,’but healthy countenance.

" The*wife and mother 1se at the en-
trance of the visitors to recgive them, with-
out salutation, without complaint. She
stood like a *picture of* woe. * Nothing
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seemed to remind Lerevre of her, but a cer-
tain neatness of appearance, which, though
it cannot be described, often serves alone
<. distinguish one femalecfrom others ; but
this vory peatness sat on her shabby attire,
like the spirit of departed comfort on ex-
isting misery, and seemed tc- say—- I have
seen better days.’

On a worm-eaten press bedstead was
Wilson himself. His eyes wandered with-
‘vat observation ; his flesh-had sunk from
his features, and given them an awful pro-
minewncy ; and an unwholesome yellowness
tinctured his skin. His liver was con-
sumed, and his end was rapidly approach-
ing! ‘

\

¢ Ah!’ thought Lefevre, as he moved
towards the bed, ‘I have done all this!’
He spoke to the dying man., He was in-
sensible.—He turned away with agitation
to his afflicted wife, and enquired the state
of his mind. Her reply was just what he
dreaded to hear. * Unhappy, sir,” said slie
—¢ very unhappy!’ ,

¢ Is he penitent?’ .

¢ I urust he is, sir!’
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¢ Has he hope?’ ¢

¢ Alas! no sir. Had he but hope in
his death, the bitterness of death would be
past to me!3 R
* ¢ Hemulst hope!’ cried Lefevre, ]fdﬂlg
*the commandl of his grief for a noment,
Then recovering himself a little, he enquir-
ed, wHether he was likely to be®sensible
again; and, on learning that he was, and
that it was most probable towards evening,
he begged 'permission td attend him that
night.

The frier"ds walked home dn silent
reflection. Lefevre knew not how, either
to conceal, or expresshisconcern. Douglas
remarked it, and said—¢ Poor Wilson! 1
have seeft him many timgs; and, thoulh
he is without co.mfort, I WOuld believe he
is truly penitent.’ 'L

* Do you think so !’ exc],almed Le-
_fevre, with momentary satisfaction —‘ But
he has no hope ! Ca.n thére be real contri-
tioa where there it no hope-—ne faith ?’

¢ He may, ’ replied Dogglae, have
hope enough to rajse him above despair;
and yet too little to producg sensible com-
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fort —there may be Taith enough to rely on
the Saviour, but not enough for an assurance
of his favor.’ .
“ “sAh! may be! but.at best it is doubt-
St O my dear friend,«you cannot know
what I suffer at this instant! You have
never ruined a fellow cceature! Poor
Wilson! His temporal distress is nothing
—but his soul Douglas !—Indeed, if he die
without some evidence of his hope in the
‘Redeemer, 1 shall neverhold up my head

in this world I’
« Streng emotion scarceiy allowed him

to finish the sentence. He hastened to his
chamber, to repent afresh of those trans-
gressions, which had carried their influerce
btyond himself; and to pray ardently for
the pardon and- acceptance of his former
companion, that his guilt might not rest on
his couscience.

Early in the evening he renewed his
visit, as he had proposed. Wilson was
still insensible, and the hand of deathvwas
evidently upon him. Lefevre determined
not to leave hilp; and, p'repared to remain
with him the whole night, should he live
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through it. Hour after hour elapsed, leav-
ing him little to do, except to count the
. slow minutes on his watch, or to feel the
dying pulse,»whi¢h by turns throbped —
trembled—aild stqpped! Midnight cciae
*and went without any glimpse of reason;
and the patients was' waxing worse. Le-
fevre Was greatly distressed ; h® feared
that no opportunity would be afforded, to
exchange even a word or a sign with him.
About on€ o’clack, however, the heavy
film on his eye dispersed— his senses were
collected—he °could see—he could speak.
His eye caught Lefevre! He had no ex-
pectation of seeing him. He became con-
fused. He made an effort to recover him-
self. Hi$ eye brightened, ande stiil dwelt
upon him. Lefovre coull mot endure it.
He spoke to relieve his*feglings. «
¢ Wilson!’—said e, ‘.do.yo'u know
. me?’ .
¢ Know you l. Oh Lefevre] —— cried
4th¢ dying man, with alar ming agitation.
These words, assoc1ated with his own
reflectiou, went, hk.e a langet, “to the bottom
of Lefevre’s soul, Had he, inchined to his
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feelings, he would liave fled from the pain
of his presence; but his mind was now
disciplined. Ile had a duty to discharge
—he desired to lead hira back to the fold
whora he had led from it—and he cared
not what he suffered, if he might but ac-’
complish it. "
 What is your state of mind >’ he re-
sumed.
¢ Dark—dark—maserably dark !’ said
“he, shaking his head.
¢ Do you doubt the goodness of God?
said: Lefevre.
¢ O, no! 1mpossﬂ)le I—iripossible ! —
but to me—to me > and his voice failed
him. )

He regained it. He pointed to his
wife, who sat at the foot of the bed absorbed
in woe~~¢ See there!’ said he, ¢ I have
ruined her—my chi'd —I have ruined my

child!’ .
¢ Think not"of usd > exclaimed the
afflicted wife. . .

¢ They shall never want friends !’ said
Lefevre. .

¢ Pear Lefevne' ’ sald he, extending
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his hand to him.—¢ Where’s the child?’ he
continued—* Where’s my Apn?”

He was told she was sleeping. He
desired to see her. They took her from

*the corner, 0f the room where she was re-
posing, and, without awakening her, bore
her to her father. he passed his bony and
fanltefing hand down her little ﬂ:ashy arm.
He motioned for her to be lowered to him.
He endeavoured to’ lift his head a little,
and pressed his lividlips on her half-opened”
and smiling mouth. The effort and emo-
tion were too much for him—he=fell back
and fainted® The unconscious child was
laid hastily on the foot of the bed, while
they sought to revive him.

Lefevre felf that he had Been diverted
from the subject, w]ugh l&y nearest his
heart. He feared the lifeswas now, depart-
ing; and he shudderdd to.lose his friend,
without sorhe evidence of his return to God.
¢ O,’ said he to hh,nself his gmlt will be
*upon me ! *

On the application of wolatile salts,
however, to the nostrils o Wilson, he once
more revived, but it was without the power
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of utterance. He tried to speak and could
not! The attempt only convulsed the life-
less jaws. He looked oun his wife and
Lefevre, with indescriballe anguish.

~f) Wilson!’—cried Lefevre—* cannot
you ~peak to us? —Make a sngn——Are you
not happy?’ .

He endeavoured to shake his head;
but, having inclined it one way, he could
not turn it in the opposite direction. They
tinderstood his awful, hal-expressed nega-
tive and wept.

* Do you not’ contirued Lefevre,*repent
of your sins, and renounce them ?—If you
do, lift up your hand,’ and his eye fell upon
the nerveless hand, as though the sentence
of life or death were within its power.

It aroseh—An insupportable weight
fell front Lefevre’s heart.

¢Are you.’ hetresumed, ¢enabled to
cast yourself, as a perishing,” condemned
sinner at the feet of the divine Saviour?’

He had lost the power to raise the
hand; but he slowly raised both his arms,
while the feeble:hands hung dangling upon
each other.. - “
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‘Oh! Thank God!’ cricd the wife.

“Oh! Thank God!” cried Lefevre.

This burst of joyful gratitude over;
their attentien wag fixed in sympathy with
the sufferer.® A {ew moments would ow

»end his suffcfings. The blood had retired

from his clay-celd ektremities. The light
of his #yc was quenched. His bfeath was
short, spasmodical and rattling. Convul-
sions, like the fungsof death, writhed his
whole body. Ay attack severer than the-
former came on It terminated in a deep
groan. LefevPe thopght it annoynced the
departure of the soul —he sunk on his
knees exclaiming—* Lord Jesus receive his
spirit!’—He paused to listen for his breath-
ing—notlling was heard? He held his watth
glass over his mouth —its*sugface was not
steamed! Awful was tlfe pomentl Awful
was the stlllness that succeeded' Neither
Lefevre nor Mrs, Wilson dared to interrupt
it, by word, or sqb, or movement. You
might have though‘t'that death had not only
triumphed in one instance, but that his seal
was set on every tlung in this chamber of
woe. The neglegted taper was fliekering
VOL. IL Tox
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away its last light®in the socket. The
exhausted cinders on the hearth were, as
the fire forsook them, crackling like the
death-watch. The child lay at the feet of
the exanimate body of its fathér, breathing
so softly, that it seemed to respire not at
all. The mother and Lefevre were so pale—
so motionless, that you might have ques-
tioned, whether they had power to move,
or to think. And the room itself, with
s low arched ceiling, “IHlackened by the
smoke of numerous years, and containing
only light enough to reveal the darkness,
was much more like a sepulthre for the
dead, than an abode for the living.

Mrs. Wilson was the first to show sigiis
of life. She arose, and moving to the head
of the bed, closed the eyelids of the dead
body. This act.of delicacy to the deceased
stirred all ker grief; she sunk on the bed,
and, kissing the pallid forehead, wept aloud,
without seeming to have power to arise.
Lefevre diet all that christian sympathy
could suggest. to console her beneath the
affliction. He tarried with her till break
of day; and then, taking kis leave, assured
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her, that he would’ wholly relieve her
from the painful duties connected with
his funeral.
¢ Poor Wilson!’ thought Lefevse as he
* went towards the residence of Nougias—
' ¢ Poor Wilson! thy sun is gone down at,
noon!—and behind a heavy, impenetrable
cloud!—But I trust, by the grace of God,
it shall arise, on the morning of theé resur-
rection, bright witll glory, and changeless

as immortality ! ° Nl
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CHAPTER XXXIIL

AFTER having obtained siight repose,
Lefevre did what was immediately neces-
sary for the remains of Wilson; and then
went with Douglas, to call on the Russells.

Nothing could excced the joy of these
cxzcellent persons in this, interview. At
the first sight of Lefevre Mrs. Russell ran
forwayd to greet him, exclaimiung—¢ Thanks
be praised! Thanks be praised! here he is!”

‘ My son! my son!” said Mr. Russell,
with a calmer, but as deep a joy, embra-
cing him witk opep arms, as if he remem-
bered his promise vn last parting with him.

O what a blessed moment is this,
continued Mys. Russell, pressing his hand
between hers, ‘To see your face again! and
to see you smile so sweetly as you used to
do! It makecs one’s heart dance agaiif !
Ever since Mr, Douglas told us you were
come, my food has done me no good, for
the longing 1 had. to see¢ you!—Ha! my
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dear, (turning to hershusband) you're a fa-
mous man for dreams, and presentiments;
you always said you thought you should
see our dear Charles again, as wg called
him.’ i . .

¢ Yes: thy dear,” observed Mr. Russell,
passing his hand Jver his venerable locks,’
I did think so; and I rejoice 4s much in
seeing him, as I should in seeing cur dear
child, though weshav'n’'t seen him these
three yeats.’

This allusion moderated, without ex-
tinguishing' the cmotions of Mrs. Rassell.
They sat down, and conversed together
most pleasantly for some time. Mrs. Rus-
«ecll, however, was the first to interrupt
the discourse. She and Deuglas hdd a
secret between them ; and she longed to
witness the pleasure of Lefevre.on divulg-
ing it. She sat silen§ a couple of minutes,
busily pussing her lips and twirling her
thumbs ; and then starting up, addressed
him—* Have you no wish tq, see your old
rooms Mr. Lefevre ¥

‘A very great ong, “a’am,’ replied
Lefevre, ¢if it is convenignt to you,’
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‘O, perfectly convenient! They have
scarcely been used since you left them.
Follow me!’—and away she tript up stairs,
leaving the three gentlemnen to choose their
own pace.

The minute thus stolen: from cere-
mony, was given to thé exercise of a lively
and delicate affection. It gave Mrs: Rus-
sell opportunity to assure herself that all
was arranged, as she would have it. Her
truly womauly eye; offerded instantly by
the want of order and proportion, ran
over the room. Every thixg was in its
place — the whole looked well. Yet,
there was an unaccountable itching in
her fingers, to give a last touch to all
things. She stroked the plaits of the cur-
tains— regulated she drop of the blinds to
the light,,and to each other—ran her hand
along the surface @f the bookshelves—
shifted the desk and chair about half an
inch—and hastening into the antichamber,
passed her fingers over the counterpaae
as she went--and opened, finally, the linen
drawer, to seetnat nothing there was rum-
pled. Al this was done in a shorter time
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than is required to tell it, and being done,
Mrs. Russell took her stand in the middle
of the room, waiting to mark, with glisten-
ing eyes, the first impression on Lefevre.

The i;rfpn essions of Lefevre wege those
of joyful sirprise. He expected to have
found, that hie books were sold to cover a
debt *he owed, Mr. Russell, afd thought
that little in the room could remid him
of what it was. Our the contrary, it carried
him back not anly to former days, but=o
his best days ; and was, at the same- time,
a quiet insthnce .of the most. respectful
friendships For a moment he reproached
himself for neglecting the merits of such
-attachments, and then, exchanging a smile
with Douglas, which dwelt.on the ‘joys
that were past, he-tufned to smile with
pleasure and,gratitude Ql; his revered and
aged friends. . L%

¢ And will you,” said he, ‘receive me
again? Have you forgotten all the trouble
P foolishly gave you ¢’ .

* Will we!] replied Mis. Russell. <Do
you doubt that we lovenyou then?—To be
sure we will jreceive yau, with all our
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hearts!  Forgotten tiie trouble ! —Yes, in-
deed we have! Mr. Russell and I never
think of injuries. I remembcer, a person
some time ago insulted me, add I hastily
said I -veuld never notice her again; but’
the next day happening to meet her, I
nodded and spoke as usual; for I had for-
gotten all'about it. — But there's one thing
we don't forget. We dou’t forget how hap-
py you once made us; nor shall never! So
don’t doubt about our vnl.m«rne« If you
are willing, you'll come; and lf you come,
you'li make the evening of life bright and
sunny to us old folks, I assure you!’

‘If I can promote your comfort it
will be a great addition to iny own,’ said
Lefevre, bowing ‘o the ope,n-spmted Mrs.
Russell, and her‘hnbband

He went towar ds the table, and seated
himself at the desk, turning over his old
bible, and observing the marginal notes he
had entered there.’ ,

‘Ha!’ éxclaimed Mrs. Russell, * that
is quite like old times. Fe sits now just
as he used to do, turning over his books.
Ilow often have I peeped upon him,
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while he has been bpsied with his books,
and said in my heart,—* Blessihgs on him !
He'll make a shining character” —and so
he will after gll, depend upon it Mr.
Douglas!®

* Not*a shining character, said Le-
fevre nbmg and k‘ndly pressing her hand,

—*But what is of infinitely 1aore impor-

tance, a wseful one.’ »

¢ Well, well,)»said Mr. Russell with a
playful smile,, “suppvse we unite thege.—
to shine in order to be useful. 1 think our
blessed Lotd has, done so, T'o ghine for the
sake of shining, is contemptible vanity ;
but to desire to shine, that others may be
benefitted by our light, is real picty.’

After Lefevre had inspected “every
thing, and warmly-expressed his pleasure
on the occasion, he furyed upon his friends
a happy and enquising look,—Pray,” said
he, ‘to whom am I obliged for all this de-
licate attention?’ °

* Po nobody!—To those who think
themselves opliged by domg any thing for
you,” cried Mrs- Russ«ll

‘ To these, who {hink the* most they
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can do, but a trifling, expression of their
joy on Mr. Lefevre’s return to the bosom
of his friends !’ said Mr. Douglas.

¢ To those, who have always looked
on you wnh the tenderness of parental
love, or the strength of fraternal fi lendshlp'
said Mr. Russell, as the' tear moistened his
eye. '

Lefevre was affected deeply. He
looked on them all. ¢My father!—my
mother ! — my brother!* he exclaimed,
‘such.you have ever been to me!—O, I
now feel I am at home. and- that to this
hour, I have been a wanderer!’

Blissful was the pause of silence that
succeeded! Soon, however, it terminated.
They shook bands and parted with the
expectation of meetmg on the ensuing day.

The 9ntlc1pated day arrived. The
morning or' it was given by Lefevre to still
devotion; and by Mr. and Mrs. Douglas
to busy ~preparatious, that every thing
might do hongr to the occasion, and, ai
the required time, pass forward with order
and quietude. !

At length, the mormng waned, and
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the guests made thgir appearance in the
drawing room. There were Mr. Lefevre,
Mr. and Mrs. Russell, Mr. Banks, John
Graham, Wallis, and four other young
persons, With whom Lefevre had had some
acquaintante ; but whose names, as they
have not beeg necdssary to the former part
of the history, need not now beanentioned.
These Mr, Douglas had invited, because
he hoped the oppartunity would be highly
profitablé to thein; aad, if Wallis was,.of
the number, it was with a similar hope;
while he had an .assurange, that the time
was past, dn which he was likely to influ-
ence Lefevre dangerously.

. Lefevre received his friends with calin
Joy, ahd unaﬂ'ected humlllty The atten-
tion, however, which n t}le first instance,
was 50 eagerly directed to hiig gave him
some embar raesmeqt butfsom this he was
speedily relieved, by thé' p011teuess of his
host and hostegs, wko soon gave it other
directions, and thade their {riend’s situation
easy to him.

Diuner was soon, hnounced ; and
soon the, company were seated around a
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bounteous table; over which good taste,
economy, 'and liberality presided. There
was nothing confused or incongruous; one
thing bore a relation to every other thing
pronded Nothing was wantmg, to toler-
ate the thou«rht of niggardliness—nothing
‘present, to extort the cliarge of profusion.
Mr. ar.d Mrs. Douglas did the houours
of the feast, in a manner the most simple,
noiseless, and cheerful iinaginable. There
was no puff, no show, no #iolent intreaties ;
no inward uneasioess, lest the expense of
one dish, or the rarity of anciber, should
pass without valuation or applause. It was
evident, that their pleasures were to arise,
not from offerings to their vanity, but from.
the sensible comfort of their guests.: They
had kind wor'ds, and a smilifig countenance
for each; gnd, lf the:r attentlons could be
supposed” at il part;al it was in favor
of those ou whom modesty had cast re-
straints.  Every want was supplied before
it was named or felt; and, such was the
communication kept up between the eye
of the mistress and those of the servants,
that the variations of. the table seemed to
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go on by magic; and you were convinced,
that the management was not got up for the
day, but was the result of a uniformly well
regulated Housekold. .

During the dinner John Graham sat
next to Lefevre; and he took occasion to,
acknowledge his letter, and to inform him
of its’happy influence upon his’mind. It
appeared, that he had been exposed to some
temptations to wofldly amusements; and
that he had los# thuch of his relish for the
means of religidn, though he had not ne-
glected them, at the time the lctter found
him. To fts arrival he referred, not only
his establishment in the best purposes of his
nind ; but, acting on its dn‘ectlons he
expressed a ynodest hope, shat he "had
enjoyed and co'mprehenflqd' religion, as he
had done at. no previouse perl’od of his
life. Lefevre, who lmd sq ]ately witnessed
the sinistet effects of his example, «rejoiced
exceedmgly befyre God, on finding his
admonitions had been efficacious to one so
greatly beloved.

On the removal of the cloth, the healths
went roufid, in which Itefevie was emi-
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nently noticed. All were happy and com-
municative ; and the conversation was inci-
dental, familiar, and general. At length,
Wallis end Banks, who uappened to sit
together, fell into a téte—)-féte.. Between
these two persons there could ‘not well be
a greater contrast Mr Banks was a
linguist, awkward in his manners, * and
rather pedantic in his conversation; but of
excellent character, and unprovokable tem-
per. With Wallis the reader is well ac-
quainted. Mr. Banks had in_reply to his
neighbour, presented sume etymological
criticism rather needlessly; and Wallis,
who had a sharp sense of the ridicnlous,
with limited views of real werth, was in-
duced to break a-jest or two upon him.
Many witty things were said on one side,
and many grave oues on the vther; till the
one becoming more vivacious, and the other
more eacnest, the rest of the company
paused to listen. Walli” had Just given
that arch turn to his features, which was
to usher in a bo:- mot; and he was rather
excited, than checked by the eye! of general
observation.
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‘Ha! he exclaiimed triumphantly—
* T suppose you remember the anecdote of
that ridiculous pedant, who,*en hearing
the king of’ Prussia praised for his incom-
parable skjn andedauntless bravesys turned
coldly away and gpid— After all, I ima-,
give the king®of Prussia cannot decline a
verb In s without making a blunder ”

Every‘’eye turned on Mr. Banks. [e
was confused; his tongue was paralyzed
by mauvaise hote. Mr. Douglas, not en-
during thag he should suffer a moment’s
pain on a day devoted to juy, took up the
subject— “rhe disposition,’ said he, looking
on Wallis ¢of which you complain is, I
think, by no. means peculiar to men of
letters. All men have thelr fa'vorite tOple 3
and on these ‘they * compfonly entertain
enthusiastic, <and extravagant ° opinions.
Perhaps you recollect the, aceount of the
philosopher, who, in his rage for his darling
doctrine of dlvmblhty, maintained, that a
particle of matter is just as capable of infi-
nite divisibility, as the gloh= itself?’

¢ It seems,’ “said Lefevre, ¢in sowne
degree tosArise, from thedesire of saying
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the utmost that can possibly be said, on a
given theme. IfIremember rightly, Bishop
Hopkins is-an example to the point. I
think, intreating of ¢ little,sins,” he presses
their enoramity so far, as to.end by insisting,
that Zittle sins are greater than great ones.’

‘ True! continued Dovuglas, <and I
fear we must refer some of it to self-love,
which teaches us to identify ourselves, with
objects and pursuits in which we are par-,
ticularly concerned, and do, perhaps, em-
inently excel. Must we nct in a measure
ascribe to this, those. hyperbohcal opinions
often possessed, by the soldier of arms, by
the advocate of law, and by the pbysicia;n
of medicine ?’ 3

¢ Aye, aye,” said Mr. Russell—¢ then
it all comes to the’old fable. If the city is
to be repmred the carpenter, the currier,
and the masen, will cll propose to do it;
and each one recommends his vwn mate-
rials as the best.’ ,

¢ Yes, sii, resumed Douglas—¢ and
that, not always from a meye idea of gain.
Their immediate eiaploy niay have so mixed
itself, with all th~ir niodes of thinking and
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natural partialities, as to have brought them,
to rest upon ita val ue’disproportionate and
unreal.’

¢ And gince it appears, that we are
liable to the very failing we deteét else-
where, should® we not learn cliatity to
others?’ observed Mr. Russell.

‘ And,’ said Lefevre, ¢ if spch a dis-
position is mnatural to us, how desirable
must it be to bring it over on the side of
religion— then oug very infirmities might
promote its bles§ed interests.’ .

¢ Exactlv so,” said Mr. Banks, again
composed,  and in that case, it ‘Would be
total advautﬁge, without risk. We cannot
exaggerate on the merits of religion !’

¢ Very good,” said Douglas, with a
smile. ¢ All our dange} witlhi religion is,
on the side of deficiency. Mt has an import-
ance—an excéllence— a élofy-—-above our
words—above our thdughts ! What would
be extravagance elsewhere, is sobriety Aere.’

The conversation paused a moment ;
and then became general agdin. Lefevre
introduced the *case of Wilson to them.
He described his death, and dwelt on those

VOL. I11."
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particulars, which he thought calculated to
henefit the younger part of the company.
All were greatly affected, by the deep sym-
pathy he exhibited in the deceased and
survwmg members of the little ‘amily ; and
a subscnptlon was made for tne funeral,
which went very far t> cover all the ex-
pence. - 8

B; this time the ladies had retired to
the drawing room, apd the gentlemen
speedily sought them th¢re. TLe day had
closed. All without was; dark, and cold,
and damp; but all within vas light, and
warm, and wladsome Once more united,
the happy party ranged themselves along
the sides of the room, in form of an oval ;
having, at one extremity, & brill:ant ﬁre,
and at the other, -a fipe toned organ, each
branch appearing the happier, for the pre-
sence of the other.

Before the tea entered, Mis. Doug]as
was petitioned, from all quarters, for a les-
son or two-on the instrament.  The pgti-,
tion was seconded by Mr, Douglas, to
whom she had gast her eye; he attended
her to the seat. She played sqme of Han-



FOUNDED ON FACTS. 827"

del’s finest pieces, supported by the voices
of her spouse, and the other yoling men.
Joy and harmony filled the placg.

When the rcfreshments of tea had
been handed md dlslh]bsed the cguversa-
“tion was forufd chwﬂy in the hands of Mr.
Russell and Lafevre? They were talking
on the tystery of Providence, with marked
seriousness. o Lefevre made some aMusion
to his own ¢ awful visitation,” and attention
was bent upon him. Hithertoy, delicacy
had forbidden any one to refer to cvents,
that might stii painful recollections ; but,
now, it was-evident, if Lefevre chose to
lead to them, all were most ready to follow.
Those who know how coucern and sym-
pathy in the auditor unlock the heart of
*the speaker, need not be iuformed, that
Lefevre’s was cpmpletely apened.*

He' became, indeed, g principal
. centre of atuwaction and pleasure, through
most of the evening. Te touched on the
leading events, durmfr his algsence from
home; directing each of them to those, who
were likely to regurd it as most interest-
ing. To Wallis he talked of the mhnners,

Y 2
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habits, and amusements of the people in
Canada, sometimmes with humour, and
always with truth. To Mr. Banks he spoke
of books and learning, and the stupendous
appearances of nature. "To the females he
presented tender pictures of* the widows,:
and children he had kitown : and described
the admniiable character of the Miss.onary.
And, whatever rclated more fully to the
interest of religion, ard his own spiritual
-experience, while it was heard by all, was
particularly addressed to Dou"lab and Mr.
Russell, ©

His emotion kindled as ke went for-
ward. All that he had suffered—-all he
had deserved to suffer—passed afresh be-
fore him. He felt the greatnets of his
deliverance, end’ was prassed on, by the
weight of his. ol:ligations to his Redeemer.
Sentence after sentence was encreasingly
serious. e had the highest object before
him. He sought not :merely to gratify,
but perman~ntly to benefit, his young ‘ac-
quaintance. He had secured their atten-
tion, and he was resolved on improving it
He corinected the .nost snitakle moral re-
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flections with all he had stated. He called
in other incidents, indifferent to their humi-
liating tendency on himself, where they
were likely fo make & good aud streng im-
Pression. St keeexposed in its deformity

® —temptation” he str.ipt of its meretricious
ornaments—th® world he proved to be as
empty. as ostentatious — and Txe threw
around religfon those diviie chams, which
can neithey be bestowed nor appreciated,
but by him ¢ who has handled and tasted -
and felt of the good word of life.’

He rested. He was surprised to’per-
ceive, how his earnestness had carried him
on. No one spoke. Ilis young friends,
to whom he hal, in the end, directed him-

, self, still logkedeon him, *Mr. Russell and
Douglas sat at his side, with*countenances
suffuseq with delight. Mrs. .Ru.sp'ell had
her eyes covered witl! here hatidkerchief
and his m(.)t]ler had retired to a distance to
weep! He was eonfused. ¢ Forgive me;’
said he, ¢ if T have said too mueh. 1 feared
my past example might have injured you,
and I was gesirou‘s of. repairing the mis-
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chief. What I have said is the fruit, not
of books, but my own experience If pos-
sible, I would make others wise by that
experience. I would nnt any one should
suffer -what I have suffered, , even with
the certainty of survmng it; and, alas!
where I have been presewed thousands
have perished.’

Ile ceased; and his spirit seemed
depressed beneath the sense of his past
conduct. The fldw of conversation was
interrupted, and no one'was prepared to
restove i.. Mr. and Mrs." Douglas ex-
changed looks. She moved t6 the organ;
and, accompanied by the deep tones of the
instrumént, sang with a sweet and tendér
voice, the fullow:ng verses:—

' 7’/«3 Welcome.

W.ELCOME, welcome, weary pilgrim,
To the friends who love you bést;
Now, no more your thoughts shell wander;
Now your way-worn feet shall rest ;
W.,Ary pllgnm !
Welcome to your native home !
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[
As mothers moury the child departing,
So did we your loss deplore ;°
As mothers greet the chilgl returning,
So ye joy to grieve no more ;
o Wery pilgrim!
Wc]conu: 4o your native home ® »

Fairer sups, an® softer cllmates
May in other lands be found
But the sweet, domestic vmues
Thfive alone on British greand ;
Weary pilgrim !
Welcome to your .ative hom:e !

Here ure eyes, that speak a meanirg,
Which the tbngué can never teil ;
Hereare hearts, that share the feelings,
Which within your bosom swell ;
Weary pilgrim! .
'Wclco;u:_ to your na.tive kome!

. . -
Live we, then, in Blissfu[ %uion,

Children of eternal day »
Tlll upborne from earth to hqtven,

Waiting angc.ls whnbpenng say—

. ¢ Weary pilgrims!
Welcome i¢ your endless home !’
»

These stamzas varied and perpetnated
the strong feelitg of the company. The

delicate é’ omphment they offered to Lefevre,
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surprised &nd overpovered him. He sat
on the sofa, with one hand veiling the
tears that would fall; and w1th the other,
pressed &o the bosom ofy his too happy
mother. - The rest of the party partook of
high delight. They encored the verses;
and beggeds; that they lﬁight be separately
repeated, that all might have the opportu-
nity of joinirg in a welcome, so’accordant
to their hearts. The request so respectful
to Lefevre, ‘was instantly ¢omplied with;
and all, excepting the subject of them and
his mother, united te sirg the verses with
that enthusiasm of feeling, which music
and friendship can well inspire.

Time flies quickly with the happy. -
The evening “was mow yielding to night;
and, as the geheral sentiment was truly
devotional, Douglas was anxious to have it
preserved. Ee proposed, therefore, that
the pleasures of the day should be closed,
by aregular acknowledgment to Ilim, who
was the fount of all their felicity. * All were
acquiescence; and it devolved on Mr. Rus-
sell to become the organ of their devotion.
The excellent anil venerable mait took his
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seat in the midst of the roonf,"gnd read the
exquisite Parable of the Peodigal with such
depth of feeling, as made every expression
amd sentiment kis own; and, such was its
appropnateness to the occasio, «that you
might have suppoged our Lord. had at first”
concened the pathetic story, ﬂbm preeisely
such a scene in domestic life. .

They knelt to pray. Mr. Russell was
never so much in his element, as in this
exercise; and ‘now hée rose above himself.
His heart :was ‘already melted, and fic had
ouly to pour it éut Uefore the merdy seat.
This he "did with the utmost freedom;
and yet, so true were his emotions to the
" surroupding =worshippers, that he utgered
nothing put what was? adapted te them,
and for which the Ppr evidus intercourse,
had préparal them. HC gas .partlculal
without being trivial —ane c8pious without
needlesgrepetition. Every petitioh seemed
19 give greater warmth and elevation to its
successor; till he arose, ffomn peniteutial
coufession and® earthly L. cessity, to dwell
"in profm:{g adoration on the riches of the
divine nfercy, poh er and intelligence. It
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was truly "¥eblime! All wept, and some
found it impossible wholly to suppress their
sobs. The *distance between earth and
heaven geemed annihilated, The saintly
man appeared, like Stephen,:to be looking
"steadfastly-on the objects with which he
cominuned, He might, all’ revered and
patriarchal as he was, have been mistaken
for Jacob at Bethel, with the invisible
world cpen to his sight, and ascerding and
descending angels all minidtering to him!

The service termninatéd, -as in this
world "thé most delightful service must;
but it left ou the worshippers a glow of
exalted seriousness and heavenly joy. Even
Wallis, the least promising of the company,
was affected to a degree, of which he had
been thought ineapable. The mind was
too highly raised for convefsation- and,
having accepted slight refreshments, almost
in silence, they began to separate.

€O’ said Mrs. Lefevre as they were
taking farewcll, ‘how short this day has
been!?’ - v

* ¢It bhas, ma’am, replied Douglas;

‘but let us remember, its departdre brings
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us nearer to an .eternal d=; of celestial
Joy !’ ' '

‘Oh! Mr. Lefevre,” cried Mrs. Rus-

sell, as she wrang his hand, ¢ se2 how hap-

Py you can meke us!’

¢ Ah!’ continued Mr. Ruqsell looking
with a countenance open and smiling as the
sun, —° and if in the world above (lifting
his hand) we have auy recollection, as I
. think we shall, of the past, T shall, even
in hcaven, mever fdhget this day !—What
say you, sirs turnmg to Wallis who was
next him. - .

¢ I confess, sir,” said he, ¢ it has been
a happy eveuing, and I should like to have
such another.

¢ Right,.right,” said M., Russell. * De-
pend upon it*Mr. ‘Wallis—to be happy we
must be gaod: and tose g g.',ood we must be
godly ) -

Mrs. Russell hurried back fromn the
door Which tupy had re :lChP(l to get Y-
fevre’s yeassurance that ke would occupy
his lodgings qu the morrow, and then finally
disappeared.

Thre'rocm, at length, was left by all
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the visitors, ®alept Lefewre and his mother,
who for that night tarriéd with Mr. and
Mrs. Douglast They sat a few minutes,
quietly ruminating on the enjoyments of thre
day ; and <hoping the impressions it had
niade, might not evaporate. The striking
of the clock reminded Lefevre 6f the time
he had consecrated ta piety and friendship,
and he withdrew for some time to his
closet. .

The transition was very acceptable to
him. At this moment, he was 1more, dis-
posed tdscarry on his comrhunion with his
heart aud his Maker, than with his dearest
earthly connexions. His joy too, through-
out hagl been softened by shades of tender
melanchely ; and, there was something in
his chamber, that'sorted witli it most plea-
santly.s All seemed so still after the inse-
parable bustle ¢f compary. All appeared
so0 pensive, after the brjlliancy and har-
muny of the lower room. The moon-light
shone mistily througi) the unshuttered
window ; and left its faint inage on the
floors He put his taper in a distant corner;
and placed hims¢lf where he night gaze on
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the celestial lumingry. He wagrattached to

it, not only becaase it kjndleh within himn
those delicious sentiments, ef which it has
been the parent from the foundation of the
world; 1t was now. becoine . the=visible
bond bet\ireen hlm and his friends, in t}.2
new world 3 it whs associated with a thou-
saitd recoliections, soe of tHem painful —
others pleasurable, but all of thém dear to
his heart. [t had often been, as now, the
witness and asfistant of his devotions? . In
secret silences of the mind he unbvsomed
himself to"its Creator and kis »wn Re-
deemer; while the unregarded tears strayed
down his cheeks, flowing alike fromn deep
repentance—rapturous joy —and the ardor
of unfeigued, devotedness. - N .
Bd‘one he soukht®agaiu the society of
his fuonds,. he made t'he-folldwmg minute
in his diary :— o . S .
¢ Christmas day, Dec. 25.«—— This
day m¥ friends have met together, to ex-
press theeir joy and gratitvde on my return
to them. It has been indeed a happy day!
Life, I Dbelicve; has féw such to bestow.

May i “4ppear to have_ been as use-
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ful as happy! Several of my former
acquaintance, and even -Wallls, were in-
vited by Mr Douvlas with this hope; and
certainly, I never saw such eviaent seri-
ousnesg-upon them! O that it may remain
«ud increase! The Spirit of the Lord is
not straitcned. He whi sav>d me can
save all! and I now pant to become 'he
instrumen. of saving, not only thcse whom
I bave injured, but all to ¥hom I can pos-
sibly*extend may influeace.

¢ Father of Mercies! on the verge of
this day of joy, T would seal afresh my
consecration of myself to Thee! To Thee
I solemnly surrender my whole nature,
body, soul, and spirit; and vow, in thy
strength, that they shall be thine for ever!
Graciously accept and confirm iy vows,
through thy Jdear Scn, for I am feehleness
'«nd unworthiness themselves! Teach me
to bow to thy will as the supremc of wis-
drm—to trust in thy might 2s my bast se-
curity—to rejoi~e in thy favor as my high-
est happiness—and to seek thy honor as
the noblest end of nm.y exist.nce. Pour out
upon me the influenrces of thy Hely Spirit!
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May I unite the prudence of the serpent,
with the meeknesq of the dovy—-the sim-
plicity of the' child, with® the firmness of
the man. :Make we, barren and worthless
as I have been,’ verdant as the ﬁr.t,ree—-

fruitful as the olive—sirong as the cedar: .

and, after having:flourished to thy praisé
on earth, may the hand of death only frans-=
plant me to flourish for ver, in thy blessed
presence, with mofe abundant fruitfulness,
and to fuiler perfectiop! Amep.’ .

Posteript 1819. Lefevre
took up hjs proposed resi‘ence wih Mi.
and Mrs. Russell ; and his mother medi-
tates a removal to London. His friends

obtained for ltim a situation to his wishes; * .

and, althpugh4ts rewards arc not equal to
those he formerly recelved "¢ finds enough
for use, ind fomething to s’pare His time

is divided amongst the dugiestof hls emnploy,

his own improvement, and the efercise of
friendship and benevolence ; and thus ap?
portloned. it finds him contented and leaves

him happy ; s@bject 0113' to the interrap- -

tions, which the best-the happicst nrust
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experience in chis probationary state. We
leave him, therefore, with hope amounting
to satisfaction ; but still witli this convic-
tion alive on our remembrance, ¢ that he
oncy who ‘endurcth to the end shall be saved.’
Meduwhlle, in farnishing the last sen-
teuce to this penod of Lefevre’s history, it
~may be proper to state, that rot one line
would have ever mt the public eye, had
it not have beén for the exhilirating hope—

‘that they who read his frilings will not
mly dcplore, but Avoio them; and that
they who rzad hi: exeellencies wnll not only
admire, but STRIVE TO IMITATE lhem.

FINIS.

H. TEAPE, PRINTFR, TOWER-HIL.,
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