THE LITERARY GARLAND.
'

Tion 1 pay visits in the neighbourhood, and Belinda
c"":e to me, cntreating that I would sce him.
m Under cxisting circumstances, it would distress
°}0 do so,” she said. “ Can you enter into my
- leelings 72
in: Most truly, my dear girl; I will attend him
tnmly.”
:;llndsuy was standin; at the window on my en-
e ; he turned quickly round wher the door
:u?:'rmd, and a slight look of disappointment crossed
ny :aturcs, but he advanced and cordially accepted
A Iflnd 3 I thought him looking far from well.
er trust Miss Harrington is not still confined to
“"Dom P’ he enquired anxiously.
ffomN ot entirely, but she has scarcely recovered
« 0 the effeets of her alarm and anxicty,” I replied.
¢ both owe much to you and to Captain Blan-
tharg 2>
“To me, nothing—nor do I think that Blanchard
0:3 credit to himself for what any would have
‘eiiph?ed ifl the same circumstances.”
hope ; :‘; is still progressing towards recovery, J
£
“Yes, I am happy to say. Last night he appear-
Po:ie.stless. He finds it difficult to remain in onc
“‘Jon, and to which he is obliged to submit.”’
« You find him an intractable patient, I fear 7
% Much less so than I expected ; indeed I can
rcely regret an accident which has made us better
hi:'ln to each other ; has removed a prejudice on
Part, and given me a better insight into his char-
tﬁm.th:m I could have gained in a year, by merely
: ing him in society.”’
And is that increased knowledge in his favour ?
) en‘lflired, with a degree of concern which I could
pueddlsguise. He looked at me a moment ere he re-

€
‘DeL‘idedly 80 ; his chief errors have been
0::)3”‘0}1“1 -by a faulty education and a want of
" “:l in h}s childhood. His heart is warm—
'ee:h there is much, very much, I could wish to
hecu anged. Mrs.‘Mary,” he continued, while the
e colour on his cheek, and his faultering voice,
"ﬁn?%d the emotion he felt, ¢ the interest I enter-
or Blanchard is of no common kind. I know
to be dear to one for whose well-being my
i:’el.'s have been- offered for years, and although
."o _dlscovery has destroyed hopes which (I hesitate
%ﬂ‘:" confes'sing 1o you as her most intimate friedd)
" once mine, yet would it rejoice me to behold
_tonsummated with « reasonable prospect of
?‘Dlne“,» '
, IQS}ICh scntiments from you surprise me not,”
o yPhed, gazing with adwiration on the noble mind-
the Oung nan ; yet do they add to my regret that
You *ealization of Belinda’s wishes should destroy
g,
ke
Ah, Mrs. Mary,” he returncd, in 4 tone slightly
ul 5 “offer not praise where none is due—
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ere my wishes can be realized, 1 must go home,”
and he waved his hand upwards emphatically;
“ even had Belinda felt for me what I once dared to
think, it would have been cruct had 1 linked her fate
with mine, when after a few brief years of happi-
ness, we must have been divided.”

I looked astonished and pained while he pro-
ceded : .

¢ You do not comprehend me 5 but it requires no
prophet to foretel that the same malady which has
swept away nearly all who were near and dear to
me, is ready Lo scize upon another victim ; it creeps
stowly and unperceived, like the worm into the bud,
but its course is as sure and destructive.”

« My dear friend,” I exclaimed, while tears filled
my eyes; I trust you are mistaken.”

¢ Oh, heaven forbid,” he replied, clasping his
hands with a fervency which was startling ; “ since
{ have long viewed that hour with the yearning de-
sires of one who rests for mercy on Him who can
never fail—who' accepts me, and gives me a blessed
assurance of eternal happiness, in his own written
word. But I came not to speak of myself,”” he
added, after a short pausc, which I had no power to
interrupt ; “I thought it might interest you or Be-
linda, to hear haw Blanchard passcd the Sabbath in
the parsonage,”and he smiled. .

When I was cnabled to answer him, for T confess
that his speech and manner for the moment affected
me beyond measure, I expressed my eagernes to
hear all that he had so thoughtfully come to recapi-
tulate, and which I record in nearly his own words.

It was not until the evening that Lindsay’s dutics
permitted him to attend exclusively to his guest—
he then entered his room and threw himself
into a chair. ¢ You look fatigued,” said Blanchard 3
¢ I hope your labours for the day are over.” ¢ They
are, and for your sake I am glad, I fear you have
found it & tedious one.’ ¢I have certainly felt o
somewhat like the lion in the net,’ replied Blan-
chard, yawning ; €and never was I more heartily
tired of my own company.’ ‘You are not often
alone, T imagine ? ¢ Never, when I can help it
<But is not that paying an ill compliment to your
own thoughts and resources 7 I do not trouble
thought much, when 1do I am depressed.” ¢But
in the course of your career, you inay be placed in
circumstances where you cannot command society ;
what would you do then ?* ¢ Possibly I might
drown or'shoot myself,” and he smiled. ¢ That was
indced said without thought,’ returned Lindsay ;
¢now what would you givc to posscss a charm,
which would render the most desolate spot a para-
disc, where indcpendent of all earthly fictitious
means, you could be supremely happy, and it even
borne down hy affliction, by pain, by sorrow, your
mind would be staid in peace. ¢Such a charm,
were it in existence, would undoubtedly be beyond

all price.’ It is beyond all price, my fricnd, there-




