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able ; positive madness! If it were not that
such folly ernnot last, in a‘mind like hers, I
should be in perfeet despair.”

He moved about through the brilliant
rooms, wrapped in his own bitter thouphts,
and felt relieved when Lady Elton ot last
expressed her wish to leave. i tule,
drooping lady Sarah was exhausted + e
fatigue of, dancing, and threw hersell -
guidly into a corner of the carriage,

% Yoor child,” aaid her scarcely less lan-
gaid mother, * no wander yow are tired.
The heat of the rooma was so great I thought
I should have fainted ; and we have -all this
to go through aguin on Saturday, at Lagdy
Vere's. 1 fear it is too much for you, dear.”

¢ Oh, never mind, mamma: I shall keep
up very well,” was Lady Sarsh’s reply, ina
faint husky voice, “One must go through
it, you know ; and hetter die of fatigue than
of ennwi, But, dear mamma, we must be
sure to give Kmily a glowing account of it,
and make her repent her desertion.”

“ Silly child ” said bher mother. I really
think we are to blame for indulging such
whims. I have no pationce with young
propla setting up to be wiser than their
parents i

“ Direct opposition would only do harm,”
anid her husband. “ A mind like hers must
be led, not coerced, Leave Emily to me,
and you will see if I do not win her back.”

They arrived at home, and the ladies im-
mediately withdrew. 'T'oo anxious for sleep,
Lord Elton wandered into his daughter’s sit-
ting room, and threw himself into the chair
which she Ead lately accupied. A hymn-book
lay on the tahle near it. He toak it up, and
glancing over a few pages, threw it down
with an expression of intense disgust,

* Wrdtched doggrel !” he thought; “is it
this that occupies that fine intellect? She
that could appreciate and delight in the no-
blest and mos: difficult authors, to descend to
such contemptible ataoff as this! More my
compaunion and friend than my child, ske
was everything to me; but now I feel as if 1
had lost her. It must ot go on—it cannot
be. Nothing shall be left untried to win her
back, and bring her to her right senses again.
Unluckily, her mother never understood her ;
and Sarah has so little mind, she could not
influence her. But Mrs. Annesley; ah, she
will be a powerful assistant, so engaging and
attractive, and really attached to Emily, I
will enlist her good offices, aind he!p her in-
genuity in every way., Lwily must be re-
covered from this disgraceful infaiuation.”

And where was this daughter, whose ab-
sence left sueh a blank, and caused so many
regrets and such painful auxiety ? Lot us
seek her out, and discover the cause of her
strange withdrawal, ’

It is a quiet drawing room that we entef
now, and a scene very different from the bril-
liaut one we have so-lately l¢fi. . ‘There is no
lack of elugance, but it is the elegance of re-
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finement rather than of fashion. A beautifut
hiarp aud piano, thrown invitingly open, tell
of musical pawers cultivated and prized.
Books, too, are not wanting; and, without
possessing a single unmeaning luxury, the
room looks charming, homelike, intellectual,
and cheerful. A little party are gathered
round the table, deeply engaged in an em-
ployment worthy of immortal minds,~—the
study of the Bible.

As we look on them and mark the holy
and reverential thought beaming ib those
countenannes, as they hend over the inspired
page, it seems as thou~h they are beings of
a different sphere from the gay revellers we
have left; and so in iruth they are. Born
from above, they are citizens of a heavenly
countey, and in daily, constant communica-
tion with the land of their bitth. Illustrious
exiles! their nobility is hidden, but it is not
the less redl; and though: deapised by the
“ worldlying in wickedness,” in which they
-must sojourn for a season, celestial eyes see
in them a bewuty and perfeciion heyond all
that earth can offer. To them the sensas of
the soul have been unsealed, and their ears
hear, and their eyes see, things which have
not entered into the heart of the natural man
to conceive. Heira of a glarious immortals
ity, of a divine inheritance, already its sun-
shine glows in their hearts, already- its cli-
mate has begun in their stuls. Even now
they are tasting a rich cluster from that land
of promise, which shall cheer and refresh
thetn on their journey, and lead them to press
o' with new courage. Ah! their'joys aré
indeed very different from those of earth;
and as far ahave them, as the soarings of tiis
lark in the skies to the shining of the glow-
worm, ‘cleaving 1o her native mire. )

Lady Emily Lisle is one of this little circle.
She speuks little ; but the expression of her
face, a8 from time to time she lifts her deep
lustrous eves from the sacred page, and her
look of earnest attention, as she listens to the
explanations given, show with what gladness
she is partaking of the fruit of the Tree of
Life. 8o Jately a subject of the god of this
world.~—go lately an ardent votary at his
shrine of self-indulging pleasure and artificial
glare,—so newly emancipated from the bon-
dage of corrupiion,—how wondrous to se=
already sech keen relish for things true and
pure, and lovely and divine? :

But thereis nothing to hard for the Lord
and, through the effectual working of His
Spivit, Lady anily had indeed become traas-
formed in t'.e spirit of her mind.

It was hut a few weeks before, that-at the
persuasion of her friend, Mrs. Dudlev, she
had accompanied her to S—— chapel. Enter-
ing with the most perfect indiffersuce and
unconcern, she had no thought except to bave
her mind amused for an hour with the preach-
er's novelty, and, perhaps, to find material
for & hearty lnugh on her return, But in-
sensibly: she fourd her atiention almost pain-



