THE LOCVED TOO LATE:

dential.  He spake more of his owa feelings,—
and tho» -h he said but little of ciicamstances, it
was not difficalt for Lucy to conjec'we them!
Ile wrote much, too, of the pleasure which her

letters afforded bim,—of the clojuence, of the

' koowledge, which he found in them,—of ihe
sweet moral principles he gathered fiom them.
1{e spoke of the couutry and the ficlds, of the de-
Jight he had once found in them, but which hud of
late been tarnished,—of his determination to re-
pair his errors, and to seck in the home of his fu-
thers and his youth the happiness he fourd not
elsewhere. And here Lucy thought she perceiv-
ed a return to his former simplicity —to his former
fecliogs. Not one thought of self was he.s, none
bat the most unbiassed, the holiest motives, as
she watched with joy this chunge—tbis renewal of
bis spirit. DMinutely had she studied Tracey’s
character, arnd she felt that a noble heart would
indeed be undonge, if, when he discovered how
worthless were the objeets which he hud sought
after, habit should still carry him in pu.sait of
them. WWherever his heart might be really ditect-
ed—whether his love for Lady ['lorence were
deep and ardent or not— Lucy felt that it was only
by eradicating his fidse and glitteiing desives that

bis happiness cou'd be secured.  JIor luve was

not that which is afraid to throw o iis g2 bines
lest it should also Josc its bashfuluess. Activg

only with simplicity, she kuew not that it is often
mistaken for autfulness. A few days afte badiug
expressed his determiuation, Tiacey 1ctuined to
D—. Lucy niet him on the evening of his ani-
val, her walk having been by chance directed to-
wards the manor house.

The cause of Tracey’s abrupt retmin fiom Loz
don may here be briefly mentioned.  Lady T'lo-
rence, who could inlierit but a small poition of
the family estatez, would, at her futher’s death,
be the possessor of a very limited pottion. 1In
spite of Lor vank and beauty, a masriuge with
Tracoy was by fu= the most desirable match that
offered. But on their fast return to Loadoa, the
attentions of a young nob'e
safficiently flarteriag to lead to a fliration,—and
Tracey, after a vain remonstrance, conceiving
himself slighted, hnmediately hastened haek to
D—. Lady Tlorence, however, had outwiuted
herself. 'The young nobleman set ont for the con-
tineat,—-lut in the tender adiea which he took,
expressed no hope of a future uniea.

In the meantime, Tracey and his cousin, now
re-united, renewed the pleasures of their younger
days. Each day they wandered over some well-
I¢membered scene—rocks that had rung mavy a

1 of [oitune were
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time with the echioes of their childish voices—
stieams by which they had wasted the voluptuous
hours, thiowiog on the suft tide the wild flowers
they had gathered.  Tracey had always found de-
Light i rural Ladseapes,—bot it was Lucy who
had niade a study of the sweet and beautiful lora

which

¢ Pinds tongues ia tress, haaks ia the ruaning brooks,
Scr.nons in stones, and good in every thing.?

To her it had not been like the vain learning of
man, for here the great Spinit of Natue had been
her teacher. In sickness and satiety of this
world’s puisuits, she had sought it, as tke wearied
traveller in the desert refieshes himself with the
cooling watars from some old and sacred fountain,
Sweet science, —whichh all glike may cuitivate !
To which the philosophes may turu, when dis-
heaitened with the uncerainty of his own pur-
suits, and find in the blade of grass more than the
wonderful miechanism of itsfibres, and extiact from
the flower a perfuzne belonging not to i s odours.
W hat should we hayve been without thee, O Visible
Nature?  Where wounid have been our ideas of
beauty and of viitue > Where would the enlight-
- ened sage have gathered his maxims for the world
—uhee wou'd the ¢ luistan have found the foot-
steps of a God 2 Whence wouald have flowed the
light-=the Luowled;ze, - where would have arisen
the hols flame of the Idea:? Not for us would
the Lisd havo strang his iyre. Not one tender
cinotivn,—not one 2\ of hope,—not one bond of
s»mwpithy, would bave been awakened in our bo-
ANl would have been dark, harsh, cheer-
Unfe!t the throh of pity —unheard the voice
Oh, Natare !—Spuit of Natere !—

sows.
less.

of hanmony.
what woiid have been our hear
vial haid 2—without ‘he greea meadows, and the
stream, and the grove 2—without the romiag cas
tarart, the mighty forest, the majestic mountain 2
These are thy giits, to hiudle the affcetions that
are implanted in us——to shed throngh us the bread

s without thy ge-

fight, the < Universai Harmony.”

And it was thus that a sy mpathetic feeling was
awahened in the bosoms of the Cousins. As
!

they roamed along together day by day, holding
3

; sweer diseourse, Tiarey felt a growing aficciion
-1 Lis heart, though he knew not if it were avght
else thin such as a brother might feel.  But bhe
examined it not—sudicient for him was it that
I each d 1y he gazed upon her form and listened to
her voi:e s—he d.d not analyze the th.ob of pajn
whicl Le felt, when any thing prevented their
meet'ng.  But with Liey it was wholly different.
i The flame that burned within her, thongh cog-



