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¢ Tp be wroth with what we love,
Duth work like madness in the brain.”
..

* Have you not love enough to bear with me,
hen that rush humour, which my mother gave me
Maukes s forgetful.”

Shal:speare.

Whex Mary found herself once more in the soli-
tude of her own chamber, she gave full vent to her
feelings, which for so many hours had been painfully
suppressed.
-¢¢He is my brother now,” she exclaimed, as she
* Paced the room with agitated steps ; ¢ and in that
refation alone 1 must lcarn to love him. Thou, oh
my Father, wilt help me to 4o s0,” she continued,
looking up to heaven with streaming eyes;  wilt
help me to vise above every care, every thought that
would impede my progress in the Christinn’s path—
from heuceforth 1 devote myself to Thee ; accept
e, | implore Thee, and never suffer me to yield
4gain so entirely to an carthly affection, for oh it
has been ersnaring and [ull of bitterness 3 vet has it
taught me wine own weakness, mine awn vilencss
in Thy sight, therefore is the mortifying trial salu-
tary. It has passed, and 1 thank Thee. I thank
Thee that my secret has been divalged to no one—
that 1 have been spared that humiliation at lezet.
00k down with an eye of compassion on Thy ser- '
Yant, humbly kneeling before Thee—econtrite—peni-
tent ot the foot of the Cross, and shed the light of
by countenance upon me—sa¥ to me: ¢ Arise,
Tary, thy sins be forgiven thee ;’ then shall I have
tlrength to procced on my way, for the chain is
reken which bound me to earth, and I am free—
free 0 scrve Thee faithfally my Lord and my God®
ne}:ary rose from her kx'efas, after this petiticn, a
vain tt:reature-—for whelf did the penitent plead in
ot 0 that merciful Being, who is ever more ready
n%de;r than we are to pray. The strength ghc
esa:h Was graciously bestowed upon her, and'in
. 1aa 8 month subsequent to the marriagc of her

*eter, peace hod dawned upon her soul, and happi-
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ness shone in her path like glittering sunbeame, whett
the tempest is over. Yet some anxious fcars shé
could not hclp indulging on account of the young
Beatrice, who she knew had been immersed iv a co%
stant round of gay pleasure, since first she had left

childhood’s hom#, for Norwood Abbey, and that a
perceptible change had in consequence taken place
in her thoughts and feelings, which Mary lamcnted
to see were now entirely ziven to the world and its
vanitiess In Colonel Breretpn she felt that she
would meet a stcady and determined guide—ocne
from whose intellectual and gifled mind she would
reap much that would tend to strengthen hers ; but
this was not enough, for while his heart was un-
touched by the power of vital religior, and in utter
ignorance of its extreme sinfulness in the sight of

-God, how could he lead her to the fountain of living

waters, from whence she might draw and receive
spiritual strength for the performance of her duties.

¢ Byt the band of God is not shortened,” would
the. pious Mary say, as she pordered on thesc things.
“Mighty to save—can he not bring lizht out of
darkuess—Dbeauty and order out from the swiul
chaos.” ‘

It was at this period Ltdt, to her infinite astonish-
mient, and while confiding her fears and anxicties
for the beloved Deatrize to My, Mortimer, that she
first discovered his attachment for hersell  Mare
than ever humbled in her own opinion by her recent
disappointment, the thought that any.cue cculd love
her,was strange yet pleasing. the hadabways ,pz-:{e_rj~'
enced for the amiable minister a high respectard res,
gard, but now when his sentiments, betrayed in an |
unguarded moment, were laid apoix Sefore her,at frst.
she piticd—th&n she Jistencd—she wepi—she trem=’
bled—and in tie she loved—but kuowing, as she
did, the value that her parents attached to wcalth,
she fell that to afford him any hope would be only
cruel. This he darcd not aspire to. He had met
the swect smile which to!d him he wag not indjfr-ent
to her—he had pressed the coveted hund between
both his, and the heart of Edward Mortimer bounds



