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THE SNOWDROPS. |

it in ouraclves and others, Mary’s fathor selected himself th

books hit daughte- read. It is true that the uniformity of her
life in that quiet village rendered books a nocessity of her
existence ; but her father gave such a turn to her reading
that her unleistanding beecame matured and her heart
onnobled, without her susceptible imagination being in
danger of bring teo much stimulated or over-excited.
Firmly and unswervingly he kept in view that one object of
Lis Lfe, to strengthen and bwld up the senl of his young
daughter.  He wasa wiee master-builder, one who had taken
care to lay his superstructure on a solid foundation. For,
although the cvents of futurity are not within our own
control, yet (il will, through ail'the rain aml sunshine of this
world, complete and render ec:ure the building, and though,
now and then, 1 starm may loosen a heam, or shake lintel or
rafter, yob nothing can destioy the foundation, and all will
igsue in everlasting gnod.

Still aad t]mug?n.fnl stands Mary, now eightcen ycars of
age, at the window of her sitting-room, looking out into the
cold wintry landseape,  TTill and meadow are covercl with
deep suow : it scoms as if all nature were enveloped in & vast
winding-sheet, and the storm rages over the groves, as if
venting its madidest passion upon the leatless trecs. .Auy
one whose hoart is light, or who lives in the midst of a large
cheerful family circle, can manage to feel happy and sheltered
in the dullest weather, caring no more for wintry days than
do plants in a warm room.

But Mary’s heart is troubled and heavy, and the sight of
that wintry prospeet fills her cyes with tears. Toor Mary's
heart has lost its peace, and her faith, which has hitherto
rather been the sweet reliance of a child than the firm trust
of the experienced Christian, is not sufficient to support her
in this extremity. A neighbouring parish has lately lost its
pastor, whose place has become supplied by a young man.
Hartmanu, such was the name of the young minister, tuok
an early opportunity of visiting Mary’s father, aud saon
became an immense favourite with the aged pastor.  Decided
in his religious opininus, errnest and warm-hearted in disposi-
tion, the young man seon wor the heart of the old one, and
gained in him a true friend and a wise guide and counsellor.
Hartmann's frequent visits, hizs sociality and his intclleet,
brought a pleasant change to the monotounous life of the
parsonage. Mary soon learned to behold all things in the
roseate hues of love. I'he common duties of the day were no
longerirksomo to her, for shehad the eveninge to look forward
to, those dclightful cevenings which were as wings wafting
her away from prosaic realities to sunny lands of imagina-
tion. Hartmann enjoyed intercourse with the mind of so
intellectual a girl, and seldom missed paying his evening visit
to her father »nl herself.  Frank and honourable as ke was,
he c.uld not aveid giving her many proofs of his esteem and
regard, prinfs which were to Mary as pearls to be carefully
strung together and worn as her choicest treasurcs. But such
pearls are often mere tinsel, only dazzling us by their false
glow, and making our clouded cyes iusensible to the true
value and heauty of that pearl of great price, fur which we
should be willing to relinquish all earthly possessions. Mary
soon learned, by examining her own heart, that her inward
peace diminished in proportion as she sought carthly good,
even supposing that good to be the bighest attainable iu this
world. The idea, however, of bhecoming Iartmann’s wife
had hecome so natural and so probable, that she saw no reason
for checking the affection she felt herself beginning to fecl for
him., No passed an entire yew. Hartmann had arrived
with the earliest days of winter, and once again the autumnal
wind shook the stubble and whistled in the variously-tinted
leaves of the trees whose fruit had gone. During this time
Mary’s heart had been experiencing all the alternatious of joy
and grief which a passionate love can bring. But s0w sorrow
had obtiined the complete mastery over juy. For though Hart-
manu’s manner to Fer remained the same as ever, friendly and
kind though never tender, he began now to speak of altera-
tions and preparations in his house, to take frequent journeys
from home, and to discontinue (sometimes for days together)
his visits to the parsonage. It was cvident that the object of
his fondest bopes was eclsewhere. Mary suffered deeply,
but in silence. It is true she had learnt to look on life frem
another point of view from that which is too frequent with
her gex. She felt that wedded Jove, however happy, is not
the bighest object to which woman’s heart can aspire. ler
father had taught ber to raise her hopes and her longings
beyond the bounds of time and space. He had often told her,
too, that whoever desirs to serve God wust be willing to deny

himself, tako up his cross daily, and follow thoe Master's foot.
steps.  All this she had boen tanght ; but Anowing and lears.
rneg aro not the same with practies and experience,” Mary folt
asif her dreamns of carthly happiness had shivered into frag.
ments ; she tricd to bo resigned and patient, but the struggi
was too bard, and cost her many bitter tears,

On the last fine evening of that autumn, the pastor way
seated in a pleasant arbour in his garden, reading a haok,
{11s daughter sat beside him, making tea, but every now and
then casting an absent gaze over the autumnal woods, A
week had passed since they had seen Hartmann, and he hag
agnin beenon a journey,  She knew well what had probably
been the object of that journey, yet a vain deceptive hope
atill cheered her,  She almost expected some miracle \\'ou‘ld
be wrought to spare her the misery of losing him. In this
mond Mary sat at the tea-table, suddenly, however, a well.
known step roused her from her reveries, and in another
moment Hartmann was by her side. **Who knows?
thought Mary to herself, The young man greeted father
and daughter with his usual frank cordiality, told them the
town news, and then, nrt witheut slightly reddening, nw
without a shade of embarrassment in his manner, he told the
pastor of the happy result of his journeys. A few days
Lafore, Lic informed Mary’s father he had become aflianced ta
his beloved Lmily.

“Youn know my intended,” ne said, turning to Many.
“Youn will, T feel sure, show her attention and kindues,
for the country-life into which she is about to enter for my
sake, will be dull at first, after the choerful home she wil
have to leave.”

Poor Mary! The storms which, like heralds of death,
come beforehand to usher in the winter, are like gentle
breezes in comparison with the tempest which has sprugg
up in her heart.  Waking and sleeping she repeated to hersell
Hartmann’s terrible words, but it was long before she conld
completely realize the erushing thougat that his love could
never be hers. But when the tirst passionate sorrow had
passed away, her thoughts reverted to the Divine sonre
of all love and goodness, to Him whem she had been in dange
of forgetting, m His creature, and whom, probably, sh
would not have remembered now, had he not blighted th
flowers of her life. But she was to experience that thy
1cturn to her Heavenly [Father could only be accomplished
through the deepest self-abasement. Blessed words of the
apostle, ‘‘humble vourselves, therefore, under the mighty
hand of God, that He may exalt you in due time.” Swee
and comforting accents are ye, to such as have been taught
your true meaning.  But melancholy days were now in stor
for pror Mary. The dull winter days, the intense, almot
desolate stillness of her home, rendered, if possible, st”
sadder by occasional vigits trom Hartmann and his bride, th
increasing infirmities of her father, and a thousand otb~
cares and deep trials which a hght heart might casily han
borne, but whieh weighed leavily on one already so tried
All these things were to the pastor’s daughter a daily exerds
of faith and obedience. How deep is the truth conveyed it
these werds of Lwald's, in his excellent ““Instructiong fe
the Female Sex.” *<It is not as a punishment, but i
merey, that God sends us daly fasks when the paradise d
the heart is lost.”

3ut we are like foolish chililren who refuse to take healiny
medicine when they are sick on account of its bitterness ; au
thus Mary thought to find in these daily trials only anef
source of sorrow, feeling indeed, somehow, that she waszg
a school, but not comprehending exactly what she was to k¥
taught in it. ]

So passed that leng, sad winter, bunt at length once agizf
the warm sun of March imparte:l new life to the chill meadong:
and the eoft winds of spring breathed once more upon g
frost-hound earth, and even Mary, heavy as was her heatk
shared in some degree in this universal gladness. She oftaj;
went into the woods and tields, and joined in celebratixk
Nature’s festival resurrection. One day she brought hems
from one of her 1ambles some of the spring's first-born g
dren, the lovely snowdrops, and with them she decorate:
her father's quiet hittle study, because he was no les
able to go out and gather them himself.

<1 wouder,” said Mary to her father, as she arranged
spring bouquet in a vase on the study table, ** I wonderb
it is that these, the most fragile of all flowers, should be
earliest of all $o come vut into blcom. So many stormy
and so much ice aud frost secm to threaten thair very!l
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Lut they veatyve to show their pretty white leads ip eve



