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STORY OF ANHEIRESS,

( Founded on a recent occurrences)

CHAD 1L

1 left church, my imagination full of the
young divine. [ longed much to meet him in
society, and find whether his manners and
conversation would dissolve the spell which his
genius had cast upon me. My wish was soon
gratified, for his society was much courted 3
and never, amang the preteanders to exclusive
grace and fashion, did I meet a person of such
captivating demeanour and endearing modes-
ty, of mental curiosity so charmingly veiled,
as Stephen Trevor. Long after our acquaint-
ance, I expressed mpy hearty admiration of
him with the frankness natural tv my disposi-
tion. I could perceive that my duiug so av-
rayed against him the envious jealousy of my
admirers, and in especial of Lord E
They needed not to fear, so longas I could
speak of him so unreservedly. The dignity
of ‘Trevor’s character inspired me with such
profound awe, thatI could never summon
courage to offer him a single compliment ;
but my bearing towards him was more cours
teous and respectful than it had ever been to
any other man of his years. le, however, had®
little in common with the circle of which I
formed a part; he was sometimes among,
but never of us: his selected friends and
companious were of a different stamp, and my
acquaintance with Lim was consequently limit-
ed to bricf and occasionsl interclanges of
towventional courtesy.  He huew little of me,
but I Lad peruscd 2nd re-perused his lovely
claractery aud learndd from the perusal Low
tosalve the sage's ques.ion of <« What is vir-
tue > Tlhe Sabbath was vow my day of resty

and peace, and joy. J looked furward to it

“wilh the raptere of a child who antic'pates 3

“hofiday.  But it was not the Creator wham J

thus joycd to woiship 3 it was before Lis.
) .

glorious creature that 1 bent in almost pros-
trate idolatry.  Yes, the flattered, adored,
and haughty heiress—she who had trifled with
human hearts as with the baubles of an hour,
was now pouring out her first affections an
unregarded tribute—she was won by him
who alone had never wooed her favour—to
whom her boasted beauty and her bouondless
wealth were valucless as dust and ashes, and
in whose reguard the lowliest and homeiiest
Christian maiden wasof more esteem than she.
Yes, imagination, passion, sensibility, long
dormant, now awoke—to what a world of
suffering ! But if suffering, it was also life
—life, whose sharpest pangs were worthy and
ennobling. Why should 1 blush to own, and
shriok from describing, the heavenliest feel~
ing of my rature ¥ 17hy not glory that my
spirit turned coldly away from the frivolous
and base, and bowed in reverent homage at the
shriue of worth, aud wisdom, and holiuess,
and genius ©  Yes, it was throngh my
admiration of these great qualitics, that love
won its impeded way into the far recesses of
my soul.  Blessed by nature, that gave me
strong sympzthies, able Lo struggle up thraugh
the wrummels of a false and fecble education !
Blessed be love—aye, even its very thorns-—
for by it I was first led into the swcetand quict
world of literature, and felt the infinitely
growing joys of kuowledze, and learned to
gaze dehghtedly upon the changing and ime
mortal face of nature,

At first I had not theugld Trevor beautifuls
‘Thist renember distiuctly, or I could not now
believe it 3 fury so svon as I had marked the
mystic intelligence between the outward aspect
and the inward lieart, his face beeame to me
even as the faccof an angele  1hs soft dark
Lair flowed mechly away on cither side 2 fore-
Lcad where mental power and moral grandeus
sat fitly eathroned - Lis ¢yes shone sercncly
lustrous with ¢ e soul's own holy light 5 and
O the warm b.aevaolience of his bright smile ©
While he preacked, the light from a riclly
sained ofid witdow streamed upon lis figuie,



