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forth for the vicious, whercver sin is concealed un-
der the mask of beauty, rendering it an object of
admiration and love; surely it must be dangerous
and improper.”’

Y am sorry you objcet to theztrical amusements,
for 1 had hoped to induce you to attend an amateur
play, which Mrs. Forlescuc has in contemplation,”
said Marion ; ¢ Belinda, are you aware that she
intends asking Captain Blanchard to take the part
of her hero. Do you think he will consent

< Indecd I know not,” replied Belinda, while her
cheek crimsoned ; ““but I sincercly hopc he may
not.”

“Ha! my little jealous lady, how immediately
she takes the alarm,” returned her sister.

“ Do not accusc me of so mean a quality,” said
Belinda, looking down ; “ surely you would not be
pleased to sec one you loved, doing that which you
disapprove, Marion 1

“ Ah, my dear, if you set your affections on so
attractive an object, you must prepare yourself for
many little crosses—you do not expcct to monopo-
lize him 7”

¢ I do not wish it, my sister—to require the con-
stant socicty of a beloved object for our own grati-
fication, rather than malke their happiness our study,
would be selfish.”

¢ How prettily spoken,” returned Marion ; ¢ but
am I not to be envied—there is my dear Baron
Feldbach in love with himself, and positively he has
no rival.”

¢ Oh, Marion, how can you speak thus lightly of
one to whom you are so soon to plight your vows,”
said the dear Belinda, in a tone of reproach.

The gentlemen at this moment euntered, when
Blanchard drawing ncar to Belinda, observed :

““Why, my pretty Nun, all gravity again—how is
this 1?

“ Belinda is uneasy at the idea of your perform-
ing Romeo with the fascinating Murs. Fortescue,”
returned Marion, thoughtlessly.

A slight shade of displeasure crossed his facc.

¢ Is that the case, Belinda 7 he asked.

¢ Answer for me, Marijon, I think you misunder-
stood me,” returned Belinda, her tone of voice to
me implying fear.

“ Marion has answered for you once, and un-
truly,” said I, smiling; * therefore trust her not
again, else we will betray her.”

Belinda thanked me by a look, while Blanchard
laughingly said :

¢ Marion, you are incorrigible, I have half a mind
to punish you, by proposing your Baron for the part
of Monsieur Zephyr, in the interlude—~how would
he become a pair of wings 2

The ponderous figure of the Baron approached as
he uttered this. Blanchard looked over his shoulder
as he led Belinda away, and the arch expression of
his countenance on beholding him place himaclf by
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Marion’s side, was irresistible, and returned by oné
(rom her equally mischicvous.

At an early hour Blanchard took leave.

“You will come to us soon sgain, will you not 2"
enquired Belinda.

““ Tomorrow, I fear, duty will detain me,” he re-
plied; <and Thursday I have an engagement. Fri-
day, fair maiden, will sec me at your feet.”

1 hope,” added Belinda, placing her hand in hiss
“I love not to speak certainly of happiness—it
scems to me presumptuous.’

<1 hope’—then be it dearest—good night.”

¢ Oh, my dear Mrs. Mary,” said Belinda, throw”
ing herself into my arms, on our meeting in her own!
apartment ; ‘it is a fearful thing to love, to give up
our heart to any object of earth’s mould, to fecl 2%
we gaze upon it, by what a frail hold we posscss it
yes, to love as I do, so devotedly, MusT be wrong
Would that I were as Marion, calm and indiffe-
rent.”

*Wish not that, my child,” I replied, cmbracing
her ; ¢ else would you be equally so in the perform”
ance of your duties—you are fully aware of the
danger attending inordinate affection—you well
know its sin in the sight of Him who has said, ¢giv®
me thine heart,’—and this will make you watchf®)
over yoursclf, and constant in prayer. Alas, if left
without the Divine guidance, who would be blame*
less—but for God’s restraining grace, every thoughts
every word, every action, would be continually
tinctured with sin; but when he secs our earnest
desires to pleasc him, he will lend a gracious ear ¥
our petitions—~nor will he ever try us beyond oY
strength, but will with each temptation make a waf
for our escape.

The day fixed for Mrs. Harrington’s ball arrived”
the arrangements for which had been the sole 0c¢%
pation for very many preceding ones. Belinda, 2%
sisted by Blanchard, had taken an active part in ol
the decorations, and I confess I could not help feel
ing an interest in her innocent gaiety, particuld™
as I perceived how doubly careful she was to omit
no more important duty. Blanchard was to have
come to St. Margerets early in the morning, to he'P
her and Marion in wreathing evergreens and flower
in the dancing room, but he wrote her a few hur™
lines, expressing his regret that he was unable ¥ de

’ uld
so, owing to some unexpected order, which wo
detain him until a late hour, when he was eng23
to dine at Mr. Fortescue’s, and would comé ':is‘
their party in the evening. This was her first &
appointment, and checked the buoyancy of spirit w
which she had left her room at early dawn. ol
sitting quietly at my work table, removed ffl"mﬁn p
the bustle and confusion in the house, rumin® e ¥
on the trouble bestowed, and the time cOﬂ‘“med o
one night’s pleasure, when Belinda su Iy
tered in tears. 1 looked at her in amazement-

yont
“Why Belinda,” said I, ¢ must scold you €



