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:“‘;’eluctance to confide her to Blanchard ; but he
%uld not, in honour, rescind the promise he had
§ven,
“n:ail;‘;; my dear child, T dare not be so selfish or so
on} ul .lo my word,” he replied; “if I could
Y prevail on him to leave the army, we might all
‘"entll%t ("?r worlds, my father, said Belinda, vehe-
Pinesy 3 not for wor.lds. There could be no hap-
ang (‘s in a measure s0 opposed to his sense of honour
e or which he.mlght hereafter most justly reproach
ﬂbe: No, no, his duty calls him hence. Mine is to
“Y, my father.”
a"(,B‘clinda,” said Mr. Harrington, gazing with
yo“nlushmenl‘. upon her ; “can it be possible that
g ove B]‘anchard to the extent you have said,
N make this sacrifice to duty %
- Can I give a stronger proof of love than to say
on ould leave country, friends, 'all else dear to me
c“:%_lrth, for his sake; yes, all,” she continued,
o Plng her hands, and gazing upwards with an
orl’l'esslon of devout fervour ; “save Him who died
my redemption.”
Mr. Harrington was much affected. He mingled
'::’8 with his embraces, as he said
- .Yes ch.ild, most beautiful, most beloved, the
gion which produces such practice must be per-
“‘);' Go, Belinda, to your rest ; I would wish to be
'uree. May Blanchard prove desetving of a trea-
whose full value I never knew till it is about to
o ‘.Ost tome. Go, dearest, I can speak no more
Might,*
pmiilindu v‘vould have lingered, for a thousand
oo ul e.mohons crowded on her heart, but her {ather
" ed his hand to her, when she slowly and sorrow-
Y retired.
?"‘l gaining her own room, she threw herself on
iil lfees and wept long and bitterly. The situation
Y’hlch she was placed, to one like her, was indeed
N “:;lg, yet she knew that she had but one course to
nd“e, which was fervent prayer for Divine help,
HOla;te:afiy purpose to ob‘cy the influence of God’s
erye h pm.t, for whose‘gmdance her petitions were
ing up in humble faith. On the following morn-
r’ she confided to me all her thoughts, her hopes,
fears. 1 fully anticipated, after the fearful night

“Whe
hich had called the strength of her attachment for

Blg

nchard so prominently forward, that if he urged
"h:h}: could not'r(.efuse to reward the self’ devotion
dia: he had ex.hnblted. Is there one who will feel
) ppointment in her decision ?—if’ so, they expect
re from human nature than it will ever afford. 1
hl'b“t trace that which I know, and have felt, and
e seen.  Perfection is reserved for another and

ghfer world.
s r. Harrington had promised to see Blanchard
in before he left the parsonage, he having ex-
b sed an carnest desire for an interview with Be-
%, but this, under existini 4.‘circumstances, was
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difficult, since delicacy and consideration for the
feelings of Lindsay, forbade her accompanying her
father to his house, but she wrote a few hurried lines,
which she intrusted to Mr. Harrington, and then
confined herself to the privacy of her own apartment
until his return. In a few hours she was summoned
down stairs, when she perceived a carriage standing
before the hall door; she almost trembled as she
turned the lock to enter the library, how was her
emotion increased on beholding Harvey Blanchard,
his cheek pale from the pain he had suffered, and
from want of rest, yet there sat on his fine counten-
ance an cxpression of triumphant happiness, which
revealed his thoughts. She flew towards him, una-
ble to trust her voice, and placed herself by his side
on the sofa—his wounded arm rested in a sling, but
with the other he pressed her in silence to his heart.

¢ This intractable friend of yours would not pass
St. Margarets without seeing you,”” said Mr. Har-
rington, smiling; < but his surgeon waits for him in
the carriage, and forbids him more than five minutes.
I will go and keep watch that he does not exceed
them,” and he left the room as he spoke.

¢ You are then recovering, dear Harvey,”” said
Belinda, now venturing to ook up. ¢ Oh, whatan
awful night it was; I would not suffer what I then
did again for worlds.”

«To me it was one full of happiness,” replied
Blanchard, “since I knew not before the strength
of your affection. God bless you, my own darling
Belinda, for the confidence you have reposed in me.
Until last Saturday, I never dared to hope that you
would consent to share my fortunes, and accompany
me abroad, and without that certsinty I would not
have asked you, as 1 could brook no denial.”

¢ Proud man, must you never meet denial,” asked
Belinda, with a faint smile, as she gazed upon his
noble and most beautiful countenance.

« Not from you,” he returned, with an answering
smile. ' ) g
« Then, to lower that high bearing, I should have
withheld awhile my promise—the boy will soon for-
sake the butterfly which he has so easily caught, 1
fear.”

<« Belinda, you consider me unstable, fickle, wa-
vering § nay, you need not blush so deeply, I can
read well your thoughts, which are as open as your
fair brow. I may have been 80 till I knew you, but
there is something in you scarcely to be defined,
which has had the power to rivet my affections ; the
very first evening we met, your image found a place
in my heart, and in all my wanderings since T left
you, there has it remained enshrined, even when 1
might have seemed to give my thoughts to others—
aye, often amidst scenes of revelry have you stood
before me, like an angel, and saved me from self
reproach. Belinda, an honourable aitachment is

our best safeguard.”



