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PREFACE.

A rreFack, in tho present instance, is considered
by the Author as, though not an unneccssary, an
unmeaning thing ; unmeaning inasmuch as one
objeet of such sho conceives were to explain why
a narrative coming from Her pen should be per-
sonated by so foreign a scribe as the individual
purporting to be the writer of the following let-
ters, and this she fecls she cannot explain to
hersclf ; not except that the most of the inci-
dents recorded, being taken from the memoranda
of a departed brother, and what he himself acted
a part in, tho design was, on this account, the
more in accordance with her own feelings; though
with these she is awarc a noutral party can be
expected to have no fellow sympathy.

The chief object of any other prefatory re-
marks were to apologize for general and universal
demerit throughout the book ; but this, she per-
ceives, were a task as cndless as unavailing ;
whilst, to ask the reader's forbearance, were to
ask more than he can be called upon to, give.
If, however, by the perusal of the following
pagde, grief, in even one instance, shall receive
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a smile, or vice a rebuke ; if one soul diseased
by sin, of whatever dye, shall be led to believe
on Him—faith in whom shall “ make him
whole,” an('l the nature of which belief, however
fecbly, the writer has attempted to simplify and
urge—if ono of these objects be gained, the Au-
thor is more than willing to bear with the censure
to which the 1mperfections of the volumnc subject
it.

That such will be the result, she is, however,
by no means sanguine in her expectations; her
hope being greatly lower than her aim. The
writor is, at the same time, aware that if it do
not prove useful, it can hardly be expected to be
found even entertaining; essay more than nar-
rative In some instances, and fact more than
fiction in all, having been studiously adhered to.
On this account, the paucity of incident will,
perhaps, be palliated. For the untasteful ar-
rangement, as well as the meagre hand with
which that incident is set forth, she has nothing
to plead, nothing, at least, that can be urged as
a reasonable extenuation.



LETTER 1.

My DEAR ——,
I sHaLL not soon forget the tender emotions you
evinced at our separation, which untying the love-
strings of my own heart, you were in all my
thoughts as the coach drove swiftly on ; and, during
our long day’s journey, not an incident that trans-
pired, nor a feeling that was awakened, seemed
interesting, except in so far as I conceived it might
interest you when transferred to epistolary corres-
pundence, on the fulness and punctuality of which
you so abundantly charged me. Thus, ere night,
I had a long catalogue of scenes, incidents, and re-
miniscences, ready to put on record ; and, truth to
tell, I thought them all tolerably important. But
importance is a term of relative meaning. 1 was
not half an hour in Edinburgh until these were
speedily lost in what I conceived the importance of
one, in which 1 soon became as strangely as unex-
pectedly involved, and to the particulars of which
1 shall confine myself, though what may hesshe
B
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result I am yet ignorant. I am, at the same time,
aware that “incident” and *adventure” are mnot
good to travel by post. If cramped for room, they
want interest ; and if oceupying too much, the
reader invariably discounts his want of other matter
at their expense; I shall endeavour, however, as
much as possible, to avoid the prolixity that offends,
and the brevity that neither conrts nor finds ac-
quaintance.

I had, as you know, resolved on lodging for the
night in the inn adjoining the coach-office ; but feel-
ing enervated by the long and confined seat in the
coach, I gave my luggage in charge to the waiter,
and ordering coffee to be ready in half an hour, en-
deavoured to invigorate myself by a walk, the even-
ing being altogether inviting. The west winds
blew softly in the openings of the streets; the
clouds had receded from the firmament ; the moon
and stars, illuminating the azure vault, and declar-
ing the glory of their Maker, combined with all that
is sweet in the serenity of such a night, to delight
and elevate the contemplative mind—so far as the
bustle and passing scenes of the thronged streets
leave room for contemplation. But these, unlike
our own sequestered lawn, which at even-tide is
Beauty in repose, and onlike the music of the mur-
murs of our own lonely atream, or the symphony of
the echoes of our romantic vale, aid not the student
in his study, or meditation in the profoundness of
k- pathway. They, however, furnish other; if not



3

more useful resources for the mind ; nor the least of
these, perhaps, is such an incident as that I have
now to relate.

On leaving the inn, I had no sooner proceeded on
my walk, than I began to contemplate the “ lights
and shadows” of the passing crowd—these as various
as the roads they took, and their attire and their
features more diverse than might have been supposed
to belong to the same species. My interest was,
however, but little arrested by the motley groups,
antil aroused by one whose countenance seemed
sadder than the saddest, and whose attire gayer than
the gayest of ull the other passers-by. She was tall ;
her step was stately, and her deportment dignified.
Her brow was bold : bnt it was not brazen. Her
eye was suffused with tears, which yet allayed not
the fire that flashed in it—the fire so indicative of
that first and convulsive stage of new-born grief
which fancies the spirit may break, but may not
bend.  Foolish faney ! which, with that spirit, shall
yet be made to bow before the heavier wheels of
grief’s progression. Of all her features, her lips
(unlike those of woman) seemed to yield first in the
mental conflict. 'They were partially open, and I
saw them move with a slight convuision—as ap-
peared to me from necessity urging on them some
particular declaration which the heart proscribed.

I am thus ininute, or, as you may think, fasti-
dious, each feature not only being so decided in
itsglf, but demonstrating its own peculiar apasity

’ B2
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with such deep and palpable intensity. The lady
also looked hurriedly, and, as I thought, guiltily on
all she met ; but the heedlessness with which she
again averted her eye, subsequently persuaded me
that calamity, and not guilt, prompted her move-
ments ; else had I, like the multitude, also ¢ passed
by')I

I am aware that the inhabitant of the town, long
accustomed to meet ohjects of interest or of commi-
seration, may at last see them as if he saw them
not, or as if they bore not their Maker’s impress, or
were bound to him by no tie of aflinity. With
some, indeed, the discovery of one solitary act of
duplicity, in one whom wretchedness had made
reckless, may have induced the convenicnt belief
that deceitfulness belongs to the whole of the hap-
less, the hopeless, and the homeless. With others,
pity may have given place to disregard, and, after a
few fruitless attempts to relieve the unfortunate, or
to reclaim the erring, may have removed them to a
greater distance from muny a noble, though de-
praved soul, which alike monrning its depravity and
its misery, falls in conscious degradation before the
frowns of their disdain. But the man who is car-
yied from the comparatively innocent and happy
haunts of the country—who never sent the beggar
from his door without his alms, nor ever heard the
sigh which, if he could not stay, he at least did not
essay to soothe—he, on first leaving the abodes of
ri..*[npeacefulness, if with a heart yet unseardd by
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the world’s ways, canuot look on misery without
commiserating it, nor even on the saunter-stare
without sympathy, and a wish to restore it to virtue,
The ear saluted with the low rant of the sons of
Belial, whom night has sent forth inflate with wine,
on the one hand—or the eye offended with vice in
its yet more anomalous form on the other—must,
indeed, oftentimes lead the Christian man, whether
an inhabitant of the city or of the sequestered ham-
let, to put the question, “ Can Christian charity do
no more for these? 1f they die in their miseries,
can couscience witness that 1 am innocent ?”

Marvel not, then, if one so beset with grief, and
withal so intecesting, should have called forth my
svlicitude. I watched her movements, though keep-
ing aloof, being alike disinclined to allow friendless,
if virtuous sorrow to pass unbefriended, or to offer
my sympathy to one who perchance had only as-
sumed its semblance to beguile. But turning sud-
denly on her heel at the angle of a street, we met a
third time, when I instinctively made a movement
to address her. Iler eye had caught mine; and,
scarcely knowing why, I at once recoiled at the
readiness with which she seemed prepared to listen
to me, which feeling on my part the stranger had
perceived, for she straightway turned as hurriedly
and heedlessly from me as from the others.

« Madam !” 1 unconsciously articulated.— Sir !”
she answered ; and fancying or fearing she was go-
ing to take my arm, I started back. But Lusin-
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mmated manner, her youth, her noble deportment,
the intelligent expression of her eye, with the re-
sistless sorrow that suffused it, all combined to work
upon my sympathies ; and I hope higher than human
feelings, or common principles also, operated on my
mind. < If the sorrow of the injured or the op-
pressed, let me sympathize with, or redress it.”
thought I; ““and if <the wages of sin,” let me ad-
monish it.”

I should have said that after answering me with
the monosyllable, < Sir I’ the lady still stood, thougk
apparently more from being bound to the spot than
from any other cause. I meanwhile liad retreated a
few steps, intending to retire ; but again advancing,
* Accept my arm,” I reluctantly stammered. < No,
sir,” she replied, ¢ if sorrow, or a surmise that you
had come to soothe it, have for a moment entranced
me, think not that either sin or sorrow has yet made
me to bend before the brow on which but now I saw
disdain lurking.”

Scarcely knowing what I said, I asked what sin
or sorrow had brought a lady of her appearance to
such a place at such an hour ; and as she still stood
speechless, and indeed motionless, I took her arm,
and accompanied my enquiry with such remarks as
1 deemed suitable. But at last hastily disengaging
herself, and her large tear-drops, which she ¢ turned
to sparks of fire,” falling irresistibly,~—¢ Thank you,
gir,” she said ; “but were a sermon a sedative fo; the
bul?ﬁ?ﬁ'gs of sorrow, I should prefer to read one, as
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it fell first and fair from the lips of Him who was
Himself meek and lowly—who never reproved sin
with scorn, nor looked on sorrow with a sneer ; and
Hg, may I humbly remind you, is your Lord.”
And swift as were her words, she had left me more
swiftly, but that holding her arm, ¢« Madam,” said
1, «if appearances have deceived me, I am happy,
I pray you to forgive one whose motives were sin-
cere, and whose words were dictated by the religion
he professes.”

* Nay, sir,” she answered, turning back having
now left me— Nay, sir ; had you the humility and
the benevolence of true Christianity, you had not
sneered even at depravity, nor wantonly trampled
on a wound you could not mollify. ‘Do not, there-
fore, take solace in self-righteousness ; for had you
been a good man, you had looked at sorrow ere you
had reproved sin; and grief, instead of scorn, had
filled your eye, when yon deemed it looked upon
iniquity.”

I felt rebuked, feeling that I had not treated the
stranger with that delicacy which her sorrow and
her sex demanded, nor with the same meekness as
had He whom my deportment had led her sarcasti-
cally to term “my Lord.” My solicitude waxed
also stronger for one who, even if erring—which I
bad no ground for believing—was yet so shrewd in
observation, and fertile in the maxims of wisdom.
1 had moved to a little distance, and for a few mo-
ménts we stood in silence. But recovering my
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self-possession, I begged her to forgive any ungene-
rous expression [ had let slip, This I did the more
earnestly, for I wanted to pour the oil of heavenly
consolation into the wounds of sorrew, or, if need
were, to apply the Balm of Gilead to the deeper
disease of sin. And, as has been truly said, ** What
is awful and alarming in Christianity should be
noftened and tempered Ly a persuasive tenderness ;
that religion be divested of whatever is unnlovely
and repulsive, that it may appear not only pure but
geatle, not only majestic but amiable; equally fa-
vourable to the enjoyment and the communication
of happiness.” °Tis,"indeed, meet that « apples of
gold” should be ¢ set in pictures of silver.” The
purities of the gospel, in truth, never can be adminis-
tered aright, wherever the shades of pride, or of
incongruous feeling, defile the breath that holds
them forth. Heaven’s gold must be melted in an
untarnished vessel. The Light of Life must be
exhibited without a speck of adverse feeling resting
on its disc.

" She refused the offer of my arm. I, however,
urged it on the grounds now alluded to. But-
though at last giving me her hand, the lady’s ire
subsided not. Albeit this I could not blame; for
if proceeding from innocence being wronged, it was
but righteous indignation ; and if from the thorny
sense of sin being reproved, human nature submits
not soon to the reproof which, peradventure, comes
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from a guiltier heart than its own, as the stranger
might. indeed, well have conceived mine to be.

« My dear lady,” said I, « Nature bas made me
your brother, and why should misery make us foes ?”

<« I was not aware that I had intruded my feelings,
sir,” she replied, * and —"

“Your griet needs not tongue to tell its pre-
sence,” T interrupted ; « and if you will tell me its
cause, 1 shall endeavour to mitigate or to remove it ;
and if I can do neither, I at least promise you a
beart to sympathize with it.”

“Yes! and sympathy mini with scorn were
in sooth a sovereign solace,” shé¥réplied. To which,
my rejoinder teing expressed in serious accents,
« Pray, sir, are you a clergyman ?” she enquired.

I am an immortal being, ma’am, and wish to be
distinguished by no other appellation, but desire
ever to be found acting that character well.”

« Ah! my immortal sir " she scornfully rejoined,
« you shall be the burden of my surprise if you do
act that character well. But the scene shifts. In
the same play, man acts many different characters.
To-murrow [ shall find you acting a different part.
The saint and the sinner act upon the same stage.”

¢ They may indeed, madam, act upon the same
stage,” I replied ; * but assuredly they are aeting
their parts in very different plays—the one perform-
ing his part in a fatal tragedy, that shall be suc-
ceeded hy the never-ending scene of ¢ Lost for ever,’
—the other, whilst performing his part in the ¢=-.na
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of this life, acting even now a part in that life of
happiness which is to be enjoyed beyond the skies.”
My auditor making no reply, ¢ Permit me, madam,”
I added, «if you have any reason to think you still
belong to the former ¢scene of acting,” and if you
wish to avoid its misery—permit me to urge you, by
all that is blessed in heaven, and by all that is
dreadful in never-ending woe, to act a different
part.”

¢ To-morrow, sir,” she answered, *or perchance
another to-morrow it must be ere I can listen to
your theology.” ‘

« Ah, madam ! Were is to-morrow ?” 1 rejoined.
¢ In another world. To thousands this is certain :
the reverse is sure to none ;” adding also that it was
the truth I spoke—the truth of God, which neither
could be affected by my insincerity mor by her
unbelief. Hereupon I thought she listened; but
again casting her head aloft, < Nay, my good sir,”
she answered, ¢ you are not—you cannot be sincere.
Farewell—I wish you much happiness ; but never
again sport with the feelings on which even sorrow
itself frowns, nor ever judge the sequence without
reference to the cause. I am miserable, and of ever
again being happy I have no hope; but to be con-
temned by one who perchance can be as wicked as
myself, without inheriting the same sensibility, is
the throe of life’s last joy.” All this having been
said.in so much shorter time than in that I have
rel®ecd it, accompanied also with the abduc'tbn of
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her arm, that I stood petrified ; and whilst the last
words seemed yet on the way to my ear, the speaker
was out of my sight. Nor, on bethinking myself,
could I trace the steps of the lost one ; and, after a
vain search of half an hour, I returned to my inn—
the door of which she was, however, just passing.

Again greeting her respectfully, and once more
offering her my arm, ¢ Pray, sir, is it guilt or inno-
cence ye seek ?” she mdlnnantly asked « If saint
ye be, I beseech you to mock not the one nor to be-
guile the other.”

“ Dear madam,” 1 said, “’ I remove your
sorrow with the sympathy I b& to it, I had then
an argument in proof of my sincerity.”

Hardly had I uttered these words, when, looking
at me for a moment, and her countenance changing,
“ Forgive my lightness of speech,” she said; «I
was not wont to adopt such a procedure with which
to brave my sorrow. But there is a point in human
endurance to which the better feelings cannot or do
not accompany us, and at that point I surely had
arrived.”

I said, « Perhaps not, except when upborne by
Him whose strength is omnipotence, whose heart is
love, and whose ways are the ways of loving-kind-
ness.” I also adverted to the power and to the glo-
ries of the cross, believing that however strong the
strength of truth, even in itself, yet that truth, as
conyzcted with these, has a magic which no other
argument can convey. Nor was I altogethe: mis-
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taken. Bursting into a flood of tears, and her
manner becoming subdued, « Is it true, then, that
Heaven has heard my prayer?” she said—the
prayer which I supposed Heaven’s indignation had
dashed back upon the supplicant, by reason of the
pride of the heart which uttered it !”

But it being neither a time nor a place for such
topics, I ‘asked if the lady was far from home, inti-
mating that as it was late, I should be happy to see
her to its predincts. *

«8ir, I have no home,” she replied, “and my
lodging is one to.ch I cannot invite you.” To
this I answered, if it was one involving either
her peace or her character, and if she desired to
leave it, I should, before we parted, provide her
accommodation for the night.

The homeless, meditating a few moments on what
I proposed, replied, in an anguish that made it more
bitter by her endeavour to conceal it, <1 believe,
sir, you are sincere in all you say ; and till the day
of my death, I shall never forget your kindness.
But-—you are a man ; and perhaps, by the impru-
dent burst of feeling to which I have given way,
you have been moved to pity. DPity is a short-lived
passion ; and ere the sun again rise, you may wish
you could recall your promise. I shall therefore
leave you ; and if, in the morning, you feel willing
or inclined to befriend me, I shall be happy to see
you at my lodging, Mrs. Black’s, 9, E—— Strﬁet."
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I should have said that the lady had no sooner
opened her lips to me, than her high English accents
told that she was at least far from her native hume.
And now, amongst many other enquiries respecting
her distance from that home, but to which I ob-
tained no direct information, I asked if she had any
friend or acquaintance in town.

¢« No, not a friend here—or on earth, if you are
not one,” was the reply. And the thought which
erewhile I had endeavoured to impress on her mind,
recurring to my own—that ¢ To-morrow” might be
to us in another world—1I could not, late as it was,
leave the desolate one without‘e more adverting
to where peace and consolation are to be found ;
and walking with her along one of the retired
streets, I again directed her mind to Him who
offers friendship to the friendless, and who is pecu-
Liarly « the sTRANGER’S SH1ELD.”

+« Happy, heavenly-minded man!” she exclaimed,
“ happy in your ignorance. But a few months ago,
and I had heard you speak on these subjects with
pleasure—with pleasure; for I might then have
made them my own. But now it only augments my
misery to hear of delights which may no more be
mine.”

« Madam,” I replied, “ I am aware that a life of
alienation from God excludes man from happiness ;
but I know also that sinners are brought near to
God by the blood of the son of His love ; and that,
if & had not died to save sinners, even the chief of



14

sinners, I as well as you bad been an eternal exile
from happiness, holiness, and God. And let me tell
you that in those days of comparative innocence, to
which you allude with so much emotion, yon had not
one protection from hell, nor one ground of hbpe for
heaven, which you have not at this moment, there
being only one character which warrants our coming
to Clrist—which is just that of a sinner. Nor is
there any way in which sin can be cancelled except
in believing on His name, or taking Him as the
surety for our sin. There is, moreover,” said I,
* no hour so suitable for our doing so as the present,
and there is no cejfilinty that another shall be given
us.” Putting a few religions tracts into her hand,
which she readily promised to read, we now parted,
having first, however, conducted the unprotected
one to the house of Mrs. Black, where she takes the
name of Miss Maria Millicent, though whether real
or assumed, I do not know.

I returned to my inn, where I now write, and
have retired to my sleeping-chamber, but not to
sleep, Maria Millicent’s sobbings still falling on my
ear—her weeping despairful eye, as it made its last
dart at mine as we parted at the door of her lodging,
still as vividly present to my mind as if it were im-
pressed on my retina.

The silence of midnight is long past ; I have also
outstretched the utmost limits of a letter ; and must
bid you adien.”



LETTER II.

My pEAR ,
I xNow not what you may have thought of my feel-
ings, as delineated in my letter of yesternight; but
I confess that my own opinion of the matter this
morning was different from what it was when I
wrote yﬁu twenty-four hours ago. My first sensa-
tion of consciousness, on awaking, was a dim idea
of having an unpleasant task to perform—recollec-
tion soon telling me what it was, and sowething also
hinting that it might be one drawing heavier on my
pecuniary resources than might be agreeable, with
other attendant inconveniences yet more unpleasant.
So it is that feelings so often turn the wheel of
opinion ; and feelings furn so much themselves,
when excitement is succeeded by reflection, and
words have to be seconded by those actions in which
uncertainty and unpleasantness are alike involved.
Thus 1 thought of my engagement with a heavier
sepgation when the task immediately before me had
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nothing but calmness to lighten it, and required
prompt action for its accomplishment. But, na! it
had more, than calmness to lighten it, and the duty
required for its performance was sweetened by a lite-
inspiring hope ; for, aside from the feelings uf bere-
volence, I still thought of the value of an ‘mmortal
soul—of the joy of adding one gem mor< to my Re-
deemer’s crown. And, indeed, when ou descending
to the breakfast room, one gentleman eagerly grasp-
ing the newspapers, and another enquiring, « What
news?” I felt as if no intelligence were interesting,
except what belonged to such a subject, or to s.ch
an enterprize as that uppermost in my own mind.
With a ray, faint indeed, but I trust shot from the
sunshine of immortality across my heart, I felt, fo.
the moment, as if all beneath the sun was, or ought
to be, subservient to the salvation of evenie souli.
Thus I very soon became as impatient to fulfil my
engagement, as erst I had been to escape it.

I did not, however, wish to make my visit toc
early ; for though the rules of punctilio might, per-
haps, have been dispensed with, I yet considered
this deference due to one who evidently belonged to
those circles where refinement becomes habit, and
etiquette a thing of intuition—new-made adversity
being also quick to feel the slightest infringement
on respect.

The hour, however, arriving, I proceeded on my
mission, bnt only to be disappointed ; the servant
who opened the door informing me, that the ladi; for
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whom I enquirced had left the house two hours before.
Dnwiliing to believe that Miss Millicent, with all
her taults, conld be so base as to deceive me, I
again questioned the servant, but only to be informed
that there was no misunderstanding. Whilst pon-
dering what to do, a tall, overgrown, elderly woman
rolled herself into the passage, and drawing down her
dark eye-brows. narrowly scrutinized me, from the
crown of my head to the sole of my foot, and thence
agun upwards. T addressed myself to her ; but she
merely coniirmed the servant’s statements ; where-
npon, T could not help blaming myself for having
s futidiously delayed my visit. But, at this me-
meat, o dumsel of genteel and sober appearauce
Lo senting herself, intimated that Miss Millicent
lind left 2 message with her for a Mr.——, whom she
« xpected to call, and requesting me, if that was my
name, to step into her room. On this, the elderly
female, scrutinizing me once more, seemed to de-
mur. “It is of no consequence, I presume, whether
Miss Millicent’s message be delivered or not,” she
suid, addressing the other, though scanning my ap-
pearance the while.

I had, however, enteréd too keenly into the spirit
of my enterprize to be deterred by an unwelcome
reception ; and accompanying the young woman into
an elegantly furnished room, she put into my hand
a sealed letter, which she said Miss Millicent re-
quested T might read before 1 left the honse. I
openad and read as follows :—

c
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« My dear Sir,

¢ You will, no doubt, think that I have made
a most ungrateful return for your kindness, in not
waiting for your visit. I have not, however, shun-
ned you from being either forgetful of, or ungrate-
ful for your kind intentions. You have poured light
into my soul, though, perchance, only to make its
« darkness visible.” It has, however, told me of a
brighter sunshine, too bright, it may be, for my eye
ever to look upon. Yet, let me tell you, yov have
rent the adamant—it is, at least, broken—and whe
knows but the dew of heaven may now fall upon the
heart which, with its adamantine walls hitherto un-
cleft, alike resisted the shower and the sunshine—
the thunder and the tempest? But why do I thus
hope? ¢ Hardness’ already re-indurates the heart,
the feelings of which yet dictate these lines. Beall
this as it may, this morning I cannot possibly see you.
I heg you will give me credit, at least, for upright-
ness of intention when the appointment was made,
as I did then sincerely intend waiting for you.”

The following was written in French, but which,
knowing you dislike that language, I take the liberty
of translating for you:— The young weman who
will deliver this to you is, like myself, far from
heaven, and far from happiness. But if, as holier
men have deemed, there is a world beyond the grave,
you will hold her salvation as dear as you held mine ;
you will be as ready to pour into her grief-stricken
heart that consolation which the adamant—th¥ pride,
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of mine resisted, notwithstanding the strong arm
with which you assailed the one, and the liberal
hand with which you administered the other. She
may seem to spurn your counsel ; but Emily Dunn
is naturally thoughtful, and will refltt on what you
say. She may feign,or feel, indifference ; but there is
an eloquence in truth which the lightest, or the hard-
st heart cannot altogether withstand. I beseech you,
do your utmost to convince her of danger, or to in-
form her of happiness ; and, if youn are sincere, as I
trust vou are, truth will find its own reward, which
the God of truth shall crown. I pray you may ne-
vtr need the reward of man.
«7 am, .
** Your obliged,
“ MaRIA MILLICENT.”

The acuteness and good sense which Miss Milli-
cent displayed in the conversation I had with her,
made me anxious to know something of her past life ;
but on perusing this letter, particularly the last sec-
tion, which was written in a free and elegant style,
my anxiety became more intense. And addressing
myself to Miss Dunn, « Miss Millicent has indeed
left the house, then ?” I said. *

“ Yes, sir, she left by half past nine this morning,
and would tell none why or where she was going.”

“ Was Miss Millicent wont to manage her affairs
s0 secretly ?” I asked.

v c?2
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“1 never saw Miss Millicent, sir, until three
weeks ago, when she came first to this house, du-
ring which period she never re-crossed the threshold
until last night, and scarcely ever exchanged words
with another than myself. Maria yet never told me
how or why she came here, and on going she neither
told me where or why.” ,

« Miss Millicent was not very friendly then ?” I
replied.

«To me, sir, Maria acted the part of the kindest
friend ; but last night, and this morning, she acted
most of all in that character.” Miss Dunn also in-
formed me that her companion had only left the
house at the angry urging of the landlady, on the
preceding evening, and that in doing so she was al-
together distracted with the contending passions of
pride, grief, and anger, insomuch that Miss Dunn
trembled lest Maria should betake herself to some
means of self-destruction. ¢ She, however,” Miss
Dunn continued, “returned about eleven o'clock,
and hurriedly entering my sleeping-room, in which I
was sitting, took me by the hand, and with a look
that reached to my heart,— Emily, O Emily I’ she
said, ‘to-morrow! Where is to-morrow? Foolish
girl! ’tis in another world. And CaLvary, Emily!
Have you ever seen—experienced the wondrous
things that are to be found there ?* Miss Millicent,”
the narrator continued, « then laid aside her bonnet,
and covered her face, and clasped her hands, and for
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a long season spoke not a word. ¢ My dear Maria,’
I then said,—¢ My dear Maria, what has befallen
you? ¢ What has befallen me, Emily! she at
Inst replied. ¢ An emissary of Satan sent me out
of the house to-night, and an angel expressly sent
from heaven brought me back.” Excuse me, sir,”
Miss Dunn hesitatingly continued ; «I foolishly
imagined that Miss Millicent had merely been
enamoured of some youth, whose blandishments had
drawn the latter appellation ; and I replied, I feared
it must have been a fallen angel, and begged her not
to invest her affactions in a character so prone to
revolt. But again fixing her eye upon me, ¢ Emily,’
she said, ‘how long will ye speak vanity? The
angel of whom I speak came to warn me of sin, not
to encourage it—to break the adamant, not to harden
it; and to tell me that there are love and joy which
vou nor I have ever tasted, or shall ever know.””

“ You were Miss Millicent’s confidant, then?” I
said. '

“I was her companion, sir ; but, until last night,
she told her griefs to none, and I believe she had no
Jjoys to tell.”

I then asked how Miss Millicent generally em-
ployed her time ?

« She often took up a book, sir,” answered my
informant ; * but, with a very short perusal, would
throw it aside, bitterly remarking, how strange it
was, that notwithstanding all the books which au-
thors pretended to write, none had yet written one
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sufficiently interesting to engage a person’s atten-
tion ; and then, hastily opening her desk, she would
snatch up her pen, as if that peculiar specimen of
authorship were speedily to proceed from it.”
 Your companion was then an author ?” I said.

« O no, sir!—Maria enly wrote poetry,” was the
reply ; the speaker’s simplicity of manner being only
equalled by the sovereign contempt in which she
seemed to hold the muses.

I was moved at the recital of what I conceived to
betoken great anguish of mind on the part of the
poetess, which Miss Dunn perceiving, added, « You
may feel, sir. If yon have been accessary to Miss
Millicent’s inquietude, whether last night or for-
merly, you have much to account for.” Though not
wishing to disclose my character until learning
something more of Maria, I unhappily replied to the
insinuation with such impatience as made the nar-
rator more reserved in her communications. I,
however, at last convinced the offended that I only
resented the deed, not the person wheo surmised it.

Miss Dunn, nevertheless, treated the religious
truths which I now attempted to impress upon her
mind with an apathy never evinced by Miss Millicent,
treating all I could say with the most supreme in-
difference.  Before leaving, I pulled out a small
copy of the New Testament, with a few religious
tracts, from my pocket, and begged her to accept
the latter, which she did ; and laying her fingers on
tlie New Testament with an appearance of curjosity,
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asked a sight of it. On opening it, her countenance,
however, changed, and returning it with a look of
ineffable contempt,  Once, the circumstance of your
having that book, with your other conduct, had con-
vinced me of your sincerity, sir,” was the sum total
of her remark.

Knowing, however, that «the word of God is
quick and powerful, sharper than a two-edged
sword,” I begged her to accept it also, imploring her
to read it and to think upen its author. And, finding
I could obtain no more information respecting Miss
Millicent, I was making my escapade, when the
landlady again rolling herself into the lobby, and
curtseying amazingly low, presented me with a bill,
purporting to be board and lodging for some unknown
person at one guinea per week, with sundry other
items for laundress, fille de chambre, &c., &c.
Bowing in return to ker obsequious motions, I inti-
mated my passiveness of disposition on the subject
by tossing the paper upon a marble slab at my elbow
and retreating. And thus, for the present at least,
terminates my adventure.

I cannot conclude my letter, however, without
reference to an incident which oceurred yester-even-
ing, but which I did not think worthy of notice,
until a certain coincidence, which to-day has been
added to it, leads me to presume on its being con-
nected with my interview with Miss Millicent—
with whom I had not been long in conversation
until I perceived that we were dogged by a person of
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apeculiarly gentleman-like mien. This, however, sur-
prised me not ; and even though he followed me to the
inn, which was a mile from where I parted with Maria,
I vet thought nothing of the matter—nothing until
this morning, when descending to the public room,
there sat the same individual. When I ordered break-
fast, he did the same—when I prepared to go out, he
also did so, and, moreover, dogged me until I entered
Mrs. Black’s house. Nor was this all : on leaving
it, my ambiguous friend forthwith emerged from an
hotel on the opposite side of the street. Stepping
up to him, at last, ¢ Pray sir,” said 1, “are you on
the Constabulary Force? and am I the person for
whom you are in search ?” Cavalier and gentleman-
like as was his appearance, he seemed to crouch
beneath this interrogatory ; but soon recovering that
self-possession so rarely a stranger in the breast of
the high-born,— 8ir,” he answered,  where no
offence was meant, be thankful that none is taken
at such boldness.” So saying, he was retiring ; but
detaining him, < Surely, sir,” 1 replied, “yov are
too much of a gentleman to suppose that it requires
actual injury to constitute offence, or that refinement,
not to speak of uprightness, can brook such move-
ments as bélong but to the ignoble or the guilty.”

« You speak of the ignoble sir,” my antagonist
rejoined: *'tis for them to take offence where none
is meant ; but to the great-minded and the good be-
long the virtue that covers even the semblances that
betray wrong.” :
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I confess I had girded myself for a contest, which
I am sorry to say my blood was now warm enough
to give fire to; but with so much meekness, yet
with so much dignity, was his rejoinder given, that
as I walked on iy way, I mused on the words of
the Wise Man,—¢ He that is slow of anger is better
than the mighty, and he that ruleth his spirit than
he that taketh a city.”

This part of the gentleman’s conduct has not,
however, expounded his proceedings, especially as
I understand he has been making particular inquiries
respecting me at the waiter. He has also been in
the public roomn to-night, again eyeing my move-
ments; but I leave the inn soon, and hope to have
more privacy when in my omwn house. 'Till then,
farewell,



LETTER III

My pRAR ,
« Facrs surpass imagination,” even in life’s exterior
movements ; but how much more could we draw
aside the screen and examine the breakings of its
mighty wheel, with all the vast machinery of sorrow,
sin, and pain, which meet not the eye in merely
viewing its visible performances! And, though some
few there are who creep through the world still
maintaining the smooth, as noiseless, tenor of their
way—alike impervious to the ills, and unsusceptible
to the charms of life—who, as if having been born
on a plain at the further end of which their grave
was dug, accomplish their even pilgrimage ; whilst
as regards the mountain and the dell, the rugged
rock, or in sooth any or all of the other varieties of
life’s strata, they are alike unknowing and un-
known :” yet do these merely form the * exceptions”
to the general principles. The highest colours, and
the deepest shades, are still found in the real, nt in
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the imagined picture of life. The imaginative co-
louring of the novel and the romance may, indeed,
furnish rich food for a morbid sensibility, which, be-
cause it imposes no legal claim on the sytpathy it
excites, nor leaves the trouble of action or of reflec-
tion behind, is the more readily devoured ; but ’tis
food which, ministering to a false appetite, imparts
no healthful glow to the feelings, nor any elevated
motive to energy and action ; whilst, like every other
false stimulant, it deteriorates by use, and weakens
according to the ratio of excitement it superinduces.
The sympathies squandered on the wastes of vision-
ary woe, leave no due material wherewith to minister
to the afflictions of humanity ; and the imagination,
fevered by a pulse that beats not in unison with
nature, becomes not only impatient of the duties of
life, but passive to the aspirations of mental eleva-
tion. And whilst the sigh is ever ready for the
calamity that never happened, and the sympathy
ever redolent for that which never should have hap-
pened, the days and years of every-day life are treated
with disdain, or looked upon as a vulgar and uncalled-
for visitant, if not as an intolerable incubus on man’s
allotted span..

“The poet’s eye, in a fine phrenzy rolling,
Doth glance from heaven to earth, from earth to heaven ;
And, as imagination bodies forth
The forms of things unknown, the poet’s pen
Tl.n-ns them to shapes, and gives te airy nothing
A locul habitation and a name.”
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Yet so it is. The axiomate proverb with which I
commenced still holds true. Life’s darkest miseries
are still found in its own deep well, and its greatest
varieties n its omn picture gallery. The incident
calling forth these remarks is not, indeed, perhaps
drawn from the deepest part of the well, ner varie-
gated with the highest varieties which are to Le
found above water. But the mind is its own world ;
it has excited my interest, and such as it is, I relate
it.

Perusing this morning’s newspapers, my eye
caught the following advertisement :—¢ If the lad
who left her lodging in E—— Street, at half past
9 o'clock, on Wednesday morning, the 18th of Nou-
vember last, will meet A. E. at 8 o’clock to-morre. -
evening, in the same street and at the same place
where they parted last, A. E. hopes to be able to
make arrangements which shall be mutually agree-
able to the lady and the advertiser.”

Doubting not that this was intended to meet the
eye of Miss Millicent, and considering the many
chances that she might never see it, I was more
than ever anxious to find out her retreat. I say
more than ever; for, once and again, and at the
same hour, have I visited the place when and where
I first met one of such singular appearance and de-
meanour, if haply I might meet her there again.
Nor has my solicitude ever diminished, notwith~
standing the many months that have elapsed since
our first, our only interview. Asa dernier resource,
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I bethought me of Miss Dnnn. peradventure she
might have heard something of her old companion.
And, notwithstanding my repugnance to encounter
another scrutiny of the landlady’ or even to ask the
confidence of Miss Dunn, I once more wended my
way to her lodging.

“Step up stairs, sir,” said the servant who an-
s-vered the door, and without waiting to hear my en-
witiry. ushering me into a sleeping-chamber, the bed
in which was still in disorder, whilst beyond it sat a
. “kly female, wrapt in a blanket, and who, on my
untry, covered her face with her hands, and wept.
Befo:: 1 had time to make any particular enquiry,
the lan?ndy, barrying breathlessly up stairs, called
out, “ It was a mistake, sir, Miss Oliphant took it
by mistoke ;" but, coming near and surveying me,
and changing her countenance, and also her tones—
~ X perceive, sir,” she said, “the servant has made
a inistake in supposing you to be our family physi-
cian ; would you please to step down stairs ?* The
wental distress of the invalid, with the swspicious
alarm of Mrs. Black, made me feel doubly interested
for the sick one, and I wished she had been my own
patient. I had, however, no alternative, but to re-
tire at the matron’s mandate.

The servant conducting me to the sitting-room, I
enquired for Miss Dunn, but was told she had left
the house only yesterday. Perceiving something of
a peculiar appearance in the servant, however, I be-
gan_to question her more particularly ; when Mrs.
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Black, with her bushy eye-brows and angry eyes,
again presented herself ; having been, as I perceived,
listening to the few enquiries I had been making.
« I have to infurm‘ you, sir, that I cannot afford to
keep a servant for the pastime or instruction of such
partial friends,” was her unceremonious intimation.
Nettles and thistles entered my veins at the mention
of the term “friend.” I yetanswered that my errand
was at least friendly ; «“ We do not wish any such
friendship,” being her reply. “ My good lady,” I
said, * you mistake my character and my object. I
do. assure you [ bear you no ill-will. And why
should I? We are fellow-sinners in the same wicked
world. The same God made us, and the same clod
shall cover us.” To my astonishment, the matron’s
frown was suddenly changed to a smile; and, curt-
seying most prodigiously. she begged my pardon.

Following up the remarks whick happily had
called forth such a pleasing change, « Yes, ma’am,”
I added ; “and the same Saviour died for us; it
was that He might alike save men from misery and
sin; His example and precept having also taught
that all men should study the happiness and welfare
of each other ; it was that I might, peradventure, be
conducive to the happiness of a fellow-mortal that I
now enquire for Miss Dunn.”

The matron, looking most uncertain and incredu-
lous, asked if I was a clergyman? To which, an-
swering in the negative, she begged me to explain
myself. And, not knowing whether the desired
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information was in reference to Miss Dunn or to the
few hints I had thrown out, I thought I would begin
with the latter. ¢ The Saviour's life was one of
purity and good-will to men, whhout which there
is no happiness even in this life,”—I had proceeded,
when my auditor hastily informed me that she had
an engagement. I said I was sorry I had intruded ;
and besought her, if she could, to inform me how or
where I might find Miss Dunn? <« What and if I
could ?” she deliberately asked. I said my ultimate
object was to find Miss Millicent, .mentioning also
the advertisement. ¢ Then, sir, I have to inform
you that I neither furnish matter for the policeman’s
register-book nor for the city missionary’s diary,” was
the haughtily given reply.

This petty trinmph, as Mrs. Black doubtless con-
ceived it to be, only encreasing my solicitude, I felt
inclined to be angry ; but, remembering that ¢ the
laughter of fools is as the crackling of thorns under
a pot,” I retorted not. And shaking the dust off my
feet as I left the house, « Was this,” thought I,  in-
deed the home of the high-minded Maria Millicent
~—or even of the more meek-eyed Emily Dunn, who,
with all her faults and all her crimes, was yet endued
with many of those inobtrusive graces which bear
the marks of genuine effeminancy, though perhaps
hardened by those wrongs which give flint to the
feelings, asperity to the blood, and make even bash-,
fulness bold? Alas!” thought I, “that he, the self-
styled lord of creation, should so deteriorate and
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aluse earth’s fairer form, as that she should ever be
brought to consider such a home her only alternative
—that fellow-mortals should be allowed thus to
wrong one anoth®—that beings created in their
Maker’s image should thus, by oppression, be driven
to cast off that nature with which their Maker en-
dowed and adorned them, and that the oppressor consi-
dereth not that the  cries of those which have reaped
have entered into the ears of the Lord of Sabaoth !”
And who or what is woman ?” said I. “ Of what
contrarient feelings does her nature partake, who
repudiating, and justly repudiating the sin of her
own sex, can yet smile on the betrayer >—who, leav-
ing the hopeless, homeless, outcast to die in her
shame, or to dive deeper into iniquity, can yet with
open arms receive him who was partner and pioneer
of the guilt ?”

Reaching home, I read the advertisement a se-
cond time, vainly conceiving I might discover the
street or meeting-place alluded to, though, even
could I have done so, 1 knew not that Miss Milli-
cent would be there.

“ But if the spiritual welfare, or even the tem-
poral happiness of the individual be merely my aim,
why thus,” you say, “ concentrate my anxiety in vne
object ? that going out to the streets and to the lanes
1 shall there find the sick and the halt, the maimed
_and the blind.” Yet why, I retort, feel we more for
the FaLL or even for the wound, it may be, of one
krown to us than for the slaughter of all the others
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—all the thousands falling wth him on the battle-
field?” Because we know hAim, and because the
number of the others being too vast for our limited
conceptions, we are unable to bring it home to them,
and hence too often do we dismiss the subject. Thus
I know Maria Millicent ; I have at least seen her sor-
row ; I have also in some measure anatomized it ; and
I know that vulgar grief cannot be vulgarly borne
by the lofty and the learned. Nor do I conceive
that my solicitude for her is too ardent, but that my
apathy for other pilgrims of sin and woe is incon-
ceivably culpable.

But I write not for my own vindication. Having
reluted the incidents which induced me to lift my
pen, I conclude my letter.

D
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LETTER IV.

My DEAR ——,
How indelible are first and sudden impressions, es-
pecially when stamped npon the yet unlettered ta-
blet of the heart! How indelible! though, verily,
how much that is striking in succeeding events do
we meet to cover them, as we still steer onward in
the march of life! °Tis two years to-day since I
wrote you of my interview with Miss Millicent.
Since then I have witnessed many scenes in life’s
chequered lot. I have noted the strange pranks of
fortune—servants riding and princes walking on foot
—worthlessness prospering and worth pining in want
—Tyea, the foolish one exalted, and the wise man con-
strained to bow to him. I have seen grief in all its
phases, from the mourner that wept unseen, to him
the publicity of whose sorrow made sorrow doubly
deep—from him the shafts of whose suffering were
cruelly driven by another’s arm, to the still greater
victim of pity who had himself laid a suicidal
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hand on all that gave life joy. I have seen pride
humbled, loves separated, indigence contemned, age
scorned by youth, and the sensitive made to bear
their scorn on their brow, or read it posted in the
market-place. These, with the many other ills allied
to this world of sin and sorrow, I have seen since the
period referred to. Yea, these even within the wheel
of fortune I have witnessed ; but what have I not
noted beyond it? I have seen the joy of strength
laid prostrate in a moment, wisdom overtaken with
insanity, beauty hurried on to dust and ashes, and I
have seen the grave untimely close upon the loved
one.—Far more! I have seen the sinner dic uncon-
verted, and the celf-righteous go domn to the cham-
bers of death with a lic in his right hand. These all
have I scen, and yet no scene or event has been
written on my heart with such an enduring pen as
were the sorrows of Maria Millicent,

So far as man can be his own impartial judge, I
may say that solicitude for her soul was the inspir-
ing cause of these feelings ; and yet when comparing
my concern for Maria with that for Emily Dunn,
her companion in trial, who though apparently in alike
perilous state, was yet seldom in my thoughts, and
whose features memory had even given to fosgetfulnesg
~—when making this estimate of my feelings in refer-
ence to the one and the other, I have to acknowledge
how hard it is for man to jndge aright of himself—
how imperative it is to allow conscience, the candle
of the Lord, to shine on all his sideways and path-

. . D2
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ways, from the beginning to the end ; how it betides
him to scrutinize his meotives ; and how needful
that these, with all the actions that flow from them,
should be purified by the incense of a sacrifice that
is divine !

These reflections have been suggested to my mind
by the passing incidents of the bye-gone day.

Accompanying a friend, this morning, from Edin-
burgh to Newhaven, who intended prose¢uting his
journey by steam-boat, we observed two genteelly
dressed females walking quickly before us. The one
was young; the other advanced in years, and wore
the garb of widowhood. As they appeared to be
walking faster than their strength enabled them, we
supposed them to be on an expedition similar to our
own; and the driver of the omnibus, which at that
moment drove past, taking no notice of their hailing
him, common humanity moved us to offer them a
seat in our carriage, which being thankfully accepted,
we soon learned from them that the elder female
intended sailing from Newhaven, and that her
daughter was merely accompanying her to that place.
During the short time we were together, before
reaching the quay, the conversation turning upon
religion, the widow seemed both glad and able to
speak upon that subject. (n reaching Newhaven,
the young woman complained of -violent pain in her
side; and my friend and I accompanying her into
one of the houses adjacent, we found her complaint
symptoinatic of inflammation. She was bled, and, in a
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short time, felt quite relieved. The boat being
now ready to sail, and her mother anxious to proceed
with it, but, at the same time, reluctant to leave her
dsughter under such circumstances, I assured her
that there was nothing to be feared in her daugh-
ter’s case, also promising to convey the young wo-
man to Edinburgh, and to render her further
medical assistance, if necessary. On this, she has-
tily called me aside, there being little time to lose,
and, with the tear glistening in her eye, took me by
the hand, and (however flatteringly) said that from
the little conversation she had had with ‘me, she was
persuaded I was a gentleman and a Christian, and
she had, therefore, confidence in what I promised,
and hoped I would endenvour to do good to her
daughter’s soul, as she was in great distress of mind.
I promised. She again repeated her solemn charge,
praying that I might have a better reward than she
conld give, and returning to her daughter, breathed
a mother’s benediction, and went on board. I took
farewell of my friend, and, with the widow’s charge
on my heart, and her blessing on my head, conveyed
her daughter to Edinburgh.

By the time we reached her dwelling, the shak-
ing of the carriage having considerably fatigued her,
I had no opportunity for conversation. But re-
turning in the evening, as I had promised, to pre-
scribe for her malady, and remembering the injunc-
tion of her mother, and, I trust, also the example
of Him who went about continually doing good, I
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directed her mind to the only well-spring of true
consolation—faith in Him who died upon the tree;
when the sigh that escaped with her breathing, and
the languor that clouded her eye, but too plainly
told that she had not vet drunk from the cisterns
hewn from the living rock. I asked what books she
read. She replied, “ The Bible,” and putting her
hand below her sofa-pillow, drew out a tract, on
which, though seeming to have been subject to fre-
quent perusal, I recognized a latin prescription of
my own hand-writing on its margin, which I obli-
viously recollected to have casually written on the
day on which I gave the tracts to Miss Millicent.
I therefore asked her, with a beating bosom, from
whom she had received it. But she merely replied,
‘¢ An unknown gentleman.” The tract was entitled,
* Believe on the Lord Jesus Christ,” and I asked if
she had complied with its express injunction. She
replied, « I fear not.” I said, ¢ Why will ye not be-
lieve and be happy €’ 1'utting a New Testament
into my hand, ¢ Because,” said she, “ that book en-
joins holiness, and I am unholy.” It was the Testa-
ment I gave to Emily Dunn, in recognizing which,
I recognized the person to whom I had given it. I
turned to the window to conceal my feelings, and to
convince myself that I was not mistaken; and on
certifying, from various pencil-marks which I had
made on it when it was my pocket companion, that
it was the same, I asked if she had long sought
pleasure or profit from reading that Book. ° She
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replied she had not, but that, ahout two years ago,,
it had been put into her hands by a gentleman. T
said, “Two years are a long time to have been in
possession of a gold mine, without digging for the
ore,” and that if she had dug for it, she certainly had
found it, and, finding it, had found peace and joy to
her soul. Two and twenty years are a longer time,
sir,” she replied ; “such is the term of my pilgrimage ;
and from the day that I knew my right hand from
my left, I have known that gold—Heaven's own
gold was contained there; yet I not only have not
dug for it, bat I have, I fear, refused to a;:cept it
when presented at my feet.”

Reverting to her former statement, which the un-
expected recognition of my Testament had surprised
me from, * And so you cannot, or will not, believe
on Jesus Christ and ¢ be saved,” becanse you are un-
holy ?” I said. ¢ Only too good a reason, sir,” was
the reply. * But know ye not what the Bible tells
us?” said I, *that it is faith which purifieth the
heart and worketh by love? Until believing on
Jesus Christ as your Saviour and your perfect
righteousness, you never will, and never can obtaiu
holiness. Hence it is, that with all your sins in you
and around you, on your head and in your heart,
you must come at once to the cross, and casting them
into the depths of the Redeemer’s blood, take hold
of His righteouaness, or His surety for sin, as your
own and your aLL; and thus—thus aloue, can you
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obtain holiness, or know the peace and the joy that
are in believing.”

« I alike fear to belicve, or to entertain that joy
and peace whilst sinful and continuing in sin,” Miss
Dunn replied. My dear friend,” said I, « you fear
an impossibility. This heaven-derived joy, or the
faith that imparts it, could not dwell with a con-
tinoance in sin. There is, besides, the God-given
guide within, that would preclude your thus enjoy-
ing it. But more than this I have to tell you ; there
is an exalting, a soul-purifying influence in believing
these truths, wiieh leads, and which alone leads, the
individual, not only to overcome sin, but to hate it—
not only to love salvation, but the means by which it
is obtained. Nor can this purifying, sin-destroying
influence be obtained but at the cross, the only me-
dium of spiritual gifts, and the only meeting-place of
God with sinful man ; nor will it avail you to
come to that cross without accepting the bléssings
there presented--without implicitly believing in the
work that was there finished.”

During the latter part of these observations, I
perceived Miss Dunn unceremoniously, as I thought,
turning over the leaves of her New Testament, as
in search of something she could not find; but at
last succeeding, I must say, that it was with an air
of satisfoction as much as of inquietude, that she
pointed out to me that passage, “ No man can come
unto me, except the Father, which hath sent me,
draw him.” Pointing to the succeeding verse, wherein
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it isimplied that this “drawing ” is by being * taught
of God,” I told her that this teaching is by the Spi-
rit of God, and that it is written, « If ye then, being
evil, know how to give good gifts unto your children,
how much more shall your heavenly Father give the
Holy Spirit to them that ask Him ?” Iintimated
aiso, that whilst thus none need to wait or to delay
for that Spirit, neither must she be herself an inac-
tive agent in the work, that she must respond to
His voice and yield to every good emotion—that
whilst He knocked, she must open the dool'; that
Ilis visit must be reciprocated— ill sup with
Lim and ke with Me.”

Recollecting that T had stated similar truths to
Miss Dunn at our first interview, and wishful to
know if they had been, in any measure, as “ seed
sown by the wayside,” I said, 1 trusted she was not
altogether ignorant of these doctrines; at the same
time stating that a knowledge, without the applica-
tion of them, would neither give peace nor safety.

She then gave me a particular account of what
she suid she had heard from a gentleman two years
before ; stating also, that though she had betaken
herself to divers ways to forget them, yet had she
never heen able to dispel them entirely from her
mind.

I told her that I was the person to whom she re-
ferred, and that the Testament I held in my hand
was once my pocket companion. For a few minutes
she was overpowered ; and after recovering herself,
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and loading me with expressioxis of gratitude, she
proceeded to excuse or to palliate her conduct at our
first meeting.

“ Do not think, sir, that my natural feelings were
in accordance with the deportment I then evinced.
But even the trampled worm will turn again.
Wrongs had made me bold, and miseries had made
me all but mad. And sin, operating upon the de-
structive passions these engendered, wrought in me
a spirit of recklessness and defiance---a spirit of
hatred to man, and at variance with the nature of
woman. I fefilalso a spirit of hardening the heart
against God, such a spirit had wrongs wrought in
me ; such, sir, have they wrought in thousands
and ten thousands more, the burden of whose sin
has pressed them to an early though unlamented
grave.”

At this the speaker wept, and I replied, « It is
good that there is hope in Israel concerning even
this thing,” adding also that repented sin sits light
upon the conscience, sorrow for it being even sweet
unto the soul. ¢ Ah, sir!” she answered, *‘ but
how many, goaded on by the temptations of the evil
one, and by the scorn of their fellow-mortals, find no
room for sorrow for sin---as sinned against God, but
merely as having procured their own wretchedness !
and thus hopeless and homeless, for, at best, the
place of scorn is no home, though even this in many
cases is not provided, thus uncared for and forlorn,
they stiHl seek sin, yet not for solace, but to hurden
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the heart against the endurance of its misery, or,
perchance, to provide the shelter, which yet refers
not to a home.”

« How unhappy,” I said, “ that individuals so cir-
cumstanced, instead of betaking themselves to such an
unwise and mournful alternative, fled not to Him
wlo, whatever the aggravations of the case, upbraids
no returning penitent ; and in whose Father's House
are many mansions prepared for those who love Him !”

The peculiarity of the circumstannes attendant on
our first interview seemed, however, still uppermost
in the mind of the self-condemned ; and, in the ful-
ness of her heart on that subject, she seenred uncon-
sciously to slide into a personal hisfory, the object of
which was evidently intended to explain, or to ex-
tenuate, the circumstances connected with the situa-
tion in which I had formerly found her.

« My parents were respectable, and in easy cir-
cumstances,” she said, in reply to some enquiry I
had been naturally led to make ; « but my father dy-
ing when I was seventeen years old, T thought it my
duty to do something for myself and for my mother,
I accordingly came to Edinburgh, and entered a si-
tuation as lady’s maid, where, for two years, I re-
ceived many marks of my lady’s favour. At last, he
on whose arm I leaned my love and life, stretched
out that arm to poison all that is prized by woman,
or dear to humanity. In the madness of my misery,
I unhappily came to the resolution to hide myself
and my grief from my mother, aud my scorn from
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my acquaintances.---Thus making misery more mi-
serable.”

As I write in order, it may be as well to stop
here, to note that my feelings were like to have
carried me afloat on what, in such cases, is, I fear,
too prevalent an error---that of overlooking indivi-
dual guilt in the wrongs that accompany it, or
in supposing that the fire of just indignation at the
injurer kindles a sacrificial flame for sin—sin which,
whether accompanied with injury, with shame, or
other grievance, is still the sin against God. My
feelings, like those of many, were well-nigh carried
away on this tide of popular deception; but con-
science, Heaven’s vicegerent, here sent them back
%o remind the injured that her own sin had also been
noted in Heaven ; that in the eye of the Holy One,
no pretext could palliate it ; that cruelty, though in-
flicted through a source the most aggravating, could
in nowise cover it ; and that the blood of atonement
alone could cancel it.

¢ I know it,” replied Miss Dunn, « I know it, sir;
and, though what you stated in our first interview
partly convicted me of sin, and also instructed me in
the way of obtaining release from it, I nevertheless
gave myself up to hardness of heart, and to utter
hopelessness, which was enconraged by one, a Miss
Oliphant, a companion in grief.

“ We had often told onr sorrows to one another,”
she continued, ““and often silence evinced the bur-
den of that grief, which words could not tell. Nor
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cared we for telling it; for though sorrow may at
first find solace in the interchange of feelings, yet
when despair darkens the theme, mutual complain-
ings vre long become irksome. At last my compa-
nion began to throw out mysterious hints about the
only redress for woman’s wrongs, and the only antidote
for woman’s woe. She spoke dark things about the
utmost endurance to which humanity could, or was
called upon to submit, referring also, with vehe-
mence, to that mental agony beyond the vulgar ken,
of which great minds only are susceptible, and said
it was never intended by Him who gave them great-
ness, that they should submit to such vulgar miseries.
1 did not fully comnprehend her meaning ; and though
an instinctive tremor came over me, my looks still
said, < What do you mean ?* Perceiving which, she
took me by the hand to tell me; but a convulsive
emotion played upon her lips, and she was silent.
Her heart was full, but she wept no tears. There
was madness in her eye, yet had not reflection de-
parted from her brow. There was restlessness in
her movement, but firmness of purpose was stamped
on every feature. We sat in silence, though the
breast of both was full of words. Braving her feel-
ings, however, Miss Oliphant at last replied, ¢ Emily,
do you not understand me >—Say, my sister in sor-
row, shall we not go together ?* I now asked, in plain,
but tremulous accents, what she meant ; but she was
silent, and seemed paralyzed.—¢ You cannot but
understand me,’” she ultimately faultered ; when,
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not her words, but the unearthly emotion with which
they were expressed, leading me to a dark compre-
hension of her meaning, I shuddered, and held away
my head, and unconsciously covered my face with
my apron; for I felt as if the presence of Satan
danced betwixt ber countenance and mine --¢ Another
world ! I at last replied. < Emily,’ said Miss Oliphant,
after a long pause, ¢ Emily, is it nothing, think you,
that the betrayer of your happiness laughs, and
sleeps soundly, whilst madness encompasses your
pillow, and misery dries up your moisture, so that
you know nothing but restlessness upon your bes ?
Think ye that the wretchedness which drives you to
this act shall not be visited on his head, sooner
than on yours?” All I could answer was, ¢ Another
world! I dare not enter it.” ¢ Do not think that I
have not contemplated all this,’ returned my grief-
maddened companion, attempting to brave it, al-
though I felt the grasp of her hand, which had - till
hold of mine, relaxing, and that her whole frume
trembled. At last, summoning her speech, th. vow-
ers of which the fullness of her heart had fors e
time suppressed,— Is it nothing,’ said she, ¢that
weakness is trampled on by power, without cogni-
zance being taken of the cruelty ?—that scorn slays
the sensitive, whilst the unfeeling one rejoices in his
sin—jyea, with the slighted love-strings of your soul
weaves himself a garland, with which not only un-
shamed he gads, but is accounted the good-hearted
and the brave amongst his fellow-men? Nor this
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all. But woman! Emily—our own sex—the deli-
cute and the humane! Does not she who calls her-
scif virtnous stretch out her band to him, and she
whe is deemed honourable greet him with her
swiles? and though proudly trampling on sisterly
Iraiity, she yet screens this lordly worm of iniquity
- wereens him with conventional customs, and washes

- uv his sin in a laver which Heaven never provided.”
1 am not naturally vindictive, sir,” the narra-

v added ; « yet did I feel as if burning coals filled
-y veins whilst thus my companion in grief traced
the sorrows I had suffered, yet without him who had
u#flicted them having suffered either reproach or
Loty “Think ye,’ continued my companion,
*that he i caketh vengeance on our deeds, will
make inquisition for your blood, but at the hands of
him whose arrow poisoned that life-blood, and who
trampled on all that made life dear? Think ye that
% spul of the murderer of another’s happiness in
1d shall not be punished with the conscious-

of a death that never dies, in the world to come ?’
&'y “1o00d cooled as I listened to these remarks. I
“sed, for madness had all but filled the place

+¢ veflection. I was not, however, so devoid of
thought, or so utterly untaught in the principles of
religion, as not to be aware that, whatever punish-
ment the destroyer of my peace might be subject to,
1, also, must give an account for the deeds done in
my body; and I again answered, ¢ Another world!’
And now, sir, I learned how easy it is to become
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sceptical on masters of religion. "T'is as we would
have it, so we fancy it lo be.

“ When Miss Oliphant first began to throw out
hints about what she designated the uncertainty of
eternal punishment, thence proceeding to doubt the
certainty of an eternal world, my whole feelings
recoiled. I remembered my father’s holy converse,
and his ardent prayers, which of themselves told me
that what I heard was a Lie. 1 yet listened, and
listening, I half believed, because I loved to have
it s0. My friend, soon discerning my partial yield-
ing,—* Do not let us delay—let it be to-night,” she
added. I said, ¢ No; let me have another day to think
of it And strange to say, I intended to occupy
that time in reading the Bible, hoping that by do-
ing so, I should find solace to support, and even
holiness to prepare me for committing an act at va-
riance with each page of the sacred book.
< Having come to the resolution to take what we
termed a determinate step next night, we dropt the
subject, but still sat long together, though few and
solemn were our words. Next day, however, Miss
Oliphant making no further allusion to the awful
circumstance, I did not even trouble myself to fulfil
my purpose of reading the Bible, hoping nothing
more would be said on the subject, a hope at which
I felt a secret relief, as 1 fancied that had she per-
sisted, it had been cowardly in me to sawerve from
concessions which, in the excitement of the moment,
I had made, though which I now repented. But, sir,
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there is nothing surer in one’s life than disappoint-
ment,” the narrator here with great simplicity ob-
served. * On retiring to our room at night, Miss
Oliphant shewed the same excitement and contra-
riety in her movements as on the former evening
her feelings having, at the same time, a far more
fearful and unearthly appearance ; and rising hur-
riedly and silently, she placed a phial of laudsnum
on the table, Trembling, I attempted to snatch it
up ; but she anticipated me. I knew that to die-
close her intention to the inmates of the heuse
would make her more resolute in committing the act
at the first opportunity. To attempt to reasun with
her, under such excitement, I knew were vain ; and
scarcely knowing what I uttered, I said, ¢ Sure, my
dear, you had better throw yourself into the sea at
once.” And whether it be that the most resolute
suicide seeks a respite, I do not know ; but her eye
assuming its more natural appearance, ‘ Say you so,
Emily #* she replied ; . and shall we not then, my
dear child, both plunge together p* "

Miss Dunn becoming more tremulous, « I will
not,” she said, “ entail upon you a recital of what
succeeded. Next day, I went to a retired place in
the outskirts of the city, to ponder what I had pro-
mised to do, carrying also your Testament in my
bag ; for, strauge as it may seem, though afraid to
read it, I still carried it about with me. That day,
however, having been associating yonr counsels, and
my mother’s prayers, with the resolution I had come
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to en the preceding night, I resolved to seek a re-
tired spot, on which to sit down and candidly and
seriously peruse it for an hour. It was the first
time I had been beyond the pavement of the streets
for many, many months ; and whilst my feet had
never trod on the green grass, the pure breath of
heaven had hardly ever blown upon my face. The
beauties of spring-time and summer, the dawn of
the morning, and the cheering beam of noon, alike
wanted attraction for me ; for where the heart feels
no summer, the summer of nature can in nowise
clothe the feelings. Beauty lends no charm to mi-
sery; and the pure associations of nature illumine
not nor gladden the dark recesses of guilt and scorn.
On that day, all were happy around me, from the
maid who spread her new-washed clothes upon the
grass, to him who laughed for very idleness. But
though the happiness of others may cheer the sin-
lessly disconsolate, it but adds misery to the sonl
girt in the sorrow that sin binds.

¢ All unhappy as I was, I, howcver, began to read
the fourteenth chapter of John’s Gospel, it being
that which my mother often betook herself to in the
days of her mourning. But I had not proceeded far
when I was interrupted by a voice exclaiming,
‘Emily ! my child, Emily !

«It was Maria—my dear Maria Millicent.—
¢ Emily, Emily, what are you doing here?’ she
asked. And it was not,” continued Miss Dunn,
« without feelings of self-satisfaction that I an-
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swered, ¢ I am reading the Bible ;’ pointing also to
the Saviour’s address to His disciples.

<« Emily, ore you reading this as an address to
yourself or to some other person ?* Maria now asked.
To which not knowing what to say, ‘It isa beauti-
ful chapter, and I am just reading it,” I answered.

«« Emily,’” Maria again rejoined, ¢ Emily, things
are only beautiful in themselves.” And pointing to
the sea, of which we had an extensive prospect,
as it rolled its small white waves on the beach of
the Firth, ¢ The talmness of the ocean,” she con-
tinued, ‘and the curling of the ocean’s waves are
heautiful, but not to him who is sinking in its deeps
with judgment and an angry God before him.’.

« In going over the few verses which I had read
before Maria accosted me, I hadl felt comfort, having
persuaded myself that their benign influence, and
their holy breathing, must needs be wafted over me
by the mere reading of the chapter, without refer-
ence to the nature of its application ; and happier
as I was to see Miss Millicent than I could have
been to see any other living being, I was yet dis-
concerted at her remarks, and almost regretted her
visit. For, ah, sir!” the speaker mournfully re-
marked, “a wounded spirit, though by no means
cooling friendship, yet oft-times minters the heart
where true friendship dwells. Yes, sir,” she added
“friendship digs a deep well, but sorrow digs a
deeper.”

E 2
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It is but justice to the narrator to say, that all
this was delivered with the utmost simplicity ; irre-
lative particulars being also dovetailed in with the
greatest ease and conciseness. The frequent occur-
rence of the pronoun, “ 1,” neither indicated egotism
nor induced hesitancy. And though by no means
expressed with fluency, the whole was yet told so
much more naturally, and in so much shorter time
than it could have been by any of the other sex, that
I could not help mourning that woman’s other capa-
bilities should be so much more wanting than those
of volubility. ~The learned man could not have ex-
pressed himself so well, because not with so much
ease ; and though the etymologist might have used
more correct terms, he yet could not have stated
them with so much expressiveness.

So it happened, however, that with all Miss
Dunn's speed, succinctness, and felicity of speech,
she had merely arrived at this stage of her his-
tory when the conversation was interrupted by
the entrance of two ladies, whose business appear-
ing to be respecting their garments (Miss Dunn
being by profession a dress-maker), 1 immedi-
ately retired : albeit the narrator’s mention of
Miss Millicent had raised my anxiety for its conti-
noance. For I deny it not, that I feel a peculiar
interest in the histery of one in whom I was the
means of awskening feelings, which must either
l;ave led the individual to a holier life, or added sin
to iniquity, by the light those feelings conveyed——
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whose letter told me that, worthless though the in-
strument, I had rent the adament, and, in some
mensure at least. directed the beclouded soul to the
sunshine of eternal day. Nor can my feelings be
the less ardent, thet kers were expressed in such an
ambiguous manner—such hope, and yet such hope-
lessness, attending them. There are indeed, as you
remind me, other objects, sufticiently numerous and
sufficiently urgent for all the energies of our spiri-
tual solicitude. But what mother invests not her
strongest sympathies in that child whose body is
subject to deformity, or whose mind to dubiety ?
Who is he that is not more solicitous about the
shrub of his own planting, than about all the trees
of the forest ? or who is she that rejoiceth not more
in the floweret sowed and reared by her own fingers,
than in all the other flowers of the garden? ¢« Yea,
what woman, who, having an hundred pieces of sil-
ver, and if she lose one of them, doth not light a
candle and sweep diligently until she find it ; and
when she hath found it, rejoiceth not more in the
piece that was found than in all the other ninety
and nine #”

Thus, however, closed my long interview with
Miss Dunn ; and thus closes my longer letter.
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LETTER V.

——

My pEaAR
AND was it not enough that I explained the ardency
of my solicitude for the lost one, by a reference t~ the
“lost sheep,” or the « piece of silver,” that you stils
ask, “ What is thy Maria mere than another Maria,
amongst all the waters of MARAHR, or in all the wide
family of sin and woe?” My last letter was too
long, else might I have furthermore illustrated that
the greater the soul, the greater do we suppose it."
capability of misery or enjoyment to be. By such
an estimate, I could not help judging of the capa-
cious soul of her to whom you allude. And as the
talents, however few, or however many, must be put
to usury, so, also, do I believe, shall reward or pu-
nishment be meted according to capability, that capa-
bility being, in a great measure, regulated according
to the stature of the soul. Nor do I consider this
ingompatible with the righteous and eternal decree
that what a man soweth, that shall he also reap, and
that by the deeds done in the body he shall be judged.
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There is, I am aware, something so awful in the
thought of a lost soul, that it is not for humanity to
draw any line of distinction betwixt the sufferings of
the one and the other. The smoke of the torment
of all, we know, ascendeth up for ever and ever. Yet
in the contemplation of the soul of the great-minded
and the noble being eternally excluded from the pre-
sence of Omniscience and numbered with the base,
is there something by which the mind is more pecn-
liarly arrested, in which we feel the deepest interest,
because associating with it the utmost intensity of
that suffering which, though awaiting all who know
nat (rod, however great the mind or (otherwise) no-
ble its attributes, yet the intensity of which, as we
conceive, must be felt somewhat in proportion to the
native grandeur of the mind, and the loftiness of
what were its pursvits below. This, I believe,
awakened my keenest sympathies in behalf of Maria ;
and this, I believe, has nigh formed each link of that
chain which has bound the subject so closely to my
heart.

I nevertheless blame not your surmise—but,
enough!—you shall have my confidence.

From the concluding paragraphs of my last, you
will not suppose that I was unmindful of making
another visit, whether friendly or professional, to my
autobiographic patient. I did not, however, find her
80 inclinable to personal history as on my former visit.

«J fear, sir, you must have thought me too com-
municative on your former visit,” she replied in re-
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ference to some ellusions I had just made, in hopes
that she would therefrom re-commence her detail.
I answered 1 had feit, and could not but feel, inte-
rested in the few incidents she had related to me,
and that I shonld be happy to hear the succeeding
part of her history. After some hesitation, she at
last resumed it ; but with an inconceivable infringe-
ment on the due concatenation of events, the narra-
tor, to my sarprise as well as disappointment, began
by introdueing her salutation from Miss Oliphant
on the evening of the day on which she had met
Miss Millicent, without making further reference to
that subject.

«Ah! sir,” she began, * whilst one ministering
angel had been sent to me that day, another had
been sent to Anna Oliphant, who had proceeded to
Leith pier to pitch upon a “ favourable” locality for
making the deadly plunge, which she intended mak-
ing in the darkness of the evening. But a~ she
paced the pier, a gentleman dropt a tract vn her
pathway, which she took up, and which was entitled,
«The Self Destroyer ;' and though the little book
treated only of the person destroying himself by sin,
yet on first glancing at the title, it had pierced her
heart as an arrow from the bow. It struck her as if
sent direct from the hand of Him whose ways she
had dared to dispute, and of whom she had said in
her heart, ¢ There is no God.””

1 confess that the chasm made by the narrator,
in silently passing over the rest of her interview with
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Miss Millicent, well nigh allayed my interest in her
history. But no sooner had she mentioned Leith
pier and the title of the tract, than I felt new inte-
rest awakened ; immediately recollecting to have
been very much struck with the wild and disconso-
late appearance of a lady whom I had met on that
pathway, and to have purposely dropt a tract bear-
ing the title referred to, having previously repassed
her a second time for the purpose of drepping it in
her way. I recollected also that having, on the day
in question, left home without the few tracts which
it was my practice to carry with me, 1 hurriedly re-
turned for them, and that on retracing my steps, I
had accused myself for having ¥een at the trouble
of doing so, on the gronnd of the small likelihood of
the little messengers heing made useful to any one.
And, combining this with my opportune meeting with
Miss Oliphant, the words of the wise mau came
forcibly into my mind. ¢ In the morning sow thy
seed, and in the evening withhold not thy hand, for
thou knowest not whether shall prosper either this.

or that, or whether they both shall be alike good.”
Miss Dunn proceeding with her narrative,
« Emily,” she said was Miss Oliphant’s first saluta-
tion on her return in the evening, “O! Emily,
there is a Gop, His providence guides our steps, His
evesaw us, His ear heard our sinful words, and yet—

and yet He cut us not down in the hest of his ire’
<My dear Anna.’ I replied, ¢ you knew all this
before ; "twas because you did not like to retain God
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in your heart, that you ever entertained other
thoughts.’

« ¢ No, Emily,’ she said, I would not believe un-
less I saw signs and wonders, and these I have seen
to-day.’

«¢Anna!' Isaid, ¢ these we see every day, whether
beneath or above us, in or around us. But pray
what have youseen?’ I at last enquired; for though,
at first, conceiving the words of my companion to
proceed from a mere impulse, I soon perceived that
she was in earnest.

<< Emily,’ she replied, ¢ when I paced the side of
the mighty deep ; God saw me ; and when I medi--
tated throwing mggelf into it, he sent a message to
me; and there,’ said she, ¢ is the message,’ putting the
tract into my hands.

‘< Becanse I said unto thee I saw thee under
the fig-tree, believest thou? Thou shalt see greater
things than these,” I replied.

¢« Miss Oliphant’s eye at this becoming more fixed
and calm, ¢Emily,’ she answered with awe-struck
accents, ¢ Emily, I have an indistinct idea of these
being scripture-words, but uttered by whom, or un-
der what circumstances, I do not recollect. Pray
tell me. 1 feel that they apply to me in a peculiar
way ; for whilst I have this day not only believed,
but realized, the feeling that God, in very deed, saw
me, I have also the conscionsness that I have yet
greater things to see. Yes, Emily, I feel an expan-
sion of soul which I never felt before, but which na-
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ture, or some stranger feeling, not only still tells me
must be filled, but that the supplies must come
from the stores of infinitude.” ”

Miss Dunn here made a digression, to inform me
how or why she had so readily answered her com-
panion with the beautiful words of our Saviour to
Nathaniel.

«I told you before, sir, that whilst reading my
New Testament, I had been accosted by Miss Milli-
cent ; but I told you not, that before going there,
or engaging in that duty, I had been long employed
in looking at the sea from Arthur’s Seat ; and with
its calm surface and small white waves, I had hug-
ged myself in the idea that it wera a less formidable
thing to plunge into its depths, than I had before
imagined ; a deed which, as I told you, Miss Oli-
phant and I had resolved upon, taking each other by
the hand as we took the fatal leap. And, O sir!
when Miss Millicent, unconscious of the thoughts
which just before had filled my mind, alluded to the
calmness of the ocean affording no beauty to him
who was sinking in its depths, with eternity and an
offended God before him, I could not help exclaim-
ing, < Now, verily, God is king, and saw me when I
saw not myself ; for, O ! Maria,’ said I, < you would
not, and could not have delivéred that message unto
me, unless God had seen me and sent you.’

¢ Maria taking me by the hand, and answering me
with the words of the eternal Saviour to him whom
he saw beneath the fig-tree, ¢ Because I said unto
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thee, I saw thee under the fig-tree, helievest thou '
¢ Emily,’ she added, ¢ these are but the beginning of
miracles which fall upon the soul of the new-born
one, as he ‘passes from death unto life’ Come
with me, and I will tell you of them.””

s Miss Millicent had herself hecome acquainted
with these things, then ?” I remarked.

¢« Her appearance, sir,” replied M iss Dunn, ¢ was
in every respect changed from what it was on the
morning on which 1 had last seen her, and on which
I delivered her letter to you. She, indeed, re-
tained her former noble and graceful mein, and she
was elegantly dressed as when I formerly knew her ;
but still there was a change. Besides greater simpli-
city in her attire, her hue was healthful, and there
was a pleanantnesa and placidness which until now
Ishad not seen. Happiness seemed also to smile over
all, so that I thought, surely Maria’s bosom must be
the abode of joys which have long forsaken mine ;
and yet I never imagined that these changes flowed
from a change of heart and life. She aguin invited
me calmly, but earnestly, to return with her, assur-
ing me that she did so with the most friendly inten-
tion ; informing me, moreover, that she had tidiugs
to tell me, of which, she said, she was sure 1 had
never yet heard.

« I had received so many indubitable proofs of
Miss Millicent’s sincerity and friendship,” Miss
Dunn continued, “that I could not for a moment
question her pretensions ; but her happiness only
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increased my misery, and having, besides, resolved
on reading the Bible, I resolutely refused. She
took me again by the hand, and said, ¢ Emily, my
heart cleaves to you. I will not, cannot leave you.
Come with me, for I have a thousand delightful
things to tell you. Comre, my dear, and what my
heart and my purse can do for your happiness shall
be done.’ I consented, and in a short time found
myself in a genteel and respectable habitation. I
then asked the cause of the extraurdinary change
which had taken place, both in her mind and in her
outward appearance.

«« With all Miss Millicent’s amiable temper, it
was, 8ir, not-without an element of irritability, pro-
ceeding,” added her fair fair apologist,—‘ proceed-
ing, as I thought, from high principles and keen
sensibility, with the absence of moral training, in
younger years ; and I had no sooner asked the cause
of Maria’s change, than, perceiving the blood mount
to her face, 1 feared I had offended her. But fixing
her eye stedfastly upon me, ¢There iés a change,
Emily,” she replied; < but ’tis one which I am not
aware is obvious to your eye.” Then, pressing my
hand. ¢ My dear Emily Dunn,’ she said, ‘I have
loved you, and you know it. I loved you more than
ever one child of sin and sorrow loved another. My
griefs I ever concealed from you, that I might. not
grieve a heart that I loved, and that, I knew, could
but ill sustain its own affliction. Every thing I
reckoned joy, I was wont to reveal to you. Will



62

you grant me one favour in return; as I never
asked you to hear the tale of my woe, or to bear one
of my sorrows, will you now listen to the tale of my
happiness, and participate in the springs of my joy ?’
«1 was, sir,” said Miss Dunn, * as you know, in
great trouble of mind ; and I remember how I felt
when Maria uttered these words. She had no.
sooner spoken of her happiness, than I felt as if the
strongest ties that bound us together were broken.
I even ceased that moment to love her, and thought,
if she was happy, she could no longer bear love or
friendship to me. I sprang from my chair, and re-
plied, as I moved towards the door, ¢ Yes, Miss
Millicent, we once loved each other ; but if you are
happy, we can do so no longer. Do not mock a
broken spirit. Pour not incense on the ashes of the
urny’
“ But, O sir! may I never forget how my long-
suffering Maria reasoned with me. ¢ Emily,” she
said, ¢did I ever open my lips wantonly or wilfully
to wound a heart that sorrow had wounded ? If I
tell you of my joys, it is only that they may become
yours. If I have opened the door of the banqueting
chamber, it is that you may walk in. If 1 invite
yon to do so, it is because the Master of the feast
stands with entreating voice, saying, ¢ Come in, that
my house may be filled.” Are you sad, Emily,” she
continued, ‘because, as I long lived, youn are living
in that hardness of heart which shuts out the soul
from God and from happiness ?’
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« «T have certainly great cause to be sorrowful on
these accounts,’ I replied.

«< True, my dear Emily ; but I also feel grief on
these accounts, and to death shall feel it ; so that if
mutual sorrow be the bond of our friendship, it shall
never be dissolved. I hope, however, we shall yet
be bound by a closer and more joyful covenant ; for,
O Emily ! there is a Saviour for the most guilty,
and He is able, and He is willing, to make us both
happy”’

« Miss Millicent waited for an answer; but I
returned none. < My dearest child,’ she then asked,
* do you ever se2 a Bible now ?’

« Taking your Testament, sir, from my bag, L
said, * Did not I tell you, Maria, that I intended
reading an hour on this, and pondering what I read,
ere I returned to my lodging #’ .

¢ She flew to me, and embraced me in her arms ;
but my heart sunk in the gall of bitterness, to think
she should embrace such a wicked one in the false
persuasion that I was changed like herself; and I
said, <O Miss Millicent! let me not deceive you.
That book is not a book of comfort to me. It has
been a torment to my soul ever since the morning
I last saw you’ I then,” continued Miss Dunn—
‘I then told her that I had received it from the
gentleman who called for her that morning, and also
what you said to me; when Maria wept; bus,
sir, they were tears of love. Though, when I asked
why she left that morning, without waiting for the
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visit of one, her interview with whom had taken
such hold of her mind, the channel of her weeping
was changed, for I perceived that her tears became
those of shame and vexation.”

“ Indeed !” I chanced to reply, partly to fill up
the speaker’s pause, and partly because I knew not
what else to say.

“ Yes, sir,” Miss Dunn rejoined ; and once more
betraying the tendency of her sex to deviate from
the consectaneous line of discourse—¢ Yes, sir;
but here is one coming who knows more of Miss
Millicent’s feelings on that subject than I do.” My
persevering informant, at the same time, lowering
her voice, and hurrying her words into a parenthe-
tical mode, also adding, * Being both poetesses, they
were the liker one another ; but I, sir, am no
poetess.” The latter part of the affirmation being,
at the same time, expressed in accents which seemed
to say, “ Thank heaven, I am not.”

Before I had time to make any reply, however,
the door was opened, and a lady entered—one of
graceful mein, and of lady-like manners; though,
from her familiar deportment to Miss Dunn, I soon
perceived that she was an inmate of the house.
Her bow to me was too familiar to be polite, had
it not been that it was too dignified to be vulgar,
and too gentle to be intrusive.

Miss Dunn named ber companion ; but it being
to me a thing of indifference, the name escaped my
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ear. And yet, when I surveyed the countenance,
and marked the general bearing of the new-arrived, I
soun perceived her to be far from being an indifferent
individual. She was not beautiful ; but she was
interesting—so much openness of heart, and yet so
much sensibility—so much of a romantic disposition,
and yet so much of the strength of Christian princi-
ple—such strong passions, and yet such a liberal
share of common sense -and deliberation—such
promptitude, and yet such softness, as are seldom
combined in the same individual, and seldom found
in the poet or the poetess. There was humility,
dignified, though rendered deeper, by a conscious-
ness of alliance with heaven ; and there was pride—
pride arising from the presence, not the conscious-
ness, of true greatness, subjugated and laid low by
the influence of the cross. Withal, great sprightli-
ness of natural disposition was fired with a live coal
from the aliar of heaven ; and native benevolence,
baptized with the powers of the world to come, was
turned to holy ardency to save the souls of men.
These are characteristics which it was impossible to
be long in the individual's company without disco-
vering ; for in her open countenance the natural
disposition was reflected in every feature, and it the
ardency of holy feelings the true Christian beamed
m every action.
But 1 now feel admonished hy your hints that I.
make my letters too long, and that 1 ought to make
¥
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them shorter and more frequent. Will ye, there-
fore, that I reserve succeeding incidents for a sub-
sequent letter ; or must I /ake the hint, and reserve
them altogether ? Waiting your reply, I am mean-
while your devoted friend and correspondent.
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LETTER VI

My uEAR
WHAT a daring, refractory being is man! Whether

3

is it that lis perversity is deeper than humanity can
fathom, or that his pereptions are more obtuse than
those of the lower creation? Gol said unto him,
« Eat, and thou shalt die ;” he stretched forth his
hand and ate. ¢ Believe, and thou shalt live,” said
his Maker ; but man would not. *<[lo! every one
that thirsteth, come ye to the waters ; and he that
hath no money, come ye,buy and eat ; yea, come, buy
wine and milk without money and without price,”
still cried entreating mercy ; but man still refused.
 Behold Him stretched npon the cross ; look and be
saved,” was yet the voice of bleeding love ; but,
whilst one < passed by,” another scornfully replied,
‘“ Behold the man!” Strong in death, It 1s
FINISHED !” Omnipotence at last exclaimed. But,
lo! the worm of the dust rejoins, <1 will finish it
myself. 1 have, or 1 want to have, something of my
own with which to accept this FINISHED WORK,” he
F2
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at least responds. ¢ J have found out a ransom,” still
urges the everlasting One. *I want that ransom, but
I want my own righteousness with which to purchase
it,” is the response ; as if ke would make overture to
his Maker, or as if the clay would mutually concede
the point with Omnipotence. I have expressed my-
self in the past, although I ought to have done so in
the present tense ; the present work of his Maker’s
hands, being still the subject of this rebellion against
His law and against His love ; the voice of eternal
mercy being still lifted up as when it first descended
from the cross, or was first heard in the counsels of
love which were before the hills began; and man,
puny man, in the work of his salvation, still daring
the sovereign decree as when he put forth his hand
to the forbidden tree.

I make these short and desultory remarks in con-
nexion with the character of Emily Dunn, in whose
history I now feel more interested than at first, and
who I cannot but regard as a person of more abun-
dant attainments than I had hitherto conceived her
to be. The most attractive features of her character
are not, indeed, gilt with those graces which burst
upon one at first sight. They dissolve upon the
heart rather than dazzle the eye. They are felt by
intimacy rather than perceived by acquaintance.
But the finest and longest-standing flowers open not
their petals the most quickly : even so I believe it is
with Emily Dunn. Nor is any one of these slow-
dissolving or slow-unfolding grac-s, when left by
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itself. obviously striking, even when taken at its
softest or its brightest. They must be bundled to-
gether.  What then? ‘tis combination and consis-
tency — unanimity of the virtues, which give the
charm to woman’s character, or indeed to social life
in either sex. The ore mighty deed. or the one
brilliant saying of the hero on the field of battle, or
on some place of better-gotten renown, is, in truth,
of all his character, alone immortalized. But it is
the soft glance and the sympathetic sigh, the patience
and the self-denial, the friendly confidence and the
obliging disposition, the consulting the happiness,
anticipating the anxiety, and preventing the disquiet
of others, which constitute the charm of social life—
that best boon of earthly bliss. These are the vir-
tues which illustrate, whicl, indeed, make the man ;
and which, alike thriving and shining in the shade,
are most of all bhecoming in woman — in woman,
whose sphere is retirement, whose nuture domestic
enjoyment. They are those by which Emily Dunn
is specially characterized ; and I marvel that I did
not perceive such an unanimity of graces sooner ;
not the least adorument of which is, that they are
unadorned — unadorned by aught but nature’s own
gilding.

The remarks at the commencement were made,
however, in reference to the religious, and not to the
social character of Emily Dunn; who, notwith-
standing her desire, which I believe to be sincere,
te be a Christian, yet refuses to become one ; and
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who, notwithstanding her ¢ good sense,” even in
matters of religion, is yet untaught. Her short-
comings, in both instances, being simply, Because
she will not believe the Gospel : she will not believe
on the Saviour of men for the surety of her sins ;
which she refuses to do from the conviction and the
feeling that she is ‘« dead in tresspasses and sins.”
To the free offer, « Believe and ye shall live,” she
says in action, thongh not in words, « I want to live
first.” To the invitation, *“ Come without money
and without price,” she replies, « I wi//, when T get
holiness 'and reperitance to come with.” And to the
grand announcement. * IT 1s FINISHED”--the An-
nouncement “sealed with oaths and promises and
blood,” and uttered with all the majesty of death,
she still wants to add something of her own supply-
ing, «If I but felt anything like holy principle.
within me, I should sonn believe,” said she.

I told her now, as I told her before, that as with-
out faith, it is impossible to please God, so v ithout
it there can be no holiness.

« But, sir, I must have something besides my own
mere belief in a statement to corroborate my evi-
dence of eternal life.”

« Yea, verily,” I said; «the Christian has, and
must have, a strong witness within him that be bas
passed from death unto life; a witness which testi-
fies that old things are passed away, and all things
have become new. And if there have been some
under-working movement, some wheel within a
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wheel, that he cannot tell the process by which the
_old passed away and the new came, he can yet tes-
tify that, - Whereas he was blind, he now sees.””

¢ That is just what I want, sir ; but I feel that
I have not yet experienced any of that new light, or
of those new principles,” Miss Dunn replied, with
great earnestness. !

1 simply reminded her that she had not yet ‘¢ be-
lieved,” and that in no case the evidence goes hefore
the act.

« I do believe in part, sir,” she rejoined ; “ though,
perhaps, not to the extent to which you believe.”

I urged upon her the fact that it is a contradiction
in tenms to say that she or any individual believed
in part ; that, in civil life, such an atlirmation would
be rejected. * And how much more,” said I, *“ when
the thing e he believed has been made sure by the
blood and by the death, by the resurrection and the
ascension of Him on whom you are to believe ; and
has not only been made plain to us by His prophets
and apostles, but for the further—for the divine itlu-
mination on which, an interpreter—oue amongst a
thousand-—had also been promised; that His work
and his power has been made manifest by His in-
wrought operations in the hearts of thousands who
are now in heaven, and of thousands who still on
earth experience that jov and peace which the world
can neither give nor take away.”

*«That is it, sir; I lack the evidence and the as-
sistance of that spirit,” being again the reply, I onoe
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proof without the deed ; that however mysterious
and divine the operations of the Spirit, thev are re-
gulated by the trnth ; that His first impulse is wrg-
ing chedience, and that in yielding which. beficving
is the primary step 1 said also that constraining
man was no part of the Spirit’s oftice ; and that to
suppose that religion was only wrought in the heart
by xome constraining influence, were to suppose man
less like Deity than his Maker had made him.

But how various are the pathways of unbelief. and
how often does it retrace the steps it has already
trodden ! After listening most attentively to these
remarks. my auditor again reverted to her hardness
of heart, and, most of all, to her former sinful ways,
the remembrance of which rolled ever like a thick
cleud upon her soul : and ever she urged these as an
obstacle to her believing on Him who came to save
the chief of sinners. And in vain was she asked if
she thought faithlessness could be in Him who had
given His well- beloved Son to die ; sent His prophets
and ministers to this world for thousands of yeirs;
written out such abundant offers of mercy as His
Gospel contains, and sealed them with His oath,
saying. *“ As I live, I have no pleasure in the death
of the wicked, but rather that he turn unto me and
live ;” endearing them also with his gracious invi-
tation, “ Come unto me and I will give you life;
come and ve shall find rest to your soul.”
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«If vou knew my past life, all my sins, and all
my hardness of heart, sir, you would, with myself,
think it great presumption for me to adopt the lan-
auage of a child of God, or to believe that these pro-
mises are mine.”

I told her that, not to believe the unrestricted and
urconditional testimony of Him who cannot lie, or
to wish to prop the work which His eternal and
well-beloved Son has  finished,” was greater prd
sumption, and a greater offence than that involved
in all her past sin; that betwixt not accepting His
offer—not taking hold of his promise, and not believ-
ing. there was no difference, nor any difference be-
twixt this negation and meking the God of Truth a
linr.  1lis promise, I assured her, was spoken in
truth and faithfulness, whether she believed it or
not, and that a free, unfettered pavdon was provided,
whether she accepted it or not

The disconsolate girl still monrnfully responded
that I did not know all the sins of her heart.

I answered, no ; nor did she know the thousandth
part of these herself ; that their extent was only
known by Him who bore their burden on the tree;
that He had felt them all ; and that, whilst e had
there made expiation for them all, He had suffered
for them all, whether she availed herself of His glo-
rious work, or still turned away from the bleeding
love that wrought it, and now offered it.

This conversation having taken place in that in-
terview whereof the former part was given in my



74

last. ought also to have been added to that letter.
But besides the wish to comply with your request
respecting brevity, I had, withal, a surmise that, by
subjoining it to my other varied detail, you had
passed it over with impatience, if not with more
speed than had led you to note its particulars. And
however simple and inapt the observations I have
now recorded, they yet refer to the most important
& all subjects—the conversion of a sinner. 1 may,
I trust, therefore, be excused for having wished to
give them more prominence than the mere codicil of
a letter had afforded.

The lady I referred to in my former epistle was
present during our conversation. Swck a third
party was, however, no hindrance or intrusion, even
in discourse of such a confidential nature. She sel-
dom lent her own word, and never interrupted ours.
Yet was it evident that whilst she seemed already
well acquainted with Miss Dunn’s sentiments, she
had, at the same time, realized those expressed by the
writer, yea, and I fear in a higher degree than he,
alas ! realizes them,—her experience and conceptions
of spiritual things seeming to have risen to the ut-
most sublimity to which the soul, whilst clothed
with flesh and blood, is capable of rising. I wished
she would take her departure, that I might enquire
of Miss Dunn who she was, or whence such a person
had such heavenly learning. I was the more anxious
to be informed of of these particulars from the hasty
remarks which Miss Dunn had made in reference to
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her friend’s poetic talent. The allusion, having been
coupled with Miss Millicent’s kindred genius, had
also interested me the more keenly. The stranger,
however, evinced no disposition to retire ; and, recol-
lecting that ladies seldom meet without having
numberless subjects belonging to themselves to
dilate upon. I made my own exit, and with that
exit I close my present communication.
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LETTER VIL

My pEAR ,
< Cast thy bread upon the waters, and thou shalt find
it many days hence,” or if thou findest it not, who
knows but it may, nevertheless, have brought forth in
some twenty, in some sixty, and in some an hundred
fold ; may have given food to somg hungry, or light
to some beclouded soul, which, perchance, may have
communigated these to another, and that to a third,
and thus the capital hath been faid at interest in
Heaven’s bank? But and if thou dost not cast it
forth, perchance an account of debtor and creditor
shell be kept in Heaven’s register—yea, and appear
against thee at a time when thou art in nowise pre-
pared to meet it. Withal one whom thou deemedst
not may come in before thee. Yes! amongst « the
hidden ones,” the unlettered and the lowly, who
scarcely knew the meaning of principal and interest,
and who were never possessed of either as belonging
to this world’s funds, they, perchance, shall be sur-
prised ‘to find, at the final day of reckoning, that
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they have investments in that undecaying currency,
that their “two mites,” though unnoted amongst
men—their humble under-current influence or bene-
volence, though, perhaps, lightly thought of by the
more affluent, and even by the more *eminent”
Christian, were yet faithfully entered in Heaven’s
enduring archives. Surprised, indeed, they perchance
shall be to find entries to their credit in Heaven’s
ledger, entries which on earth they not only
dreamt not of, but whereof the meaning they hardly
had learning to understand, or wisdom to com-
prehend. ’

But, O! if the account of debtor and creditor
shall have been strictly kept, if an entry shall have
been made for all the bread which should have been,
but which was not, cast upon the waters by the more
influential, the more affluent, or the men of more
wisdom, whether by the apathy, the avarice, or the
faithlessness of the endowed, and if these shall have
been computed according to the ratio of influence, of
wealth, of intellect, or of any, or all, the « little”
means of doing good—if these, or their thousandth
part, be noted, what then shall the end be? And of
how few shall it be said,  Enter thou into the joy
of thy Lord,” < for I was an hungered, and ye gave
me meat, thirsty, and ye gave me drink, naked, and
ye clothed me, sick, and ye visited me, in prison,
and ye came unto me, a stranger, and ye took me in ?”

I have made the latter remarks in reference to
mysélf, not, however, that my influence, my afflu-
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ence, or my wisdom, are. in any measure, shundant ;
but because I have not sufficiently improved them ;
whilst as strict an account, we know, shall be made
for the “ one talent” as for the “ten.” I have also
been the more forcibly reminded of the many means I
have let slip, whether in giving bread to the hungry,
and water to the thirsty, in entertaining the stran-
ger, or in speaking a word in season to him that is
weary ; or in “casting bread upon the water,” by
whatever means a way was opened ; in all these I
have been reminded of my shert-comings by a cir-
cumstance from which I have just learned that
whilst the act may have been blessed without our
knowledge, there also may huve been exigencies
which we knew not of, and hence that it is ours not
only to do‘good, as we have opportunity, but to
search out the cause withal.

The incident I have to relate is indeed one with
which you are already in part acquainted. Itold you
of having, in Miss Dunn’s narrative, recognized
Miss Oliphant, as the lady for whom I had dropt the
tract on Leith pier. I also told yon of having met
one whose appearance and piety alike interested me
on my last visit to Miss Dunn. This also, it seems
was Miss Oliphant. I beg to add, that it was the
same person I had seen wrapt in the blanket at
Mrs. Black’s. Miss Dunn having left the lodging
on the previous day, with having first made an en-
gagement to meet Miss Oliphant in the evening, and
having been prevented from keeping her appoint-
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ment, the other, with despair, if not insanity, taking
the place of the better feelings formerl y alluded to,
had wilfully swallowed the laudanum, which the
landlady had been so anxious to persuade me had
been taken by mistake.

These particulars, with an account of the deep
mental agony to which Miss Oliphant was subject
on recovering from the narcotic effects of the drug,
I learned from Miss Dunn at a subsequent inter-
view ; and also that Miss Millicent, on the evening
in question, had not only been urging Miss Dunn
herself to leave Mrs. Black’s, but had, at the same
time, made such arrangements as should enable the
two to provide a livelihood for themselves in doing so.

« Miss Millicent was then herself in independent
or in easy circumstances *” I said.

¢ Maria is by nature friendly and benevolent, sir.
As the Christian, she is humble. and also communica-
tive on Christian topies ; but as the lady, or as the
woman, she is reserved, and, 1 fear, also proud ;
so that neither Miss Oliphant nor I know much
of Maria’s present circumstances ; and of her past
history we are altogether unacquainted,” returned
the narrator. Enough, however ; I have now, my-
seen Miss Millicent ; but of this anon. I write in
order.

“ Miss Oliphant and you are the more confiden-
tial friends, then ?” I said.

¢ We live together, sir, which we do in the greatest
friendship and harmony. Our present feelings, and
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our future prospects are, at the same time, known to
each other; but of Miss Oliphant’s past circum-
stances, or course of life, I am also unacquainted ”
Miss Dunn had scarcely concluded these and the
foregoing particulars, when Miss Oliphant entered
the room. And having been previously informed by
Miss Dunn who the person was who had dropt the
tract for her on Leith pier, she, somewhat to my
surprise, entered into a minute, and, as I conceived,
curious enough detail of her feelings towards me on
lifting and perusing it. I may, however, premise,
that being herself without suspicion, and also bear-
ing witness to a great absence of reserve, what in
another were officivus talk, is with her neither for-
wardness nor egotism. Brought up in an irreligious
family, and having scarcely ever witnessed the furm
of religion in any of her acquaintances, her present
Christian views are, on this account, perhaps, the
more primitive. She looks upon those who have
separated themselves from the world as a more dis-
tinct and a more closely united family, than they
who have been reared under the observance of reli-
gious ordinances are too apt to look upon them.
The relationship of « brethren in Christ Jesus” is
with Miss Oliphant ne bond, binding or loosening,
conspicuous or sunk in the shade, as the sympathies,
the circumstances, or the dispositions, of Christians
too often admit it to be; and whilst unbosoming

“herself with the utmost confidence to her fellow-

Christiang, warning, reproving, or exhorting, as need
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may be, she always expects “change” in return, yea,
and accepts it. The latter remark I the rather add,
seeing some there be who, though liberal in giving
admonition, have yet no predilection for receiving it.
Tlus, though not without delicacy, yet without the
least reserve, she told me what were her own feel-
ings, as well as the opinion she had entertained of
him who now writes.

« ] saw that you dropt the tract for me, and I
fancied, sir, that your demeanour evinced not a lit-
tle of the spirit of self-righteousness. < And would,’
thought I, ©that those individuals who seem so
anxious about the life to come, knew something of
the sorrows of the life that now is. Had there been
a shilling in it, it might, pe;chanee, have given me a
respite from the pressure of this life, until I had, at
least, read it.” And much as I was struck with its
applicability to my circumstances, yet this reflection
still revolving in my mind, ¢ I need net look at it,” I
again mournfully mused ; <it affords me ne informa-
tion and no comfort about a provision for this world ;
and there can be less sin in the deed I contemplate,
than in leading a life of sin, betwixt which and
destitution I have no remedy.” Ialso comforted my-
self with the thought that I could not be much
worse than many who, offering comfort in things of
another world, do but mock the weight of woe to
whom they are offered, by forgetting to remove the
pressure which lays him prostrate on the world be-
neath, and by reason of the weight of which, his

@
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faint and feeble aspirations after Heaven fall heavily
back upon the breast that breathed them. These,
sir, -were my reflections on reading your tract, not-
withstanding that I, at the same time, looked upon
it as a messenger sent to me from Heaven ; and
though myheart has, I trust,since then been changed ;
yet are these, or similar feelings, still unchanged.
There is, sir,” she continued, “a feaching in this
world's miseries and this world’s wants ; and he who
has not experienced them is yet untaught, whatever
his Christian eminence, or his mental attainment.
And whenever I hear a rich man, whether in the
pulpit or in private life, preaching up the doctrine,
¢ Be content with such things as ye have ;’ or when
I hear the untried denouncing the tempted, or dilat-
ing on the comforts of the poor, or the blessedness of
the afflicted—when I hear these, or the numberless
host who say, ¢ Be ye warmed, and be ye clothed,’
who say of poverty, ¢ It is pleasant,’ and of privation,
¢ It is for your good ;’ when these I hear, I shut my
ears, for I remember how often 1 have seen misery
mocked, and piety stripped of its brightest gems, by
" presenting the heavenly food without taking the yoke
off the jaws ; or by the inexperienced teaching what
was too profound for theoretical knowledge to find"
out.”
1 was just as unreserved as Miss Oliphant, and
I replied, that, whilst I admired the tendency of her
sentiments generally, I thought them bundled toge-
ther without much nicety of reflection, and that they
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were withal subject to some exceptions ; remarking,
that to give a well-dressed lady a tract with a shil-
ling in it, would be scorned by the recipient, and, in
all likelihood, might be better applied by the giver ;
¢ Whilst, many there be,” said I, “ who are wishful to
manifest God’s goodness to their own soul by shew-
ing it to others, who are yet unable to minister of the
things of this world.” N

« True, sir,” she replied ; “but whilst this dele-
gate of spiritual comfort, with calmness on his side,
and with the brightness of immortality in his eye, is
able to take these things into account, and to see
them with more unbiased vision, yet must we expect
but few concessions from him who is not only dead
in trespasses and sins, but whose heart-strings are
wrung by the fell grasp of poverty, and whose senses
are all but maddened with its pain ; and therefore
must we be the more wary of, even in appearance,
cheapening the blessings of eternal life, by making
a more liberal offer of Heaven’s gold ‘than of this
world’s dross ; that is, wherc he who offers the for-
mer is possessed of the other, and where the heart of
him to whom the offor is made is 8o enmeshed in the
warpings of penury, that little roum is left for the
heavenly in-pourings.”

“You disagree with the principle of doing what
we can in reference to the things of the next world
unless we can, at the same time, assist in relieving
from the,ills of this, then ?” 1 said. .

G2
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* No. in no wise, sir,” my fair antagonist promptly,
but meekly returned. «1I think few do what they
ought to do in reference to promoting their neigh-
bonr’s interest in the things of another werld. And
yet fewer, perbaps, look upon the importance of
granting worldly relief in the same way as He who
made man in His own image looks upon it, or as the
Savieur of men, whether by precept or example, en-
joined’ it. There is, sir, a magnanimity in some
people’s faith, and a transcendentalismi in their piety,
which are apt to reckon the things of time in a more
secondary light than even the great Jehovah Him-
self reckons them.”

I said, if Miss Oliphant would allow me to be
so plain, I should say that I considered har argurier+
now at variance with her premises.

«Oh! yes,”she replied, “but I forgot to add th. ¢ this
high-wrought faith and piety, as exhibited in refes-
ence to the things of time, are only in regar-' to others,
not to the individuals themselves; which brings
back my argument to its starting point.”

This was, however, only a slight feminine di-
gression from Miss Oliphant’s subject ; and with feel-
ings of gratitude and earnestness, she told me of the
light which beamed upon her soul,and of the awaken-
ing which entered her spirit, when, retiring to a
lonely lane in the outskirts of the town, she read
the message to the self-destroyer. She also assured
me, in language the most scrious and energutic, that
homeélessness and want, which the hand of man can
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so easily provide against, are not to be understood
or meted by him who has not felt them, whose pulse
has not beaten with their desolateness, and who,
morning by morning, has not awoke to the ceaseless
burden, which, whether asleep or awake, still presses
on the rent bosom which is the subject of them.

At this stage had our conversation arrived, when
a stranger was intrpduced. It was Miss Millicent !
I remembered every feature, and it was with diffi-
culty I concealed what I felt at a sight so overjoying.
There is joy in heaven over one sinner that repent-
eth, and it was not unmeet that I should rejoice.
The joy of angels moved my bosom ; and only dif-
ference in capacity, and the discrepancy which must
ever be betwixt perfection and imperfection, made
it d'fferent in degree. It might be enthusiasm, yea,
it might be p-esumption ; but 1 felt, for the moment,
as if communing with angels.

How much the same, and yet how changed was
Maria! The bold promptitude of character which
she displayed on the evening on which I first saw
her, still remained ; but it was tempered with a pru-
dence and a tenderness of manner, which seemed new
elements in her character. Her looks were gentle
and retiring, and meekness and refinement embued
hec speech.  The countenance that formerly seemed
disinherited of some of those more amiable and effe-
minate traces, which so well become Woman, now
expregsed every amiable sensibility, softened with
Christian meekness. * Surely,” thought I, - if reli-
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gion does not re-organize the nature. it at least ele-
vates it far above that altitude to which iny other
system could raise it. If it does not make a new
treation, it at least creates a new structure on the
old—yea, more, melting the whole temperament in
that divine crucible of love and obedicnce—submit-
ting it to that heaven-derived alchemy, it brings
forth < the fruit of the spirit, whieh is love, joy, peace,
long-suffering, gentleness, goodness, faith, meekness,
temperance ; against which there is no law.” And
by the indwelling of which, what before was amia-
ble, is rendered more excellent ; what wuas noble.
elevated ; what was great, is endowed with more
grandeur ; because enriched with more god-like at-
tributes.

But I have already exceeded the bounds of a let-
ter. Wrapt up, as I was, in my cloak and travelling
cap, on the evening on which I first introduced 'my-
self to Miss Millicent, she did not now recognize me.
Our introduction must, however, be reserved for a
succeeding epistle.
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LETTER VIIL

My prar .

I~ answer to the concluding hints of your last letter,
1 blame not your surmises, but beg to assore you of
their groundlessness. I, at the same time, marvel
at your credulity in supposing it possible that the
gourd that sprang up in a day, however interesting,
or however much esteemed, could yet be compared
to the shelter of our childhood, with all its inwrought
and ingrown associations. No! Maria Millicent is
fair, but not so fair as her who participated in my
infant and my boyish pastime; whose image, as it
grew from girlhood to the elegance of its present
stature, is still before me ; and whose every feature I
huve loved from my youth up. Once for all, then,
Jane Watson, the woman of my first and fondest
love, ever has, and, I believe, ever shall sit upon the
throne of my earthly affections. With truth in her
every lineament, in her every word, and in her every
movement, I never shall, I never would be less than
true to her.
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1 cannot, however, but trace a great similarity be-
twixt the two. And, as you have drawn me to it,
you will perhdps permit me to do so.

Miss Watson and Miss Millicent are, I should
think, of the same stature; their commanding aspect,
their complexion, their make and gait the same ; ex-
" cept that with Maria the head stands more erect,
the step is firmer, and the voice clearer. In unison
with these, there is with her the censciousness of
greatness—with Jane only the presence of it. The
brow of the one and the other is alike lofty ; but with
Jane it is high principles, exalted in themselves, and
elevated by veneration ; with Maria it is the lofti-
ness of inborn greatness, and masculine ideas. The
eyes of the two are equally bright and intelligent ; but
whilst Maria’s are radiant with light, Jane’s are shaded
with humility, and soft with effeminacy—the one
flashes fire, the other drops love. Doubtless, Maria
has more fortitude than falls to the lot of Jane—my
own Jane Watson ; yet, of all the virtues, this is it
at which the lover is least discontented at dispensing
with ; nevertheless, am I not the less persuaded that
it is one, by no means the least needful 1n the wife.
Other semblances, I might trace. But enough.

I told, or intended telling you, in my last, that on
our meeting at Miss Dunn’s, we were not introduced
to each other. Miss Millicent, I believe I told you,
not having recognized me; and Miss Dunn, from
feelings of delicacy, sparing any further introdyction
than Names, which left the other in ignorance of who
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1 was; for although I had given her my address on the
evening on which we first met, the name seemed to
have been quite forgotten We, however, talked for
some time on general subjects, during which I must
accuse myself of having been engaged in taking note
of the lady’s feelings and features. And taking my
leave without making any reference to our former
interview, you will, perhaps, blame me, as I indeed
blamed myself, for not following the impulse of my
feelings, and at once making myself known to one in
whom I felt so much interested. I, however, ex-
cused the omission, on the plea that recognition be-
longing to the female prerogative, it was no part of
my business to infringe upon conventional customs ;
albeit, was it the presznce of a third party, or some
unaccountable or perverse feeling, to which from my
youth up I huve been subject, which, in reality, pre-
vented me from doing so; and I had no sooner left
the room, than I regretted my reserve. Miss Oli-
phant coming outside the door with me, however, I
asked her to mention the circumstance to Miss
Millicent, and to say that, if not disagreeable to the
lady, I should be happy to see her again, and at aun
early opportunity.

Thus, Miss Dunn being still on my list of patients,
I called on her, next day. And without subjecting
me to introduce the subject myself, “ Maria was lit-
tle aware of who she was speaking to, yesterday,
sir,” she said; “although, I presume, you had easily
recognized her.” I said I did not suppose that Miss
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Millicent could have recollected me, but that I hoped
our meeting had not been unpleasant to her.

¢ She was, in the first instance, sir, very much
vexed, if not offended, that we had not prevented
her being brought into the room while you were here ;
but Miss Oliphant saying, ¢ Is this your gratitude,
Maria? Is this the bumility of the followers of the
cross ? or is it the love of those the signal armorial
of whom, is love to one another? Miss Oliphant
making these and similar observations, Maria’s ire
soon subsided, though perhaps not the natural pride
of her disposition.

«¢ You are right, Miss Oliphant,’ she replied;  yet
I hope never to meet the gentleman again;” and
Miss Oliphant remarking on the inconsistency of en-
tertaining or allowing such a feeling toward one with
whom she expected to spend an eternity of love;
¢Ha, Anna! she answeréd, ‘but what a change—
what a transformation must this sowing in dishonour,
and being raised in honour—this sowing in corrup-
tion, and being raised in incorruption effect ? We
shrink,’ she said, at the thought of death and the
grave, and we wish that Heaven had appointed a
brighter road to its portals; and yet, even with the
blood of atonement on our consciences, and with even
the witness and the illumination of the Spirit in our
inward parts, how else should we be raised a spiritual
body, freed from the dross end the imperfection which
cleave even to the saint? How else should Christian
anomalism be turned to unanimity, or how should me-
mory be made to forget the things that give it pain ?’
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“<That is very true, Maria,” Miss Oliphant replied ;
“yet must we leave nothing for this transmutation
which on earth can be accomplished, or which Hea-
ven hath commanded us now to do? It is whilst in
the world that we must overcome it ; and in over-
coming the world, you will overcome those feelings
which at any time render it unpleasant for one
Christian to meet or to commune with another.’ ”

I said 1 was not aware that any feelings parti-
cularly painful to overcome existed betwixt Miss
Millicent and me. .

<« I dare say you don’t, sir,” returned Miss Dunn ;
“but reserve is its own punishment, and mystery
has its own painful associations. Miss Millicent, in
the secretiveness in which she shrouds not only her
past history, hut her present circumstances, bears a
heavier self-infliction than openness on the most un-
pleasant subject could expose her to.”

Pigued as I, perhaps, for a moment, felt, at what
I conceived to be the freedom of Miss Dunn’s re-~
marks, I replied that a clear conscience is better than
openness ; that an upright life could withstand the
insinuations to which reserve may, at any time, sub-
ject it ; and that Miss Millicent, having, as I helieved,
these on her side, I could not see how even secre-
tiveness should make an interview with me or with
any other person, either painful or unpleasant.

All this discourse might, however, have been pre-
vented, had Miss Dunn at first informed me. of
what she now did, that Miss Millicent had left her
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card for me, with an intimation that, as I had de-
sired it, she would be happy to see me.

I confess I felt impatient that this had not been
announced at an earlier stage of our conversation.—
I felt impatient—yet why should I? Had the art-
less, the soft-tempered, though anxious-minded
informant ever felt impatient with me, notwith-
standing my imperfections, my slowness of speech
as an instructor on a more important subject, not-
withstanding that that subject is felt to be of ten
thousand times more importance by her, and that
she, I doubt not, feels more keenly upon it, than I
trust it is possible for me to feel on any earthly one ?

Yes, my dear ——, my impatience was speedily
reproved, the comparative nothingness of all other
subjects was, I trust, also brought before me, when
shortly I became absorbed in a conversation of a
different kind, and with one who, though ““ not far
from the kingdom of God,” was yet in as great dan-
ger of ‘being thrust out us the more manifest * pub-
lican and sinner ;* who, though apparently ready to
make any sacrifice to obtain it, to investigate any
theery, however intricate or complex, to be enligh-
tened on the things that belong to it—yet declines,
or comprehends not, *“ God’s easy, artless, unencum-
bered plan”—believe and live.

0! it is indeed a simple, yet sublime—a gracious,
yet majestic plan—this plan of salvation—¢ God so
loved the world, that He gave His only-bagotten
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Son, that whosoever believeth on Him should not
perish. but should have eternal life.” And yet how
difficult it is to make the * natural man” to perceive
it ; how few are ready to resign their own righteous-
ness” for that which is by faith ; how few are pos-
sessed of the self-denial to give their hearts to him
who offers a kingdom in return ; but without giving
which, faith cannot be, nor the heavenly kingdom
appreciated !

From my last interview with Miss Dunn, I wasin
hopes that her heart was by this time * open” to re-
ceive the truth. I was, however, disappointed to find
the unhappy girl, though still in great anxiety of
‘mind, yet not only indisposed to accept the present
offers of mercy, hut sitting with her hands folded.
«]am just waiting at the pool of ordinances, sir,”
she said. < I have had several interviews with a per-
son who has had great experience in religion, and he
says I cannot wait at a better place.”

I said, * You may wait long enough there. and if
peradventure, the cry be heard, ¢ Behold the bride-
groom cometh,” whiles you are yet waiting, the place
at which you waited will make very little difference
to the destiny of your soul.” I also asked why she
waited, and how long she intended doing so.

“I am just waiting God’s appeinted time, sir.”
and am preparing my heart, by attending to His
word and ordinances, meanwhile.”

I auswered, that in the whole book of revelation,
God spoke of no time to save sinners, except the
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present ; to speak of waiting for which. was not only
an incompatibility of terms, but invelved the pre-
sumption of propounding a different mode of salva-
tion than that which infinite love und wisdom had
devised ; and that, though reading, she was, in no-
, wise, attending to His Word, whilst not complying
with its offers, its entreaties, and commands.

1 said, also, that in the whole of the Saviour’s
ministry and works of mercy, during Ilis sojourn on
earth, He had never desired any of Adam’s race to
wait ; that we, assuredly, read of none applying to
Him in sincerity, who ever wished to do so ; nor of
any instance of His sovereign intervention of love
and power, without the co-operation of the indivi-
dual.—¢ Stretch forth thy hand!” the hand was
stretched out. ¢ Arise, and walk !” the healed in-
stantly obeyed. She whose faith had made her whole,
had first touched the hem of her Saviour’s garment.
And he who received proof of merey’s triumph at
the eleventh hour, had already sent the outgoings of
his soul to a kingdom which was not of this world.

¢ Do you believe these statements ?” 1 asked.

«I must, unless I disbelieve the Bible,” was the
acknowledgement ; ‘‘but, sir,” she mnevertheless
added, I am not healed, and I have, therefore, no
power to stretch forth my hand.”

1 said, this brought us back to the commence-
ment of our former argument ; that in no case does
the evidence precede the act, at the same timg add-
ing, that ‘‘to as many as received Him, to them
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gave He power to become the sons of God ;" that
the thing to be believed in order to obtain this
« power,” was simply that the blood of Jesus Christ
cleanseth from all sin; and that it would assuredly
cleanse hers, if brought to this fountain in faith and
true penitence.

“There is very little difference betwixt us,” she
replied. *“I believe what the Bible says, that Jesus
died for sinners, and that they who believe on Him
shall not perish. Ionly cannot lay claim to it, myself.”

«“My dear friend,” I said, “the one is only the
perception, the other is the possession of religion ;
and betwixt the one and the other there is a great
difference. The one may be likened to a person
surveying the feast ; the other, seated at the banquet ;
with this failing in the similitude, indeed, that the
things of God cannot be seen without being realized,
cannot be understood without being made our omn.
The one,” 1 added, ¢ may, moreover, be likened to a
man who, being told that his house is going to fall,
one of safety being, at the same time, pointed out
to him, believes the statement, but, at the same time,
abides in the falling tabernacle ;}—And is crushed be-
neath its ruins. The other, tp him who, believing
the statement, acts upon it, betaking himself to
the house of refuge;—And is saved. With this failiné
still in the similitude,” I added, * that the latter, on
betaking himself to the house of refuge, experienced
joy and peace, which he, nor any other, ever tasted,
or could taste, in the former tabernacle.
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“ Yes, sir, I know it,” she replied; “but the faith
to which you refer is the gift of God.” *Tis this,
and this alone, for which I am waiting; and what
else should I, can I, do ?”

In urging the means which Miss Dunn must her-
self use, I confess I was thinking of the use of some
such terms as the “eye of faith,” or, ** the hand of the
soul,” which, in all likelihood, had been as little
understood as some of my other allusions. But Miss
Oliphant, having just before entered the room,—and
woman ever apt in simplifying—-+* There mnst,” she
© said, “be the moving of your own heart to Jesus,

Emily,—the acquicscence must go before the attain-
ment, and submissivn before enjoyment.”

“ Your- illustration is very apt, ma’am,” I said,
contrasting, as I was, in my own mind, the simpli-
city and more natural bearing of the term ¢ moving,”
with these I had intended to use.

« Not very apt, I fear, sir,” she said, “as I can
make no illustrations, except from what 1 myself
feel, or may have felt.”

Thus I perceived that in the things of religion,
experience is the best lexicon. I also saw that it is

. the best looking-glags, as Miss Dunn seemed to see
her own short-comings more clearly in Miss Oli-
phant’s single allusion, than she appeared to have
done in all my reasoning. .

« The ¢ moving of the heart I"” she said, ““that is
just what I want: it is because my soul is passive,
that I do not, or that.I cannot believe.”
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«“Yes,” I added, “there will, I doubt not, be more
souls lost in the wastes of impassiveness, than bu-
ried beneath all the mountains of more actual
trausgression.”

But believing that Miss Dunn had, in her own
female companion, a better teacher than myself, I
urged her to attend to that companion’s further in-
structions, begging her also to keep in mind that it
but aggravated the evil to see the error without
correcting it——to acknowledge the passiveness with-
ont stirring up the soul to activity and duty.

Thus I twok my leave, and thus I now take leave
of my friend and correspondent.

H
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LETTER IX.

My DEAR -
«To every thing there is a season, and a time to
every purpose under the heaven: a time to weep,
and a time to laugh ; a time to mourn, and a time to
dance; a time to keep silence, and a time to speak ;
a time to love, and a time to hate.” Yet mar
thinketh in his heart that it is not so; and, lo!
because the present time answereth not his purpose,
and fulfilleth not the desire of his soul, he diggeth
unto him a pit of despair into which he descendeth,
and of the accomplishment of his expectation he
saith, it shall never be. Yea, considering net that
he is but of yesterday, and that his largest concep-
tion, when laid in the balance with the vastness of
the superintending providence around him, is more
puny than the worm he tr ads on, and more short-
lived than the ephemera, contemplating the brevity
of whose span of existence, he marvels wherefore it

was crefited.
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Thus she, who bending over the new-made grave
of him in whom her love and joy were centered.
weeneth not that her weeds shall ever give place
to brighter attire, or that to her the sun shall ever
warm aught on which it shines; but that the grief
of to-morrow shall be as that of to-day ; or that the
only change which can come over the desolation of
her heart is, that it shall become more desolate. To
condolence she listeth not; with the monitions of
solace she has no sympathy ; and of time, the universal
vietwr of grief’s poignancy, she saith, « It is utterly
vain ;” also, when it is surmised that another shall
vet smile upon her, scorn and wrath rise up in her
soul, for she recketh no other time than the present.
He too, whom evil days surround, who, when fortune
frowned, experienced friends to fail, and the strength
«f his arm and the hope of his heart to depart, he
believeth not that in prosperity he shall ever agnin
gird his goings, that friendship shall be rekindled
when a warmer sunshine rests upon him, and that
energy and hope shell return at the dawn of a
brighter day ; he, moreover, wotteth not that they
who tu-day contemn his adversity, perchance shall
be themselves, to-morrow, in as low a plight, for he
forgetteth that there is ¢“a time to plant, and a time
to pluck up that which was planted.” Behold, also
the lover: mighty in impatience, he likens delay to
death ; absorbed in what he considers his own pe-
culiar, or%o this time unheard-of feelings, circum-
stances, or alliances, he contemneth the duties of

H2
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life, and mocketh him who voucheth the possihility
of importance belonging to another’s pursuits than
his; and whereas he concentrateth all that is good
and great, lovely and loveable, in one object, and in
that colely, he saith thus it must be, and"thus alone ;
and, verily, he comprehendeth not that his happiness,
notwithstanding, can yet be bound up in another ;
and that the beauty of her, whom to-day he counted
supreme ot woman, shall to-morrow have no attrac-
tion ; yet, of all in whick: he most egregionsly de-
ceived himself, is that which related to time; and
whereas he conceived that no period could be like
the present, he withal opined that in none but the
present could the fulfilment of his desires be realized.

And asit is with the new-made relict, with theman
of evil-days, and with the lover, even thus it was
with the scribe who now notes these things. On the
first morning after my arrival in town, when visiting
the house of Mrs. Black, and finding Miss Millicent
absent, doubtfulness arising in proportion to my dis-
appointment, I supposed not that I should ever
again see her for whom I was in quest ; or in finding
her, 1 felt certified, that I could never be so happy
88 at that, the preseut, time, I should lave been in
accomplishing my desires. Thus I felt, and thus I
feared, because, with that littleness of conception
which cleaves to humanity, I looked but at the pre-
sent, and pondered not that * to every thing there is
a time.” s
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And yet, as when this morning I wended my way
"to the habitation of Maria Millicent, I mused on the
futility of my past ideas, and marvelled that I now
felt happier in contemplating an interview than I
could then have been in realizing it.

Giving my name to the servant, or to the person
who opened the door to me, it was long, unpolitely
long, as I thought, nntil Miss Millicent entered the
room, when at last presenting herself, I could not
help inwardly exclaiming, “Surely old things are
passed away, and all things have become new.” 1If,
on my first sight of the long-lost one at Miss Dunn’s,
I thought her former promptitude and openness of
character to have become tempered by prudence, I
now perceived prudence itself to have become soft-
ened by sensibility, and refined by the most retir-
ing of female attributes. I believe I wes the first
to speak, and said, I am glad to see you, Miss
Millicent, and to have found yon after so long a
time.” I, however, made no further allusion to onr
first interview, feeling that to do sv, were to open a
wound which, though, perhaps, long healed by peni-
tence, was yet subject to the shafts of shame, with
all that corroding senmsibility to which the upright
bosom of the restored is still liable. There was at
first a mutual embarrassment ; but it was soon dis-
pelled, for Christian principles give strength to the
weakness of human feelings, and Christian love
casts off restraint. '



102

After a few formal remarks and rejoinders, how-
ever, we again sat silent : I, for my part, labouring
for some other common-place observation to prevent
an entire chasm in the conversation. Having, in
former times, learnt that the words of him who
breaketh silence after a * dead pause” are specially
liable to be noted, and that he had needs say some-
thing very wise who first opens his lips on such a
notable occasion; and knowing also my infirmity,
that wisdom was not mine to speak, I am ashamed
to own it, that I resorted to the most plebeian and
common-place of all topics—the weather and the
locality of the residence.

Subjection to forced or to cold formality, however,
forms no part of Maria Millicent’s natural, not to
speak of her Christian, temperament. And break-
ing the next threatened  pause” herself, she rose,
and giving me her hand with warm cordiality, though
with the utmost delicacy and respect,—

¢ I may no longer conceal it from you, sir,” she
said ; “you met me on a dark and ambiguous path-
way, with my heart all but darker than my steps—
you.were sent a light to my feet and a lamp to my
path—a girdle to my heart and a guide to my go-
ings. As an outgoing to those feelings which it
were alike painful and unjust to conceal, and as an
expression of my gratitude, I now offer all I have to
bestow for your kindness, which is the satisfaction
you will have in knowing that you were this auspi-
cious messenger.”
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“ Praised be Heaven!” I replied, “ which deigns
to bless such unworthy means. To me it had been
happiness itself to have been sent a defence to the
helpless, but much more is it to have been a guide
to happiness—and happiness that never ends.”

1 was indeed helpless, and found myself to be
«.” she replied. ¢ Except Emily Dunn and ane-
ther there was, so far as I know, not a single indi-
vidual in this city to whom I had ever opened my
lips but by constraint ; and it was, sir, the first time
in my life in whichd had ever walked unprotected
on an evening. But I only introduced the subject
to give you the satisfaction of knowing what be-
longed to your part of it, not to intrude what per-
tained to mine. .

This, I am gorry to say, like all that Miss Milli-
cent said, though couched in courteous accents, was,
nevertheless, accompanied by that peremptory tone
which precluded my making any further reference
to the subject. I saw also that, though striving hard
to do so, it was yet with difficulty she repressed the
rising tear. I, nevertheless, alluded to the disap-
pointment I lad felt on the morning on which I
called at her lodging and found bher to have left it.
But this, I soon saw, was an allusion more painful
than the other, as for some moments she eould make
no reply. ‘

«I erred,” said she at last, «in breaking an ap-
pointment; but pray let the error sink amongst my
other inconsistencies ; all of which it must, I knew,
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require a wide breach in remembrance to forget, and
a wide mantle of charity to cover, Yet if that mun-
tle can be woven from penitence and Christian con-
sistency, from now pursuin’g truth and its accom-
paniments, I hope still to be able to weave it. 7/e
Jorgetfulness,” she added in a low murmuring tone,
“ must, however, be your boon, and not mine.” .

“ My dear madam,” I said, I feel that there is
nothing to forget ; but were it otherwise, there is
in that robe—that perfect robe of our Redeemer's
righteousness, that which covers all inconsistencies
_whiles we yet ¢ walked according to the course of
this world” And ever as one Christian sees in an-
other the richness or the marks of this infinite attire,
Jove, ¢the love of the brethren,” fills his heart, and
fills his eyes, so that even past enorgities, if such,
in any instance, did belong to the days in which he
‘ walked according to the power of the prince of the
air,’ are all—all—lost in this flood of heaven-born
love, which distinguishes the family of the living
God, and by which all men shall know that they are
His disgiples.” .

“Yés, blessed be God!” returned my auditor, as
the tear of heaveuly love started to her eye,—
“ blessed be God that this divine system implants
in the breast of the disciple not only love to the
great I am, but also to the fellow-christian, of what-
ever name, or of whatever nature. Beyond love to
the Deity, he had else felt himself to be a desolate
being, instegeof a member of that happy family, the
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bond of which is love. And,” the speaker added af-
ter a short pause—¢ and hut for this ¢ common bond,’
I had not now met you, sir.”

After some further remarks on this subjeet,. I
wished to have told Miss Millicent that it was my
disappointment, and not her inconsistency, that had
rested on my mind. But knowing that silence is
least apt to offend the sensibility that shrinks from
observation, I made no further reference to the sub-
ject ; and the lady seemed relieved, though still em-
barrassed, at the introduction of more general topics.
Finding her to become more unrestrained and com-
municative, however, I again alluded to her hasty
leaving of the lodging on the morning after our first
interview, and feared she must have subjected her-
self to inconvenience by it.

« Excuse me, sir,” she said, after a pause, during
which various passions seemed to be struggling for the
mastery : “ excuse me, sir, and I shall be explicit, for
however much prudence may be attached, and justly
attached to reserve, I yet feel conceclinent to be at va-
riance with my nature, and beneath the dignity of
yours. And, believe me, I felt my whole soul degraded
by the hiddeuness and ambiguity in which you must
have conceived my whole movements to have been
warped. Yes, sir,” she added, I felt that con-
cealment is alike at variance with upright feelings,
with true friendship, and with every noble sen-
timent” '
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- Perceiving how much the speaker felt her own
position identified and impugned by these senti-
ments, I replied, «“I was afraid she might have
thought me intrusive, or vulgarly inquisitive.”

“No, sir,” she answered, *but I felt that J was
meanly secretive, and that you might naturally have
supposed me under subjection to that guilt which
necessarily invakes concealment. I, however, assure
you that my leaving the lodging so hurriedly was
merely because I could not meet a man of correct
principles in such a tabernacle of Satan ; yhilst I
«concealed that to.which I betook myself merely be-
cause my pride would not allow me to meet you in
such a humble dwelling. The latter was, indeed, a
pusillanimous feeling; but as in the uniform ways of
nature there are no sudden transitious, Providence
does not seem to have fitted cur natures for exactly
meeting these when at any time we bring such upon
ourselves.”

« My dear lady,” said I, « I believe Providence
seldom sends us any change or transition, without
fitting us for it.”

“I agree with you, sir,” she replied; “but I
cannot say that mine was exactly sent by Providence;
that is, that having by my own imprudence stepped
without the covert of I'rovidence’s wing, my sudden
and unhappy transition was, so to speak, brought on
by my own misconduct, and not by His decrees; I
mean by ao infringement of His laws, and not by
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acting in uniformity with them, else, donbtless, had
I been better prepared for my trial.”

Conceiving that these allusions must have had re-
ference to the advertisement referred to in a former
letter, or that i must have had reference to them, I
mentioned the circumstance, when I soon perceived
that Miss Millicent had hitherto Leen ignorant of it.
She looked not less agitated than surprised, and
though striving to maintain her firmness, I per-
ceived that her whole frame shook. I saw, mereover,
that her native openness of disposition was strug-
gling with the secretiveness she had beencondemning.
Wherefore looking round the apartment, as if already
oblivious of the information I had given, I made a
casual remark on a piano standing by ; for thongh
repudiating duplicity, I do not Jike the honesty that
loves to banquet at the expense of wounded feelings.

But, as I formerly intimated, Miss Millicent is
not the person to shroud the presence of painful or
unpleasant feelings in the guise of formality.

Paying no attention to my observation on the in-
strument of music, “ Until this moment,” she said,
I was not aware of the announcement of which you
speak. It grieves me much—— But, excuse me,
sir, I shall return immediately,” she added, hurriedly
leaving the room.

Notwithstanding this intimation of a speedy re-
turn, however, I waited long—so long that I had just
pullede out my watch, when & maid-servant entered,
saying Miss Millicent had requested her to apologisd®
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for it not being in her power to see me again at pre-
sent, but that she should be happy to receive a visit
from me at any future period. “ Woman! thy sta-
bility is written in sand,” I said to myself on
descending the staircase. I was disconcerted, as
there was yet much in Miss Millicent’s movements
which I could not comprehend, and which I had
hoped would be elucidated by further discourse. I
do not, however, write to animadvert, and shall
therefore conclude my epistle.
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LETTER X.

My pEaAR ——,

*Sue to whom much was forgiven, the same loved
much.” Also, she who came from far to view.the
riches of Solomon, was more entranced by their in-
mensity than they who, brought up by the « Porch,”
had witnessed their advancing accumalation, and
had been familiar with all the vastness of their va-
riety. He whose feet have stuck in the lowest
depths of the “ pit,” and fastest in the « miry clay,”
will, perchance, be the fleetest and the brightest,
when his feet are set upon the streets of pure gold,
and he runs the errands of his Lord’s behests. But
even befare entering the golden city, whiles his feet
are yet  set upon a rock,” he who had lain lowest
amongst the pots, will oft-times be found diffusing
a holier and a brighter influence around him, than
they who from childhood have been dwellers in
Bethsaida and Chorazin. ¢ He hath filled the hun-
gry awith good things, and the rich he hath sent
empty away.”
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* They who have been cradled beneath the “showers
and dews” of religious intercourse, who, from earli-
est remembrance, have been accustomed to the
voice of song and supplication at morning and at
eventide, and to whose ears the sayings of the Sa-
cred Book are familiar as household words, to these
the wondrous things of which they tell have, in
some measure, hecome ‘common,” by having been
linked and initiated with the ordinary associations of
childhood and youth. Thus, in such individuals the
works of Omnipotence call not forth the same ador-
ing wonder, as when first bursting on the view of
Jim to whose mind and imagination the * marvellous
things” in Revelation were a book sealed within
and without ; who, whether of the « wonders” at
the  Red Sea,” or at “ Zoun’s field ;” of the history,
from the manger at Bethlehem to the ascension at
Bethany, had taken no note, but erst had lovked
upon the sacred records as a dream that hath been
told. Even so have I found it with a humble saint,
a page of whose history I shall now record.

Of Maria Millicent and of Emily Dunn I have
told you much; of the one going on her way re-
joicing, because cleaving to Him who is mighty te
save, and who willeth that ¢ the daughters of Zion
be joyful in their King;” and of the other still
mourning, (alas! still also sinning,) because, though
standing with her face towards heaven, yet refuses
to enter the heavenly pilgrimage by the ¢ wicket
gate” of the‘Lord of Heaven's appointing. Of these
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two I have told you much. And though having
told you less of Anna Oliphant, I now find that of
her I might have told you more than of either.

Miss Oliphant was, it seems, no sooner brought
from the fearful pit of sin, when and where she
meditated self-destruction, than she indeed pre-
sented her heart a living sacrifice to God ; nor was
the smoke of the incense ever permitted to become
faint. Like Him whose cross she bore, she had oft
and again  continued all night in prayer” to Him,
who in return poured upon her that ancinting of
heaven which told her that her prayers had come
up as a memorial before God, and that her sius were
all forgiven. This cansed her still to linger at
Heaven’s gate, filling her with the blessedness of
that man who feels in his heart that the Lord will
not impute iniquity. These, aud many other most
pleasing traits, I hud from an intimate acquaintance
of hers. But it is only what I have myself witnessed,
within these few days, that I shall now relate.

I received a message, four duys ago, requesting
medical advice for Miss Oliphant, who wus consi-
dered to be dangerously ill. On my first glance at
the patient, I perceived that she was labonriug un-
der a virulent attack of typhus; and after having
prescribed for her, “ Pray, sir,” she said, « do you
think me dying?” Giving her an evasive reply,
¢ 8ir,” she answered with great calmness, but with
greater earnestness, “Sir, I am not afraid te die;
but, O! it 1 am about to leave this world, be so
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kind and true as tell me, for I have an act of great
importance to perform.” I said I feared the seeds
of death were in the disease, and that mortal hand
could not pluck them out; but that I should do
what was in my power.

Waiting not for the latter part of my reply, “Bring
me a pen,” she instantly exclaimed ; but perceiving
the fire in her eye, and I may add, the flame upon
her cheek, I said she must court repose, and that if
she had any important affairs to settle, she might
dictate and another write. ¢ Love is strong as
death,” she replied ; ¢ another’s hand may not reach
his heart; perchance the gay will give ear when
death guides the pen. It is to one who greatly
wronged me, but whom I still love ; and who‘, though
on earth scorned me, I should yet love to reign with
me in heaven.”

Perceiving that to restrain her desire were only
to encrease her excitement, I permitted her writing
materials to be brought, leaving instruction for her
to be kept quiet so soon as the task was performed.

With a sick heart, and a burning brain, and with
her hand scarcely able to trace the letters, supported
also, by another, I understand, she sat up in beg,
and wrote as follows, when the increase of her ma-
lady prevented further proceedure :—

« William ! my once loved Willium !
«The weight of death presses heavily gn the
hand that now writes. M y words must need be few,
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because few the remaining beats of the breast that
breathes them. Already I feel the glass emptying
with all the rapidity with which its last sands run;
and to the soul every moment is an era, when the
last particles are thus so swiftly turning in their de-
parting whirlpool. Such are mine. But with death
poiuting the pen, with eternity hurrying the task,
and with the struggle of the last enemfy all but too
much for the mortal frame, I snatch a moment from
my winding sheet—a moment to urge you to hear
the voice which in life you disregarded, and to ask
you to accept the love which on earth you spurned.
1 write not to upbraid, for there is no upbraiding in
the lambt: which I want you to follow me, and in
which tWe inbabitants receive a new name, and are
entirely purified from all that debased them below.
<« I write not to tell you what I have told you be-
fore, that I have long since forgiven you ; for little
shall boot the forgiveness of the worm, if we ask not
forgiveness of Him who formed it, and if the sting .
of conscience be still within. - I write not to ask yén
to drop a tear on my early grave when you seeit, or
to remember her who tenants it. (Yet, O set not
yqur foot so much as on the turf when you ‘pass it
by.) I write not of these: I write !—I write |—to
entreat you to go to the manger of Bethlehem, to
follow Him who was cradled there—to follow Him
through all His life of purity, of love, and goed-will
toward, men ; note also His sufferings by the way,
and when ye come to the place called Gethsemane,
I
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ponder the prayer, the sweat, and the agony. Go
thenoe to Calvary, and throwing yourself at the foot
of the tree that was there erected, confess your mhole
sing, and cast them all into the blood-dyed stream
that there flowed. Look up to Him who has a par-
don for the sinner, and who came to save the chief
of sinners. With your foot upon the cross, and your
eye lifted upgo Him who bled there, ask pardon,
and you will find it.

« But the battle wages fiercer and fiercer. My
hand:wavers ; ‘tis the premonition of death, and it can
now no Jonger give language to the heart that once
loved you, and still yearns with love over your soul ;
else much had I to tell you of the wondrggs things
to be there revealed—of the love and hentnly life
to be experienced by thus prostrating yourself at this
blood-stained * glorious Calvary.’

« I thought I could add no more, and yet methinks
I feel a respite—it may be short. What argument
shall I urge to tempt your compliance with my re-
gnest.? Shall I go back to the love you bore to me,
or the innoeence that brightened your brow, when, a
ocountry boy and girl, we conned our tasks upon the
allers, or pulled the bulrush and the wild-flower by
the water-course ? Ah, no! Shall I descend to the
wailings of the bottomless pit, and tell you to escape
for your life? Not even this. I will tell you—I
will tell you. of the agony and the sweat, of the

,and the crown of thorns; and of- the love
that Was before the hills began. These arrested her
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who now writes, with death witnessing the hand-
writing; they have ever since been her song in the
house of her pilgrimage, which had else been very
dark ; and now they are a light to her soul in the
shadow of death ; they are a stay to her feet, which
else had stumbled on the dark mountains.

« These are true words, death nses-go unmeaning
metaphors.  They are alse my last words to you,
for death denies me more. Deny me not my request ;
and O! if your heart should indeed be moved to it,
remember that ye put the shoes from-off. your feet,
for the place to which I prge your steps is holy
ground.

“« Death calls—I must yield the lingering pen—
Farewell ! ’

“ ANNA OLrpHANT.”

On my visit next morning, I was happy to find
my patient to have rallied considerably. She was
also in a sound sleep. which I considered a most fa-
vourable symptom ; and as I would not allow her to
be awaked, a friend, who was waiting upon her,
after shewing me the foregoing letter, (which the
writer had requested her to do) gave me some few
particulars of the person to whom it was addressed.

Brought up together in rural innocence and seclu-
sion, Miss Oliphant and lre had been devoted com-
panions from childhood, From time immemorial, he
had declett her brow with the burgonet of the bul.
rush ; for her he had dared the danger of the precipice,

12
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or whatever could render him valiant in her yonng
eyes; nor cared he for others who claimed his « fa-
vours.” They were the chosen twain. And on arriving
at that period when love made the girl more coy, and
the youth more respectful, their affection abated not :
their pastime giving place to poetry, and their school
tasks to booksgof deeper erudition, which they often
studied together. In the process of years, a rich
inheritance fell to the lot of the youth’s father.
Shortly after this, Anna’s widowed mother died.
But the two events tended only to cement more
closely the long-lived loves of the couple; and, by
Anna at least, marriage was visioned in its faire~*
picture.

The day was all but fixed for the long antic. paicd
naptials, which were to take place in three mon- us,
and every collateral incident was covered with
beauty and sunshine.

The rest is dark and direful, for guilt was ir the
clond that rolled across the bright blue sky.

Whilst the repentant girl languished in griet »ud
shame, the hardened lover became coy and thence
cpld—his visits to the wronged one being ultimately
withdrawn.

The shame-stricken damsel’s feelings could not
now be described, for who can tell the struggles of
the soul in such a case? Who, but she who has felt
them, can describe the powerfu} emotions that con-
tend with every reflection of the female whe has
made the first mournful deviation from rectitude ?
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Who, but she who has felt it, can tell the agony of
the soul of her who, seeing character blighted, feels
also the desolation of hope departed, for with con-
ventional customs the two are synominous? Repen-
tance cannot restore her; amendment cannot ame-
liorate the sufferings of her shame, nor the most
gracious deportment procure one smile from those
whose only smile she now seeks. No! for though
God have forgiven her, though the Saviour of men
have not upbraided her, the daughters of Eve have
spurned her from their side; and it is in the society
of her own sex, not in that of the other, in which she
wishes now to lift up her head.

Thus the remembrance of past innocence, former
respectability, present guilt with all its degradation,
* 'ping onward to despair, and, added to these, the
scorn of him who extinguished her joys, and whom
she still loves ; thege often hurry the soul onward on
a more intricate career of sin, or, extinguishing every
hiope of returning happiness, urge it yet more madly
to the last uct of wickedness.of which it is capable.

This was the case with Anna Oliphant, having,
even at this early period of her history, thought of
terminating u life of sin and sorrow, as if the spirit
oppressed with guilt in this world, could elude the
band of an avenging God in the next.

From this, by the grace of God, she was, however,
prevented ; and sending once more for her plighted
husbangd, told him she still loved him, for woman
seems Lo be infatuate and her love indestructible;
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that on his promise she now rested, either to be
as happy, in the fulfilment of it, as a forlorn orphan
in her friendless condition could be; or in the breach
of it, to inherit all the miseries of woman in her
most degraded situation. But “the tender mercies
of the wicked are cruel;” he who before declared
that his only joy was in her smile, and that his
death was in her frown, was now unmoved at the
voice of her tears—he who in a long succession of
years had vowed by every thing sacred to become
her husband, and who on the subject opened not his
mouth but in rapture—now spoke with great cal-
lousness of his father’s objections, and his own change
of sentiments ; at the same time offering to make
what he termed a *liberal settlement” upon her.
< At this proposal, every feeling of my nature arose
in & flame of fire against him,” said Miss Oliphant,
in formerly relating the interview to the friend who
communicated it to me; ¢ apd had my life been in his
hand, I had at that moment spurned it from me;
and even in death, I thought.1 could have trampled
it in his presence. ‘We part never again to meet,’
said I. His countenance grew pale, he trembled,
and slowly putting out his hand, took a reluctant
hold of mine. I said, ‘I stay but to ask, if not to
demand, one favour—that if .you spurn me for yonr
wife, you, at least, revoke your last words, nor stain
my brow with the assumption that for a moment I
could have listened to them.” Becoming mere tre-
mulous than before, he yet, instead of revoking, be-
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gan to justify his sentiments; which he did by
urging the frailty of human nature. I said, ¢ Leave
me, and add not madness to my misery, nor mock
the God you have offended, by casting your sin upon
your Maker.” But he still persisted in a course of
self-justification, which being at my expense, half-
frantic and in despair, I left the room.” ;

“ Soon after this,” Miss Oliphant continued in
her narrative, “soon after this, I left my native
village,inever again to revisit it, though never to
forget its associations, its walks and its water-course,
its healthful breeze, and its bright blue sky, its
rocks, its broom, and its bulrushes—all—all asso-
ciated with happy days and the bright remembrances
of a happy hearth ; cnd all associated with present
scorn and shame, with character which once was
blameless, but which now was lost.”

"It appears to have been about a twelvemonth after
this period when I put the tract into Miss Oliphant’s
band, on Leith pier; her feelings in regard to which
have been heretofore noted.

By the time I had obtained these particulars, my
patient had awaked from her protracted sleep,thovgh,
contrary to my expectation, her eye was wild and
wavering, which I feared to be premonitory of de-
lirium. Making an abrupt remark to me on the
agonies of death, I feared she might be distressing
herself on that subject, and replied that I did not
suppose that the actual amount of sufferings in the
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case of dissolution was what many people suppose it
to be.

* I believe the last struggles to be in the most cases
severe,” she replied. I am the last but one of a
large family. We once were twelve, who now are
twain——my ten brothers and sisters !—I saw them
all die. Each suffered much ; each one thought it u
serious thing to combat death. I also feel it so; for
close, O! how close is the connection betwixt the
soul and the body!” Partly to divert her mind from
such a subject, I repeated what Thad beforestated, that
her case was not beyond the possibility of recovery.
Her eye becoming more radiant, 1 ask you not
to tell me of life,” she said, * for already I have life
begun beyond the skies; but, sir, if you can lengthen
my span until I can do something for him—that
were then a boon.”

Without pretending ignorance of the person to
whom.she alluded, I said, « He knows how he has
wronged you ; and associating which with the soli-
citude and the love expressed in your letter, I should
say, 8o far as human conception is concerned, that if
he regard not it, neither would he regard though
one rose from the dead.”

“ But, sir ,he once had a tender conscience, as
well as a loving heart, and who knows—"

At this the voice of the sick faultering, and wigh-
ing to check excitement, I waved the subject.

Next morning I was happy to perceive the eye of
my patiefit to be much more pleasing and serene,
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the fever being also greatly abated. I had not, how-
ever, examined her other symptoms, when a coun-
try gentleman, with spurs on his boots and a riding
whip in his hand, hurriedly and unceremonionsly
walked into the room.

«Sir,” 1 said, * this is a sick chamber, and I pre-
sume you are mistaken.” He, however, heeded
me not, but walking forward to the sick bed, there
stood transfixed, the sick inmate seeming also in
a state of stagnation. Again urging upon him that
he had made a mistake, he for some time only re-
plied with a vacant stare; but at last stammered
forth the monosyllables, «It’s no you I have to do
with.” ¢ Friend,” I replied, « you have neverthe-
less to fdo” with dece:;cy and respect.” But deign-
ing me not the slightest attention,  Anna Oliphant !”
he vacantly uttered, and then faintly proffered his
hand ; his knees, I perceived, smiting against each
other ashe did so. The other turning away her head,
« Too late!” she answered, I am not able for it,
else were it well that you should see a Christian die.’
* Anna,” he repeated, “ Anna, you will not die, yon
will say you forgive me, and live end be mine.” ¢« I
go,” the sick one at last replied, * I go where they
neither marry nor are given in marriage ; but where
the Lamb, the Bridegroom’s wife hath made herself
ready. Once I had been happy, happy, happy to
have lived with you on earth; but now thrice more
happy should I be to breathe the air that yon breathe,
to reign with you for ever, and ever, in that land
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where the inhabitants are as the angels of heaven
who serve Him day and night ; and where there is
no more sickness and no more sorrow.”

Miss Oliphant then covered her face with the bed-
linen, her feelings being overpowering.

And though I feared such an interview was suffi-
ciently likely to increase her fever.; yet having
known of instances where powerful excitement, pro-
ducing a re-action, wrought a cure in the patient, I
thought that this, perchance, might accomplish what
I feared to be beyond the power of medicine. I,
moreover, could not now prevent it ; and setting a
chair, I asked the young man to be seated ; but my
words seemed as much unheard as before, he still
stood bending ovor the weeping invalid. And look-
ing at the sorrowing man, « Ah !” thought I, « how
momentary is the grasification of sin, how enduring
its misery! On what slight grounds is the promise
ofttimes broken, but how awful seems the broken
vow when death stamnps its breach!”

At last, uncovering her face,  Time was, Wil-
liam,” she said, “when my tears had flowed from
other feelings, and when they had not been, as now,
unblent with the loves of earth. But the things of
time are at this moment lost in those of eternity. I,
nevertheless, go back to the time when kindness
kindled the fire of your eye, when bravery girdled
your guings, and purity dignified your steps. I think
also of the love you then bore to me; and when I
suy, ¢Is-this ke who shall be numbered with the
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mean man and the murderer, with the devil and his
angels?’ ’tis this that makes me weep : also when I
still behold the traces of those features that then
beamed in youthful love and innocence, "tis this that
opens the floodgates to my tears, when death has left
me few tears to weep ; for O! the ameliorations to
physical pain, and the sources of physical solace are
few when the body is in its last stage of prepa:atxon
for the grave.”

The gentleman covering his face with his hands,
and Miss Oliphant still weeping, I suggested that
the former should retire to another room, until both
became more composed.

“One word more,” said the sick one, becoming
more and more excited, *“ William—William Baynes,
bave you complied with my request? Went ye to
the manger? What saw ye at Gethsemane ? Bowed
ye at Calvary? What found ye in Him who hang
upon tho tree? Was it that which washed your heart
from its foulest stain, embued it with faith, turned
faith into love, love into springs of true repentance,
and these to purposes of humble obedience ?”

. These interrogations being put with snch an
energy and rapidity, as seemed to spring from more
than mortal strength ; < Compose yourself,” I said,
«“and give your visitor time to ponder well such
questions before answering them.”

« Bid the last sands stay, or the last ember burn ;
but bid not death wait, for his hand brooks no exci-
gency ; and bid not mortal delay laying hold of eter-
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nal life ; for that which is offered for present accep-
tance may bide no procrastination.”

I again urged the necessity of composure ; and
leading also the young man out of the room, I there-
" upon began to urge upon him the duty of submission,
and of making the best improvement of the span
that might yet be meted out, whether to himself or
to his afflicted friend. But the excitement which
had, in some measure, lighted his bewildered eye,
evanishing as he left the sick chamber, he now stared
as sxlently and obliviously as on my ﬁrst remon-
strance with him.

Can ye cure her ?” he at last asked, interruptiry;
my discourse with as little deference as if ke had
been merely breaking silence.

“ Rest and composure are at present the best re-
medies,” I had informed him ; and was furtherp re
describing to him the nature of the malady, wuen
again interrupting me as unceremoniously as befo..

«Man ! what's the use of all your learning, if you
eannot cure HER ?” ‘he impatiently asked, a large
tear simultaneonslyrolling in his otherwise vacant eye.

At this my sympathy was greatly moved, and I
said, ¢ My dear sir, do you know of balm in Gilead,
and a Physician there? He, in some cases, medi-
cates when man cannot; and He, in al/l cases, sus-
tains those who cast their burden on Him.”

On commencing my reply, the countenance of Mr.
Baynes became peculiarly animated ; but ere I had
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concluded, he walked disconsolately out of the room,
rubbing the tear from his eye. .

Words were indeed vain. And after prescrib-
ing for my patient, I left the bouse, with injunctions
that the new arrived should not be allowed to re-
enter the sick-room for some time at least.

Sending for him in the course of a little, however,
as I understand, * William,” the invalid proceeded,
« I am now recovered from that excitation which
the first sight of you induced. I have a few words
to say, and I hasten to disclose them, while the sun’
or the light, or.the moon, or the sters be not dark-
ned. I have seen the tears you have now shed.
They reminded me of the tears you mingled with
mine when 1 becamc an orphan, and when my dy-
ifig mother blessed you, and said, * Take good heed
to my danghter.” But darker, William, they were
darker than the tears you then shed. Was it guilt,
William, that made them flow in less crystal-like
chaunels than they then did ? If so, the purifying
blood, which the former yet needed, ean still purify
these. But I fear, William, you wept them not for
sin, not for yourself, but for one who needs them
not. I need them not, William. I.am entering
the land where no tears are. Let me caution you
against setting them down as tears of true repen-
tance ; or to suppose that, even should they ¢ Fun ae
rivers from your eyes,” that they could wash one sin
from your heart, or place you one step nearer hea-
ven. The broken spirit, which is a pleasing sacri-
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" fice to God, is that which says, < Against Thee, Thee

only, have I sinned ;’ nor can the incense of this
sacrifice ascend, except as sprinkled with the blood
of the Lamb, nor except upon the censor of Him
who is an Advocate with the Father.”

* Anna, I have wronged you,” the other replied,
““and unless you live and receive restitution from
my hands, I can neither appease my conscience,
nor obtain the favonr of Him who avangeth the
cause of the innocent.”

“ William,” she answered, * how far, how very
far thou art from the kingdom of heaven! Your
sins against your fellow-mortals, however great, are
as nothing when compared with your sins against
Him who ‘made man upright,’ and against Him who
bore their burden on the tree.”

« My sins against my fellow-men have been very
great, as you yourself know,” returned the youth.

« Yea, doubtless,” said the other, ““and greater
are they in the eye of the pure and omnipotent One
than they ever were in mine or can ever be in yours.
Therefore delay not. Flee to the blood of the cross,
without which they can never—unever be atoned for,
I may not longer urge you, William : I hear a voice
that calls me home.. My sins are also very great,
but washed in my Redeemer’s blood—covered with
His righteousness. I yet hear the voice that calls
me, #aying, ‘¢ Arise my love, my fair one, arise and
come away.” Yes! it is the voice of my beloved
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saying, ¢ Rise and come away, for the winter is past
and the rain is over and gone.”

On my next visit to my patient, I was happy to
find her fever much abated. She was discoursing
to Mr. Baynes, who was still there, and seemed te
be a willing auditor.

« The happiness which to-day sits upon your
features tells me you are now much better,” I said. -

«I am indeed happy,” she answered, ““so happy
in the prospect of heaven, that, methinks, I must
peeds be near its portals.”

“ You have had many delightful views and fore-
tastes of heaven, even in days of health,” I replied.

« Many, many, else could I have counted but
little on the feelings I now experience. I should’
have been afraid to enter heaven had I not had
treasures in it. I had not dreamt of joyful fellow-
ship there, had I had no sweet communings with the
Lord of heaven here.”

¢ These are indeed material for entering heaven
with,” I answered. '

« They inspire me with the most delightful anti-
cipations of it; but even with sach on my heart,
and in my eye, and filling my soul with joys, the
number or the nature of which I cannot express, I
yet dare not venture forward, except as—

* My soul looks back to see
The burden Thou didst bear,
Whilst bangingon the accursed tree ;
4nd hopes her guilt was there.” "
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Mr. Baynes retired shortly after my arrival,
though, as I perceived, not without sundry signals
from the sick-nurse to do so. And accosting me as
I withdrew, « Now !" said he, with an arbitrary
triumph upon his countenance, as if about to unfold
some particular victory, the knowledge of which
would peculisrly vex me—‘ Now, you see she's
better—Won’t she sovm be mell #”

I said, I did think so on my first entering the
room ; but I now feared that though Miss (Miphant
was much easier, it was ease premonitory of death,
and, indeed, indicative of the body already returning
to the earth.

I had scarcely concluded these words, when the
gentleman, without deigning any reply, stalked past
me, rolling his large blue eyes as obliviously as on
former occasions.

Next morning, on visiting the sick chamber, J
found the patient yet more happy, and the gentle-
man still beside her; but it was happiness derived
from no attentions of man. She was entering the
joy of her Lord. Her last words were—¢ Thou art
the resurrection and tbe life. Thou wilt carry me
through the valley and the shadow of death ; and,
all unworthy as I am, Thou wilt lift me up before
an assembled world.”

«Is this,” said I, “her whom the lover rejected,
whom society proscribed, from whom her own sex,
even, in her penitence, stood vigilantly aloof? It is
the same ! And yet—and yet, of her ‘ shall not the
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Son of Man be ashamed when Hé cometh in the
glory of His Father, with His boly angels.” This,
my dear ——, is not the manner of men.

This young man, I am informed, was of naturally
good dispositions  But one unrepented sin is 4 sure
stepping-stone to a second, and it to a third. HRe-
penting not, but hardemng his heart in his sin agakiist
Anna Oliphant, he mdulged in one sinful act after
another , each of which, 1t need net be added, lent
fiint to his heart, and steel to lus conscience, the ag-
gravations mereasing with the number of his crimes;
nor had he ever before shewed the lesst signs of
pemtence  Bliss Oliphent had, it seewns, written
him once, and only once, from the time shs had lefy
her native village, ard it was on receiving ne itswer
to that, letter that the act of suicde meditated with
Miss Dunn lad so taken hold of her mund.

Like many others, he had been brought up with
a total disregard to even the outward observances of
rehigion, sothat what signs of petiitenne hedid mani-
fest were the more to he noted. From the madperin
which he conducted himself after Miss Oliphant's
death, I am, however, jealous that his goedness will
be hike «the moMking cloud and the early dew ;* for
he seemed not to weep hia tears at Calvary, the only
abiding place of repentance, and be was, I fear, nn.
willing to lay his heart apon the altar of dedication
ta God, without which it is a vain oblation, and ylelds
no incegse for the sonl.

x
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Bust I forget: theve are but the sentiments of puny
short.sighted man-—that of which he writes is con-
VERGION, the work of God. And which 1s the * rough
plice™ that, ot the tonch of the eternal Spint, shall
sot become s plain?

I have only to add that Mr. Baynes waited in
town, and attended the faneral. When his stagnation
of sonl had given way, and reflection had returned
to ity dwelling-place, his eye was expresaive and 1n-
selligent. I, however, only saw him once after Mss
Oliphant's death. Miss Millicent was then in com-
pany with him, and seemed to be speaking on some
most important sobject. But es of this lady, my
next lotter shall trest of divers particulars, I now
closg this, begging you to excuse the undue, but un-
foreseert length at which it has arrived.
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LETTER XL

O thoNeceannan m whom I ede

Much that T love, and mere that I admare,
...... thou freckled fair, .
"L hat pleasest, and yot shouk »¢ soe 1 can leugh,
And 1 can weep. cen hope, and can despond,

Feel wrath and pity, when [ think on thee.”

My DEAR —,

I iN11MATED in my last that the present should
convey further intelligence concerning Maria Milli-
cent—she through whom this correspomderce ori-
ginated, and with whose history, indeed, the other
incidents, to this time related, have been connected
and interwoven. Do not, hgwever, from the quota-
tion I have now given, suppose that I have espied
some Magog iniquity, heretofore undiscovered, in the
subject of this narration ; or that a shade bas now
(entirely) come over the spirit of my dream. The
incident calling it forth is, contrariwise, one the like
k2
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which other narrators are the most ready to record,
iind fictionists ‘prone to imagine.  As, however,
you already know my aversion to all such records,
I have anticipated your surmise, and have thus, I
hope, taken your taunt by the forelock. But I
proceed. .

In a former epistle, I told you of the untimeous
retrest of Miss Millicent, whiles we were yet " .-
coursing on subjects which it was my desire to be
more fully certified upen.:

From the rustling and bustling, and medley of
female clatter, proceeding from the lobby and ad-
joining room, I, at the time, half suspected that »
fainting-fit was in process, which I have since learne
was the case; as dleo that Miss Mulicent did not re-
cover for some considerable time. Anu familiar asyou
are with the wonder I have oftentimes expressed at
the proneness 6f woman-kind to this peculiar species
of indisposition ;. and, withal, at the lack of wisdom
I always considered it displayed in the historian to
relate, or the novelist to imagine, such—1I have thus,
as'I hope, prevented your criticism by the foregoing
citation and remarks.

-_Miss Millicent, indeed, seemed aware of the sur-
mises I must'have entertained, and also of the enig-
matical nature of her"own position, as she was
1nore embarrassed on my second than on my former
visit ; ‘seeming-also wishful to give me explanations,
.which were evidently given &t the expense*of much

~personal foeling. . .
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It was in one of these reluctantly given exposi-
tions, and in anwer to an enquiry I had made, that
Maria informed me that she had left Mrs. Black’s
{odging with only one shilling in her pocket, the ex-
orbitant landlady having iniquitously detained the
most of her wardrobe ; that, from day to day, she
had goue from shop to shop, and from one dress-
making establishment to another, seeking the employ-
ment she could not obtain.

« Ah! sir,” she said, ¢*like many who never knew
what want is, I had supposed that poverty is its own
reward in its distance from what I termed our sub-
limer evils in a higher sphere. But I soon felt that
it had its own pains, in which' the former were en-
tirely lost ; and that all the sickly sentimentality,
imaginary ills, and jejune disappointments of high
life are not tv be laid in the balance with them.”

1 am happy to see you now in such comfortable
circumstances,” I said. To whQich receiving no
reply, I added that blessings are the more appre-
ciated when we have once known the want of them ;
and that sweet is pleasure after pain. But neither
did this remark draw forth any acquiescence from
my auditor: wherefore 1 changed the subject, mak-
ing what I conceived to be some cogent reflections
o+ the vanity of all earthly greatness. But com-
parison tends to contrarient, as well as natural induc-
tions. Thus, my auditor, without seeming to appre-
ciate my remarks, began to speak more freely on the
nature of privations, and the misery oft-times belong-



134

" ing thereunto. The speaker at last paused, and the
tear stood fixed and full in her eyes.

1, however, soon perceived that they were tears of
love and joy ; the highest sublimities of her nature
also encircling her brow.

¢ But, sir,” added she, “there was sunshine in the
storm. The bow gas in the cloud.”

Miss Millicent then informed me that the most
painful circumstance connected with the humble
lodging to which she had resorted on the evening
after quitting Mrs. Black’s was, that it chanced
to be but thinly partitioned from the company
of such persons as her whole feelings recoiled from.
The coarse gossip, with its lond langh, was all
incongenial to her feelings ; there being also the
song of the drmnkard, and the repulsive jargon that
accompanied it. Bethinking how impossible it were
to live in the abode of such associates, or even to
spend ‘another njght in the dwelling house, the
thought suddenly darted upon her soul, « What if I
have to gpend an eternity with such characters ?
What ! and if in that pit—

- ¢ Where, in amity deceitful,
Linked in the awful bond of devils,
Druankards, liars, all the unholy,
Rolled in hell’s supremest evils.”

1 had not, as in former times,” said Miss Milli-
cent, *the dissipating novel, the cheerful friend, or
the gay smmsement to assist me in quieting con-
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science. My lamp had spent ita last flame, and
darkness filled my dreary chamber. The last
drowsy laugh of the inmates of the tenement had
been long lost in the deep sleep, which the absence
of thought assisted to induce. I retired to rest, and
with a trembling hand closed the scant curtains
around me, But I slept not nor rested. A moral
darkness, tenfold more dismal than the darkness of
night, overspread my mind. Fancy, burdened with
guilt, pourtrayed the horrors of that awful place
where dwell all the unholy. I fancied myself shut
up with the murderer and others, the hem of whose
garment I could not touch. I remained several hours
in this dreadful state, sometimes scarcely able to tell
whether the objects that impressed mne so power-
fully were exhibited immediately to my mind, or
through my bodily senses. Nature worn .out, I at
last fell into a slumber, but only to realize the feel-
ings and visjons of my fancy more powerfully. I
fancied that fiends associated with me. I felt the
wurderer’s breath embrace me, and the man of every
unclean passion was, I thought, linked to me ; whilst
the drunkard, in the debasement and prostration of
his senses, was to be my counsellor and companion.
1 thought I complained of these aggressions, urging
my former position in saciety, intellectual as well .as
moral and material ; but- Saten, laughing me to
scorn, told me there was no respect of persons in
that place. Oa this, I recollected that all who were
there had indeed despised or refused the offers of
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mercy ; and were, therefore, alike subject to the
wrath of the Almighty. A recollection, which made
my feelings yet more bitter ; and my gall being yet
embittered by an angel with a flaming sword, who I
thought pointed to an empty mansion in heaven,
which the Saviour had prepared for me, but which
I bad forfeited by refusing to take up His cross and
to follow Him. At length the scene shifted, and the
horror and confusion of my mind were succeeded by
a comparative calm ; but still my fancy was active,
and amid the varied scenes and images which it pic-
tured; a long obscure vista appeared before my view,
which seemed to terminate in the land of light and
beauty.”

There Maria imagined that she saw a beloved sister
conspicuous amongst theransomed millions, stretching
out her hands to her in the attitude of earnest im-
portunity and welcoming invitation—that sister’s
dying charge, which had been long since uttered, fall-
ing anew upon her ear— My sister, O ! to meet in
heaven !” This, Miss Millicent said, was her only
sister, and upon her death-bed, had urged upon her
the importance of attending to the things of another
world, with such looks and words as had never been
forgotten. The narrator’s emotion in ‘particular
overcame her when describing the agony of her sis-
ter’s soul upon one occasion, when after arging her
suit in various ways, she burst forth in an exclama-
tion, saying, «“ My sister, O to meet in heavén!” «1I
at the time,” said Maria, « thought my sister’s soul
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had burst from its tenemeut ; and, for the moment, I
believed that it was my hardness of heart which héd
rent the soul from the body ; yet did not this feeling,
much as it distressed me, lead me to bring that heart
to the cross; and though these, and many other of
my sister’s parting words, haunted me from day to
day, I yet submitted not to Him whose spirit still
graciously contended with me.” And so vivid were
the workings of her imagination, when the remi-
niscences of a dear departed sister were the materials
it had to work with, that Miss Millicent was not
certain but it was reality. Yet all, she thought,
was as nothing, until advancing further, she saw Him
ON WHOSE HEAD ARE MANY crowNs. ‘ The sight,”
said Maria, “was overpowering—and I (alas!)
amwoke.”

The night passed away, but sorrow passed not
with it ; it yet ushered in the dawn of that day
which was, to Miss Millicent, the beginning of days.
The time was now come when she who had been
arrayed in self-righteousness, was to be stripped of
her rags—when that which was polluted with many
sins, was to be made clean and beautiful as the dove
whose wings are covered with silver and her feathers
as with yellow gold.

* In the morning,” said my narrator, *the land-
lady enquired what I wanted for breakfast, and if I
wished to have dinner provided; and though this
remindéd me that my resources were few and scant,
it yet troubled me not much ; the things of time be-
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ing for the while lost in those of eternity; and the
" thought of being excluded from the love and happi-
ness of heaven, and linked to the hatred and unholi-
ness of hell, absorbing all my thoughts. Long I had
sat perusing the Scriptures, but only as a sealed book,
orasa letter of condemnation. At last, I read these
words, ““God so loved the world that He gave His
only begotten Son, that whosoever believeth on Him
might not perish, but should have eternal life.” I
was passing them by, as I had passed the others ; but
I paused. ©Are these addressed to me, and are they
the words of Him who cannot lie ?* said I. ¢ What
more do I want 2’ T again thought of my sins, when
these words came to my remembrance, ¢ The blood
of Jesus, God’s Son, cleanseth from all sin.” And I
felt that it would be awfully wicked to disbelieve
the word of God. For a moment I thought I saw
the blessed Saviour stretching out His arms to
me, as if there had not been another sinner on
earth, and, under all the galling burdens that pressed
my spirit, addressimg me in His endearing words,
¢ Come unto me, ye that labour and are heavy laden,
and I will give you rest.” A beam of joy flashed
on my forlorn heart. Methought I heard a voice
from Heaven reverse the sentence of condemnation
that for ever sounded in my ears. I durst not—I
could not doubt the willingness and power of God
to save me. My heart responded, ¢ Lord, tv whom
shall I go but unto Thee? Thou hast the word of
eternal life, and I beligye, and am sure, that Thou
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art the Son of the living God.” I knew it not at the
time, sir,” she added with peculiar emotion ;  but
in looking back upon that period, I think I must
have heard the Saviour himself saying, < Do ye now
believe?” And O! sir, what an infinitude of mean-
ing I felt there was in BELIEVING.

< On the next night,” said Maria, it was long
until I slept; for having found Him whom my soul
loved, I made prayer and supplications unto Him,
and ‘ would not let Him go.’” When slumber at last
came upon me, my fancy was again busy. I thought
all my sins stood before me, and the lawy which I
had broken, demanded its penalty ; but pointing to
the cross, I said, ‘ Behold the penalty and behold
the price!” And feeling as if I held something in my
hand,  There,’ said I, ¢is my pardon !—

¢ ’Tis bought with blood,
With blood divine, of Him I made my foe.’

«] then,” continued Maria,* thought I clasped it to
my heart, which so changed y nature and my affec-
tions, as made me feel that I would love holiness
and hate sin evermore.”

Having perceived the speaker’s peculiar emotion
in referring to her deceuased sister, in the foregoing
narration, I now, reverting to that part of it, made
some observations on the happiness which must be
experienced by the saints above on their first recog-
nition of one another. The other, however, re-
minded me that in her « visions of the night,” even’
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the presence of a long-lost and dearly-loved sister
was as nothing on seeing Him at whose feet « they
cast their crowns.” “And yet,” she added, her
feelings the while overpowering her, «and yet, sir,
you knew not what a sister she was, nor of her re-
velations from heaven, nor of the earnestness with
which she entreated and conjured me to meet her
there.”

Expressing my anxiety to know something more
of the decensed, for aside from higher motives, I
also thought that an account of the one sister might
developeMomething in the history of the other; and
on expressing this feeling, Miss Millicent rose and
opened her desk ; but after fumbling irresolutely
for some time amongst some papers, she again shut
it, in deing which she appeared in a peculiarly awk-
ward plight. Whereupon I said, ¢ Perhaps, ma’am,
you have got some account of your sister’s life, or of
‘her death there.”

«“No! no! merely a few lines,” she replied, her
cheeks reddening as she spoke.

In persevering to urge the subject on my friend,
I soon perceived they were the author’s first, and,
notwithstanding Miss Dunn’s allusions on that sub-
jeet, to all appearance her last «attempt,” there
being that fondness, and yet that diffidence, con-
nected with them, neither of which is common to
the “old stager,” who measures his verse by the
mile, end sends his books into the world* without
cognisance of sensibility. I therefore felt the more
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curious to obtain a copy of them; and I said that
having excited my interest in the history of her sis-
ter, she would perhaps honour me with a perusal of
what related so closely to it. To this, 1,. however,
received a direct negative ; but remembering what
were my own feelings respecting the first verses I
ever wrote—that I both wished, and was yet reluc-
tant to submit them to the eye of another—I pressed
my suit, and, pressing it, at last obtained a copy of
the poetic effusion, though accompanied with such
lengthened palliations and apologies as I would not
willingly record, and, sooth, which I fear you wonld
not willingly investigate.

This digression did not, however, prevent me
returning to that part of Miss Millicent’s history
on which I wished to be yet more fully informed.
But as at present I have not time to proceed fur-
ther, I beg to send you a copy of the verses instead
of other matter, which I do, not so much as a speci-
men of Miss-Millicent’s imaginative powers, as
because I know you will find them: descriptive of *
the death-hed scene of a dear departed sister, also
known to you.

(The verses referred to are as follow.)

“MONTAGUE.

% What sacred awe my trembling spirit fills}
What.heavenly rapture through my bosom thrills ;
What mingled feelings melt this mortal frame,

At the Jorn mention of that deathless name!
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Oh! Montague, that thou hadst lived —nay. rather
That we had slept the sleep of death together !

Ye Seraphim, that hovered round her bed,
That smoothed the pillow to her aching head ;
Ye angel band, that saw her faith and love,
Ere yet ye bore her to the world above ;
Instruct my trembling pencil, while [ paint
The Seraph’s joy, to see a dying saint.

And Thou eternal spirit, as 1 trace,

The look of faith that settled on her face;
The hope, the joy that sparkled in her eye,
Teach me like favoured Montague to die.

Sweet one! ere youth had brightened up her eye,
Or care had swollen her bosom with a sigh ;
Latent disease had checked the vital glow,

And loosed tHe cords that hound her soul below.
I heard her cough; I saw her often sigh.,

And often caught the tear drop in her eye.

1 listened oft to hear her nightly moan,

And often wished her sorrows all my own.

1 saw her blooming beanty fade away,

And marked her eye grow hollew day by day ;

1 gazed, I wept, 1 loved, and half believed,

And fondly hoped my fears might be relieved.
At length the lingering winter disappeared ;
Mild spring all animated nature cheered ;

The genial sun prolonged the healthful day,
Even age revived beneath the enlivening ray.

I thonght it could not be but Montague,

So young, so fair, would all her health renew —
A glow divinely sweet bespread her cheek,

Her downcast eye waxed radiant, sentient, meek j,
Love’s smiles upon her rosy lips were seen,

Axnd sorsgw fled her bappy brow 1 ween.
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Delusive beauty ! born to mock the eye,
And like its sweet possessor soon to die.

Again her blooming cheek grew wan and pale,

And life's mysterious fountain seemed to fail.

But oh! her faith was registered above,
Her faith which fired her soul with holy love;

Nt could her soul conceal the heavenly joy,

To tell of heaven was half her tongue’s employ.

And oft her sister’s hand she’d fondly press,

Aud oft salute it with a loving kiss ;

Aad look, and weep, and feel a sister’s care,

¢ - breathe her soul to heaven in ardent prayer;

Thew tell of joys her happy soul possessed ;

——-= Of her bright hopes of being with the blest.
Then, with a look of kind solicitude,

She’d puiat me to the dear Redeemer’s blood,

And pray that all my sins might be forgiven.

Then, with her soul in holy anguish riven,

She sobb’d—* My sister |—O, to meet in heaven !’

Nor lacked the favoured saint swéet sights of bliss,
To soothe the pangs of nature’s sore distress.
One even, when holy calm had filled her breast,
And sleep’s sweet opiates called her soul to rest,
A heavenly vision met her wondering eye
(Blest prelude ! that her latter end was nigh) :
In the deep solitude of rayless night,

A form celestial burst upen her sight;

Effulgent glory darted from his face ;

His eyes were love, his lips were stores of grace ;
His flowing bair, like virgin snow, was white,
And darkness fled, affrighted at the sight;
Tidings ivine employed his blessed tongue, .
And thus to Montague he sweetly sung :—
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" ¢Hail, favoured saint—the well-beloved of heaven—
Thy prayers are heard, thy sins are all forgivén;
Thy name is registered among the blest,

And mansions weit thee in the land of rest ; .
Thy race is run, thy pains are at an end,

Ere thrice the sun the evening sky descend ;

Thosé guardian angels, that thy soul attend,
Unseen, shall free it from its clay abode;

And bear it to the bosom of thy God.'

Thus spake the heavenly form, and soon retired,
Whilst Montague, with joys extatic fired,

Waked from her happy slumbers, nor believed

Such sights of bligs her fancy had conceived.

This world, blest Montzgue, no more could charm,
Death and the grave no more inspired alarm ;

Her soul, on faith’s exalting wings uphorne,

Cast down to earth a look of holiest scorn,
Anticipated joys that angels prove

Fast by the fountain of eternal love,

—— Thrice orient morn had chased the gloom of night,
Since the blest image burst upon her sight,

And thrice the sun had reached meridian blaze,

Whilst dying Montague in heavenly lays

The song of her departure gladly sung—-

O, the sweet melody of that dear tongue!

For still her soft harmonious numbers roll

With ever moving pathos o’er iy soul.

8til] was the breath of heaven; the setting sun
On the half-shaded lattice mildly shone;

And on her sister’s heart engraved that face,
Which wasting time, nor change, shall e'er efface.
Oh, what a scene was that b—a scene of woe, ¢
Witich kindred suls at parting only kuow.
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Then sorrow wrung a father’s manly soul;

Then spurned a mother’s anguish all controul;
Life’s dearest joys forzook this trembling breast,
Then hopeless of a meeting 'mong the blest.

Now strove each heart its sobbing to subdne,
And every eye was fixed on Montague.

A heavenly saweetness all the chamber filled,
While thus her bosom’s joy the saint revealed,
And as she spoke, kind heaven rebuked her pains,
And thrilled seraphic ardour through her veins.

¢Oh! why,’ she said, ¢this anguish in your cyss?
Why flow these tears? why heave these bursting sighs?
Why wears each face this melancholy hue?

Is all this grief for dying Montague ?

Weep not for me—these aching pains shall cease,
Aud this vexed soul shall enter into peace.

I’ve cast the anchor of my soul on God,

I've found an interest ia atoning blood ;

And, leaning on an arm divine to save,

1 long to triumph o’er the vanquished grave—

To enter on the endless joys above,

And banguet ever on redeeming love.’

Thus spake the maid, nor saw the sun decline,

Then moved her features with a smile divine;

Then poured a flood of glory from her eye.

Then heaved her breast the last convulsive sigh ;

And, sweet and silent as the breeze at even, ,

Her ransomed spirit winged its way to heaven.”
L



146

LETTER XII.

My pEAR ——,

Hap the eriticisms contained in your last been on
the poetry itself, and not on the author of it, I had
passed them by in silence, though doubtless appreci-
ating them like the rest of your kind correspondence.
As, however, it is not only your opinion, but seems
also to be a popular mistake, that the woman in
whose soul dwells the power, or even the love of
poetry, must necessarily be of a wild and romantic
disposition, and eke an unthinking and undutiful
housewife—as this seems to be a general supposi-
tion, I beg leave to differ from you, which I do on
the assumption that poetry is nature—nature with
its handmaid truth, and truth, which if any instance
be raised to itafit sublimity, must be nevertheless at
all times stamped with simplicity.

And in the study of human nature—in the
patience necessary to reason and compare—in the
process of _dissecting emotion, and of exhibiting
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truth, not only in its naked loveliness, but in its
smallest minutia, as well as in its most gigantic form
—-in these, and the various other concomitants, without
which poetry cannot be, there is, I ween, as little
roum for the wild and romantic, as—taking the terms
in your geeeptation—there is in the mind of him
whose reflective powers may be said to be * without
form, and void ;” or even in the imagination of the
student whose brain groans beneath the weight of
abstruse science. It has, indeed, been remarked,
and 1 think truly— That he who has no regard for
poetry, has very little for himself, or for any
thing else.” May I add, that ske who has no
regard for it, will oft-times be but a dull and undi-
vining housewife ; that nicety of calculation and
comparison, and those perceptions, conceptions, and
creations, which constitute the spirit of the muses,
being, as I conceive, all very good things for the
proper outfit of a good domestic economy.

I, however, in part agree with you, that religion
is of itself too sublime to he elevated by buman
couceptions or creations. And, therefore it is, I
suppose, that we so often complain of the dullness,
or of the incompatibility of religious poetry in illu-
minating, or elevating, the subject it embraces.
« Poetry,” as has been observed, “must heighten,
elevate, and throw an additional charm over every
thing it touches. With religion it cannot do this.
It cannot be made more sublime than it already is.
Rehgmn is the poetry of heaven! Farther, gll

L2
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" excellence is comparative ; and the sacred writers
have ascended to such lofty and bewildering heights
—they have, if one may be allowed the expression,
so revelled in the majesty of omnipotence, that
the attempts of modern writers at rivalry would
be like those of a bird competing a hegven-ward
flight with a celestial spirit.” But is the heaven-
born soul, therefore. to be denied its native melody ?

"Is it to return no echo of the song it loves, each
note of the music of which is a divine emotion,
each vibration a breathing breathed to heaven?
And this emotion, this action, and echo.of the
heavenly soul, I conceive to be the spirit, or at
least allied to the spirit of religious poetry, not-
withstanding its inefficacy to raise the subject to its
proper altitude.

The present communication is, however, only
intended as a continuation of, or as a short postscript
to my last ; and without comment or preliminary, I
beg to tranafer myself back to my late interview
with her whose verses have as unwittingly, as indi-
rectly, called forth these remarks.

In the previous part of her history, Miss Millicent,
in tacitly acknowledging her former independence,
obviously did so from inadvertence. She seemed
also to regret the recital of her poverty, into which
she had been unintentionally betrayed And, after
having given me the copy of verses, and her emotion
in speaking of her sister having in some measure
subsided,~—¢ Things will change, and let us change
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the subject,” she said, assuming an air of gaiety with
which her heart bore no sympathy.

Alluding to her former humble lodging, to which
reference chanced again to be made, I once more
remarked that I was happy to see such a comfortable
change.

To this, however, my auditor still withheld her
acquiescence, and, after a pause, during which the
colour came and went to her countenance,—* To be
silent, sir,” she at last replied, “or to give you an
evasive answer, were again to act with that conceal-
ment which you have heard me repudiate. The
apartment is indeed more comfortable of itself, but
to me it is but more splendid misery—sorrow on a
larger scale. In a humble lodging I was told that I
could not expect respectable patronage, whether in
teaching or in other occupations. In taking tkis, my
expectation has been disappointed, and I leave it to-
morrow. That to which I repair is one in which,
for reasons I need not mention, I may not wish a
repetition of your visits. Believe me, I have merely
mentioned my. intention, lest you had been led to
suppose that truthfulness, or at least openness, forms
no part of my character. And though my feelings
of pride, which had rather concealed the circumstance
from you, are strong, my hatred of concealment is
yet stronger. Our religion,” she added, “also re-
quires consistency, and pray let these excuse what
were otherwise officious information.”
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Miss Millicent, as I approached the door of her
chamber on my first arrival, was singing & hymn,
siding it with the piano, and the music was the
sweetest and most correct I had ever heard. As,
therefore, she spoke of teaching, I said that if she
were willing to teach music, there could be no diffi-
culty in obtaining both employment and a handsome
remuneration.

1t is all yon know about it, sir,” said she, looking
incredulonsly at me.

I replied, that unacquainted as I was with these
things, I could yet see that eorrect playing, as it is
termed, is so much lauded and admired in the pre-
sent day, that her musical attainments, I conceived,
could not but be highly prized.

<« Attainments in music, sir,” she returned with
great sang froid, “are never lauded, and seldom
prized, when music has in any measure to become
useful to the individual.”

1 asked what Miss Millicent meant.

« I mean, sir, that the individual no sooner be-
gins to leach music, than the merit formerly ascribed
to her is bartered for the remuneration she obtains ;
with music, in pgniculnr, commendation and emo-
lument never being simultanecus.” .

« Why is it so?” I asked. But my’ informant
smiled, and said it were better to put the question
at head quarters.

Without disputing Miss Millicent’s premrises, I
happily recollected of having heard Mrs. Dameson, a
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clergyman’s widow, with only one daughter, express
her anxiety to obtain a religious governess; and though
onlyacquainted with the lady in my professional capa-
city, I thought I could not do better than recommend
Miss Millicent, especially as Mrs. Dameson herself
made a religious profession. With this intimation, I
begged Maria not to quit her present lodging until I
at least made inquiry.

Attempting at the same time to inspire her mind
with the privileges of religion,— Acknowledge the
Lord,” said I, «in all thy ways, and he shall direct
thy steps;” intimating also the comfort which this
afforded in the most distressing situations of life, and
the security afforded us by having the blessing of
heaven on our side.. But the exhorted, looking va-
cantly at me, asked,— What I meant ?"

«“Is Miss Millicent’s religion all a hoax, then?”
my soul, in its surprise, secretly resgonded.

Afier a short pavse, however,— Since my heart
knew any change,” she added, I have, sir, been in
the constant habit of asking heaven’s blessing and
protection ; but I do not know in what manner I am
to expect the Lord to direct my steps in these things,
or what peculiar gllusion the passage has to poverty,
and you will perhaps be so good as inform me ?”

The enquiry was obviously made in simplicity of
heart, and with a sincere wish of obtaining the infor-
mation, she asked. I nevertheless felt disconcerted ;
for, though the passage alluded to has in verity often
been, and is still oftén urged upon the indigent Chris-
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' tian, and though I felt, withal, that to urge it isa very
pleasant way of offering, -if not of affording consela-
tion, yet I did not myself see its peculiar bearing on
the circumstances in question. Thus, whilst I was yet
cogitating a reply,— I had supposed,” Miss Milli-
cent furthermore added, ¢ the revelations of the
Bible as pertaining more to those things which we
could not otherwise comprehend, than to the com-

- mon affairs of life; and I had looked on the blessings
which heaven vonchsafes as relating more to the
things which we conld not obtain from earth, or

from man, than to natural things; but I may have
been wrong, and you will perhaps instruct me on
this subject, as well as how the text applies more
peculiarly to the poor than to the rich ?”

"I confess that how to answer these things I wot-
ted not, and I replied,—* Seek first the kingdom of
heaven, and alfj other things shall be added unto
you;” feeling certified that this at least was a pas-
sage often, and, as I conceived, appropriately urged
on those whose circumstances are in a low estate.

Miss Millicent made no reply ; but deep emotion,
if not slight indignation, tinged her countenance,
which seemed to say,—¢ Sir, though these words
fell from the lips of infinity—from Him with whom
one day is as @ thousand years, and a thousand years
as one day—they yet belong not to the monitions of
man, except in so far as he would admonish kimself
by their heavenly bearing—not as 2 thing to be offered
by one worm of hamanity as a substitution for a fel-
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low-worm’s wants.” And recollecting that many of
God’s dear saints, and some of His apostles too, had
not experienced the literal fulfilment of this portion of
sacred writ—recollecting also the late Miss Oliphant’s
hints, that he who has not himself experienced want,
is untaught in the feelings of, and incapable of pre-
scribing for the poor-—recollecting these, I changed
the subject, and returning to the more palpable species
of relief, I again entreated Miss Millicent to keep
her present lodging, on the certainty that the means
of enabling her to do so, or of procuring a better one,
shduld speedily be afforded.

Soft, I however perceived—soft had need be the
heart that administers assistance to the noble-minded,
and gentle the breath that offers it. Her lip quivered,
her eye spoke, her heart also moved, but her tongune
was inarticulate. And, as these are feelings which
the sensitive love not to be noted, I teok my leave—
Adieu.
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LETTER XIIL

My DEAR —,

Mgzgre professional acquaintance is but a slippery,
and also a delicate path to friendship or favour.
Though, in the excitement of the moment, I saw, or
felt, no barrier in recommending Miss Millicent tv
Mrs. Dameson as a fit instructress for her daughter,
nor, indeed, any obstacle betwixt that and the im-
mediate instalment of Miss Millicent in the family
in that capacity, I afterwards found that calmness,
but especially coldness, finds ubstacles where friend-
ship and warmth find none, and that, in sooth, the
practical part of life in all cases differs from the
speculative.

Reflecting on the little intimacy existing betwixt
Mrs. Dameson and myself, and the “favours” being
doubtless on my side, I began to feel a delicacy in
recommending my friend—unsolicited recommen-
dation being, for the most part, looked upon as a
tacit solicitation of favour. The obstacles referred to
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were, however, soon overcome, for tracing the high-
minded, and, let me add, noble-hearted, Maria
Millicent stooping to seek, and yet not finding the
employment she could so well perform—contempla-~
ting her associating with the rude, succumbing to
the ignorant, and rebuffed by her inferior, and also
forced to the lowly lodging, which, peradventure, she
were yet unable to pay. Ruminating on these, and
reflecting what must be Miss Millicent’s feelings-
under them—< I was a siranger and ye took me in,”
coming also to my remembrance, I resolved to allow
no feeling of false delicacy, nor any difficulty on my
part. to prevent my immediate mention of the sub-
jeet to Mrs. Dameson.

Vrou various remarks I chanced to make on some
hooks whick happen.d to be near me, I had found
tuat Miss Millicent, though chary in showing her at-
tainments, vas well acquainted with French and
German literature, being versed in the classics
moreover.

In a matter of so much importance, and where the
most unbiassed verity is so imperative, I, however,
determined to permit no prepessession on my part
to exaggerate any qualifications of Miss Millicent’s.
I accordingly told Mrs. Dameson that though.of
the lady’s musical acquirements, and also of her
acquaintance with the modern languages, I could
speak with some assurance, I was yet ignorant of
her mort feminine accomplishments. But to my
bappinesé, Mrs. Dameson replied, that the former
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were the only Dranches about which she was solici-
tous ; and on telling her of Miss Millicent’s fervent
piety, her satisfaction seemed to be crowned: not
howuver, that she expressed any decided intention
of engaging Maria. She asked what families the
young lady had taught in. I said, I believed in
gone. Mrs. Dameson then asked by whom (besides
myself) she could be recommeded. Replying that
Miss Millicent was from the South of Eugland, and
that I believed she was partly a stranger here; my
patroness immediately asked me‘on what account
she had come to Scotland, or to the Scottish me-
tropolis.

Intimating that, notwithstanding our friendship,
Miss Millicent never informed me of that part of
her history, I thereupon perceived that the circam-
stance of my being uninformed of the particulars
alluded to, acted as a spell in exciting the inquisitive
propensity of both mother and daughter.

«“Do let. us request a personal interview with
Miss Millicent, mamma—and do you question her
about all these things,. whether we engage her or
not. It will be so nice to hear what she has to say,
especially if she don’t like to tell,” said Miss Dame-
som ; the corresponding eagerness of the mother
to be informed on those points on which I had
intimated Miss Millicent’s reserve, amounting, as I
coneeived, to a very vulgar feeling.

Innate dignity, however, happily repressés intru-
sive jnterrogatory ; and Mrs. Dameson, in an inter-
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enquiries in reference to her history, though still fain
to enquire the cause of her leaving England, yet
found it difficult to pnt the question, especially as
the other’s prompt replies to those already put, left
no room for side innuendos.

““ And pray, Miss Millicent, may I ask the cause
of your leaving England, and coming to Edinburgh ?”
the lady, however, at last asked.

«T left England, expecting to find that happiness
which I have not found, but the cause of which I
cannot intrude on one who, whatever her kindness,
is to me a stranger.

« Your disappointment has, perhaps, proceeded
from your want of acquaintances here—or, perhaps,
from some one having deceived you—or, perhaps,
from want of caution on your own part—or, perhaps,
from not having before been accustomed to a similar
situation in life,” Mrs. Dameson replied ; adding
each successive peradventure as she found the other
passive to the former.

s¢ Perhaps s0,” Miss Millicent at last responded.

«Or if you have a good home to go to, it is but
natural to suppose you may wish to return to it,”

“ A very matural supposition ;. but, as I said be-
fore, I cannot intrude these things on a stranger.”

Mrs. Dameson next enquired what pastoral testi-
monials Miss Millicent could have. Who referring
the lady to the Rev. Dr. ——, of whose church she
was a member, Mrs. .Dameson felt' more satisfied ;
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aad "after some other laudable investigation in refer-
enoe to her qualifications, Miss Millicent, I am happy
to say, entered upon the situation of governess.

‘With gratitude in her eye, 'she thanked me for
having been the means of thus promoting her hap-
piness. Nor were my feelings less ardent ; and even
Mrs. Dameson’s chaniber-maid, whose look 1, how-
ever, do not like, and who I must have seen before,
altheugh I know not where, even she participates
the sympathy. I don’t know what the girl means,
but she seems to look on Maria and me as old ac-
quaintances ; and on conducting me to her mistress's
sick-ehamber, she is ever and anon taking the liberty
of mentioning Miss Millicent’s name ; but d~..g it
with so much good-pature, that I cannot :uink of
repelling her freedom, being, moreover, aiways in-
terested in-hearing of one in whose welfare I feel
cancerned, and my personal communications with
whom are now limited.

There will be, I doubt not; however, one offending
link in the chain, arising from the position of the
pupil, who being a “spoilt child,” wishes to acquire
every thing with learning nothing ; and to be consi-
dered an “ amiable young lady,” without regard to
those graces which ‘are the distinctive feature of
amiability.

. -# Mamma, I wish to learn Latin.”
L Well, my‘ sweet cluld Miss Millicent can teach



129

« But, mamma, I don't love -to learn the rudi-
ments—Ilearning which makes my neck ache—and
is so fatiguing. i e

« No more you shall, darling, except- otte. or two
rules to please governess, and to-begin with.”

I am, however, happy to find that Miss Millicent
is likely to make herself useful in sharpening the
tone of the piety or the profession of Mrs. Dameson,
who, if she has ever been turned from darkness
to light. is, I should ssy,-in the very lowest stage
of Christian animation. * .

Alas! that they who have been made partakers of
spiritual life, should thus allow it to languish in the
lap of apathy—that they who have tasted the good
word of God, and l.ave been madepartakers of the
world te come, should, hy their associations with the,
present world, bury their right and title to that be-
yond the skies—that having once seen the glories
of Calvary, yea, and its sufferings, they should ever
show in their intercourse with the world, that they
care not for intercourse with: Him, who cometh from
Edom, with dyed garments from Bezrah, glorious in
His apparel, travelling in the greutness of His
strength, speaking in righteouspess, mighty to.save !

It may seem a deviation from genersl sequence, to
suppose that the children of eminently pious parents
are, in manyyases, more in danger of self-deception
in matters of religion, than those reared at a greater
distanct from ‘the temple.” But, notwithstariding
the advantages of the former, there is with -the.Jut-
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ter the d;ngu of counting on a parental proxy, or
on.a lineal descent of the principles of true piety ;
or,.it may be, of forming a false or exaggerated esti-
mate of their character, from the mere circumstance
of having been' kept from the temptations, from
which the principles or the profession of their parents
restrained them—thus caleulating on negative virtue
for a charter to the kingdom of heaven, or on the
initiations ef childlood for an experimental know-
ledge of the doctrines of the Bible., Akin to these,
but, :perhaps, in more grievous and more numerouns
instances, may be added the wife of the eminent
Christian, more especially of the eminent Christian
minister, who (if having formerly made a profession
of religion) seems to take for granted, that wedding
tbe man, she must needs have espoused his religion,
"or that it will be of as much use to her in the next
world as in this. Looked. up to, it may be, from her
peculiar domestic position, she rests satisfied of being
an equal partaker of the immunities of her husband’s
piety, as if the deference paid her on his account
were recorded in heaven—alas ! forgetting that the
latter comes from man, and that the other must be
derived from Him who looketh on the heart, and who
Jndgeth righteous Judgment.

 With the husband, in such cases, it is to be feared
.that love too often covereth s multityge of sins, or
that he is not conscientious. 'Relnctanceto infringe
on the loves of domastic life on the one hand, and
the natural tendency to shut his eyes at the absence
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of that piety which conscience tells him should have
been an indispensable pre-requisite when he lifted
his eyes to ckoose unto himself a wife, operating on
the other to induce that passiveness which habit at
last turns to apathy—turns to apathy whilst life and
health and domestic smiles flow around him ; but to
another feeling shall it be turned, when he closes
her eye in death, and the day of grace is past; or
when he sits by his desolate hearth, unsolaced by the
hope of ever again meeting the soul of her he loved,
and with whom he buried all he thought he had on
earth to love. . v

And yet earth, and earth’s delights go far to
blind the Christian—the Christian husband’s eye ;
and the disparity of Christian principle is, perhaps, in
many cases, reserved to be revealed at the day of
judgment, when the awful and astounding fact is
demonstrated before assembled worlds—that she who
was the partner of his joys below, is now to be from
him for ever separated.

An evil accompaniment of this state of things is,
that few or none ever doubt, much less dispute, the
spiritual safety of such characters. Thus, what with
the force of habit, religious forms, the accredited
opinion of others, and most of all, their own lulling
of conscience, the individuals oft-times walk through
the world, if not down to the grave, with a lie in their
right hand. .

I fear that to this class belongs Mrs. Dameson; her
father’s maintaining a blameless character as office

M
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begrer in the church for a long number of yeurs,
and her husband having been an eminent Christian
pastor, ministering not a little to the self-deception ;
whilst what in her case may have tended the more
to bury early religious impressions, a fuller cup than
Mrs. Dameson had been accustomed to carry, was
somewhat hastily put into her hand, by the large
bequest of a distant relative.—And, lo! this world is
a fnare.

« Miss So-and-so is ratker pious—Mrs. G. is a re-
ligions lady, but not very,” were common modes in
which she was wont to express herself to Miss M. ;
a third party being « about to become religions.” Miss
Millicent listening to such conversations for some
time, and mourning the unhappy tendency they were
likely to have on the mind of her pupil, at last ven-
tured to ask Mrs. Dameson, on what data she judged
of a person being “about to become religious,” and
if she supposed the individual to have ¢ passed from
death unto life,” when referring to being ¢ rather
religious, but not very.”

In reference to the former, Mrs. Dameson replied,
that the individual now ahstained from many, if not
all, her former worldly amusements, that <he read
good books, and was, withal, on the eve of joining
# Christian church ; the definition of Mrs. G.’s
Christian character being more summary, namely,
that the lady had many good and also many bad
things about ber.
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Miss Millicent wished to notice to Mrs. Dameson,
that religion is no dead letter ; that it consists in life
and living principles; that abstaining from worldly
amusements, or indeed, from all that is worldly, does
not, and cannot, constitute the PoWER of godliness,
withott which, the individual's joining a Christian
church is in most cases a bond which binds the sin
of the ¢ natural man” more closely to his heart ; that
with few exceptions, it is the stamp which seals for-
mality upon his brow, deception upon his conscience,
and eternal ruin upon his soul. In allusion to a per-
son being rather religious, but not very, Miss Milli-
cent also wished to explain, that though there may be
different degrees of eminence in piety, that yet be-
twixt the living and the dead—the believer and the
unbegliever, there is no connecting link ; and that
the individual alluded to was either a “new creature,”
and had come unto Mount Sion, and unto the city of
the living God, or, otherwise, was still in the «bond
of iniquity.”

Mrs. Dameson, though listening attentively, and
seemingly impressed, yet, perhaps, from a conscious-
ness that she could not herself lay claim to such a high
calling and having yet a disinclination to believe that
she was still in the gall of bitterness; from these feel-
ings perhaps, more than from aify other, was still in-
clined to believe that the individual might be a ** very
good person” without reference to these investigations.

The conversation was here, however, interrupted
by Miss Dameson. ¢ Speak about me—about my

: M2
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learning, mamma ; you never speak about it, of which
I like best to hear you talk. I don’t understand
these things, mamma, and it makes my breast ache
to hear you talk of shem.” Miss, I should note, has
passed the beginning of her « teens.” Yet on the
most important of all subjects she considers ignorance
in the light of gentility, and indifference, in that of
young-ladyism.

But example is better than precept. A bright
Christian character, reflecting its own lustre, is bet-
ter than argument. The humble devoted walk of
the Christian is the unseen irrigation spreading fer-
tility where barrenness was. And Mrs. Dameson
will, I trust, yet catch the fructifying influence, thus
shed around her. Whilst with Miss Millicent, the
happiness of making herself useful will, I doubt not,
be a sovereign nepenthe under all that is unpleasant
in her situation. But enough! I have written more
than I intended, and mofe methinks than you have
had good will to read.
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LETTER XIV.

My pEaR —,
“1r a man have an hundred sheep, and one of them
stray into the wilderness, doth he not leave the
ninety and nine, and go and seek that which is
lost?” . And in this the children of this world are
verily wiser than the children of light. How often
are the members of the Christian church content
with their own privileges, hugging themselves in the
Christian intercourse of each other, their desires, or
at least their efforts, bounded by those who « are al-
ready gathered ;” though, lo! this their passiveness
must, in the very nature of things, be discounted at
the expense of their own spiritual life and enjoy-
ment! Yet how often is this the case, and the * lost
sheep” of the church-fold is left to wander on some
Gilboa-mountain top, where no dew falls, or to stray
in the wilderness where no heavenly light shines—
allowed to wander unsought, unentreated, unremon-
strated with, none heeding to bring him back to the
shepherd and bishop of souls—none reflecting that
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each lost soul is one gem fewer to the Redeemer’s
crown, and an awful amount of misery which the lost
one must for ever endure.

With these reflections I waited on Emily Dunn,
peradventure she might be brought into the right
sheep-fold. But, alas! how often have the things of
eternity to stand by, and give place to those of an
evil world !

I had no sooner entered the room, than Miss
Dunn, with great trepidation, and with apparent re-
luctance, put the following note inte my hand : —

« My dear Emily,

«I am accused—I need not say of wbat my heart
and soul feel debased by the accusation, notwithstand-
ing its falsity—And, O ! the bitterness of submitting
to vulgar inquisition, or of having those evils which
are the reward of your own folly, showered upon
your head in the eyes of those who < deem derided
puin a treat.” And ‘yet the rebuke of the fool were
little, and his laughter less ; but when your goings
cannot be established in the sight of the wise and
the good, this—this is wormwood. To have the shot
from the bow of the moral archer on the one side,
aud the ¢ erackling of thorns’ on the other, is more
than I can bear. In what light must my character
appear in his eyes, whose kindness procured me this
situation? When I think of this, I am tempted to
fles into an unknown country, or to isolate myself
entirply from my own species. Were it not, indeed,
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that religion requires consistency in appearences as
well as truth in the inward parts, I believe I should
have quitted this place without even making you,
Emily, acquainted with my gvings. What adds to
my affliction in reference to him whose googness of
heart was the means of placing me here, is, that I
fear he will lose a good paying, because a whimsical
and self-indulgent patient, as Mrs. Dameson doubt-
less is—and as she blamnes kém also ; yet if it should
fare the worse with him on my account, I perhaps
may be able to recompense his loss at some future
day; and also to establish my steps in integrity be-
fore him. Yes! suspicious appearances, however
slippery they may make your path, are yet easier
trodden under than deeds of actual guilt. Perhaps,
too, the desolute and forlorn may yet have friends—
may yet have influence—and a HomE.

¢« Meanwhile, should I feel utterly unable to meet
the eye of friend or acquaintance, and should there-
fore feel constrained to betake myself to seclusion,
do you, my dear Emily, explain what you know,
and testify what you can so well do, that I am
guiltless of the charge brought against me; for
even in the utmost homelessness and obscurity, the
thought that one blot rested upon my character
should make me feel yet more desolate, and yet
more debased, .

« I need not say that it is, as, from what I formerly
told yoi, you must have anticipated, the servant
girl who has brought this tribulation on my head ;
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and the weight of which is the greater, that nothing
will pacify Mrs. Dameson but that I (forsouth !)
should be confronted with Mrs. Black, who, as you
know, I have never met since the memorable morn-
ing on which I left her lodging ; and sooner than
meet whom, I should be content to meet the lion in
the desert ; who, as you are aware, during the three
weeks 1 was beneath her roof, never spoke to me
but the blood stood still in my veins, and my heart
became wedged in a casement of pointed steel. But
independent of my repugnance at meeting such a
person, the meeting swere only te gratify a feeling
alike vulgar and vindictive on, the part of Mrs.
Dameson. And, O! it is indeed hard when the ig-
norant and the low-minded are in power, when the
petulent are indulged, and the vindictive hold the
reins in their own hands.

« ¢ Come, mamma ! po !’ said the daughter, impa-
tient for the warfare.

«¢ Hush, child ! returned the parent, who I, how-
ever, perceived, was the while ¢ nursing her wrath to
keep it warm.’

“So you have been long acquainted with our
physician, Miss Millicent ?* she at last .

« ¢ I had a single interview with him several zears
ago, but never saw him again until lately.’

« <] however, understand that he was a most at~
tentive and solicitous friend of yours when you re-
sided at Mrs. Black’s, of E— street.’ )
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«I said I had, indeed, lodged in Mrs. Black’s house
for three weeks; but that I believed Dr. —— had
never visitedjthe house until the morning after I had

* quitted it.

“‘But, mamma! mamma! ask Miss Millicent
about her coming from England—and about losing
her gold watch—and about the gentleman who took
it,” whispered Miss. \

«¢ Patience, darling! patience !’ the other re-
turned ; when I instantly replied that if Mrs. Dame-
son was presuming on the liberty of interrogating
me to gratify a vulgar curiosity, whether on the part
of herself or her daughter, I was sorry she had not
informed me of her object sooner, as I most dis-
tinctly declined holding any compulsory communi-
cation on this, or on any other subject.

¢ But, mamma, Governess should answer these
questions,” the young lady now lisped.

“But why proceed further on a subject alike un- '
pleasant for you to hear, and’ derogatory for me to
relate? Mrs. Dameson waxing very wroth, imme-
diately indulged in a Jow-bred raillery, and ¢thrice
she slew the slain ;' the weapons of her warfare be-
ing also sych as I considered no upright person was
called upon to submit to; and walking cut of the
ro0 said, I was sorry that her behaviour con-
strained we to retire; on which, like all those who
have nothing but their wealth to prize themselves on,
and who, indeed, prize nothing else, Mrs. Dameson
straightway reminded me whose bread I was eating.
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Coneeiving that to reply, were to identify myself
with such an argument, I merely bowed as I retired.
But I shall not farther intrude such a strain upon
you.

« The family are now retired to rest. It isimpos-
sible for me to say how we shall meet, or what I may
doin the morning ; or whure to-morrow’s eve may find
me—No! my kome is yet unknown ............ Alas!
Enmily, alas! when the world goes well with us, how
little do we know of the sufferings of ¢ Him who en-
dured the contradiction of sinners against Himself !’
And O how little knows he of the feelings that dic-
tated that saying—* The foxes have holes, and the
birds of the air have nests, but the Son of man hath
not where to lay His head "—how little knows he of
its meaning, who never needed to seek a home
whilst houseless, or who in seeking it, was never
denied his suit!

« Should I now leave Mrs. Dameson’s, I sball, if
possible, see you befure taking any definite step; if,
however, circumstances should preclude me this
pleasure, I shall write you soon ; till then I must
bid you farewell. See that ye vindicate my charac-
ter to Dr. ——, my friend, or at least my penefactor.

« Yours, most truly, _
« MaRIAY

It was in vain that I sought more information
on the subject from Miss Dunn, who I had never
found.in a more incommunicative mood ; her answers,



17

which, on former times, were all but synonymous to
a history, were now couched in monosyllables. Re-
collecting the primary object of my visit, however,
I changed the subject, and introduced that on which
Miss Dunn was wont to speak in the abundance of
her heart, notwithstanding the incorrectness of her
views, or the inertness of her conduct.

«] hope,” said I, * you are not still ¢ waiting,’ or
intending to ¢ wait’ longer at the ¢pool of ordi-
rances;’” urging also that had her late companion,
Miss Oliphant, been found maiting, instead of be-
lieving—rejecting, instead of enjoying, the bright
hope of a kingdom of glory, she, instead of having
a comforter and guide in the valley and shadow of
death, had felt her feet to stumble on the dark
mountains, and the prospect of a darker hereafter
had been before her.

Miss Dunn v?vas, however, as reserved on this as
on the subject of her companion’s difficulties.

¢*Tis all true you say, sir,” she at last replied to
some statement 1 had made; “but at present I
cannot attend to it; fo-day my mind is otherwise
filled.”

I was the more disconcerted at this acknowledg-
ment, as, notwithstanding the deep mental concern
in 1"vﬂﬁc.ah it was apparently made, the speaker forth-
with directed her attention with peculiar interest to
the cheering of a few boys at some passing pageantry
on the street. Going to the window myself, and
seeing a chaise driver with a piece of white ribbon
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on front of his jacket, * 'Tis a marriage,” I said, ex-
puessing myself with all the indifference I felt, which,
however, inspired my auditor with no neutral feel-
ings in the hymeneal rite.

On retiring fromn the window, she still evaded the
few remarks I attempted to make in reference to

" her soul ; yet from the colour that came and went to
her countenance, I saw it was some deep emotion,
and not indifference, that caused this change of de-
portment. And conceiving that though religion may
be urged, it cannot be forced upon the individual,
I rose to take my leave.

¢« Excuse me, sir,” she said, “and do, if yeu can,
forgive all the trouble I have given you, ‘in explain-
ing to me what I not only already knew, but what
in God’s word I saw to have been made legible by &
hand that was divine—forgive, if you can, sir, the
time I have allowed you to spend in urging npon
me what I knew my heart, the while, could not
admit ; for, O! sir, there was an Achan in the
camp ; though who, or what that Achan was, I may
not tell to mortal.—Sir, I deceived you, and I de-
ceived myself.”

I said there was One whom she could not deceive ;
and beseeching her to remember this, I was ¥ain
in the act of retiring. N

«You are leaving me, sir, and I fear God will
now leave me too!” she pursued with more emotion
than she had hitherto manifested. )
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« These are awful words,” I replied—to say
that God will leave you, when He is at this moment
stretching out His arms to receive you, and when
the Son of God is at this moment ready to intercede
for you.”

¢ They are awful words,” she responded.

But such seemed the struggling of her emotions,
that words seemed lost in the tumult ; and such was
the nature of my engagements, that I felt, constrained
to leave.

Such also is now the nature of these, that I must
bid you adieu.
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LETTER XV.

MY DEAR ——,

Waoshall put the question, « What is in a name ?” or
who is so unacquainted with the works and imagina-
tions of man, as that Lie shall accredit each designation
with the thing which it denotes ?

Unlikely as it may appear, in few cases are we
more apt to use false terms than in those pertaining
to iniquity, “especially where we can divert the
conscience by substitating what we are pleased to
consider a lighter sin, instead of a more serious one ;
or where some peculiar species of iniquity can pos-
sibly be decked in another robe than its own respec-
tive garment; and despite the same heinousness of
the adscetious robe, or of the different name we thus
give to it, there is, nevertheless, something sooshing
to the breast—something which, in whatever way,
tends to lull conscience in thus changing the parti-
cular vesture, or the proper designation of any given
iniquity. In covering apathy, for instance, with
unbelief — unbelief with the shades of mock hu-
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mility ; or, indeed, the indulgence of any particular
sin with that of a different species. Albeit is this,
perhaps, the most frequent—that passiveness and
apathy go by the name of want of assurance—the
want of assurance being at the same time decked in
robes of voluntary humility. Our more peculiar
tendency to commit fraud, so to speak on this parti-
cular sin, is, it is to be feared, from its frequent
alliance with some known sinful indulgence, in the
damps of which living faith cannot vegetate. Thus,
though the absence of confidence is in most, if not
in all cases, the chlld of spiritual lethargy, or of more
active impiety, with which the vital principles of
religion hold no common ground, and offer no inter-
change of immunities; yet such is the exceeding
sinfulness of sin—such the deceitfulness of the hn-
man breast--that we seek to soothe conscience by
the transmutations of sin, or to soften guilt by adopt-
ing a new nomenclature, even for its aggravations ;
the new Adoption being still cognisant of that
sin, which, of all others, must be peculiarly aggra-
vating in His sight, every page of whose word, not
only abounds with the strongest grounds of faith,
but who hath also established faith as the bond of
His covenant.

Negative confidencdffs at the same time urged, as
if apathy or indifference were not accounted dis-
obedience, or as if distrust were not accounted sin—
as if He who hath taken faithfulness- a8 the girdle
of His reins, and righteousness as the girdle of His
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loins; can possibly perform less than He hath pro-
mised, or be satisfied with less than He hath de-
manded-—demanded or accepted a surety for, whilst
for distrust He hath accepted none.

What else, indeed, my dear ——, but faith as the
ground-work of redemption, could have embued re-
ligion with its wondrous adaptation to the wants of
fallen man? Does the soul, feeling its separation
from God, look back with mournful regret on the
dey when from Paradise < He drove out the man ?”
—Faith fills the soul with Deity. Does it, even with
<« this enjoyment of God,” still thirst for something
which this world cannot give, or which, in this sin-
ful state, cannot be fully enjoyed >—Faith ‘looks
beyond the skies. Is the worm of the dust, conscious
of his nothingness, his helplessness, and his insufti-
ciency, ready to sink into the earth whence he came ?
—Faith realizes Omnipotence overshadowing him,
and the Rock of Ages as an everlasting stay. Does
the child of sin, notwithstanding this, feel his im-
purity—his want of that which should fit it for
associating with purer and immortal beings in the
land of love?—Faith purifieth the heurt, and work-
eth by love. Above all, does humanity shrink from
the grasp of dissolution, and recoil at thoughts of
death and the grave ?—

¢ Farrn is the bright trinmphal arch
Through which the saints to glory march.”

Bat I stray from the subject—excuse me. * I have

been Jed to it, seeing, that notwithstanding the
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adaptedness of faith to our wants, we yet tréat it as
a grace more easily to be dispensed with than any
other. And notwithstanding the aggravation of the
want of it in the sight of God, we yet call other sins
by a name denoting its absence, in doing which we
even hug ourselves in the belief that this is palliation
and humility.

An example of this kind I have found in Emily
Dunn. Numerous, as I have already recorjed, were
the instances in which she had pleaded and
mourned her inability to believe, yet was it not until
surprised into it by other overpowering emotions
that she acknowledged there was an Achan in the
camp—a lodgement in her heart, beside which faith
cqpld erect no dwelling-place.

Visiting the unbelieving one on the morning after
the interview already related, I was sorry,” I said,
“to see you subject to such strivings of heart yes-
terday, and apparently with less striving to enter
at the strait gate than I had before witnessed.”

« You must have thought my conduct very strange;,
sir ; but had you known all, you had been kind enough
to have excused it.”

¢« Merely to excuse grief is but a mean mark of
kindness,” I replitd ; “ for if the emotion proceeded
from real and deep affliction, it ought to have cur
sympathy ; and if from sinful, or even from imagined
causes, it ought to have our warning or our counsel.”

Though less prone to such a resource than her sex
generally, the only, reply I received to this was a

N
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fiood of tears; and which I the rather mention, that.
notwithstanding the painful nature of some of Miss
Dunn’s former detail, I had never before seen the
speaker weep.

«If my sins and my sorrows had been of the
same nature as those of others, I had long ere this
repented,” she at last answered; ¢ but, sir, my
heart is filled with otker grief, and I bave no room
for godly@orrow.”

« My friend,” I said, *the natural heart is at all
times, and in every individual, at enmity with God.
Each sonl also knows its own sorrow. But were
there no self-denial to make, there could be no room
for taking up our cross and following Jesus; nor
were there any room for the gracious, as well as gho-
rious stipulation—¢ Whosoever loseth his life for my
sake shall receive it an hundred-fold.” ”

« 8ir, I had pvercome the pleasures of the world,
had these strewed my path; but its sorrows, and my
own scorn and shame—these are what I cannot
overcome.”

I replied that notwithstanding the more pre-
valent belief, that the days of shame or sorrow are
more favourable to religion than those of pleasure
and prosperity, I was myself of opinion that the
former were more apt to crush heavenly aspirations
beneath their weight than- even the latter were to
bury them in the abundance of their joys. ¢ But
this,” 1 #eid, «is mere human speculation. Al—
all can sl be brought into'subjectivn by Him at
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whose breath the ¢dry bones live,” and Zerubbabel
becomes a plain.”

¢« Yes, sir, if I but expenenoed the power and
the operations of the Holy Spirit.”

“ Religion,” I answered, ¢ is supported by no
charm, but by the truth ; whilst imploring the.aid
or agency of the Spirit, we must ourselves attempt
all, as if He were to perform nothing.” I also inti-
mated to Miss Dunn that from several hits she had
let slip, both on the yesterday, and the present oc-
casion, I was afraid she had all along been attempt-
ing to serve two masters, which was the true cause
of her shortcomings in religious attainment.” And
I at last learned that in the indomitableness of
woman’s love, or woman's fatuity. she had still
cherigshed secret lingerings after him who had se
ruinously enticed, and so cruelly spurned, her affec-
tions ; especially from some particular period, when
he had renewed his pretensions of kindness, and from
which time her heart, she said, had «“ declined.” The
marriage referred to in my last was that of the indi-
vidual in question; and it was this that betrayed
Miss Dunn into an acknowledgement of the feelings
of sorrow and shame now alluded to.

¢« These are the things, sir, of which 1 cannot
divest my mind. Were it any worldly pleasure, or
any other worldly sorrow—I could overcome tkese,”
she again urged.

“ My dear friend,” I replied, « where the Son is
there is light ; but until this light is admitted, the

N2
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prince or the spirit of darkness has—and keeps— pos-
session of the soul. Tt is because you have not ad-
mitted this Spirit of light—because the stronger
man hath not yet enterad, that the other still keeps
possession.”

I believe it, sir; but this prince of darkness is
too strong for me to thrust out.” ’

« Yes,” I said, “ but admit the stronger man, and
He will of Himself thrust the other ont.”

« How shall I ?” was the enquiry.

« With bleeding love in your eye, with the record
that that love was for you—even you, in your hand,
open your heart to Him who says, < Behold I stand
at the door and knock.””

My auditor now listened with what appeared to
be the tear of love in her eye; and knowing that
the secret chamber is best fitted for the meltmg soul,
I retired,

But I must now bid you adieu.

P. 8.—I unfold my sheet to add a supplement,
instead of troubling you with another letter by to-
morrow’s post, which I should otherwise feel inclined
todo. -

On leaving Miss Dunn’s, I bethought me that we
are < dust” as well as spirit, and that however much
more important the latter, the other must also be
attended to. I therefore thought it time to make
enquiry into Miss Millicent's grievances ; and going
direct to the house of Mrs. Dameson, I entered it
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with dubious steps, from my owa peculiar position,
as well as from Miss Millicent’s.

But whether it was that the volcano had already
exploded, or that the lady had particular reasons for
wishing Miss M.’s return, I do not know. She,
however, began upon the usual key, namely, her
physical complaints; each of which, she said, after
giving me their varied detail, had been aggravated
by a slight altercation with «governess,” and in
which she wished my interference.

I asked,— In what ?”

« Merely to give Millicent some explanations on
some subjects on which I may have expressed myself
warmly, and to induce ¢ governess’ to explain herself
to me in returi”

1 said, I conceived those things could be best done
by ladies themselves, we being not only novices in
such matters in comparison to them, but that
one of our sex, I surmised, would be utterly incapa-
ble of pleasing both parties. And it was only now
that I was made to understand that Miss Millicent
had left her situation, and that Mrs. Dameson sup-
posed not but that I was aware of her retreat.

I said, I had imagined Miss Millicent had had
more respect for her Christian principles, not to
speak of eollateral circumstances, than to have
broken her engagement withent mutual consent.

“I was heated, Doctor. You know that I am
sensitive. I may have given Millicent liberty—I
way, indeed, have recommended her to leave me.”
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“But ‘governess’ was always telling me of the
duty and the virtue of humility ; and Miss Millicent
should have submitted to ‘Ma,” Miss Dameson
hereupon lisped in peevish accents, and which I the
rather condescended to answer, the daughter’s re-
marks having met & smile of acquiescence from
the parent.

True humility, I said, by no means consisted in
servile submission; and that however becoming in
all, it was yet a virtue which those in power were
more peculiarly called upon to exercise, than whre
those on whom the power is exercised.

« But, "Ma, ought not all poor people to be hum-
ble?” Miss still pursued.

“ Yes, dear, yes; but so ought me, you know,”
the parent lovingly replied. 'And, being myself in
no mood for ethics, I said that I was not aware that
Miss Millicent was really poor, and that I should not
be surprised if——

« 0! but sir, we know all about it,” the lady
here interrupted ; “and the gentleman who bronght
Miss Millicent from England stole all she had, and
advertised her in the newspapers, and went himself
to India, and chambermaid told us all about it, and
she IiVed with Mrs. Black, of E— Street, at the
time.”

Being in no propensity to listen to such talk, 1
hastily took my leave, asking myself to what asy-
lum Maria Millicent could have betaken ‘herself.
Being “also forcibly reminded of the -desolateness
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of that feeling which had given birth to her remark,
in allnsion to Him who had not where to lay His
head. And now, that ¢ tir'd nature” reminds me
of my omwn pillow, let me bless God for all His
mercies towards me—I say good night, though the
morning watches are past.
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LETTER XVIL

My DEAR —,

“WHOSOEVER he was, or if indeed there ever existed
the man who could ““travel from Dan to Beer-sheba,
and say "tis all barren,” his profession, or occupation,
must needs have been different from that of the
humble scribe who now writes.

On the morning after penning my last letter to
you, I went abroad as usual. I had, however, only
made one “call,” when a gentleman dashed past me,
his fiery steed firing the flints with the fierce dash-
ing of his hoof.

“ A noble animal !” said vne passer-by. “And a
noble rider ! responded another. But hardly were
the werds uttered, when the horseman and his char-
ger were laid prostrate on the street. The ‘ police”
was instantly at hand. No public institution, o,
public inn, being near, the wounded man was carried
to an adjoining house, on the front of which « Pri-
vate Lodgings” were conspicously announced. Me-
dical aid being called far, and the case seeming to be
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one admitting of little time to lose, I instantly prof-
fered my services. Besides other serious injuries,
there was a fracture in the skull, and the patient
was insensible.

I, however, recognized in him the person of Mr.
Baynes, although he did not seem to know me, either
then, or a few hours afterwards, when paying him
a second visit ; but next morning, looking me stead-
fastly in the face,—¢ Mr. Baynes,” I said, I see
you recollect me. Our former meeting was a pain-
ful one; I should be glad to think that this may
end more happily.”

“That will perhaps depend on wkere we separate
for,” he answered. To which, making no reply, for
I hardly knew what to say,—‘ And the < wkere’ is,
1 fear, uncertain,” he added, with peculiar expres-
sion and emotion, though without that deep feeling
which overcharged itself in mental vacuum during
Miss Oliphant’s illness.

«It is good to hope the best, and be prepared for
the worst,” I stammered, recollecting to have heard
the remark made by some one.

“ Ah, sir!” he replied, ¢ words are, in themselves,
small things; but to him who feels that his fate is
in their meaning, they are great mountains.”

“ They are,” I said; ¢ and but that our salvation
cometh from Him who is the Omnipotent One, we
must feel ourselves buried beneath them——

- *Yes, sir,” the other interrupted, “and to him,whe
without hope, feels his thread of life dangling over
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the brink of eternity ; they are mountains of burning
coals. Not—not to him as to Anna Oliphant, was
each word relating to futurity, to whom each syllable
that spoke of another world was as hills and moun-
tains of joy-.and delectation.”

¢ Infinite mercy, and infinite power, are indeed
our only refuge,” I'replied; and the sick man
listened with peculiar attention to this, and a few
other remarks. But his eye, ere long, assuming that
obliviousness which characterised it during Miss
Oliphant's illness,—* Ha! man,” he said, * there
was as much in one sentence that ske uttered last
night and this morning, as in all your long words and
theological terms put together.”

What ““ she 2” 1 asked.

¢ Her angel—Anna Oliphant’s angel—the tall one
—she who warned me of my danger, when I sat by
Anna’s death bed. She found mie out on this bed of
suffering ; and, ah! her words were sweet as the
murmurs of my native river, for they reminded
me of the days when I walked its banks with Anna
—they told me of the happiness of. Anna’s glorified
spirit, and also of the glory of One whom she termed
.Anna’s Lord.

I did not at first know whether my patient was
delirious, or not. I was alike anxious to know
whether he had had:some such visitant ; or, if he
had, if the conversstion had left any serious impres.
sion; and, though- perceiving that all excitement
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must be hurtful, I nevertheless asked what kind of
visitant he had had.

s, just as if you don’t know, and as if you did
not send her, or as if there was not a secret compact
betwixt all you koly people, whereby each speaks the
same speech ; only ske speaks it plainer, and with
more love than you, that’s one thing.—But Spanker!
—If his knees are broken, he’s poNE, that’s certain.
Hostler, my horse !—Hostler, saddle Spanker—
Hostler——"

“ Hush! my dear sir, hush!” I said, laying my
cold hand on his brow.

« 0, that won’t do, Doctor! I know what you
want,” he replied in sagacious accents ; “ that is the
way she brings me to it ; but your hand is not so
soft as hers—your lips want the melody, and your
words want the power of hers; for HERs breathe
sweetly as the breeze of the mountain—the moun-
tain I climbed with ANNA—Anna, my love! Anna!
Let me go to heaven with you.”

Seeing delirium increase so rapidly, I prescribed
the usual remedies, and enjvined the greatest quiet
to be observed.

It was late in the evening ere I was able to re-
peat my visit, and stepping noiselessly into the room,
I was happy to hear my patient speaking more coolly
and more collectedly, listening also to the voice of
her who seemed to be his favourite v:s:ta.nt. That
voice was Maria’s.

* Miss Millicent,” I said, proffering my hand.
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“Dr, ——,” she faintly responded, putting her
hand timidly forth, and thenceforth was in the act
of retiring ; but, detaining her, I said that I should
be happy to be favoured with a few minutes’ conver-
sation, after having prescribed for Mr. Baynes.

«It is late to-night, sir, and I am sorry I can-
not ask you into my room. To-morrow I shall
be happy to see you.”

‘We bade each other good night.

« This, then, is the visitant yon alluded to,” I
said, addressing the sick man. “1I am happy it is
one who was not only well acquainted with Anna
Oliphant’s faith and piety, but who is herself well
acquainted with Him who was, and who still is, Anna
Oliphant’s Lord.”

¢ She is what you say, sir. I love the subject on
which she speaks, and I love to hear her words ; but
I have no life to give them root, and when she ceases
to speak, they die, or are buried in some mass of
iniquity in which I feel they cannot vegetate.

¢« That,” I said, **is because, as I fear, you have
not yet come to the blood of sprinkling—you have
not fixed your eye on Him who hath said, < The
words that I speak unto you, they are spirit, and
they are life.””

- # 1 cannot do all tkat,” Mr. Baynes impatiéntly
replied ; « but if réligion could make me as happy as
it made Anna Oliphant, or if it is as lovely as Miss
Millicent represents it to be, I were then willing
to adopt it.”
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«¢« Eye hath not seen, ear hath not heard, nor hath
the heart of man conceived the things which God hath
laid up for them that love him,’” I answered ; «“and
believe me, that with all Miss Millicent’s eloquence,
the half hath not been told, Dive, yourself, into this
ocean of bliss, and you will find it so.”

* But, sir, my heart is harder, less lovely, and less
susceptible of love—the love of heaven—than is
hers, or than was Anna Oliphant’s.”

« My dear sir,” I said, « the breath of the Eternal
can soften the hardest heart, and the robe of the
Redeemer’s righteousness can make the most pol-
luted lovely.” '

It seemed, however, in vain that I told my friend
that they were the primary principles of the Truth
to which I referred, and to “ adopt religion” without
submitting to which, was an impossibility. But
fearing to re-induce excitemeat, I dropt the subject.

The hour was late ere I reached my home. On
reaching my chamber, nature was exhausted, but
my meditations were no wise given to repose ; and,
feeling that * nature’s sweet restorer” could have no
place in such a wandering imagix;ation, 1 sat me
down and recorded the foregoing incidents; where-
fore, if nothing worthy of narration transpire to-mor-
row, I shall send you this as it is, though ceming
short of the usual length of our correspondence.

My dear ——. Twenty-four hours more have
been added to my span since penning the above.
On my visit to Mr. Baynes this morning, I was
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happy to find him goirg on well, though I cannot
say he is yet out of danger.

I asked if he bad had a visit of Miss Millicent
this morning.

« No sir: the ‘saints,” I find, are regulated by
pecaliar laws. They break through all conventional
customs when to dry the damps of death, or to ad-
monish the soul relative to its entering another world-
Miss Millicent bathed my brow when she thought I
was going to the grave, and could make her no re-
turn, Now that shethinks the power of remuneration
may still be mine, and that the gloom of the grave
has in some measure departed, the lady has, I sup-
pose, withdrawn her visits.”

¢ The former,” I said, *might be, but the latter
was not characteristic of the saint—thus early to
withdraw her visitations, whilst so much of heaven
remained to be told, and in his case, I feared, so
much of the way of getting to heaven.” .

« Maria Millicent not a saint,sir! Yes, and now
that Anna Oliphant is in heaven, the other is the
loveliest saint on earth.”

“ Be composed, my dear sir,” I replied ; ¢ you can
have learnt no lesson' of violence or impatience from
any saint that is lovely, much less from that saint’s
discourse of Him who was meek and lowly ; and it
will be of small account to us merely to appreciate,
without personally appropriating what leads to a
lovely life and convessation.”
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%O yes! that is jns't what ske tells me. Yon all
speak with the same tongue. But on hers there is
the dew of love and goodness which quenches my
spirit whilst it is yet rising,” he mournfully rejoined.
And seeing my patient much exhausted, I urged
quiet.

On asking for Miss Millicent, I was shewn into a
small and scantily furnished room.......... Poverty,
what an iron hand is thine! how thou. breakest
down the most self-independent—und bowest down
even the mind of him who has an interest in a king-
dom that cannot be moved ! Such was its cperation
on Miss Millicent, as I entered the apartment ; the
meanness of each article of furniture being in a
moment gathered to her face. Howbeit, were there
few articles to conspire in this invasion of the feel-
ings—the whole consisting of three chairs, a small
table, and a piece of furniture, purporting to be a
chest of drawers elevated by the formation of a desk,
but which, I opined, ipstead of affording the con-
venience of an escritoir, indued the room as a sleep-
ing, as well as a sitting chamber.

I told the inmate of having seen Mrs. Dameson,
and of the lady’s wish for her to return.

But that, Maria said, could not be, as even to sit
in company with a person who had used such lan-
guage as had Mrs. Dameson, was incompatible with

all moral dignity, not to speak of the feelmgs of
humsnity.
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«“ My good lady,” I said, “we have bodies as
well as spirits ; and whilst flesh and blood have to
be provided for, we must often separate these frem
the higher feelings of our nature—we must in some
instances submit to those animal-individuals, who
having neither soul nor high feelings themselves,
know not that they can wound those of others.”

« Your argument may be good, sir ; but there is a
point in debasement to which the upright cannol
stoop, and in the foulness of the atmosphere of which
moral dignity would be constrained to die.” Miss
Millicent also informed me of having written to a
friend at a distance ; that she partly expected a reply,
which might be here in the course of two days ; and
until that time she would, she said, make no positive
arrangement for the future. With this understand-
ing, I reluctantly took my leave ; which I now also

take of you.
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LETTER XVIL

My pEar ——,

DisayPoINTMENT is the sure lot of humanity, and
the greater the exigency connected with our expec-
tgtion, the more likely are we to be disappointed.
Miss Millicent’s ALL seemed to rest upon the letter
she expected two days after the interview previously
related. Post after post, however, arrived, and no
tidings came to the anxions expectant. Here, on’
the other haud, I have had a letter from Maria, when
I had rather received none—or none until I had
once more seen the writer. I, however, enclose it
to you ; but that you may the more fully compre-
hend the several allusipns it contains, it is necessary
that I give you a few particulars of the lady’s early
history, which I had from her own lips ; and which,
in her case, I may premise, entirely invalidates my
hints afore-time offered, on the impropriety of plac-
ing ope’s”affections on a person whose descent, or
parentage, is unknown.

. o
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Miss Millicent, it seems, with an only sister, con-
stituted the entire family of a wealthy conntry gen-
tleman in the soutk of England. The wildness of
their rural seclusion appears, of itself, to have been
sufficient to call forth that boldness and activity of
character which so characterize Miss Millicent ;
whilst the grandeur of much of the scenery which
she described to me must have largely expanded her
faculties of wonder and admiration ; and, perchance,
alse more fully developed that romantic turn of
mind, of which she perhaps had a small share.

To an education the most liberal, were added the

conversation and counsels of a mother whose mind
was a8 fanciful as her own. And as if to add the
romance of -the town to that of the country, the fa-
mily spent two months of each winter in London,
‘almost every evening of which was devoted to the
theatre or the opera. What heppiness earth could
confer was, indeed, Maria’s. Yet, albeit, happy in
the enjoyment of this, her ardent soul, though not
kiowing what, still panted after something more
commensurate with immortality. The endearments
of social life, with the long unbroken friendship and
affection of the family, had, at the same time, well
nigh established the feeling that this world is our
‘rest. .

But in the height of domestic sunshine,.a clow
began to lower. Her sister, the beloved Qf Maria’s
soul, and the chosen companion of her studies and
amusements, began to look as mortals seldom look
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when life’s lease has long to run. Celestial wisdom,
though how or when it first visited her none knew,
beamed more and more brightly on her brow; her
eye, though subdued by sickness, yet glistened
with a fire that found its fuel in the brightness of
immortal joy; her cheek became flushed with fresh
besuty, but it was * the rose whose root is death.”
It was almost the first time that sickness had entered
the family circle; and Maria, with her feelings ar-
dent, and her soul all unsubdued, could hardly bring
Jier mind to the possibility of disease, much less of
death, invading their long course of health and en-
joyment. Submission, she said, she never aimed at ;
and when her sister, who even at this early stage of
her illness, seemed to have revelations not sent from
man, toild her, that unless meeting in a happier
world, the sweet remembrances of childhood and the
stronger ties of affection’s maturer years, must be
for ever severed ; Maria still believed it not, or cast
it from her—the thought of such an affliction being,
as she conceived, too vast for her powers of sub.
mission. :

¢ One day in particular,” said Maria, * when my
dear sister was seated in the bower in the garden,
and stepping gaily into it, I seemed to take her by
surprise; ¢All alone, Montague! I began; I
thought I could not have thus-intruded when you
were 80."

¢ <1 am not alone, Maria,’ she replied.”

“«8e I perceive ; but a book is a dry companion,’

’ 02
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I said, casting my eye over the volume that lay by
her side.

«“<Ah! Maria,” she answered, ‘I meant not my
book ; but if you will sit down, I will tell you my
meaning. Do you not know, Maria, that the angel
of the Lord encamps about His people »’

< Do not speak so, Montague, for it makes my
mind dark and melancholy,’ I replied, interrupting
my sister.

« ¢ My dear Maria," she returned, * that is because
you know not the source of the Christian’s joy. The
man of the world may, indeed, find ©blackness and
darkness’ in his associations of heaven ; not so the
man who has come to Mount Zion—unto the city
of the living God, the heavenly Jerusalem, and to an
innumerable company of angels.—O not so him,
Maria '—not so him who has come to Jesus, ‘the
mediator of the new covenant, whereby he ex-
periences the *blessedness of the man unto whom
the Lord imputeth not sin’ Maria,’ she added,
my time is short. I leave you in aworld which
you will find lonely when friendship’s ties are bro-
ken. But come ye to this Mount Zion, and, as said
the Saviour to His disciples, ¢ I will see you again,
and our hearts shall reJolce, and we shall reign
with Hu.

¢ As my sister thus spoke,” said Miss Millicent,
¢ celestial fire glowed upon her countenance, some-
thing so unlike what belongs to earth, that I at last
began to fear what she said in reference to her com-
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ing dissolution was too true; as well as to attach
more importance to what referred to myself.

«<] am much mistaken, Montague,” said I, if
religion can afford me the same happiness as do the
pleasures and amusements of the world ; but I am,
nevertheless, willing to make some sacrifice ; as I
should at least prefer the Christian’s security.’

+ ¢ You are not mistaken, so far, Maria,’ my sister
pursued ; ‘the man of the world has indeed far
more pleasure in the things of.the world, than he
could possibly have in religion; because it is the
¢ power,’ not the ‘form’ of godliness, which yields
peace and joy—it is the transforming infiuence of
religion—it is, O Maria! it is the indwelling of the
spirit of the living God.’ .

«¢This inhabitation of the spirit,’ I said, ‘must
indeed exalt the nature of man, and, rendering him
niore allied to Deity, must therefore confer more
than earthly happiness.’

¢« Yea, verily,” my sister returned ; <but it is this
spirit’s taking of the things of Jesus, and shewing
them unto the soul, which gives that eye of faith,
without which the individual eould not look up to
the place where Deity dwells, nor without which
could his body be a temple for the spirit of the Lord
to dwell in; and it is this which is the basis of his
most exalted joy; for, O! glorious in His apparel,
travelling in the greatness of His strength, the
fairest among ten thousand, and altogether lovely, is
He of whom this spirit ministers.’
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“ Looking esrnestly at me,—¢ Maria, do you be-
lieve these things > Montagne asked.

<] think I do,’ I answered; ‘and I also fancy
that I should love religion, could I always hear you
talk of it.’

“¢Would to God I might live until I saw my
sister’s feet set upon a sure place, said my dear
Montague, the tears running from her eyes, to hide
which, she stooped to pluck a flower from the wood-
bine that laced the Yower. In stooping, the girdle of
life gave way. A blood-vessel had burst, and she
was carried into the house. She was carried into the

"house,” continued Maria, « and she left it not until
carried out upon the bier.”

Montague Millicent’s death is, however, so truth-
fully delineated in the verses I sent you, that I need
not trouble you with a further recital.

* Maria mourned, and deeply mourned, for her
sister. She yet attended not to that sister’s admo-
pitions ; and Ler affections now cleaving more thun
ever to the society of her beloved mother, her eye,
in time, hegan to look up.

But “ woes cluster (rare are solitary woes)”. So
it happened to Miss Millicent. She had not been
long sisterless, when it pleased God to remove her
mother also. :

Several years passed on. Maria was the mistress
of her father’s house, and the chief ohject of his
affection. Love was mutual ; but at a time when
the danghter counted on her enly surviving parent’s
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love as all lier own, he became enamoured of one of
his maid-servants. This was first evinced to the
daughter by her father becoming more indifferent of
her society, as well as by the servant in question
taking liberties with her mistress, not hitherto pre-
sumed upon.  Mr. Millicent at last informed his
daughter in plaiu terms of his purpose of marrying,
and to whom.

Love to her mother’s memory, and wounded pride,
with other contending passions, all but overwhelmed
the daughter, her every feeling being soon embittered
by the imperious manner in which the new-made
{ady treated ler, sv soon as becoming mistress of the
house ; whilst, as it not unfrequently happens, the
coarser the mind, and the lower the origin of a wife
in such -circumstances, the more sway does she
nsurp over her husband, whether in monopolizing
his entire affectious, er in withdrawing them from
the offspring of the wife of his youth.

Maria’s spirit, unbent as it had been by any afflic-
tion coming from the hand of man, was not that to
succumb patiently to the ignorance and uncourteous-
ness of her mother-in-law ; and, going to London
on a visit, the first offer of marriage was the more
readily listened to. This was from a gentleman
holding a commission in the —th regiment, who
persuaded her to accompany him to Scotland, and
there to have their auptials celebrated in the society
of his” friends. No sooner had they arrived in
Edinburgh, however, than the gentleman'’s former
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impatience was turned to procrastination, and am-
biguous hints, instead of direct arrangements for
marriage, were at last thrown out. Scorning which,
and knowing she had now forfeited all her father’s
remaining favour, Miss Millicent knew not what to
do. Inthis plight, the gentleman took Maria to the
lodgings of Mrs. Black, where he ultimately left her,
without leaving any trace of whither he had be-
taken himself, supposed also to have taken with him
lier purse and her watch.

It was on discovering her homeless and miserable
situation that the forlorn one wrote to her father,
imploring his forgiveness for having so precipitately
listened to a partial stranger, and asking a remit-
tance to enable her to retrace her steps. But the
parent, now governed and biassed by his low-minded
wife, wrote back, disclaiming all future acknow-
ledgment of his daughter. -

The eyvening on which I first met Mlss Millicent
was that ou which she received this letter; and it
was on that evening that Mrs. Black, finding she was
not to be remunerated according to her expectation,
had urged her abroad with the basest injunctions.

1 immediately replied, that if the individual who
had acted such a treacherous part were in the army,
he conld easily be found ; and that, for the interests
of society, such persons ought to be exposed. But
to this, Maria informed me she had good reason to
believe that he had quitted the service.
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I said, « Might I ask the name by which he was
known to her?” .

« Alfred Ethrington.”

Recollecting that the initials of which answered
to the letters in the advertisement formerly referred
to, I mentioned this to Miss Millicent, and also the
probability of the gentleman being still in Edinburgh,
and that the object of the advertisement was that of
marriage.

My auditor wag at first much fluttered ; but at
last, assuming her natural promptitude and firmness,
—«T loved him once,” she said, ““and love is slow
to depart from woman’s heart ; it aside from those
hostile feelings which his condact in some measure
stamped upon my affactions, I now bear the armo-
rials of another Lord and King; and bearing such, 1
could not espouse myself with one upholding the
banners of an opposing service.”

Miss Millicent also informing me of having often
and again written to her father since the period re-
ferred to, but of having received no answer, I asked
permission to write him myself ; and it was when
proceeding to do so that I received the accompanying
note, enclosing which, I add no more.

The subjoined is the note referred to:— -

« My dear Christian friend,
“I want words, and words want meaning, to tell
my obligations to you, and which I now féel to lay the
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heavier upon me, that I perchance may never see
y;m again, to express my feelings with even that in-
adequateness with which words must ever express
them.

“On perusing a' London newspaper, I have this
morning seen the death of the wife of my beloved
father, which event seems to have taken place three
weeks ago. Whatever were my father's feelings
towards the deceased, whether strong or less ardent,
I know her death must have caused to bleed afresh
those wounds which years, or vicissitude, or even 4
second wedded life never entirely healed. I go to
bind them up. I also hasten my steps ; for remem-
bering his deep agony at the death of my beloved
mother, I fancy I see him in the same grief-stricken
position as at that period, but more helpless, because
of the increase of age, and more desolate, because
without a friend or daughter. I now fear no un-
welcome reception ; knowing well that though pa-
ternal love may have succumbed to a sway, exercised
over him by rude violence ‘rather than by the
ardour of affection, yet could his kinder feelings to-
ward the daughter of the wife of his early love never
have been quenched.' I also know that in his kind
heart is contained the truest ben;volence, and in his
noble soul the most correct moral principles; to
exalt which to the principles of religion shall be my
highest aim.

“ The letter yon so kindly undertook to write will
be now, of course, unnecessary. As the vessel sails
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early in the morning, I shall have embarked ere
you receive this. For all your labours of love to me
I can never repay you. I hope they are recorded in
heaven ; and, unworthy as she is on whom they were
conferred, I yet humbly trust that at that day for
which all other days were made, and every word
spoken on which shall sum up all other words, at
that day I trust they will be showered back upon
your head with the gracious anuouncement,—¢ In-
asmuch as ye did it unto one of these, the least of my
disciples, ye did it unto me.’ If we meet not again
upon earth, we shall meet at THaT pay. May it
thenceforth be to reign in the kingdom of bliss—

farewell.
“Yours sincerely,

“Mar1a MiLLICENT.”
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LETTER XVIIL

My DpEar s

It is indeed a strange perversity of our nature that
we prize so lightly what is easily attained, so long
as it is so, whilst we immediately magnify its value
whenever it ceases to be within our reach. 'Tis as
I'expected : you now feel dissappointed at Mis Mil-
licent’s leaving Scotland ere you have seen Lier- .nd
yet had she remained here, it had, perhaps, been
long enough' ere you had come to town. I, however,
sympathize with your disappointment, believing that
Maria had begun to occupy some of your thoughts,
and to fill, though perhaps unconsciously, a corner
in those associations of matrimony, which I presume,
whether at one time or another, hold a place in the
breast of every son of Adam. But without further
comment, 1 transcribe for your perusal the following
letter:—
« Qreen Park House.
“ My dear and kind friend,

« I hasten to tell you of the unexpected situation

in ‘which I now find myself placed ; taking also the
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liberty of asking your kind aid, or counsel, as may
be required.

+ Knowing, as I did, that my letter to my father
must have reached Green Park House some days
before my arrival ; and finding no one waiting for
me at the nearest stage, where we were always wont
tv meet our friends who travelled by coach, ’t was
with an anxious breast that I approached the portals
of my early home. I was soon, however, to feel
myself more agitated and perplexed ; finding, as I
did, the house partially shut up, I also found that
of all our former servants, the most of whom had
been in the family from my childhood, only one was
left, the late Mrs. Millicent having induced my
father to part witn the others. This one he had,
however, tenaciously retained ; happily he was one
who for many years had possessed my dear father’s
confidence more than any other servant ever did ; and
he told me that latterly his master had felt great
disquiet on my account.

« His solicitude, and, indeed, his deep distress of
mind, about the writer, had, at the same time, be-
cume all but insufferable ; when a few days after the
interment of Mrs. Millicent, he found several, or
nearly the whole of my letters in an old escritoir, all
of which his wife had intercepted and prevented him
from seeing, and, having by these gained some trace
of the,writer, he immediately set out for Scotland in
search of her. '
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“ The latest of these letters was written six months
age, and is dated from Mrs. Y.’s lodging, 10, N.
Street. And as it is certain that my father will go
there first, my object in writing you, my dear sir, is
to ask you to enquire whether such a person as Mr.
Millicent has been there, and if not, to leave the
necessary information in case of him calling. I be-
lieve you will not grudge the trouble ; yet I had not
thus imposed upon your goodness, but from the
circumstance of Mrs. Y. having, I know, left the
house referred to ; and not knowing who the present
occupant may be, I am thus prevented writing my-
self, which I otherwise had done.

) « [ remain,
« Your's truly,
“ MARIA MILLICENT.”

Losing no time in visiting 10, N. Street, I was
there informed that un English gentleman had called
the day before, but that the mistress of the house
being from home, he had not left his name. I then
left my card with a memorandum that if Mr. Milli-
cent, Green Park House, ——shire, called, he should
be told that I wanted particularly to see bim, and
that I was in' the hope of being able to communicate
the information he was seeking. It, however, ocur-
red to me, that from the inadvertence of servants, or
other causes, my hopes or purposes might yet be
frustrated ; wherefore I hastened back to the lodg-
ing-house, if possible, to make certainty more sure.
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On approaching the door, a gentleman coming
from an opposite direction entering along with me,
the servant shewed us into the same room. On the
mistress of which presenting herself, I said I was
sorry tor being so troublesome, but that my business
with Mr. Millicent being urgent, I had taken the
liverty to return, to urge that no mistake might oc-
cur in case of the gentleman calling again. At this,
he who had entered along with me haughtily scru-
tinizing my movements, also frowned therewith.
But heeding him not, I rose as cavalierly as possible,
and intimating that I had nothing more to say, was
about to retire ; when the gentleman, still eyeing me
scornfully, informed me that Lis name was Millicent.

« Of Green Park -House?” I rejoined.

“The same, sir.”

I beggea him to accompany me, and I should, I
said, give him the intelligence he wanted. . But
seeming to have more confidence in the information
to be obtained from the landlady, than in mine, he
scarce deigned me a reply, but inquired of her how
he might obtain a knowledge of where the former
occupant of the house now resided.

Excusing his want of respect towards me, which
I knew must have proceeded from the ‘peculiarity of
his own, and his daughter’s position, I again asked
him to step along the street, and I would give him
the information he was seeking.

He at last accompanied me out of the house, when
I said I presumed he was in search of his long-lost
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,danghter, giving him the various particulars of which
I was possessed, and asking him to accompany me,
and to make my house his home during his stay in
the city.

¢ 8ir,” he replied, his lips having convulsively,
but silently, moved for some seconds, *sir, the in-
telligence you bave given me is very dear; but,
dear as it is, I had sooner wanted it, than for one
moment sit beneath the roof of the man who dared
but to lift his little finger to the reproach of my
daughter.” :

As Mr. Millicent said this, he became more and
more excited ; and his countenance, notwithstanding
the furrows of years, yet so much resembled Maria’s
lineaments on the night on which I first met her,
that, though regretting his violence, 1 yet loved him
more than before, the feelings of that first and in-
delible interview being all recalled to mind. I
therefore hastened to inform him that I was not the
person who I believed he suspected me to be, that
my moral principles and my religion were of a dif-
ferent kind, and

« Do not speak to me of your religion, sir,” he
indignantly interrupted. « You spoke of it in your
letters, which, though I pever auswered, I was yet
weak enough to read ; but in doing so, this one thing
I may inform you, that recognizing your writing on
the address, I stained not my hands with them, but
opened them with a knife and fork, and held them

with a pair of sugar-tongs during their perusal.”
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«My good sir, you mistake——" I was again
proceeding, '

«] am aware, sir,” he impatiently pursued, « 1 am
aware that mortal man live§ not who could bring
actusl reproach on Maria Millicent ; but, sir, to me
it is enough that he ever breathed a breath of scorn
towards her ; and in her father's sight no repentance
can wipe that scorn away.”

Admiring the warmth of his fatherly emotion, ra-
ther than being offended at his insinuations, I still
begged Mr. Millicent to accompany me, assuring him
that I had never written him on any subject what-
ever, and that I had much to tell him regarding his
daughter. Becoming more tranquil, he at last lis-
tened, and after listening, was subsequently induced
to accept my invitation to remain with me until
morning, when he should leave Edinburgh at an
early hour, being now all impatient to meet his
daughter. He was, indeed, impatient of every other
subject; and having exhausted nearly the store of
my information respecting Miss Millicent, I at last
told him that I believed the person who had acted
so falsely to Maria mnst have regretted his conduet ;
that it must have been him who had written the
letters which Mr, Millicent seemed to have held
in such abhorrence. Referring also to the advertise~
ment I had seen in the newspapers, I said that the
gentleman doubtless desired to marry his daughter,

« Crush not the flower in the bud,” he replied,.
*“ Sooner, sir, should I see my arm fall from my

P
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shounlder-blade, than see Maria Millicent marry with
the man who ever caused her to draw one breath in
scorn or sorrow. But, enough ! her mother’s dangh-
ter has too lofty a soul to do so, however distant the
day on which the deed of scorn was done.”

Marvelling what Mr. Millicent’s own sentiments
were on the subject of religion, I said, Such I believed
were now Miss Millicent’s religious principles, that
aside from other feelings, I doubted not she would
marry no man who was not at one with her on that
subject. For this information the parent, however,
evinced no gratitude ; wherefore I still proceeded to
say, that by this change in his daughter, he would
find that loveliness had become more lovely, and
goodness greater and more gracious.

« Another Montague !—Both Montagues! ‘Tis
more than I can afford ;” the parent with emotion
murmured to himself, as if unconscious of my pre-
sence ; but at last turning to me, ¢ Besides Maria,
sir, I had but another daughter, only one—She be-
came an angel—too soon she became onc, hecause
sponer than I could spare her. The gem became too
pure for the casket, sir—and yet a lovely cas‘fet it was
~-lovelyto ull,Lut most of all to her motherapd to me.
Baut, sir, when the soul began to commune with the
skies, the bedy, as if holding a fellow-feeling with
its immortal part, became impatient of physical
drndgery; the pulse beat faster, as an hireling eager
to accomplish its task ; fever wasted the kfe-blood ;
and, ane by one, each organ yielded up its function
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—each reservoir dried up its springs.—~—Sir, they
said it was the bursting of a blood-vessel ; but ere
this fearful erash occurred, the pitcher was broken
at the fountain, and the wheel was broken at the
cistern—each life-spring had stood still in its place ;
and except the son/, which yet beamed through her
lovely, heavenly countenance, there was for a long
penod no life left.” '

I said I had heard Miss Millicent allude to the
event; and that her sister’s death hud been severely
felt by her also.

“ Yes, sir, Maria then felt herself a lonely one.
But Maria was young. The morning sunshine
may bring round the drooping flower—that of noon
never, for the dew hath then departed, and thereis no
fructifzing influence left,” he replied, the repressed
tear falling, as if unheeded, on his cheek.

“ Your departed daughter,” I said, * seems indeed
to have been too pure and too lofty—too geod for
earth. But if so much enjoyment was derived from
such society in this sinful world, how much more
muy wiexpect from it when realized in the purity of
heaven’s atmosphere!” '

< That subject, sir, is too vast—too awful—for
humanity to contemplate. I pray you do not agitate
me.with it,” my companion replied, a-convulgjve
movement playiug on'his features, betokening the
absence of hope in immortal youth.

Like "Maria, there was in all Mr. Millicent uttered
that strength of feeling which at once ecleft itself a

r2 '
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way to your heart, whilst, as with her, there was
also that air of native nobility which straightway
constrained, or rather made yon love, to yield each
word the uppermost seat in your thoughts. And
notwithstanding the acrimonious spirit which hostile
circumstances were apt to call forth iu the daughter
as well as in the father, there was, or is, yet in both
that greatness and that benignity which makes “every
word a precept, and every action an example.” We
spent a pleasant evening, myself as well as the pa-
rent only regretting the ubsence of a third party.

In the morniry, all was ready for Mr. Millicent’s
departure—all—except himself, who on each attempt
to raise his head from the pillow, was overpowered
with sickness, and I soon perceived the symptoms of
8 nervous fever, brought on, as I had no doubt, by
excitement and fatigue. He dttempted again and
again to prepare himself for his journey, but in vain,
and, indeed, ere long the malady became quite alarm-
ing, a circumstance of which he was himself aware.
. With more firmness of nerve than, at that moment,
I had supposed him capable, he said,  Tell e, doc-
tor, if I am in absolute danger, and if so, if it be a
case in which the senses are generally retained till
the lasi —tell me !—for I have much to say regard-
ing my dear Maria.”

1 said, I did not apprehend any danger ; but, if he
would allow me, I would write for his dunghter.

« Maria ! my injured Maria!” he replied, after
having remained for some time silent. « But her, I
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never wronged mortal. I make her all the repara-
tion that isin my power ; and I trust I have nothing
else whereof to be ashamed in entering another
world. I never had an enemy, for I have always
been the fricnd, and never the foe of man; and if I
have at any time offended any servant or any man
by an angry word, I have restored him four-fold.—
Yet, doubtless, nature shrinks back and shudders at
the thought of death and the grave.”

I was surprised, as well as shocked, to hear a per-
son of ofherwise enlightened sentiments express him-
self in such a manner ; and I remarked that there is
but ene system efficacious enough to prepare—vast
enough to satisfy—and light and lofty enough to
cheer the soul under such a crisis—that infinitude
alone could suppor} it—and the price that is infinite
alone discharge humanity’s last account.

But the sick man, mantled in his own righteous-
ness, felt no disposition to make that system his.

Hobing, however, that a daughter’s reasoning, and
the lustre of that daughter’s piety might still, by the
grac? of God, reach the father's heart, I presently
wrote Maria, informing her of Mr. Millicent's situa-
tion, and soliciting her earliest attendance at his
sick bed. I therefore hope Miss Millicent wil] be
here in a few days, when I shall write you agaip—
Till then—adieu.
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LETTER XIX.

——

My DEAR —,

WiLL you not now pay us your long-looked-zn visit,
and jndge for yourself whether I have added or ex-
aggerajed—have deluded you, or am deluded myself?
Having now to inform you, that Miss Millicent,
on hearing of her father’s illness, losing no time in
retracing her steps, is at this moment beneath'my
roof. An unlooked-for incident connected with
which has just transpired. But I write in order.

I studiously avoided being present when the child
and parent met. And long was their first meeting ;
yet few explanations or allusions to past times gere,
I believe, either given or received.

It was not until next day that Maria informed
her father of the entire change in her religious sen-
timents dnd feelings ; in doing which, she did not
find that ready acquiescence or approval which she
expected.

« Nay, Maria, my child, you have been the Boliest
and the best all your life; and give not way to this

nﬁiuium." BEN



215

« My dear father, the religion of which I speak is
not enthusiasm ; it is true enjoyment, it is the reali-
zation of joys which imagination cannot picture.”

< But the change you speak of, Maria, that in your
case was at least unnecessary ; you were already
pure enough, and good enough to enjoy any amount
of happiness, even were it as great as you say.”

« My dear father,” Maria answered with as much
earnestness as solemnity of manner, * if any man be
in Christ Jesus, he is a new creature—he has passed
from ded unto life. These are the declarations of
Him who cannot lie, and who tampers not, nor ex-
aggerates, with the children of men. And I, and

every Christian, can declare that the cha,ng‘@ is as
great as the language is definite and expressive.”

Mr. Millicent, shielded in his own moral rectitude
and works of charity, which I understand were great
and multifarious above those of many, had been most
impatient of such discourse, except from the lips of
his own daughter. On her, however, his eye ever
rested—to her words his ear ever listed.

“ Do I not know, Maria, that a just God requires
net more of us, than veneration of Himself, and
mercy, truth, and justice towards our fellow-men ?”

“The veneration of which you speak is not
sweetened by that nearness to God which Ged per-
mits this ¢ new creature’ to enjoy. And do you not
see, my father-—do you not feel that our best works
to our fellow-men, though affording the soul the
highest of earth’s satisfaction, yet cannot elevate it
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above the things of earth. They afford it no com-
munings with Deity, inspire it with no lengings
after immortality, and, hence, yield the immortal
part no material for heaven, not to speak of their
insufficiency to confer a title to it.

¢ Child! child ! why is all you say so much more
irsesistable than that which is spoken by any other?
and why does each word you now utter, remind me
so much of Montague ?” was the parent’s reply.
¢ They are Maria’s words, but the voice and spirit
are Montague’s,” he murmured.

“Yes, father, I doubt it not that Montague’s
spirit is now hovering over us, waiting, watching for
the joyful message with which to return to the
throne of the living God—the message that a svul,
the soul of her father, has now furned to the King
Eternal, Immortal, and Invisible.”

¢ No, child! no; her soul was tired of earth—
tired of the ways of men, else she had not died at
such an early day. She had not,” returned the
parent, vainly attempting to suppress the falling
tear.

< Ha, father' but the spirit is now glorified ; and
though it may visit earth, it can no more be subject
to ear!:h's.cumbmnces," Maria replied. But though
wishful still to press her suit, yet fearing she might
lose her point by urging it too rigourously, the
speaker changed her argumesnt, though not the sub-
ject of it. -
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Notwithstanding the warmth of my‘ffn'endship
toward Miss Millicent, I had not, until the present,
introduced her to my friend, Jane Watson ; and I
had now an opportunity of seeing them meet for the
first time. I told you of their resemblance to each
other, which, indeed, they seemed themselves imme-
diately to perceive; for they looked at one another
as a lady is apt to look when unexpectedly seeing
her own image reflected in some obliguely placed
mirror. They seemed also to see each other’s heart
and soul, being at onve bosom friends. They conld
not, indeed, fail to see the radiance of their own
heavenly love reflected on each other’s brow, and to
hear the notes of their own music in each other’s
song. The proper language of the heavenly Canaan
is as gladly, as speedily, recognized by those journey-
ing thither; which recognition also alike spurneth
ceremony, distance, and reserve.

Of Miss Watson I have, however, made little
mention in our correspondence, and fur the simple
reason, that occupying a sufficient share of my own
thoughts, I conceived it unnecessary that she should
occupy many of yours ; and, but for an incident con-
nected with her whose history I have more particu-
larly attempted to give you, I had not even now
introduced her name, going, as I do, on the principle,
that the lover who wishes to hide his own weaknesses,
ought, *by all means, to keep his own secrets ; for,
methinks, neutral parties will laugh at what he
weeps, and profanely pronounce that a molehill which

-
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he toberl;'. ‘designates a mountain—the more’s the
shame that 'tis such an unfeeling generation. But,
however much inclined, I cannot at present moralize
on this subject.

The two ladies, accompanying each other to church
on Sunday last, I received the following note by
Monday’s first post :—

« Sir,

* Unknown as I am to you, I yet hope you will
bear with my seeming officiousness and intrusion,
when I tell you I have for some time marked many
of your proceedings—yon will, I hope, bear with me,
when I tell you that it was because these were, or
seemed to be, narrowly connected with a circum-
stance fn which I feel deeply interested, if not
involved. But, before intruding it upon you, I beg
to premise, that being a gentleman, I hope to re-
ceive the treatment of one at your hands; being,
moreover, a lover, as 1 understand you also are, I
beg to presume on that share of forbearance, if
not of sympathy, which yon will know a person so
called sometimes requires.

«It is four years on the evening of the 10th of No-
vember since I first saw you. You were at the time
in the act of addressing a lady of the name of Miss Mil-
licent. Excuse me, when I say I marked you well. I
saw your meeting, and I saw your parting, having fol-
lowed you for the three hours in which you discoursed
together. If you yourself recollect the interview,
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I need hardly say I thought your conduct very
unaccountable,

« Shortly after that perind, I went to India. On
my return, I was desirous, heyond endurance, to
find the lady with whom I had formerly seen yon,
but was as ignorant of your residence, as of her or hers.
T soon met, and immediately recognized you, how-
ever; and a lady of similar appearance to Miss
Millicent being with you, and associating whom
with your interview with her on the evening referred
to, I at once presumed on the lady being the same ;
nor was I altogether undeceived, until having per-
sonally addressed her.

«On seeing the same lady in church, yesterday,
however, with one whose person I cannot have mis-
taken in supposing it to be that of Miss Millicent ;
but being so distanced from them as not to be able
to find them at the conclusion of the service, I have -
taken the liberty of enquiring at you if I am correct,
and if so. where Miss Millicent is to be found.
Having been informed of your connection with Miss
Watson, I deem you the only party as whom I can
make the enquiry.

¢ Any favour you may have to communicate, may
be addressed to Y. Z., Post Office.

« I have been thus explicit, or as you may think
tedious, in the hope that you will deal frankly with
me in return.

«“ Yours, &c.”
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Not khowing what to make of such a letter, I
considered Mr. Millicent, as his daughter’s only
gnardian, the fittest person to whom to shew it. I
next thought of shewing it to Maria, this being more
confidential ; and finally, I concluded it were a viola-
tion of confidence to shew it to any one, until hear-
ing further from the writer. I therefore replied,
that Miss Millicent and her father were, and would
be, in town for a few days; that I was well ac-
quainted with them, but that I did not feel at liberty
to give the private particulars of my friends to a
stranger, at least not without first being allowed to
inform my friends on the subject.

Mr. Millicent’s convalescence having meanwhile
improved so as to admit of travelling by short stages,
and the parent becoming hourly more impatient to
conduct his daughter to what he designated her omn
home, though one which, I perceived, ‘she had many
puinful emotions in contemplating  Perceiving these
opposite feelings in the parent and child, I, as a der-
nier resource, informed the former of the communi-
cation I had had, stating also that I now conceived
T had acted precipitately in the matter, and that—

But, without hearing one word more, my guest
flew into a violent passion ; raved about vulgar asso-
ciations, -and infringements on ancient pedigrees;
contrasting these with what he termed the noble
blood flowing in his daughter’s veins ; ntuttering
alsofto himself sundry surmises and anathemas rela-
tive to trade and commerce,
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“ My dear sir,” I said, “be calm—be, at least
patient. Let moral nobility grace the attribute in
its lineal descent. The individual alluded to per-
haps also can boast of noble lineage; and whether
or not, he is, perchance, laying no claim to that of
your daughter.”

But our conversation was here interrupted by the
entrance of Miss millicent, being myself, also, hur-
riedly called away on professional duty.

On returning in the evening, and seeing all things
in readiness for their journey, and at the same time
judging from Miss Millicent’ss movements that her
father had communicuted to her nothing respecting
the letter, I now thought it my duty to shew it to
Maria herself, which I did, stating also the nature of
my reply, and asking if I had acted prematurely.

«* No—perhaps not. I should think not,” she
enswered, much agitated.

But, perceiving that her words were at variance
with her feelings, I said, I deeply regretted that uny
incident should have transpired to alloy her happi-
ness, which had else been unmixed on returning to
her father’s house.

The tear falling from the eye, which seemed more
subdued than I had ever seen it before, even in
Maria’s greatest debasement,—¢ Ah! my dear sir,”
she said, “so long as I have any being I must bless
God, who hath not only given me a new name—one
which'is above every other name—hut hath also pro-
vided me a home with the fulness of all things
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for my spjourning below. Yet ‘unalloyed happiness’
can never be hers at whom the finger of scorn can
still be pointed, however innocent she may be of the
cause of that scorn ; and whose heart and home
must, moreover, ever remain in partial desolation.”

Miss Millicent had never before termed me dear.
It was also the first time I bad ever heard her make
any allusion to her heart, or to her home; nor
could I help conceiving the present to be in con-
nection with wedded life.—Shall I acknowledge it ?
A strange feeling came over me.  Unconsciously, or
at least inudvertantly, I responded, that, but for
my peculiar position, I had considered myself an
honoured man in being allowed to save such a heart
from desolationt, or in finding even the lowest seat
in the home over which she presided. At this my
companion’s colour deepened, and she looked with
surprise, but spake not.— I hope you understand
me, Miss Millicent,” I tiinidly added.

Grasping my haud, but instinctively as it seemed ;
for, on reflection presenting itself, the hold wus pre-
sently relaxed,—“ 1 hope I do understand you, sir;
and, Lbut for your ¢ peculiar position,’” which honour-
ably envugh you have not concealed from me, but
for that position, do you suppuse I had unbosvmed
myself with so much freedom hitherto; or, in the
precent allusion, do you for a moment dream that

_my feelings admit of a general lament, or that-the
incense of ‘my heart could be poured on a sabstitu-
tivnal offering ¢”
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1 don’t know why, but I rose from my seat, and
strayed to the window, where I was commencing a
scrutiny of the passers-by. But, at this juncture, I
was happily informed that a gentleman waited for
me in the adjoining room. I say happily ; albeit, on
retiring, I fancied that Miss Millicent had some fur-
ther communication to make, and I felt that so had I.

The gentleman waiting for me was Mr. Baynes,
who, in words few and unceremonious, intimated
that he had come to settle his bill before leaving
town, which he was now so far recovered as to be
able to do.

« Don’t be particular in counting your guinea,
and balf-guinea visits, Doctor,” he said, bn seeing
me open my desk. ¢ Here is a bank bill, which, if
you will just accept of, and be done with it, *twill
save trouble.”

Looking at the amount of the proffered draft,—
« Thank you, Mr. Baynes,” I said; <but I canuot
think of impesing ——

« No offence, Doctor,” my friend interrupted.
« It’s not worth the talking about. We country
people, though making less show, have more money
amongst our hands than——."

“'Than you temu-people,” the speaker evidently
intended to have said, when delicacy, or some other
feeling, prevented ; and not without considerable
adroitness, he rendered a substitute for the conclud-
ing purt of the sentence, by slightly cracking a new
faucy whip which he held in his band.
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N -Ou my insisting on his accepting the difference,
“Ha! I am for noneof that small clatter,” he re-
plied, contemptuously eyeing the gold I had by this
time in my hand to give him *in chunge.” But at
last ussuming a more serious tone and demeanour,
“If you won't accept it yourself, give it to the poor ;
for though not otherwise wanting in my payments,
I am, I fear, far enough behind tiere. But aside
from this, Doctor, I owe you more than money can
pay, or words can tel.—And mER, Doctor {—She,
whose words first softened my heart, the hardness of
which had else resisted yours —Poor thing !” he
tenderly added ; ““ I was greatly propensed to offer
her a five or a ten pounds note on the morning on
which she so hurriedly left; but, though poor, as
from her landlady I understand she was, and though
few pretensions to wealth or greatness she herself
made, yet, 50 it was, man, that every word she spoke
sonnded as if coming from a mine of gold, which not
only made your heart cold when you wished to offer
a coin of the same metal, but also seemed to involve
the vain purpose of? adding wings to the wind, or
incrense to the ocean. She was prond,” the speaker
musingly continued ; ¢ but that religion of kers—"

« Of <hers,” Mr. Baynes!” I here interrupted ;
“must we not now say of yours, and of mine?”

«] hope—I hope we may ; but it must be long,
gir, ere my soul can forget its guilt, especially .its
craelty to Anna Oliphant.”
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But here our conversation was interrupted by the
entrance of a new visitant, who on Mr. Baynes re-
tiring, introduced himself as Captain Norwood, in-
timating, also, that he was the writer of the letter
respecting Miss Millicent, and that deep relative
affliction had prevented an earlier call.

On informing him that the lady and her father
were at present inmates in my house, he asked if he
might be permitted togwrite a note, and to have it
preseated to Miss Millicent before leaving.

¢ Certainly,” I said ; “ or perhaps you will leave
your card ?”

« My card !—Yes—no—you will merely say a par-
ticular friend,” he replied, not without confusion.

But at this moment Miss Millicent, unaware of
its inmates, entered the room; and the gentleman
and I being seated on a couch behind the door,
the lady had passed to the opposite side without
observing us. On turning herself round, and fac-
ing my companion and me, she scemed petrified and
speechless. The gentleman, after a momentary
pause, sprang from his seat, though quickly bridling
his steps, his movements became slower. Miss
Millicent’s colour now changed, or rather departed,
and she seemed not unlike one who was going to
faint, and fall upon the floor; to prevent which the
other’s arms were speedily proffered ; but hereupon
I arose, and sped me eut of the room.

But my letter being already too long, I now
bid you adien.

Q
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LETTER XX.

My prar
I~ the conclusion of my last, I told you of my speedy
flight from the meeting of Captain Norwood with
Miss Millicent. Their interview was, however,
short, that is not more than an hour, when the gen-
tleman eriquiring for me, asked if I would accompany
him to the house of Mrs Dumeson, which I readxly
did, asking as we journeyed thither, if he was fur-
nished with any particular message to the lady.
"« Yes—well, no.—I don’t think I am ;' but she
branded Miss Millicent with—that is, she said I had
stolen the ludy’s purse, and her watch, and other
jewels. And a thief, sir !—a plebeian crime !—a sor-
did nature! If she had called me a rascal, I could
have borne it, for such I was.”

I observed, that the charity which covered other
sins, could perhaps cover this also,

«¢¢ No, sir ; few sins as there are of which a °gen-
tleman’ is not oftentlmes eapable, this, at least, is
one with which he may not darken his deeds, and
ever again bear the appellation.”
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To this T had made no reply ; but as if having’
made the greatest opposition to his sentiment,—
« No, sir,” the speaker added with still more vehe-
mence, *‘ no, sit; kindness may be engrafied on the
stem where thoughtlessness and recklessness only
were, but a better growth on that where sordidness
was, never.  Religion itself cannot do it. No, sir;
religion may turn a rascible temper to the disposition
of the lamb—its influence may cause love to grow
where baser passions sprang—its principles may also
implant integrity where dishonesty was, and inscribe
justice on the beam where false balances were wont
to hang—it may change the nature, and itdoes change
it; but from the native meanness which could cause
1 rich man to steal, it never can emancipate it.”

I said, it was indeed wonderful, that in the mag-
nitude and comprehensiveness of the change which
religion etlects, so much of the old disposition should
still remain.

«« No, sir ; ’tis, as I conceive, in accordance with
the infinity of the system, that that system may
have room for its operations. Grace does®not gild
that it may govern—does not annihilate that it may
triumph over the imperfections of humanity,” wus
my companion’s reply, which, though in part dis-
covering his perceptions of religion, left me in
ignorance of whether or not he had realized its
power. :

Learhing, however, that Miss Millicent, during
ber short stay at Mrs. Black’s, had been robbed to a

Q2
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“much greater amount than 1 had supposed, I sug-
gested the propriety of us going to Mrs. Black’s,
instead of Mrs. Dameson’s, which we did ; but on
arriving at the place in question, found a different
owner occupying the house ; of the residence of Mrs.
Black none being able to inform us.

Approaching the door of my own dwelling, my
companion began to manifest a most irresolute spirit,
afraid to encounter, and more reluctant to decline
another interview with Maria. We had scarce
reached the threshold, however, when a messen-
ger accosted us, beseeching me to visit a woman
in great distress, to whose residence Captain Nor-
wood accompanied me.

Arriving at the top of a most lengthened «“ common
stair,” we found the sick one in a large, but scan-
tily furnished, and as scantily lighted room, which
seemed the only one bearing the marks of inbabita-
tion in the whole multitudinous tenement. At her
bedside was seated one in whom I oon recognised
the Rev. Dr. , one of our city clergymen. The
doctor is*one of those who, if you see once, you re-
member for ever ; if you hear once, his words abide in
your heart, and their meaning is henceforward re-
echoed on your soul. Hishead is white with years,
but the fire of youth is in his eye ; the dew of the
morning is also on his lips, and in his deportment
there is the kindness and the ardency of the * begin-
ning of days”—there is more—the anxiety dnd the
solemnity of a man, who seeing himself on the brink
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of the grave, not only hastens to exeente his task,
but performs it with all the reverence of one who
already has had a view of the other world. Awe-
struck, and unwilling to disturb the solemn inter-
view, we unconsciously stood on the threshold and
listened. )

«] have more to tell you, but I don’t want to
speak loud. Come near me. What are you feared
for? You're paid for visiting the sick as well as for
preaching; and if you do catch the infection, you’re
well paid for it.”

¢« My God can keep me in the hollow of His hand.
He is not only able to shield me from the air of con-
tagion, but He will do so, if such shall be for my
good. I am not therefore over much afraid of bodily
disease ; yet have I'slid backwards fyom the breath
that breathed the disclosure of such horrid crimes.
Excuse me, my Saviour had doubtless lent a kinder
ear to your dolorous confessions ; that Saviour is
now ready to receive you ; and I beseech you, O wo-
man ! look to Him, not to me. Take your sins, many
and dark as they are, cast them into the ocean of
His bleeding love, where, cast in by the haud of faith
and penitence, they will be as lead in the waters for
ever. And deceive not yourself with the vain thought
that this confession can wash away your guilt.”

“ That’s just because you're feared to hear any
more,”, returned the croaking voice which first sa-
luted our ears, as we stood on the entrance of this
horrible place—¢ that’s just because you're fuared to
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hear me; but, as I said before, you're paid for it ;
and you shall hear me. I can’t die without ; and
the police can’t take me now—I wish they could.
I'd a thousand times sooner go to the police-station,
than lay another night on this bed of suffering.”

« It is, poor woman,—it isa bed of suffering ; but
do, my fellow worm, be admonished, that with all
its suffering it has yet a door of hope, with a Saviour
inviting you to enter in. Whilst on the other side
of the fragile and soon to be broken down partition,
that now separates you from eternity, there is an
angel with a flaming sword, and a just God whetting
a glittering sword. There is—O ! there is the devil
and his angels, and a lake that burneth with fire and
brimstone. " In that place of torment there are also,
it must be feared, many of those who by your instru-
mentality were turned aside from the path of virtue,
ready to whet their teeth at you, and to pour the
vengeance and the hatred of hell upon your soul.

A gruff and reckless acquiesceuce, accompanied
with an oath, was the sick woman’s rejoinder. And
the venerable doctor, crouching within himself, seem-
ed instinctively to push his chair to a greater distance
from the speaker, who now taking a small black
bottle from her pillow and putting it to her mouth,
«] took that to give me courage, Dector,” she said,
“and preach against drunkenness on Sunday if you
will” .

* At this, as if by a simultaneous impulse, the Cap-
tain and I now stepped forward.
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Sick and changed, and partly delirious, as were
the accents of the invalid, I thought them not alto-
gether unfamiliar ; and dimly as the chamber was
lighted, I soon recognized Mrs. Black as the author
of them.

Do not go away, sir, for I have yet more confes-
sions to make, and I dare not sleep until I've made
them,” she pursued, addressing the Rev. Doctor.

« If you will hear me speak of my Master, I wait
—and must wait ; but if only to hear cursing and
wickedness, I go—and must go,” the Doctor replied,
re-seating himself and laying aside his hat, which
was by this time in his hand.

Having prescribed for my patleht, and seeing her
fix her eye on my countenance, * Do you recollect
me?” I said.

“Yes! and your preachings too. I wish I had
listened to them fhen. But don’t repeat them, for
I can’t listen to them now. My mind is wandering;
and when I even have a moment’s reflection, it can
comprehend no subject but what pertains to sin—-it
can realize nothing but fearful dreams and horrid
appearances.”

“And me! do you recollect me ?” Captain Nor-
wood asked. ‘

« Alfred Ethrington! Thank heaven, you're yet
a living man! "Tis but an hour since I dreamt that
your ghost stood before me, ready to wreak vengeance
on my soul, for having laid the robbery of Miss Mil-
Yicent on your head. I thought it followed me to*
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E— Street, and thence to this awful place. *Twas
because of this and other horrid apparitious that I
sent for a clergyman, to whom to confess all my sins;
lest the ghosts of all those I have wronged should
stand before me, when I sleep the sleep of the grave,
or even when I close my eyes upon this bed, on
which the horrors of the bottomless pit seem already
to be begun.”

¢ Terrible indeed,” I said, ““ must be such appari-
tions or imaginations. But yon will not, as I heard
on entering, you will net listen to this man of God,
in tolling you of Him who *giveth songs in the
night,’ and whose blood washeth the conscience from
those stains which are the ground-work of the guilt-
stricken spectres which now kaunt your soul, whether
awake or asleep.”

«Sleep! such sleep!” the sick contemptuously
replied. « But you, Doctor, can’t you prescribe
something for this mental malady >—some medicine
I mean—none of your preachings.”

As it was a ghastly apartment for a single visitant,
especially under such unhallowed associations, I
said to the clergyman, that if it were no intrusion,
my friend and I would wait until he made what
other observations he had to offer ; which proposal
was readily assented to ; the Rev. Doctor seeming to
have an instinctive horror at being again left alone

: hardened woman.
] will pray with gey ence more,” he said, after
having vainly at 0 impress her mind with

various remarks.
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«“Yes! O yes! but your prayers don’t cost you
much.”

« My poor fellow-mortal, what I am going to ask
cost Him, from whom I supplicate it, much. It cost
Him the agony and the sweat, the cross and the go-
ing down to the grave. And according to the price
it cost the Son of the Eternal, will he who rejects it
be judged.”

Strange appeared the place, as the Rev. Doctor
wrestled with God, and seemed lost in the intensity
of intercession to Deity. I say strange, for I felt as
if Satan were still in the midst of us.

We at last left the dreary apartment. The sick

one’s only attendant being the ¢ parish nurse;” for
the friend and acquaintance of the wicked abide not
the stroke of calamity, but flee away when evil days
come. .
Our visit to Mrs. Black having been protracted
much beyond what we had expected, the hour was
late when I reached home, which made Captain
Norwood demur at accompanying me into the house.
He, however, did so; but finding from the servant
that Miss Millicent, being slightly indisposed, had
vetired to rest, he tarried not, though readily accept-
ing an invitation to dine with us on the morrow.

I now felt myself in & most communicative mood ;
wherefore I retired not to rest until I made this e~
cord, ynd having made which, I now repair #iinj
couch, thdugh not withoes Wmore commenglihg
to the Father of nysreliss e wihawe weary bed I have

just left.
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LETTER XXI

My DEAR -
“ ReLicion’s all.” It makes the proud Lumble,
the vicious pure, the froward meek, and melts the
indurated to the softness of love. It brings light
out of darkness, order out of confusion, turns despair
backward, and raises a mound of happy expectation
where the pit of despondence else had been. The
mantle of its charity covers the insult which no
apology could have softened—the wrong which
price could not repay—and the scorn which time
itself could not have blotted out. Mejting, in a di-
vine crucible, the injury which conventional custom
honour, etiquette, human nature had felt it bard to
reduce, it turns enemies into friends, the desolate
into a family, and, by its wide-stretching arms, esta-
blishes also a community betwixt the rich and the
pvor, who had otherwise known no interchange of
ﬁqlmg—-nor diffuses this happy combining influence
w&g but spreads a table of love for all, of the sweet
perticipation of w 'M man of the warld have no
experience. It ¢ tho unthioking to his senses,
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and restores the wanderer to his father’s house. It
brings back the captivity of him who was a slave of
Satan, makes him a servant of the living God, and
an heir of the kingdom of heaven.

Even in the social walks of life, religion furnishes
interest to incident, incident to history, and connects
history with the archives of eternity. It makes a
new creation in the heart, a new world in the home,
and a home, where cheerlessness and desolation
alone had a dwelling place. But why enumerate,
or whence find a starting point ? It conngcts earth
with heaven; and the cross, of which it boasts, is
the grand junction where man and the God of hea-
ven meet. And yet these number not the half of its
heights and its depths, its treasures and immunities.
As the gleaunings of the grapes of Eshchol are they
in reference to its blessings and its benefits; as a
cloud rising like a man’s hand when compared to its
boundaries or its boundlessness.— The theme sur-
mounts an angel’spen,and Gabriel’s tongue despairs.’
. A few of thetraits I have now referred to have been
more especially obvious in the short history I have
anon to relate, and of themselves show that the
Author of religion is also the author of peace and
good-will to men—that religion with its flowing
banners of love and mercy cume from heaven, and
that its object is not only to take its votaries thlther, )
but to establish a heaven even in this vale of tears. ~ LS

On betaking myself to my ¢ oouch after concluding
my last letter, I slept not, wor found repose. Mrs,
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Black, unbeftiended, labouring bencath the weight
of bodily disease, and heneath the greater hurden of
her sins, yet resolutely grasping the latter as if tena-
cious of taking them with her to the other world,
was still before me. Captain Norwood, with his
many refined and noble traits ; and Maria, subject
to the remembrance of that scorn, which, however
she might have loved, or may still love him, woman's
heart must be yet slow in overcoming; these, with
divers feelings of a more personal kind, prevented
sleep, and made me glad when the day had dawned.
What has since transpired has, however, furnished
matter for the foregoing reflections.

On Miss Millicent entering the breakfast room:
next morning, I told her of Captain Norwood com-
ing to dine, and thas he would in all likelihood make
an early visit besides.

« Indeed !” was the reply.

I also related the interview we had had with Mrs.
Black, her sickness, her remorse, and her disclosure
to the robbery of Miss Millicent, and her contrivances
in laying it on the shoulders of Captain Norwood.
But my auditor made no articulate reply ; though
the emotion that flitted on her countenance, and the
tear that rolled in her eye, certified that she lent no
deaf ear.

My first < call” was on Mrs. Black, who was now
relieved from the partial delirium under which she
lahoured on the past night. Her heart, however,
being as hardepad as before, 1 bethought me of
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Emily Dunn, with her soft accents and unsophisti-
cated manuers, and, above all, with the ardency
which this young person now evinces to proclaim the
way of pardon to the guilty. Bethinking me of her,
peradventure the sick might listen to one of her own
sex, I asked if she remembered Miss Dunn, or
would accept a visit from her.

« No, sir, my sleep and my slumber and the dark-
ness of might furnish me with visitants enow of
that kind.—Innocent !—they said they were the in-
nocent and unwary, whose steps I had been the
means of alluring from the right path ; but little in-
nocence, I wot, was in the looks, and in the gestures
of their spectres, as they menaced me in the broken
and frightful slumbers of the two past nights.”

«Miss Dunn,” I said, “ will not come to menace,

but to tell you of the Saviour she has herself found
~of Him who sought and saved Saul of Tarsus—
who cast seven devils out of Mary Magdalene—and
who readily conceded a kingdom of glory to a thief
upon the cross.” -
* « But can’t you cure me first, Doctor ? Just let
me be in health now, and see if I don’t attend to
these things,” was the reply, expressed in the most
coaxing tones, as if to hold out a greater bait.to my
endeavours.

It was long since I had seen Miss Dunn, and
bending my steps thither, I found with her Mr.
Bayne, who hud just called, be said, to see the-
companion of his late ANNA before leaving town.
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They seemed, however, to be enjoying each other’s
society in a very peculiar manner.

On mentioning my errand, Miss Dunn seemed to
recoil as from the presenceof a viper; but remind-
ing her that the person she was so much disposed to
shun was not below the standard of those whom
bleeding love had come to save, nor below the mark
at which my heart and hers once lay, “1 go,” she
replied, «and if T cannot do good to her soul, I may
at least relieve her temporal requirements.”

At this, Mr. Baynes covertly taking ovt his purse,
and offering the contents of it for Mrs. Black’s be-
hoof, mumbled or grumbled something about the
aversion of his friends to accept money, and the dif-
ficulty of getting quit of it.

« My dear sir,” I said, “if you will accompany
me, I will shew you scenes where the difficulty will
be on the other side, for I will shew yon the mother
who has to listen to her child crying for hunger,
which she cannot relieve, and the strong man whose
arm has become weak, because his manly soul refused
to beg the bread which he conceived he had a right
to without asking.—I will shew you sickness neg-
lected, age unsupported, and the young heart wither-
ing for want of food to eat.”

« Is that possible, sir?” was Mr. Baynes’ reply,
which was made with such mingled simplicity and
surpriSe, as if he had never before dreamt of want
having strode upon the earth.—* And amid such
fine houses too—and so, many carriages—and such
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grand churches and chapels—and the people who
meet to bow the knee, and worship God therein, ar-
rayed in such costly garments !” he continued, «and
——but there is a sovereign, give that to the man
who would not beg, for, O! doctor, man! I com-
mend independence.”

Trusting to Miss Dunn to minister to Mrs. Black:
1 hastened to make my other calls; as not knowing
what reception Captain Norwood might receive from
Miss Millicent, in case of his calling in my absence,
T was anxious to be home at an early hour.

The captain, however, as I understood, had been
for a considerable time there before me. And on
entering the house, I found Maria standing without
the sitting-room door, earnestly urging something on
his attention, though on my arrival, she hastily dis-
appeared.
~ «I wished Miss Millicent to introduce me to her
father ; but she declines, and has been urging me to
make my announcement myself,” said Captain Nor-
wood ; whereupon I immediately performed the ser-
‘vice. But Mr. Millicent, at the mention of the name,
sat more erect upon his chair, and pushed himself
more aside, as if desirous to increase the material
distance betwixt himself and the introduced by the
same ratio at which he evidently wished it to appear
he had removed his mind and thoughts from the
present company.

A short silence having ensued, * I am sorry to have
to add, Mr. Millicent, that it is the same who first
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brought your daughter to this place. Some partts of
my conduct I have been able to explain. Of the
whole that caused ker pain I have long since re-
pented; and having obtained Miss Millicent’s for-
giveness, I now come to ask yours.

I had risen to retire as the speaker commenced ;
but as he asked me to stay, I did so. Mr. Millicent
sitting for some time silent, as if being at a loss to
find vituperation sufficient to clothe his sentiments,
« My indignation at your presence is too great to
allow me to express myself, sir; and tell me not
that Maria Millicent has forgiven you, unless youn
tell me that she has ceased to be her mother’s
daughter,” he at last proceeded.

I marvel not greatly at the feelings you have
expressed, Mr. Millicent. Nor could I have expected
Miss Millicent’s forgiveness had not the change
which she has, and which I trust I also have
experienced, been that which implants a new heart,
which measures forgiveness by infinitude, and which,
though inducing more hatred to the evils of the
world, yet digs a new well of charity, into which®
¢ old things’ sink and are unseen.”

« Purity of heart induces hatred to crime, sxr,
~—that is my religion—and. I care for no change
that acts not*so.” .

.« That is & part of the change or of the religion of
which I speak, Mr. Millicent ; but whilst it shuns
many of those liberties and confederacies of which

the men of the world are cognisant, its outstretching
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arms of charity yet offer forgiveness of the trans-
gressions of the past, where the world, and the
world’s conventions, can afford no i)ardon, and in
love have no resources—I mean no resources of the
sentiment in its most exalted character—Christian
love—which widening, and elevating, and immor-
talizing the principle, can look back with the more
forgiving heart on such shortcomings as come not
within the compass of this love.”

“ Do not tell me of love without hounour, sir, nor
of the forgiveness which compromises honour in its
vouchsafement,” Mr. Millicent indignantly replied.
But a soft answer turneth away wrath ;—it is seldom,
also, that kauleur can stand long before Christian
meekness and innate dignity. These traits were
wonderfuily exemplified in the captain, who being
at the same time happy within himself, because of
the concessions or assurances he had drawn forth
from Maria, was in no mood to exact too much.
Hence, before dinner was over, Mr. Millicent's sen-
timents and feelings towards his new acquaintance
were quite changed. He even deferred his journey
that he might dine with him next day (albeit this
not until, from some remark that escaped the cap-
tain’s lips, the other divined his alliance to nobility,
and his right and title to certain londs connected
therewith). Maria and I were included in the invi-
tation ; but the lady, who never lifted her eyes dur-
ing ‘the evening, respectfully Lut pertinagiously
declived. -

R
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As has been already recorded, it was under the
assumed nume of Etherington, that Captain Norwood
was first introduced to Miss Millicent, and also
brought her to this city ; a name which he had
casually taken from some foolish adventure, in which
he had been involved. And this, it seems, was one
reason why he forsvok the victim of his falsity, it
having been, he said, his intention to acknowledge
the deception, and, of course, to disclose his real
name at the end of their journey; but that his
moral courage shrunk before the native dignity and
trathfulness of Maria; and losing respect for him-
self, for the unmanly conduct he had been guilty of,
he supposed not but that the lady should necessarily
lose all respect for him. His father, who had heard
some exaggerated rumours of his son’s intentions,
having, at the same time, written him a prohibitory
letter on the subject ; he, in an evil hour, came to
the resolution to leave Miss Millicent.

It was not long, however, until remorse, or better
feelings, resolved him to retrace his steps, and cast
himself at the feet of the injured. And he was, it
seems, on his way to do so, when he accidentally
saw her and me in conversation, and watching our
protracted interview, he no longer believed that Miss
Millicent's heart eould be his, especially after hav-
ing dogged my visit to Mrs. Black’s next day.—Hav-
ing, at the same time, made one dendly step over
the boundary of moral rectitude, he found it the
eagier to inake a second.
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As weeks and months passed on, however, Maria’s
wrongs and her loveliness still stood before him.—
And lhaving made many fruitless enquiries for her,
both at Mrs. Black’s and by writing to Mr. Milli-
cent, he at last put into the newspaper the adver-
tisement formerly referred to. But still finding no
trace of the lost one, he again joined his regiment,
which shortly embarked for India. Here—

* [u the lund of the East. and the chme of the sun,”

the Sun of righteousness beamed upon his soul. He
was brought to a true knowledge of that religion,
which, as has been remarked in the commencement
of this letter, is *“ ALL,” which svon wrought in his
mind new energy to seek and to save her whom he
had so wickedly made desolate, and if net already
provided with a home, to establish one for her.
Thus actuated, aud also now conceiviug that the
religion of Jesus has little to do with the sword and
the bayonet, he resigned his commission ; and on
returning to England, lost no time in making those
enquiries at her father which Mr. Millicent so in-
dignantly communicated to me on our first interview.

Before enjoying the pleasure of dining at Captain
Norwood’s, I had to perform one of the many pain-
ful tasks that fall to my lot—to visit where sickness
anxiously requires at my hand the health which no
medicament can restore, and to witness death strid-
ing forth where the day of health has made no pro-
vision for bis coming.— Visiting Mrs. Black, I found

R 2
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her in a much lower state of animation than I had
anticipated, and though delirium had now entirely
subsided, she was yet subject to the most fearful
imaginings. Her mind, which was naturally vi-
gorous and acute, was, notwithstanding her weak-
ness, still capable of the most minute perceptions.
And hardening her heart against the upliftings of
conscience, and the God-given guide still lifting up
its voice, her mental warfare was indeed awful.

«« Have you had a visit of Miss Dunn?”

“Yes, but she’s no better than was the minister.
Like him, she trembled, and would not listen to the
half of what I had to say, but told me to kusk, and
go to Him the depth of whose mercy, she said, alone
could grant me forgiveness, and the infinitude of
whose blood alone could wash me from my pollution.
But that's not what I want—I want to confess my
sins to some one, and be done with them.”

Awful a8 the latter part of this sentiment was,
1y mind being .yet partly carried from it by solici-
tude to hear what confessions the unhappy woman
had to make ; I aaid that though to do so could af-
ford her no standing relief, 1 was yet willing to sit
and hear all she had to say. And I confess the re-
cital of mothers who, through her instrumentality,
had wasted their life-blood in yearning over their
lost daughters ; of fathers whose grief, too deep for
complaint, had gone silently down to the grave ; of
brothers whose manly spirits had been broken ;" and
of the victims themselves, the pangs of whose infamy
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had only been Jost in those of absolute misery—whose
misery in this world had only been shortened by sor-
row and sickness, hastening them to the misery that
never ends ; the enumeration of these, though 1 may
not now recount them, was truly appalling, especially
when associated with the quiver which at times con-
vulsed the lips that gave them utterance, and the
death-beats of the heart on which they still lay un-
repeuted of ; for the attrition which accomyanied
their confession could no more be termed true peni-
tence, than the lifting of a dead man’s limbs cun be
said to give life to his body.

But the dreadful wretchedness to which the hap-
less are exposed most of all filling my mind with
sorrowful reflections, I asked myself the question,
« Is Christian benevolence duly alive to the claims
which such an awful amount of misery demands—
if, in the comparatively few casvs where material
relief is provided, the moral debt is also paid—if
they, in reference to whose omn sins their ¢ Lord

,forgave them all,” are acting an accordant part to
thuse whose iniquities that Lord also hath forgiven ?”
I asked myself the question, and contemplating the
hardening as well as harrowing nature of hopeless
and homeless misery, I have thus recorded it withal.

Truly the wages of sin is death. How cruelly does
this world tantalize those who seek their happiness
init! How unkindly does it use its votaries, even
in this its own heritage ! It not only debases whom it
fascinates, but scorns whom it debases. Fascinates !
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- it takes no cognizance of the term but to tamper,
whilst it turns back to meck the misery of the heart
it has cheated, or to substitute despair for sorrow—
the sorrow which it made to fill the place where
happiness and virtue were. The men of rectitude
blame, and they blame not more than heaven de-
nounces the worker of iniquity. But whilst eternal
Jjustice testifies its indignation, it provides a way
of salvation, and holds out welcoming arms to the
returning penitent. No scorning, no upbraiding, no
conservation for former debasement accompanies the
blood-bought . pardon.  Thus acts not the fellow-
worm, acts not he who at morning and at even-tide
prays that his sins may be forgiven as he forgives his
fellow ; thus acts he not, whether in regard to the
provision, to the customs, or even to the forgiveness
of this world. And thus the wretched, robbed of

hope—hope—

LU The charm of life’s bewildered way,
That calls each slumberiug passion into play,”

—feel no incentive to duty, nor energy to perform it.
Despairing of ever regaining the respect of fellow-
mortals, the individuals must soon lose respect for
themselves, and, as no unreasonable sequence, soon
lose it for their neighbour. Where there is no cogni-
zance of moral worth, there can be no appreciation of
moral excellence as it exists in others ; whilst in pro-
portion as the estimate of moral dignity sinks, will
the.feelings become less generous, and the pursuits
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more degrading. With a galling consciousness of
every man’s hand being against theirs, it is but a part
of human nature that theirs should be agninst those
of every man. Hence let us sympathize when we
reprove, be patient when repelled ; and soften rather
than aggravate the recklessness, the hardihood, or it
may be the insolence we sometimes find in such cha-
racters. For marvel not if the spirit of departed ho-
nour, seated on its ruin with a sharp sword beneath it
and above it, should attempt to throw back that sword
into the breast of another ; marvel not if petrified
despair hath become stone—if wrongs, whether guilty
or more guiltless, shall stamp brass upon the brow—
if neglect, whether merited or undeserved, shall
shield the heart with iron—or if scorn, the scorn
which penitence itself cannot turn into a smile, en-
case it more in sin. Nay, marvel not if these, the
Scorned, shall be led still more madly to despise
Heaven’s mercy, sinking the thoughts of eternal
punishment in that self-infliction, the misery of
_which has been deepened and aggravated by the
contemptuous bearing of a fellow-mortal. Let us
therefore scan the cause in all its weavings whilst
we look at the conduct in all its aggravations. Let
us especially beware of mocking destitution, by say-
ing, * Why stand ye here all the day idle?” whilst
no wman hath hired, or whilst conventional customs
(however proper in themselves) preclude the support
of the individual. Above all, let us not insult hea~
ven’s free unfettered plan of redemption, by offering
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heaven's priceless, but unpriced medicament, whilst’
onr omn scorn corrodes the wound we seek to heal. .
Let us beware of invoking heaven’s anger on our
heads, by offering heaven’s mercy with a hand the
finger of which yet points downward to some social
mirk up to which the penitent may come—may
come—but no fartherss

I have digressed. Let the feelings awakened by
my patient’s recital of wrongs, of sin, and of wue,
excuse me. Our correspondence coming to a close,
let it, moreover, be an apology, that that which
was first in it should also be last, and that a subject
involving so much misery in this world, and paving
the way to the misery that never ends, should
darken the page which haply might have concluded
with a fairer subject and more graceful characters.

Bat, absorbed as 1 was in these meditations, my
mind still reverted to the unhappy individual from
whose statements they had originated. I had felt the
tread of dissolution in her pulse, and the glass-work
of death already stiffened her eye-balls. After mal:,
ing one or two other “calls,” I therefore again
wended my way to her cheerless abode, peradventure
the might listen to the words of mercy when the
“doar of mercy was now on its hinges, ready to be for
ever closed. « You are dying,” I said, in plain
words. “ Already your barque is sinking in the
waters of death : will you not lift up your soul and
lay hold on those oars of mercy to which, of late,
you,have beeniso’often directed ?”
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s That’s just to frighten me now ; but I’m too old
for that, and I won’t be cozened over to your religion
by any such fears.”

“ Only listen to me,” I said.

¢ No, for it makes me tremble and shudder. Nurse,
the brandy and water. Doctor. why can't I swal-
low——and this weight upon my chest—can’t you
re—remove it———and my brea—

A convulsive movement now passed over her conn-
tenance. Was it that that revealed the consciousness
that “ TH13 15 PRATH ?” was it that mystermm pro-
cessin which the angel of death takes pmsesmon of his
ward, or in which the more than earthly sorrow or
Joy that awaits it in the world unseen, is already be-
gun? Was it these, or the sense of some mystic
transition, the nature of which, mortal was never

" enabled to tell ; for strange things seemed at that
moment to have been revealed to the dying, and
awful was the earnestness that now clothed her every
feature !

p-o“ Am I dymg?  Doctor, keep it down—it is
coming up——Doctor—I see—I see——-"

“ What do you see ?” I said. But she had passed
that stage of mortality at which articulation never
returns ; and, afler breathing heavily for half an
hour, her soul returned to Him who gave it.

On the morrow, Mr. Millicent and his daughte
proceeded to London, Emily Dunn sttending i
latter. Certsin u assoeistions
themselves to Masin's mind st thoughts of sevia

L]
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her father’s house except in wedded life, they are to
remain some time in the English metropohs, where
Captain Norwood shortly joirs them.—The sequel
you can read without the writing.

On Miss Dunn’s English sojourning bhemg inti-
mated to Mr. Baynes, the gentleman, after a briet
space of silent meditation, expressed his desire to
see Green Park House, Mr. Millicent good naturedly
asking to whom they were to be indebted for the
honour und pleasure of such a visit, « whether to
Miss Dunn or——"

«I'll tell ye when I come,” was the reply, the
speaker glancing round the company with an air of
supreme wisdom, as if to say, « Bebold how I keep
you in the dark I”

Ere twice the sun shall rise and set, I hope to call
my dear Jane Watson my own. I shall thenceforth
have other occupation for my leisure moments, and
you must not expect any further communications
from me at present :-—For why—the days of my

celibacy are ended.

My HOE8, PRINEEN, PILERIM STREET, NEWCASILL.
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