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PREFACE.

Tur office of Listener is not one of very honourable
note, especially when determined to tell what he
hears : but, to depreeate the wrath of my readers
against so treacherous an intermeddler with their
studies and their sports, T entreat them to consider
that good may be wrought of that with which we
usually work evil.  If I have the misfortune to have
no husiness of my own, and a peculiar talent for
obscrving other people’s—if my sight is so keen, and
my hearing so acute, as to perceive what is passing
where I am not present, to see through the roof,
and to hear through the walls—what can I do but
endeavour to make the best use of so dangerous an
endowment, and employ it for the henefit of others?
I whisper no idle tale in gossip’s ear; I write

no satires upon inmocent mistakes—no dry lectures
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upon well-known evils; but I bear about with me.
as it were, areflecting glass. whieh T present to the
actors in the seenes before me. that, seeing in it what
i<, they may haply discover what hetter might he.
T may sometimes listen, and sometimes deeam, and
sometimes he foreed to perform the task without the
benetit of cither; but. however it he, T hope my
yvoung {riends will aceept my wonthly communica:
tion, without being too curious as to how T eame by
my information, granting me always the privilege o

hearing and overhearing whatever 1 think proper.
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THE LISTENER.

No. 1.
MUSIC.

veerreeesenseas. Musice oft has such a charm,
To make bad good, and good provoke to harm.

It was one of those still Autunm nights, when the
silenee of nature bears rather the character of death
than of repose—when, the ear listening in vain for
so much as the falling of a withered leaf, a moment-
ary sensation steals upon the mind that we only are
remaining in existenee, while all is extinet besides.
There was not so muech as a ripple to break the
moonbeam that was sleeping on the water, a still,
pale streak of unvarying brightness. A few dark
sails hung motionless upon the surface, soliciting the
breeze in vain; but most, in despair of farther pro-
gress, had dropped the anchor and betaken themselves
to the hold, whenee a gleam of light now and then
VOL. I. A
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glanced upon the water to give the only token of
existence.  The moon hung in solitary splendour
midway in the heavens, and the outline of every object
was as distinetly traced as in the full light of day;
seeming to gain magnitude and sublimity by the loss
of colouring. The ¢lift’ appeared to have grown to
immeasurable height, the woods to impenetrable
thickness.  There was not in all the heavens a cloud,
nor on all the earth a vapour.  Thoughts of lightness
and folly ean find no welcome in the wind at such
an hour as this.  That Being with whom we scem
to be left alone in the universe, beeomes more sensi-
bly the guardian of our path.  'When removed from
all other observation, we grow more conscious of
His presence; and the sensation is powertul, thoungl
mistaken, that persuades us He ean more distinetly
mark our feelings in the solitude of night than amid
the noise and bustle of the day.

It was so L felt and so 1 thought, as T walked be-
tween the huge dark clift; and the far-receded waters,
listening in vain for any sound that might break on
the imperturbable stillness of the evening. 1 was
now drawing near to the habitations of men, that,
stretching from the town, spread themselves at un-
equal distances along the olifl; rare, at fivst, but
inereasing in thickness as they drew nearer to the
centre from which they emanated.  Here too all was
silent.  Small store of fire and candles had bidden
the peasant early to his rest—the cottage door was
closed—the honest were wrapt in wholesome slum-
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ber, and the nightly depredator had not yet come
forth ou his errand of mischief. I paused a moment
to consider the merey of ITim who watches over the
unguarded pillow of the one, and forbears the punish-
ment due to the deeds of the other, when a sound,
as of distant music, came upon my car.  Walking a
little forward, T pereeived that it proceeded from a
house, yet at some distance, that stood hetween me
and the town.  The notes, as far as 1 could distin-
guish them, were soft and plaintive; and in the
silence of such a night, there scemed to me some-
thing in them almost eclestial. - My feelings at that
moment told me music was the gift of Ieaven, and
therefore must have been given for our good; and
rapidly my mind ran over the various uses that have
been made of it.

In every age and every country, music has heen
made the ewblem of whatever is most lovely and
enclumting ; and whether the tales that are told us
of its influence be truth or fiction, they equally prove
the general pereeption of its power over the feelings
and aflections of humanity.  From the coarse whistle
of the ploughboy riding homeward on the fore-horse
of his team, to the loud peal of the organ amid the
chorus of some hundred voices, music seeins to be
the most natural language of the happy, the spon-
tancous solace of the sad. With every idea of things
beautiful, pure, and delightful, music has heen asso-
ciated ; but we never mix it with the images of
things base, vicious, and disgraceful. No heathen
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savage ever pietured to himself a future heaven, hut
he placed musie among the first of his delights: and
in those hright prospects of cternal bliss, so often
opened to us in the Holy Seriptures, musie ix always
made a part, real or emblematical, of our promised
enjoyment,

A power so universal in its inflaenee on our foel-
ngs, so naturally combined with whatever ix good
and fair, and honoured with so neh notice in the
commands and promises of God, must surely be a
gift from heaven, for the use of which we are re-
sponsible.  Given, as we must suppose it, to our first
parents in Paradise, it was there the language of
gratitude and joy.  The fiest use of music upon carth,
perhaps, was to sound forth the praises of  the
(reator ;5 and certainly it is the only one of our
talents, of the continuanee and purpose of which here-
after any mention has been made.  Surely, then, it
is a gift too sacred to be used as an instrament of
folly and mmpiety. Tt ix not my purpose here to
disclose the worst uses to which it has been per-
verted—may my readers long and ever continne
strangers to them'!

My loitering steps now hrought me near to the
window whenee the delightful sonnds had issued. 1
heard them still, and could distinguish voices mingled
in natural and simple harmony.  Imagination supply-
ing what T did not hear, T faneied it the lJanguage
of picty going forth from glad and grateful hearts,
and stealing through the silence of the night to find
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gracious acceptance at the throne of merey : and
now my propensity to know more than was intend-
e for my observation hecame strong within me—.
ascending a mound direetly opposite to the inviting
window, T set myself to see what might be passing
within.

The room was dressed with flowers, and  gaily
lighted, shining with many a fair and happy counte-
nance.  There was not a brow amongst them that
seemed to hear the weight of twenty years, and some
not halt that number, The little group were variously
occupied.  Somme were examining the wild-tlowers,
or turning over the shells and pebbles that had heen
cathered in their morning walk—others were spread-
ing forth prints and drawings for the amusement of
their friends.  Of the younger, some were deeply
intent on the intricate puzzle; of the elder, one was
placed at the piano, while another tuned the harp,
awd the leaves of the musie-book were rapidly turned
over in seareh of the seleeted song.

My active faney now found ample business. There
was 5o much innocence in the employments, and so
mueh pleasure in the countenanees, of the voung
assembly, that all scemed in unison with my previous
feelings. T imagined it some happy birthday night,
which the inmates of the mansion had assembled
their friends to celebrate. T looked on cach counte-
nmnee separately, and saw not on one a frown of
ill-humour or a shade of sorrow.  Here then at least,
I whispered to myself, is the use of music not per-
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verted.  Seme child beloved has completed another
of her carly years, and the hearts of those who love
her are glad and grateful.  Strains of moral feeling,
perhaps of ¢heerful picty. are going forth from hearts
as yet untainted with the follies and the fashions of
the world s from lips that no unholy jext, no thought-
less fmpiety, as yet has stained. The musie began;
the air was plaintive,  If it had not the sublimity of
our hest sacred musie, it was feeling, chaste, and
beautiful. T deseended quickly from the mound,
and placed myself near enough to the window indis-
tinetly to cateh the words.  But my dreams of
grateful devotion and moral purity, how were they
dissipated, when the first words T distinguished were
an impassioned address to a heathen god, beginning
“Dicu d"Amour,” and going on with a great deal

> and  other

about “les Astres,” ¢ lex Parques.’
objects of a pagan’s worship: My pleasure was
past 3 but curiosity retained me on the spot, w1
I waited patiently auother and another song.,  The
second was Ttalian, the sweetest language of musie,
and the most perverted.  The best T eould hope here,
was, that performers and andienee were alike ignorant
of the nonsense, not to say indelicaey, of the words
they were singing. At last 1 distinguizhed  the
aceents of our native tongue, and something of a
hetter hope revived—for now the young performers
at least must know the meaning of their words, T
heard the name of God—the Christian’s God @ and
listened with redoubled carnestness : though, in truth,
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there seemed something of profanation in the mix-
ture; bat, alas! it was more in accordanee than 1
thought.  That sacred name was used Iat as an
expression of carnestness on subjects with which the
thought of Him could not possibly combine.  How
1 wished T were at that woment ou the mound, to
see i a blush did not suffuse the checks of the singer,
as she uttered a name she could not he aceustomed
o profane s Or can it hey that the Jips of inmocence
may ~ing without thought, or feeling, words they
dare not speak-—sentiments they would blush to feel
—hreathe out a wockery of prayer under cover of u
forcign Lincuagze, and make sport of names, at the
mention of which, angels in heaven how their heads
with reverenee?  The hest that ean be said is, that
they think no wrong @ and. i the enjovment of the
sirusic, give no heed to the wmeaning of the words;
bt that is not the less a danger 1o which we ave
nsensible s and eostom has gone far indeod to do its
work of misehief, it words of folly and impicty can
pas< our lips without exciting our attention.  Again
my mind recuered to what masie might hbe—rto what
it ought to be. Tts powerful influcnee on our hearts
—its fitness to exeite and to express the hest and finest
feelings of onr nature—above all, its peenliar suit-
ability to speak the feelings of a grateful heart, at
peace with God and with itsell. T listened no more
that night.
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No. I

TIME.

Txaw the leaves gliding down a brook—
Swifl the brook ran, and bright the sun burn’d—
The sere and the verdant, the smime course they took;
And sped gaily and fast, but they never return’d,
And I thought how the years of a man pass away,
Threescore and ten—and then where are they ©

1. NEELE

“ Tureescory years and ten,” thonght T to wmy-
self, as T walked, one rainy morning, as a sailor
walks the quarterdeck, up and down a short aleove,
extending betfore the windows of a modern house.
It was one of those days in Junce in which our sum-
mer hopes take umbrage at what we eall unseasonable
weather, though no e

Ol Was ever ‘\'“(l“"l to ])ilhﬁ
without them.  Unlike the rapid and delightful
showers of warmer days, suddenly suceceding to the
sunshine, when the parched vegetables and arid carth
seize with avidity and imbibe the moistare ere it
beeomes unpleasant to our feelings, there had fallen
a drizzling vain throughout the night: the saturated
soil returnied to the atmosphere the humidity it could
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no longer absorh, and there it hung in chilling
thickness between rain and fog.  The birds did not
sing, for their little wings were heavy, amd their
plumage roughed.  The flowers did not open, for the
cold drop was on their cheek, and no sunbeam was
there to weleome them.  Nature itself wore the garb
of sadness; and man's too dependent spirits were
ready to assume it : those at least that were not so
happy as to find means of forgetting it.  Such was
the ease with my unfortunate self. T had descended
to the breakfast-room at the usual hoar, hut no vne
appeared—I looked for a book, but found none ex-
copt Moore's Almanack and Paterson’s Road-book.
The hooks were kept in the library, beyond all
dispute their proper place, had 1 not been in a
humour to think otherwise.  The house was too hot,
and the external air was too cold ; and L was fain to
betuke myaelt to that last resouree of the absolutely
idle, a mechanical movement of  the body up and
down a given space.  And from the aleove where I
walked I hicard the ticking of the timepicce—and as
I passed the window ©saw the hands advance —every
time I had returned they had gone a little further.
¢ Threescore years and ten,” said T to myself, = and
a thivd or a fourth of it is natwre’s elaim for indis-
pensable repose—and many a day consumed on the
hed of sickness—and many ayear by the infirmities
of age—and some part of all necessarily sacriticed
to the reerniting of the health by exercise. And
what do we with the rest ' Nothing auswered me
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but the ticking of the clock, of which the hands were
traversing hetween nine and ten. They had nearly
met at the latter hour, when the party began to
assemble within: and each one commenced, for aught
T could diseover, the funetions of the day-—for neither
their appearanee nor their remarks gave any intima-
tion that they had heen previously emploved.  One,
indied, deelared the weather made her so idle she

had seareely found strength to dress herself—another

confessed he had passed an additional hour in bed,
hecause the day promised him so little to do up.
One by one, as they dropped in, the scats at the
breaklast-table filled; and as a single newspaper
was all the apparent means of mental oceupation, |
anticipated some interesting conversation, I waited
and T watehed. Oune ran the point of his fork into
the table-cloth-—another halaneed her spoon on the
ten-cup—i third told backwards and forwards the
rings on her fingers, as duly ax a friar tells his bead...
As such actions are the symptoms sometimes of
mental oceupation, 1 hegan to anticipate the brilliant
results of ~o mueh thinking. T eried Hem! in hopes
to rouse them to expression, and not quite unsuceess-
fully: for one remarked it was a wretched day,
another wished it was fine, and a third hoped it
shortly would be so. Mean time the index of the
clock went round —it was gaining close upon cleven
before all had withdrawn from the table. My eye
followed one to the window-place, where, with ler
back to the wall, and her eyes fixed without, she
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passed a full half-hour in gazing at the prospeet,
or wishing. perhaps, the mist did not prevent her
seeing it A very young lady was so busy in pulling
the dead leaves from a geranium. and erumbling
them in her fingers, T eould not doubt but some im-
portant purpose was in the task., A third resumed
the newspaper he had read for a whole hour hefore,
and betook himself at Tast to the advertisements. A
fourth repaired to the aleove—gatherad some flowers,
pivked them to picees, threw them away again, and
returned, * Cease thy prating, thou never-resting
thnepicee.” <aid T to maself, © for no one heeds thy
tale. What ix it to us that each one of thy tickings
cuts o link from our hrief chain of 1ife ?—-Time is the
wift of Heaven, but man has no use for it,”

1 had seareely thonght out the melaneholy thonght,
when a young Tady entered with an eleaant work-hox,
red without and Dlue withing and filled with manifold
comvenienees for the pursuanee of her art. Glad was
Iuost traly at the sight. By the use of the needle
the naked may he elothed— ingenuity may economise
her means, and Eave more to spare for those that
need it— imvention may multiply the ways of honest
subsistenees and direet the jgnorant to the use of
thems most elad was 1, therefore, that the sjanal of
industry drew more than one wanderer to the same
pursuit—though not till much time had been con-
sumed i going inand out, and up and down, in
search of the materials. A1l was found at last—the
party worked; and 1, as usual, listened. 1 think
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this trimming,” said one, “will repay me for my
trouble, though it has cost me three months’ work
already, and it will he three months more before it
is finishod.”"—¢ Tudewd,” rejoined her friend, 1 wish
T were half as industrious: but I have heen working
six wecks at this handkerchief, and have not found
time to finish it: now the fashion is past, and 1
shall not go on."—+ How beautifully you are weaving
that necklace !~ is it not very tedious ? "t Yo,
almost endless s but T delight in the work, otherwise
T should not do it—for the heads cost almost as

much as [ could buy it for."— I should like to begin
one this morning,” interposed a fourth, = but the
milliner has sent home my bonnet so il trimmed, it
will take wme all the day to alter it. The how is on
the wrong side, and the trimming at the cdge is too
broad. It is very tiresome to spend all one'’s life in
altering things we pay so mueh for."—+ 1 wish,”
said a little givl at the end of the table, ¢ that
might work some trinmings for wmy frock, but I am
obliged to do this plain work first. The poor lame
airl in the village, who is almost starving, would do
it for me for a shilling, but Tmust save my allowanee
this week to buy a French trinket 1 have taken a
faney to.”

“ Poor thing! she ix mueh to he pitied,” said the
Tady of the trimming 5 “if I had time, T would nake
her some clothes.”

And so they worked, and so they talked, till T and
the timepicee had counted many an hour which they
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touk no account of —when one of them yawned and
said, ¢ ow tedious are these wet days !—it is really
impossible to spin out one’s time without a walk.”

« [ am surprised you find it 50, rejoined the lady
of the heads: 1 can rarely make time for walking
—though keeping the house makes me miserably
languid.”  And so the morning passed. It was four
o'elock, and the company dispersed to their apart-
ments. T pretend not to know what they did there
but each one returned between five and six in an
altered dress. And then half an hour elapsed, in
which, as T understood from their impatienee, they
were waiting for dinner, each in turn complaining of
the waste of time oceaxioned by its delay : and the
little use it would he to @o about any thing when it
was so near.  And as soon as dinner was over, they
beaan to wait for tea, with exactly the sume com-
plainings.  And the tea came—and, cheered by the
vivifving draught, one did repair to the instrument,
and hegan a tune, —one did take up a peneil, and

prepare to draw.

But. alas! the shades of night were growing fast—.

and one almost opened a hook.,

ten minutes hid searvecly elapsed hefore cach one
resigned her oceupation with a murmur at the dark-
ness of the weather: and though some person sug-
gested that there were such things ax lamps and
andles, it was agreed to he a pity to have lights so
carlv in the widst of summer, and so another half
hour elapsed,

The lights, when they eame, would have failed to
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relumine an expectation in my hosom, had not their
beams disclosed the forms of various books which
one and another had brought in for the evening's
amusement.  Again I watched, and again I listened.
“T wish T had something to do, mamma,” said the
little girl.  “ Why do you not take a book and
read 7 rejoined her mother, My books are all up-
stairs,” she replied; @ and so near hed-time, it is not
worth while to feteh them.”—¢ This ix the hest novel
T ever read,” said a lady, something older, tarning
the leaves mean time so very fast, that those who are
not used to this method of reading, might suppose
she found nothing in it worthy of attention. I
dare say it ix," said another, whose eyes had heen
fixed for half’ an hour on the same page of Words-
worth's poems—“but T have no time to read novels.”
—“ 1 wish T had time to vead any thing,” said a
third, whom T had observed already to have been
perusing attentively the title-page of every book o.
the table, publisher’s name, date, and all; whilst a
fourth was too intensely engaged in studying the blue
cover of a magazine to make any remark whatever.
And now T was much amused to perecive with
what frequeney eyes were turned upon the dial-plate,
through all the day so little regarded.  Watches
were drawn out, compared, and pronounced too slow.,
With some difficulty one was found that had outrun
his fellows, and, determined to be right, gave per-
mission to the company to disperse, little more than
twelve hours from the time of their assembling, to
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recover, as I supposed, during the other twelve,
dressing and undressing ineluded, the eflect of their
mental and bodily exertions, 80,7 I exelaimed, as
soon as T found myxelf alone, “twelve times round
vonder dial-plate those little hands have stolen, and
twelve times more they may now go round unheeded,
They who are gone to vest have a day the less to live,
and record has been made in Heaven of that day’s
use.  Will He who gave, ask no reckoning for His
eift«?  The time, the thoughts, the talents — the
improvement we might have made, and made not—
the good we might have done, and did not — the
health, and strength, and intelleet, that may not he
ours to-morrow, and have not heen used to-day— will
not conscienee whisper of it ere they sleep to-night ?
The days of man were shortened upon carth hy rea-
s of the wickedness the Creator saw,  Threescore
vears and ten are now his portion, and often not half’
the number. They pause not @ they loiter not—the
hours strike on—and they may even go—for it seems
they are all too much. The young, with minds as
et unstored, full of error, full of ignorance in all
that it behoves them most to know, unfit alike as yet
for carth or heaven—the old, whose sum of Jife is
almost told, and hut a briet space remaining to repair
their mistakes, and vedeem the time they have Jost—
the simple and ungifted, who, having from nature
but little, need the more assiduity to fultil their
measures of usefulness, and make that little do the
most it may—the clever and highly talented, who
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have an almost appalling account to render for the
much received—they all have time to waste.  But
let them remember, time is not their own—not a
moment of it but is the grant of Ieaven —and
Tleaven gives nothing without a purpose and an end.
Every hour that is wasted, fails of that purpose;
and in so far as it is wasted or ill spent, the gift of
Meaven is misused, and the misuse is to be answered
for. Methinks T would he allowed to whisper nightly
in the cars of my young friends, as they lie down to
rest, “Tlow many minutes have you lost to-day, that
might have heen employed in your own improvement,
in your Maker's service, or for your fellow-creatures’
good 27
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No. TIL
CONVERSATION.

¢onversation is the danghter of reasoning, the mother of knowledge,
the hreath of the soul, the commerce of hearts, the bond of friend
ship. the nourishment of contentment, and the oceupation of men

of wit.

“ HoLp your tongne, Miss Julia: hittle girls should
I seen and not heard.” said Mres BUs nursery gover-
ness tooa little sprite of seven yvears old, who was
e=<aving to take a turn in the chatter of the hreakfast-
table.  For T would not have my readers suppose
that a nursery breakfast passes without chatrer, [
who traverse houses from corner to corner, and listen
from behind the doors. know  hetter. From the
rersery to the kitehen, from the school-room to the
parlour, all is ehatter, and one wight conclude the
power of talking inercases i inverse ratio with the
information possessed.  But be it not thenee con-
cluded that T am no friend to talking.  We listencrs
are considerably interested in the furtheranee of the
cwstom : and it may even appear, ere the end of my
tale, that T have a very different objeet in view than
that of' putting my voung friends to silence.
VOL, 1. n
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Tt is ohjected by some, that young people talk too
much, and by others, that they talk too littles and
each remark is just—for they do hoth. Buf here, be
it observed, T speak only of persons under twenty @ far
be it from me to suppose that any lady above that age
can be chareed with the habit 1 presume to censure,

When young people are alone, freed from the con-
straints of society and the presence of those who are
older and wiser than themselves, their eeaseless
volubility, the idleness, uselessness, and folly of their
conversation is all too mueh s not a pause to reflect
upon their words—not a moment to weigh the senti-
ments they hear—mot a care for the time they waste,
or for the habits of trifling and exageeration they
acquire.  But in society they talk too little.  Aun
unreasonable fear of exposing their sentiments loses
to them the hest means of aseertaining if they are
richt. A want of that stmplicity of mind, which,
conseions of no desien, does not look to e chargec
with a wrong one, makes them fear to be thought
ostentatious— while the real ditliculty of expressing
Ry

themselves, trom want of heing aceustomed  to it
difliculty their indolenee would  rather keep than
make an effort to subdue —prevents their joining in
comversation on subjects on which they are fully able
to speak, and would gain information by doing so :
Modesty forhids them to suppose they ¢an contrilute
to the pleasure of the conversation, and pride is not
well pleased to take the benetit and  contribute

nothing.
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1 have wondered often how all this hefulls —but
now methinks T have stolen a key that may unlock
the mystery.  Little Julia was to be seen and not
heard—that is to sav, she was to ask no questions
when her infant mind was struggling to enlarge itselt
by inerease of knowledge—she was to express no
feeling that moved her dittle hosom, or thought that
awakened in her dormant intelleet. But Julia was
to listen, I suppose; and mueh may be learned by
silent attention,  She listened—and so- did [—and
we Jearned a great deal—for we heard all that the
footman had told the cook, and the cook had told the
nursery-maid —and we gained an insight iuto our
neighbowrs” aflairs, and heard  many wonders. the
ineredibility of which never failed to secure helief';
whereas what was simply true and cortain was wariily
contested,  Added to all this, were the schemes of
deception: and petty avtifices that 1 do not judge it
honourable to diselose.

This. then. I thought within myself, is lictle Julia'’s
first Tesson in the ot of talking @ a lesson she will
probably vepeat after her own manner, the fiest time
sheescapes with her younger sisters to a private
corner s and not being allowed to inquire, her mind
must work, for work it will, upon the hopetul ma-
terials it has gathered s and 1 heard her in teath, not
long after. exagaerating, and mimicking, and wonder-
ine. e disputing. as fast as her happy little tongue
could move, to evinee its delight at the resumption
of its powers.
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The powers of speceh are among the most im-
portant committed to our charge : and as capable as
any other of a right or a wrong cultivation; there
is this only difierence: that while other powers lie
dormant from negleet, these will bein action whether
cultivated or not, and if we do not direet them to
the right, will most certainly expend themselves on
the wrong.  If a young person is not allowed, or not
encouraged to speak with her parcuts and equals, she
will requite herself by talking to her waiting-maid ;
and if she be not aceustomed in society to converse
rationally and sensibly, she will most surely spend
the powers given her for hetter purposes, in idle
gossip or mischievous slander,

From the lessons in the nursery, Julia passes to
the school-room.  She there Tearns much, and per-
haps  thinks mueh, but has litthe opportunity to
communicate. I the diseipline be striet, she s
desived to hold her tongue, and mind her kessons 3
it be indulgent, she may talk, indeed. as fast as it
pleases her—she may repeaty with the more exagee-
ration the hetter, all the tietle-tattle she has heard
clsewhere—what thix person savs, and that person
does, and the other person wears—hut no one tahes
any care to lead her to subjects useful and improving,
to correet her misconceptions, and false ideas, and
rash assertions.  And here I entreat my readers to
attend-—for if the fault has heen hitherto charged
to the nurse and to the governess, it now becomes
their own.
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And ~o it was, that some years after my first
acquaintanee with Julia in the nursery — It was a
cheerless night—the heavens were hung with the
thick pillowy elonds that hetoken coming snow —
seaveelv might here and there a pallid star peep
forth, perecived but a moment ere it was gone, and
returned e more, T watehed thew long, and they
heeee fener and fewer—and one by one T saw the
clotds ¢lose over them, as time eloses over the ju_\'s
that are past. And now the vapours united into
one anshadowed and unbroken mass of blackness,
The winds just whispered throngh the TeaHess trees,
a b and melaneholy sound. and T hegan to feel the
coidd droppines of the flecey shower. More sileng
than the thief upon Lis midnicht errand. unheard
ael wieuspeeted from withing the snow stole down
upea tee iron carthe o prepave for the returning sun
v other Tandseape than that he shone upon hefore
e set. T owas some ddistanee ver from home, and
fding to observe wature inall her varied aspeets, 1
sevaht shelter incthe poreh of a handsome dwelling-
S that fronted the path T was teeading. There,
theecoh an opening o the erinson enrtiins of an
apoining window, T looked npon a seene strikinely
conteasted with that which was without. A blazing
tire, vecentdy fod with the deyv Jog, erncekled and
~parkted on the hearth, The reeking urn. with the
tall cavdles by dts Sides was hissing on the table,
The downy rug and many-coloured earpet. with the

deep erimson of the enrtain, gave a glow, a tone of
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t

warmth to the picture, strikingly opposed to the
growing whiteness of the seene without. A number
of young persons were in the room : the plainness of
their dress, their easy familiarity and small numbers,
did not indieate a party, and vet there were more
than might helong to a single family.  This was not
hard to understand.  And how powerfully came to
my mind, at the moment. the houndless muniticence
of that Being, who has provided enjoyments for every
season, comforts for nature’s most sad and cheerless
hours:  What was to thew the chilling shower that
fell without, or the frost that bound the palsied carth
in iron hardness?  In the enjovment of  present
pleasures, other, but not less, they siched not at
recollection of the tints of autumn or the summer’s
sun.  And then came into my gladdened mind all
the delights of social intercourse—of  sentiments
sweethy responding to cach other—of feclings ten-
derly participated—of argument without dispute—
reproof without unkindness,  And 1 thought, if 1
might not share it. I might now at least contemplate
it: and so T tried to list what passed within.  To
ordinary persons this might have heen ditlicult. But
what can professed listeners not hear ?

The yvouthful party, for such it was. had recently
met, as it seemed to me, to pass a social evening, all
on familiar terms and intimately acquainted 5 there-
fore there was neither reserve nor form to check
their communications.  The tea was making, and
as they sipped the fragrant draught, the talk went
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Blithely vound. Tt hegan as usual with the weather.
I do not exactly object to this: beeause something
must be said first 3 and as the beginning address ix
a great dittieulry to the veserved and modest. it s
very well to have an established form of commence-
ment. fitted for all circumstanees.  But T did think
half an hour something too long for this prelude.
And | did think besides, that when one called it
miserable weather, and another said it was a wretehed
dayv. and a third declaved it put her quite out of
temper, and a fourth wished she could sleep till it
was finer. the speakers cither did not well regard
the meaning of their words, or had formed an extra-
ordinary estimate of misery and wretehedness, as
well as of the value of time. and the preservatives of
cood-humour.  And I hegan to be something -
patient, when one remarked at some length on the
wonderful shortening of the days, which, as it usually
ovenrs in November, 1 thought scareely might need
a remark, much less an expression of surprise or
complaint,  The surjeet next in succession was that
of dress. Here, too, the gentle eritic must coneede
something to what makes a necessary part of a
woran's husiness; and so 1T was very patient for a
while.  But, indeed, this subject so far outlived its
predecessor, the remarks were so useless, the eager-
ness so disproportioned to the occasion, the mpor-
tance attached to it o much too great, and the ex-
penditare of thought on it ~o very obvious, 1 hegan
to he well-uigh weary of my listening, when it
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diverged a little from dress in the alstract, to dress
in the application, and all the dresses of all the
ladies in the parish, red, blue, and black, Sunday
and working-day, were numbered, deseribed, and
discussed.

But wo to him whose discontent would have a
change at any rate, before he knows for what ! From
the dress we passed to the persons, and from the
persons to the affairs, of others. What was before
but uscless, now became mischievous.  Words were
repeated, tales were told, surmises were whispered,
peculiarities were mimicked, falsehoods were eireu-
lated, and traths were ridiculed.  The only hope
that promised some limit to the evil eireulated was,
that as all talked at once, no one could receive
much impres<sion from what another said.  Bur 1,
the silent Listener, did—for 1 observed that one in
particular was so addicted to eaaggeration, that it
she told a truth, it became a falsehood on her Tips—
another was so possessed with the image of self, that
even in talking of others, she never failed to push
in the 7 and the me at every sentenee, cither by the
way of comparison, or simile,. or illustration — and
another was so. it not emvious, at least censorious,
that she replied with a but to every the least sug-
gestion of werit, or palliation of demerit, in another
—in a fourth. 1 remarked that her opinion changed
so rapidly, in one thing ouly was she decided, that
of ditiering from whoever happened to be heard last
—another was 50 absolutely cortain of every thing,
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one was almost constrained to believe her an eye-
witness of all that had pussed in the three Kingdoms
since she was born, and for twenty years hefore,
But no one more displeased me than a little lady,
who could assuine every lmcl_\'.s countenancee, mimie
every hody's tone of veice, and caricature every
Dody's manners,

Full two good hours more had elapsed before the
conversation had progressed through all these shades
of subject. and there came a transition for which 1
could not well account 3 it having arvisen in a corner
whenee T could not distinetly hear amid the tumult,
But suddenly it seetued to me, from cortain words I
eaught. that my voung party were speaking of veli-
gion. 1 was not long in doubt how the conversation
might have passed from things so frivolous to a theme
so mmportant ¢ for I soon was doomed to know that
the frivolity of talk does not depend upon its sub-
deets These voung erities were talking., indeed, of
preachers, and of sermons. and of Jast Sunday’s
conaregation, and v ho was there, and who ought to
have been there and was not. And one minister
was compared with another, aud one extolled, and
the other depreciated. And the Tast sermon at their
parish chureh, which seemed to he tolerably well
remetibered. was closely eriticised -—one liked this
parte amd one did not like that part, and some ridi-
euled and even mimiched  the peculiarities in the
espression and manner of the preacher. And then
the mwistakes and nconsistencies of all the relivivus
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people in their cirele of acquaintance were hinted
and wondered at, and very conscientiously bewailed.
It was a point as difticult, indeed, as it seemed to be
important, to determine, amid conflicting opinions,
who amengst them were to he considered religious,
and who were not. And so they went on—But 1
forhore to listen.  The night’s inereasing chillness
warned me thence—and ax I betook myself” to my
solitary home, 1 tried in vain to vecall, of what 1
had heard, one single expression of fecling, one
thought that bespoke refleetion, one breathing of
piety, cultivation, or good sense. Yet had I reason
to believe the young persons possessed all these—
they had been carefully, politely, and religiously
cducated—they knew mueh, and probably felt much
—Why then was it s0?  From habit simply—habit,
unresisted by others when they were yvounger, and
now unresisted by themselves. growing every vear
more inveterate, shortly to become too ditticult to
conquer. Dispersed in society where good sense,
piety, and intelleet, give the tone to the discourse,
these young people would be fouud silent, reserved,
amd embareassed, wishing in vain they had words in
which to clothe their thoughts, or courage to express
their feelings, and ask elucidation of their doubts,
And their minds must have more thau the ordinary
power of resistance, if they come not eventually to
prefer the company of the trifling, the frivolous, and
the senseless.

Mecan time the Oracle of Wisdom has declared,
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* The thought of foolishness is sin™  What sin,
then, in its habitual and contirmed expression, he-
come by habit the language of our lives! What ~in
in the perversion of that power whose use is unlimited
in good—in telling forth the praisex of God—in
speaking comfort to the suffering—in giving infor-
mation to those that know not—in adding the highest
zest tointelleetual pleasures—the most exquisite
enjonvient to social intercourse ! Rational  con-
versation is the means above all others caleulated
to correet our mental ervors, to shame onr seltish
passions. to correet the false estimate we form of
ourselves, and induce a liberal and benevolent eon-
sideration of the feelings of others, 1t is the genial
five applied from time 1o time: to save the heart from
the iex coldness that steals upon it mid the selfish
oceupations of the world, Tt ix the overflow of
teelines too hig for the bosom to hold and he at
peace, Ttis the gentle consolation that neither age,
nor sorrow, nor infirmity, forbids to us—the deaught
eblivious, i which =iffering, the wmost poignant, c¢an
for a while forget itselt—the offspring of confidence
and love, better theiving on the hearth of domestie
privacy. than in the sullen splendours of dissipation,

Andis it even so, that of a gift Tike this, we make
aninstriment of follv—to dissipate every serious
thought— to put to the Dlush every right feeling— to
disseminate falsehood and mischicf—wound others,
and corrupt ourselves ¥
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No. IV,
POLL PEG,

She for her humble sphere by nature fit,

Has little undersuading and no wit,

Reccives no praise 1 but though her Tot be such,

Toilsone and indigent, she renders much

Just knows, and knows no more, her Bible true,
COunrER.

A who enter on the world are in pursuit of hap-
piness: each one questions of another where it s,
or fancies he pereeives it from afar: but very fow
confess that they have found it. The young. start-
ing info life with sanguine hopes and spirits gay,
expeet it overy where : the more experienced. hav-
ing sought it long and found it not, decide that it
is nowhere,  The moralist tells us there is no such
thing.  The historian almost proves it by the miseries
he details. Poverty says, It is not with me—and
Wealth says, Not with me. Splendour dashes by
the cottage door, heaves the vieh jewel on her hosom
with a sigh, and says the dwellers there are happier
than she is. Penury lovks out upon her ax she
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passes, loathes her own portion, and silently envies
what she must not shave.  Tgnoranee, with dazzled
and miyjudging eyve, adwmires the learned, and es-
teems them happy.  Learning decides that ¢ igno-
ance s bliss,”™ and bewails the enlargement  of
capacity it eammot find enough to fill. Wherever
we ask, the answer is still, « Seek further.,”  Is it
so. then, that there is no happiness on earth?  Or
if it does exist, is it a thing of eircumstance, confined
to certain states, dependent on rank and station—
here to-day and gone to-morrow, in miserable de-
pendence on the easualtios of Tife 2 We are often
ashed the question by those by whom the world s
yet untried, who, even in the spring-time of their
wirthe are used to bear the complaints of all around
thee and well may wonder what they mean,  We
aliect not to answer questions which never were
answered yet— but we can tell a story of someening
Uit our ear has heard and our eve has seen, and
that wany hesides can testify to be the truth, And
well may we. who ~o often listen to what we like
ot b atlowed for ouee to tell o pleasant tale.
Distant something more than a mile from the
villawe of Desford, in Leicestershive, at the lower
extremity of o steep and rugged line, was seen an
obsceure and melancholy hovel The door stood not
wide to invite observation ; the cheerful five gleamed
not theough the casement to exeite attention from
the passenger. The low roof and outer wall were
but just perecived wnong the branches of the hedge-
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row—uncultured and untrimmed—that ran hetween
it and the road. A if there were nothing there that
any one wmight seek, no way of access presented
itself. and the step of curiosity that would persist in
finding entrance, must pass over mud wd brier to
obtain it.  Having reached the door with difficulty,
a sight presented itself such ax the eye of delicacy
is not used to look upon, It was not the gay con-
tentedness of peasant life that pocts tell of, and
prosperity sometimes stoops to emy. It was not the
labourcr resting from his toil. the ruddy child ex-
ulting in its hard, seant weal, the housewife singing
blithely at her wheel, the repose of health and fear-
lessness— pictures that so often persuade us happi-
ness has her dwelling in the cabins of the poor.
The voom was dark and divey—there was nothing
on the walls hut the bare heams, too ill joined to
exclude the weather, with erevices in vain attempted
to be stopped by rent and moulded paper. A few
broken utensils hung about the room—a table and
some broken chairs were all the furniture, exeept
what seemed intended for a bed, yet promised little
repose.  The close and smoky atmosphere of  the
apartment gave to it the Jast colouring of diseom-
fort and disease.  Within there sat a figure such as
the peneil well might choose for the portrait of
wretehedness. Quite grey, and very old, and seareely
clothed, a woman was seen sitting by the fire-place,
seemingly unconscious of all that passed avound her.
Her features were remarkably large, and in expres-
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<ion harsh—nher white hair, turned hack trom the
forchead, hung uncombed upon her shoulders—her
withered arm. stretehed without motion on her knee,
in form and colouring seemed nothing that had Jived
—her eve was tined on the wall before her—an
expression of suffering, and a faint movement of the
lip. alone wiving token of existenee.

Placed with her back towards the door, she per-
ceived not the intrusion, and while I paused to listen
and to gaze. I might have determined that here at
least was a spot where happiness could not dwell—
one heine, at least, to whom enjovment upon carth
wust be forbidden by external eircumstanee—-with
whom to Jive was of necessity to be wretehed,
Well miehit the Listener in sueh a0 seene as this
he startled by expressions of delight, strangely con-
trasted with the warmurs we are used to hear amid
the world's abundanee.  Buot it was even so. - From
the pale <shrivelled Tips of' this poor woman we heard
a whispering expression of enjovment, seareely arti-
evlate, vet ot so lov bat that we could distinguish
the words, = Delighttal,” © Happy.”

A~ we advaneed with the hesitation of diseust
into the unsichtly hovel, the old woman looked at
us with Kindness, but without emotion, hade us be
seated.and, Gl questioned, showed very little ineli-
nation to speak,  Being aked how she did, she at
first veplicd. = Very G107 then hastily added. = My
careass is ill—Tut 1 an well, very well.”  And then
she faid her head upon a cold, Dlack stone, project-
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ing from the wall heside the fire-place, as if unable
to support it longer.  We remarked that it was bad
weather. ¢ Yes,” she answered—then hastily cor-
reeting herself —¢ No. not bad—it is God Almighty's
weather, and eamot be had.”—¢ Are vou in pain ? 7
we asked—a question seareely neeessary, so plainly
did her movements betray it.  Yes, always in pain
—Dbut not such pain as my Saviour suffered for
me—his pain was worse than mine-—mine does not
signifv.”  Some remark being made on the wretehed-
ness of her dwelling, her stern features ahmost relaxed
into a smile, and she said she did not think it so;
and wished us all as happy as hersell.  As she
showed Jittle disposition to talk, and never made
any remark till asked for it and then in words as
fow and simple as might expres< hey meaning, it was
slowly "and by reiterated  questions that we conld
draw from her a simple tale. Being asked if tha
was all the Ted she had on which to sleep, she said
she seldom slept, and it was long that she had not
heen able to undress herself——but it was on that.
straw she passed the night. We axked her if the
night scemed not very Jong. ¢ No—not long,” she
answered — ¢ never Tong.—1 think ot God all night,
and when the cock erows, am surprised it comes so
soon.”—¢ And the days—vou sit hiere all day, in pain
and unable to move—are the days not long ?”—
“ How can they be Jong 2 Ts not He with me?
Ts it not all up—up?™ an expression she frequently
made use of to deseribe the joyful clevation of her
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mind. On saying she passed much time in prayer,
she was asked for what she prayed. To this she
always answered, “ Oh! to go, you know—to go—
when He pleases—not till He pleases.”  To express
the facility she found in prayer, she onee said. it
seemed as if her prayers were all laid out ready for
her in her bed.  But time would fail us to repeat
the words, brief as they were, in which this aged
«aint expressed her gratitude to the Saviour who
died for her—her enjovment of the God who abode
with her—her expeetations of the heaven to which she
was hasting —and  perfect contentedness with her
carthly portion. It proved on inquiry to be worse
than it appeared. The outline of her history, as
eathered at different times from her own lips, was
this:—

Her husband’s name was Peg; her own being
Mary, she was usually known by the appellation of
Poll Peg. and had been long remembered in the
village, as living in extreme poverty, and going about
to beg bacon at ¢ hristmas time.  Her youth had
been passed in serviee of various kinds 5 and though
she did not know her age, it appeared from publie
events which she remenbered to have passed when
she was a airl, that she could not he less than
cighty.  Later in life she had kept sheep upon the
forest hills, and, in the simplicity of her heart, would
speak of her days of prosperity when she had two
sheep of her own.  She could not read—but from

VOL. L. c
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attending divine service had hecome familiar with
the language of Seripture, and knew, though hitherto
she did not regard, the promises and threatenings it
contains. ' We know nothing of her previous charac-
ter; that of her hushand and family was very had—
but we are not informed that hers was so.  The first
carnest. religious feeling she velated of herself, was
felt some short time previous; when walking alone
in the fields, she bethought herself of her hard fate
—a youth of toil, an old age of waut and misery—
and if' she must go to hell at last, how dreadful was
her portion!  Struck with the appalling thought. she
knelt down hencath the hedge to pray—the first
time, perhaps, that heartfelt and earnest prayer had
gone up to Heaven from her Tips.

Not very long after this, as we understand, the
old woman was taken ill. and unable to move from
the straw, at that time her only hed, in a loft over
the apartment we have deseribed—where, little shel-
tered by the broken roof and less by the rags that
searcely covered her, she lay exposed to the incle-
mencies of the weather, without money to support
or friend to comfort her. It was in this situation
that her mind, dwelling probably on the things that
in health passed by her unregarded, received the
strong and lasting impression of a vision she thought
ghe beheld, probably in a dream, though she herself
believed that she was waking,  In idea she saw the
broad road and the narrow, as deseribed in Seripture.
In the broad road, to use her own expressions, there
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were many walking ; it was smooth and pleasant,
and they got on fast—but the end of it was dark.
Ou the narrow road she herself was treading, and
some few others—but the way was rugged —some
turned back. and others sat down unable to procecd.
She herself advaneed till she reachied a place more
heautiful, she said, thau any thing to which she
eould compare it. - When asked what it was like,
she could not say, hat that it was very bright, and
that there were many sitting there. Being ques-
tioned who these were—she said  they were Jike
men. but larger and wore beautitul, and all dressed
in clitterings—sueh was her expression—and one
wits more beautiful than the rest, whom she knew
to he the Saviour, heeause of his veadiness and kind-
ness inoreceiving her. But the most pleasing im-
pression scemed to he left by the Hallelujahs this
company were singing,  She was told by Him she
hnew to be the Saviour, that she must go back for
a dittle timey and then should come again to dwelf
with them for ever,

Thus ewded her vision—but not so the impression
it made.  The recollection of the seene she had wit-
nessed, and of the bliss that had been promised her,
was the source of all her happiness.  Turning her
eve from carth to heaven, and fixing all her thoughts
on that cternity to which she was hastening, it left
Lers not what she before had been, wretehed on
carth and anmindful of any thing heyond—bhut with
a heart deeply impressed with the love and merey
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of God, fully and undoubtedly relying on her Sa-
viour’s promise, and proving the reality of those
feelings by earnest devotion, and most cheerful ac-
quicscence in her Maker’s will. It was not the
forvour of a first impression—the enthusiasm of an
excited imagination.  She survived six or seven years,
but time made no change on her feelings.  She
passed those years in the extreme of poverty, de-
pendent on the alms of some few persons who knew
and visited her: she passed them in pain and help-
‘essness; mocked and ill-treated by her husband and
her sons, and insulted often by her unfeeling neigh-
bours, who came to laugh at her devotion, and
ridicule her hopes.  Tor these, as well as for some
who visited her for kinder purposes, she had but one
answer—she wished them all like her; prayed that
they might only be as happy as herself.  When told
what she had seen was a mere dream and a delusior

she said it did not signify to tell her that—she had
scen it, and it was the recollection of it that made
her nights o short and her days so happy.  And
what does it signify,” she added, “that they swear
at me, and tell me I am a foolish old woman—don't
I know how happy Tam?”  During the many years
that she survived, the minister of the parish saw her
constantly, and found little variation in her feelings,
none in her firm adherence to the tale she at first
had told, and the persuasion that what she had seen
was a blessed reality, suflicient to make her happy
in every extreme of carthly wretchedness. And he
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saw her die, as she had lived, in holy, calm, and con-
fident relianee on her Saviour's promise.

To what T have written, I could find much to add,
having notes of all that passed during the protracted
years of this devoted woman's life.  But my pur-
pose was not to make a story. I have witnessed
only to what I saw, and repeated only what my car
has listened to.  And 1 have repeated it hut to prove
that the happiness whieh all men seck, and most
complain they find not, has somectimes an abode
where we should least expeet to find it.  This is an
extreme case—oextreme in mental enjoyment as in
external misery.  But it is true.  And if it be so,
that a being debarred the commonest comforts of life,
almost of the light and air of heaven, suftering, and
incapable even to clothe herself, or cleanse her
unsightly dwelling, could yet pass years of so much
happiness, that her warmest expression of gratitude
to her henefactors was to wish them a portion as
happy as her own —what are we to say to those,
who, amid the overtlow of sublunary good, make the
wide world resound with their complainings?  How
are we to understand it, that, while blessings are
showered around us as the summer rain, there is so
little real happiness on carth >—Because we seek it
not aright—we seck it where it is not—in outward
circumstance and external good, and neglect to seck
it, where alone it dwells, in the elose chambers of
the bosom.  We would have a happiness in time
iudv!wml«-nt of eternity—we would have jt inde-
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ettt of the Pod HEH
! ‘ 1 the Being whase it is ta give:
L borthy el one as st w ot
HE we may, o seck out the
-
Those who think the

tich possession for ourselyes.
But it there

are sueceeding, will not list our tude,
be any, who, having made a trial of the world, are
disposed 1o dishelieve: the existence of  what they
seck—it there be any among the young. whe start
at the veport, and shrink from the aspeet of their

ts, we would have them hear

already clouded prospec
carth,

a brighter tale. There is happiness upon
There is happiness for the poor and for the richs
for the most prosperous and the most desolate.

There is happiness, but we will not have it.
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No. V.

TRUTH.

So much of the happiness of social life is derived frem the use of
Ianguage, and so profitless would the mere power of Laguage be bt
for the truth that dictates it, that the absence of the coutidence which
is placed in our declarations may not merely be in the highest degree
injurious to the individual, but would tend it gencral, to throw Juc b
the whole race of manhind into that barbarism from which they have

emerged. .
Dr Brows.

WiLKING one morning in the garden at an hour
when there is little to listen to, exeept the small
twittering of the wakeful Lark, the distant footsteps
of the cattle, and the coarse voiees of their drivers
proparing to go forth to their labour, T desired at
least to hear, what all who will listen may, a word
of truth from the still voice of nature.  There is
so striking an aftinity between the moral and the
natural workl, resembling consequences so surely
resulting from resembling causes, one might imagine
the world of things inanimate had been formed and
framed but as a pieture to <how forth what is passing
within us, and warn us of the things that attect our
woral welfare: a fable, as it were, of which we are
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to find the moral, and apply it to oursclves. There
is scarce a moment of our lives in which, if we be
pleased to pause and look around, we may not learn
& useful lesson from something that is passing among
the natural objects that encompass us.

The garden that morning was very gaily dressed
—the Moss-rosc drooped its head, overladen with
the weight of dew that was upon it, more beautiful
in its tears than when opening in full splendour
to the mid-day sun. The pale Lily, scentless and
colourless, scemed in its spotless purity to shun the
charms that embellished other flowers. And the
Pink, and the gay Pansy, and numberless others,
were there, all ranged in correet and beautiful order,
unmixed with any noxious or unsightly weed : ex-
cept that on one single spot 1 marked the first germ
of something that did not scem to be a flower, and
vet, having no distinet form, could not well be deter-
mined to be a weed. I paused a moment in thought
to pull it up—DBut what harm was there in it? It
hore but two small leaves, and why not lct it grow ?
And so it grew—and in a few weeks it spread far
and wide its rank, luxuriant branches—the flowers
that erept upon the =oil were smothered bencath it,
while its taller neighbours were encompassed by its
leaves.  And each morning as I renewed my walk,
I marked the growth of the unsightly weed, spread-
ing farther and farther to mar the neatness and
beauty of the border. Tts roots had mingled with
the roots of the tender flowers, its branches had
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interwoven with their branches, and it would now
be a task of difficulty to part them without injury.

And on the last morning that T walked there, 1
bethought myself of what this weed might resemble,
that from so small and innocent a beginning, had
grown into such speedy and abundant mischief. Alas!
there were many things that it resembled but too
closely. Many were the vices that came into my
mind as the results of carly indulgence—But in as
much as this garden had been richly cultivated and
fairly kept, and but for the rapid growth of this
neglected weed, had scemed almost without a ble-
mish, there was one thing in particular it scemed to
me to resemble ; for I had known that vice to subsist
in minds of considerable cultivation, and hide itself
under very highly-polished manners; the xingle
blemish of an else fair character.

As the ground, accursed for our sake, when left
unwatched, brings forth the poisonous weed, so the
human heart, if unchecked in its propensities, will
bring forth evil—but none, perhaps, so spontancously
as falsehood. There ~cems to be from earliest infancy
a disposition to it, and it ix generally the first great
fault a child becomes guilty of.

Falschood, in its grosser form, is so palpable a
sin, and so revolting, that we need say nothing here
to prove it so. The full-grown weed not any one
would spare, could they find means to root it out.
But the weed was a weed, hefore it seemed so, and
the poison was already in its root.  And so are there
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forms of falsehood that excite no disgust, and create
but small alarm, if any, when first detected in the
character—nay, are too often fostered and encou-
raged.

Had Anna told a direct falsehood in her infancy,
she would have been corrected with seriousness—
the guilt of it would have been made plain to her,
and every proper means employed to prevent a re-
carrence of the fault.  But no one gave heed to the
slight inaceuracies into which she was betrayed by
a lively imagination and a hurried mode of expres-
sion—her mistakes exeited mirth, and were not
seldom repeated in her presence, as proofs of wit or
subjeets of amusement.  So welcome a lesson was
promptly learned, and what was at first carelessness
soon became design, The plain and simple truth
gained no attention s a very little exaggeration would
make mirth for herself and her companions.  In
all this Auna meant no sin—and during her child-
hood, perhaps, it scarcely might amount to sin,
because it deccived no one and injured no one. But
the rank weed grew apace.  From exaggerating by
design, she grew so aceustomed to it, that it became
almost impossible to her to speak literally.  One
hour was, by her reckoning, always three—five hun-
drad stood for twenty—every rood was a mile, and
every common accident a marvel, if not an impossi-
bility.  These may scem trifles, and so perhaps they
were—Dbut they did not long continue so—The
prattle of the child grew into the converse of the
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woman—and where was then the truth too sacred
to he saerificed to Auna’s wit?  The words of others
distorted, their actions misconstrued, and their affairs
misstated, to make them ridiculous and herself amu-
sing.  From exaggeration to invention is but a pass
impereeptible—no matter who was wronged or who
deceived—habit had absorbed the sense of wrong,
and a laugh had become the price carrent for a lie.
These lies, perhaps, were not meant to injure—
but every falsehood may injure, whatever he in-
tended.  Anna, at fiest, gave pain without knowing

it.  But she could not stop here. There are ocea-
sions in every oue’s life where a fulschood may serve
our present interests—where a falsehood may gratify
our resentinent, may  shicld us from  disgrace, or
seeure us a trivmph over those who contend with us.
Would Auna panse when these occasions came ?
Woulil she, who told falschoods daily without a
motive, hesitate when it could serve some important
purpose?  When passion was excited and interest
at stake, would she, for the first time in her liie,
stop to comsider the «riminality of saying what was
not true? No—Anna will surely tell at last, if it
serves her purpose, the most injurious and deliberate
talsehood.

Now, however the world may join in with the
laugh. however willingly the idle may listen and the
thoughtless applaud, such a character is not esteemcd.
The gay and the giddy may seck them when they
would be amused, but friendship takes them not to
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her bosom—feeling holds no communion with them
—sorrow asks of them no comfort—wisdom takes
with them no counsel—eandour, simplicity, and good
sense, shrink instinctively from their touch.  How-
ever brilliant, and however entertaining, however
innocent, even in intention, the person whose word.
are habitually not true, is lowered in the seale of
moral creatures—their opinions have very little
weight, their testimony is but little regarded, and
their sincerity but rarely trusted: even though they
were never yet guilty of a mischievous deeeption.
But we must look higher than this. There is One
above us who himself is Truth, and to whom all that
is not, must be hateful. He has promised to bring
into judgment every idle word, and has already passed
sentence upon the guilt of “whosoever loveth and
maketh a lie.,”  Surely they are dangerous weapons
these to make us sport with. With the utmost
caution we may use, we shall not eseape the con-
demnation, should He be extreme to mark our words.
There is so much deception in our hearts, that we
rarely even know the truth exactly; and there is so
much temptation to disguise or discolour it, that
perhaps scaree a day goes by us in which we are not
betrayed into some evasion.  The weed is too surely
indigenous to the soil, and every hour that we spare
to check its growth, we spare an enemy that will
spoil the lustre of our garden. The best, and the
sweetest, and the purest in moral loveliness, will be
attainted by its unhallowed touch.
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Early let us go to our garden, and look if the
small germ be there—and every morning return to
see if it be coming.  And mark well the manner of
its growth. It does not come at once, a bold and
mischievous falsehood. Being in society, we hear
something that hurts or oftends us—desiring that
another should share our indignation or redress our
wrong, we add to it, perhaps, no more but an aggra-
vative tone. It is but wounded feeling, or just ab-
horrence of sin: True—but it is falschood. Walking
by the way-side, we meet an objeet of distress—
anxious to interest others for their sake, we exagee-
rate the picture of suttering, or conecal its alleviation.
Our motive is but benevolenee: True—-but it is
falschood.  We have been witness to some ineident,
or listened to some recital—a very little embellish-
ment will make it highly marvellous, and exeite
interest or aflord amusement—mno one can be harmed
by it: True—but it is still falschood. Well, the weed
is fair and green—shall we let it grow on another
day?  We have committed some fault—if we con-
fess it, we shame ourselves for ever, and sink in the
esteem of those we love. A falschood for this time
will conceal it, and we will do the wrong no more.
True—but another sin, and probably a greater, is
added to the first, and Ile who knows all is left out
of the acceount. Being innocent, we have heen
wronged, or we have been the unwilling occasion of
wrong ; by a falschood, mischief may be prevented
—With no other defence in our power, we may
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surelv prevent erime, and sccure ourselves from
injury.  But this is no more than to choose to
oursclves the culprit’s part, and, heing inmocent,
voluntarily to claim guilt on our hehalf—TIt is better
to suffer immocent, than guilty to eseape. We ave
brought unawares into a situation in which, if the
trath be not denied, we shall seem unkind, ungrate-
ful, insincere. We know that we are not so, though
appearances are against us; falsehood hecomes here
but the servant of truth—we use it only to prevent
mistake.  Methinks owr fatal weed ix growing now
apace.  That which at first seemed the handmaid of
generous feeling, hath passed over to the serviee of
self—mnot yet, it is true, to serve any evil propensity
or indulge any culpable desire. 1t scems but a fair
background to set oft our flowers.  Tet it grow on.
Hard serviee traly has that propeusity which onee
is enlisted to wait on the selfish interests of man.
Envy, jealousy, and emulation, anger, resentmeut,
and revenge, ambition, vanity, and pride—all these
make a part of human selfishness, and claim to he
served in their turn. The weapon is ina hand well
practised to its use. When better feeling predo-
minates, the use of it scems to be for good.  But
when passion surprises us, can the well-practised
hand forbear the ready weapon?  Envy ecan, by a
word of falsehood, bear down its proud superior—
emulation can, by a falschood, pass over the head of
its rival—revenge can sate itself, anger can safely
spend itself in falschood—pride, and vanity, and am-
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hition may be served by it.  And thus we have the
weed full grown!  We may use it oftener or scl-
domer, as the temptation arises, or as passion impels
—but that we shall use it when occasion urges, is
not doubtful.  And who now ecan tell the deformity
of the weed we have spared? It may misrepresent
the most pure intention, it may blight the fairest
character, it may attaint the holiest mind, bring
ridicule on the most sacred truths, hetray the most
generous trust, destroy all contidenee and honest
interconrse in society. and provoke and insult that
high. holy. and omniscient Being, whom nothing ¢an
deccive, and who will hear with no deeeption.
Faintly we have sketehed the misehiefs, and faintly
deseribed the manner of the  growth—We  have
given some examples, but they are a few among a
thonsand. - We warn you of the danger of the first
departure from truth—of the playful brandishing of
so dangerous a weapon. Thus much, at least, must

be acknowledged—falschood s sin—sin can never

be a trifle or a jest.
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No. VL

CHRISTMAS TIME.

O nuit bienheureuse, en laquelle est né le Christ, Je Seigneur, je
te trouve beaucoup plus cliire et plus resplendissante que tous les
beaux jours de I'nnnée; car tu as eté éclairée de ce bel soleil d'en
haut, au regard dujuel le soleil méme n'est que ténébres! Bien-
heureuse nuit, en laquelle on chante le triomphe dans le ciel, et on
publie la paix en terre aux hommes, auxquels Dieu prend son bon
plaisir !

DRELINCOURT.

IN every period of nature’s story, attached to every
creed, and making a part of every mode of worship,
religious festivals of some kind have been observed ;
and they have for the most part worn a character
not ill-becoming the Deity in whose honour they
were held.  The Greck kept his festival with armns
in hand, and in doing honour to his warrior gods,
could find no fitter celevration than games of agility
and feats of strength. The more savage Roman, in
whose hard bosom inhumanity was the proudest vir-
tue, feasted his deities with gladiatorial sights. The
dark Indian, not very much mistaking the spirit he
serves, holds festivals in honour of the Devil, in which
his scalped and tortured encmics make at once the
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offering and the sport.  While to his obseene, unholy
gods, the unchaste Hindoo holds feasts of im";nn.\‘,
pollution, and dishonour.

Far other festival was theirs, who, mid the dark-
ness of an idolatrous world, were taught to serve the
God of truth and Jove. They kept their Passover
with fasting and prayver.  In their year of Juhilee,
the oppressed had restitution, and the prisoner went
free.  Where superstition overelouds our holy faith,
the religious festivals have asswmed a like character.
Saintx and martyrs who have come in to share their
Maker’s glory and divide his worship, have all their
festivals; and if we note the idle pomp, and useless
offerings, and heartless ceremonies, with which they
are celebrated, we must confess them not ill-suited
to deities of earth, introduced with worse than Pa-
gan polytheism, into the worship of the Christian
Chureh.

Restored, in profession at least, to the simplicity
of the gospel faith, disencumbered of all that man
had intermixed with the spiritual worship demanded
of 1 from God—forning their church, whether Epis-
copal or otherwise, on that which they believe to be
the seripture model, Protestants have left their reli-
gious anniversaries but few and simple.  Christmas
and Easter are the two great festivals of their year
—the latter only partially observed—the former, we
believe, miversally. How do wekeepit? A suitably
to our profession as the Hindoo to his?  As much
in aceordance with the character of Him we serve,

YOL. 1. D



00 THE LISTENER.

as the Olympic games with the battle-loving gods of
Greece ?

It was thus 1 questioned myself, as one evening
I sat pensive and alone, close on the hearth of my
solitary chamber. No one was nigh to answer to
my doubts. 1 trimmed my candle, and stirred my
fire, and listened as if something should bring me a
reply. Silence, indeed, there was not—for there was
a sound within of eager footsteps passing to and fro.
But what had I to do with that? And there was a
noise of carriage-wheels without—but what had that
to do with the subject of my thoughts ?  The books
that lay crowded on my table were my sole compan-
ions, Could I not question them? I opened one,
and it said, When the wise men beheld the star that
announced the Saviour’s birth, they rejoiced with
exceeding great joy ; and when they found him, they
fell down and worshipped him. And it said again,
that when that birth in Bethlchem was announced,
there appeared a multitude of the heavenly host,
praising Gad, and saying, Glory to God in the high-
est, and on carth peace, good-will toward men!

On carth and in heaven, then, this scason was a
season of rejoicing; and we kecp it in memory of
an event the most important that ever happened in
this nether world—so important, that exulting angels
shared the triumph of the news they brought. We
keep it in honour of Him, who on earth despised
the pomps and vanities of life, disowned the turbu-
lence of earthly passion, turned aside from the paths
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of idleness and folly, and spoke with his sacred lips
full many an awful “Woe” on all who loved them.
His holy soul was bent on other purposes—his eyes
wept tears of pity for the world’s insensibility—his
heart was rent and broken for its sins—and his hal-
lowed spirit at last surrendered, to purchase manu-
mission for the bond-slaves of the carth, and make
them heirs of bliss cternal.  And now in heaven he
sits in unspotted purity enthroned, watching with
eye compassionate the people he has loved on earth
to save them from the dangers and temptations that
encompass them s to win their hearts to penitence,
and faith, and love.

And what to us was that event we eelebrate?
What share have we in the joy that was proclaimed
in heaven at his coming?  Ruined, lost, degraded,
and condemned, his coming was to us, if it was any
thing, pardon, and peace, and restoration to the
favour and the likeness of God.  The deepest humi-
liation that such an interference was necded, the
most exalted joy that our need was thus provided
—jov, greater than when the eaptive is set free
—-jov, greater than when the senteneed eriminal is
pardoned, hecomes usat thisseason.  But what joy ?
When we eelebrate the memory of one we love, we
tell fondly of his deeds—we bring to mind things
that had nearly stolen from our thoughts—we re-
peat his sayings—bring forth cach valued memento
of his love—seek the scenes, and renew the employ-
ments, that best remind us of him; if he has been
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renowned for any thing, our musie, our decorations,
and our sports, bear all some reference to his cha-
racter or his doings.  Christmas is the celebration of
our Saviour’s birth.  When angels told it, they gave
glory to God on high. When wise men heard it,
they fell down and worshipped.  When Christians
celebrate it, they I had not time to finish all
I might have said of chastened gaicty, of warm and
humble gratitude, of pious recollections, joyful praises,
and confiding prayers, when a great inerease of noises
called off my attention to what was passing beyond
the precinets of my solitude.

Our Christmas festival is not confined to the single
day set apart by our Church for religious service.

The scason of rejoicing we usually call Christmas,
extends to the length of weeks, distinguished from
all others in the year by frequent festivities peculiar
to itself; especially among the younger part of the
conmunity, to whom it is usually a time of holiday
and domestic indulgence. And T soon perceived this
was one of those nights which peeuliarly develop
what we mean by Christmas-time ; and 1 recollected
besides, that it was the New-year's Eve, a night of
no common distinction amoung the distinguished.
What a happy opportunity to solve my previous
doubts, and set my mind at rest! 1 went out of my
chamber in haste, to listen what might be passing.
As I drew nigh to the spot, to which a glare of
lights and a sound of music attracted me, | saw
many an airy figure passing and repassing in the
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distance. T drew near—but why nced I pause to
deseribe it? Who does not know what is meant by
a Children's Ball at Christmas?  Many a beautiful
litile ereature, whose check in the morning had been
flushed with health, was alrcady paling in the mid-
night glare—their glistening cyes and panting ho-
soms hetrayed an unnatural exeitement, while their
unclothed and fragile limbs already moved with list-
lessness and languor. T thought the glittering trin-
ketx on their hosoms did but attaint their purity. and
their splendid and  fantastic drvesses transform the
most exquisite of nature’s works into the likeness of
the mimie puppet-show.  But they, it seems, thought
otherwise-—and so did the parents and clder specta-
tors who lined the circumferencee of the hall-room.
The heauty’of one, and the eleganee of another, and
the dress of a third, engrossed all eves, and set all
tongues in motion.  On one pale cheek. 1 saw the
blush of mingled modesty and pride grow deceper and
decper ax repeated words of admiration met her car.
I saw a second. whom Christmas balls had alveady
cured of that fiest weakness, send her bright eyes
round in scarch of the admiration at which <he
blushed no longer. T traced in some the restlossness
of envy, the <kulk of inferiority, and the languor of
perecived neglect.  In none — o, not in one of all
that fuiry crowd. saw I the ealm of innocence or the
simplicity of childhood.  Unnatural exultation, or
premature depression, was the expression of every
countenance therve.  Mean time, the féte went on.
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They looked at their watches—T looked at mine,
and perceived they were preparing for the midnight
hour. ’Tis well, I suid, to note it; for, at its sound-
ing, another year is stricken off from their short tale
of life. Of the threescore years —perhaps of the
twenty—or the ten—it may be not half of that,
granted them by the (‘reator to give him glory and
make ready for eternity, here is one more numbered
off; and gone to make report in heaven of its use.
How much of gratitude they owe for all the happi-
ness in that year enjoyed —how muceh regret for all
the errors and negleets with which they stained it—
what remembrance, what love of Him, without whose
birth on carth, at this season celebrated, cach closing
of the ycar would be but the signal of approaching
and cternal misery!  Iow much humility and holy
awe at thought that even now it may possibly be so!
It is & moment of no common interest.  The year is
closed — its pleasures can no more be enjoyed, its
wasted moments can no more he used, the deeds that
were done in it canmot be recalled, its dangers are
escaped and its sufferings are over—very brief has
it been, and the one that sueeeeds it will be no longer.
Our last it may be—one less to us it must be.
Midnight struck. The music became louder and
gayer than before—the dance went on with redoubled
energy—every check glowed, and every eye kindled
—old and young, all were now cngaged—my eye
searched cvery feature, to find if one of all these
thoughts were written there—forgetfulness, absolute
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incbriation as to every rational recollection, was all
the expression I could trace—a senseless joy because
a year they had misused was gone, and another they
meant to misuse was come, and the eternity they had
forgotten was brought nearer, and the life they de-
lighted in was receding.  How long the intoxication
lasted, I cannot say, for I withdrew to my chamber
to reflect on what had passed.

This, then, is the festival Christians hold in ho-
nour of their GGod—in remembrance of that meck
and suffering Lord !—Remembrance, alas! who re-
membered him in that gay room?  Was not their
object rather to forget him ? How dissonant to their
cars would have come the mention of his name—
how little appropriate any emblem of his love—how
almost profane to have made mention of his deeds
or reference to his character —Remembrance! Oh!
if there had come, indeed, to any bosom there, a re-
collection of the meaning of Christmas, of the stable
where the holy babe slept for our sakes on the cold
manger—of the meanness and contempt with which
the Son of the Most iligh in merey clothed himself
—the life of sorrow to which he was at this season
born—how meck, how holy, and yet how wronged
—Dby ourselves how much neglected.and forgotten—
surcly the thought had marred their gaiety, and put
to shame their strange festivity !

Was this forgetfulness the glory angels sung’
Was this indifference the worship wise men offered !
Yet thus we teach our children to celebrate the
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birth-time of their Saviour. Instead of the inno-
cent, domestic treat, the game of healthful play, the
holiday sweetened by previous industry, the uscful
or amusing present, things that formerly would con-
stitute their Christmas gambols, it is the seed-time
now for implanting every sinful feeling and unholy
passion.  Pride, and vanity, and rivalship, and envy,
are to be awakened, time wasted, health impaired,
and spirits exhansted.  Many a long day expended,
in thought at least, about the dress they are to
wear ; many another in weariness and languor, and
disgust of Jess-exciting occupations ; attention un-
timely called to the advantage of personal attractions ;
a false estimate induced of the comparative value of
internal and external excellence.  These are the
evils now, without which so many of our young
people cannot pass a happy Christmas— cannot cele-
brate—how strange the distortion I—the love and
merey of that holy Being to whom the very touch of
evil is most hateful ; who turns aside his head from
the first movement of that sin which bound his sa-~
cred brow with thorns.  He to whose glory and ser-
viee our time, and thoughts, and health, and spirits
are due, is to be honoured at this season by the more
than usnal want and perversion of them all. He to
whose memory the fétes are held, is to be more to-
tally forgotten, if possible, at this scason than in all
the vear besides,  The expression of our joy may be
the ball, the theatre, the rout—any thing, in short,
so it have no reference to that which is our professed
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cause of rejoieing.  We must be happy, beeause it
is Christmas, the time of our Saviour’s birth into the
world—Dhut do not remind us of the circumstance,
lest it make us sad.

Would we have no rejoicing then?  While hea-

thens rejoice in their Apollo or their Vishou, are
Christians to go all the year in weeds of penitence,
with mournful and downeast Tooks?  No scason of
peculiar joy and exultation?  Nay, surely not. Let
Christmas be the happiest season of the year—there
is mueh reason that it should—Iet the poor have their
sober feasts and our children their glad holidays,
Jut let us not he more inconsistent than heathens
are, excluding from our feasts the thought of him
we afleet to eclebrate, and offering him only what we
know he loathes.,

Would we know what are consistent and what are
inconsistent modes of rejoicing at sueh a season, me-
thinks mere common sense might tell us. We need
be at no loss to discover what amusement consists
with the glad remembrance of our Saviour's coming,
the cireumistances, cause, and consequence of that
event—with all the love and obedicnee we owe to
him because of it. - We ean surely diseern what em-
ployment reminds us of him, and what disposes us
to foraet him: what, ift he were vet on carth, he
waould conseerate with a blessing, and what he would
turn from with a keen reproof or a compassionating
tear.  Yes, we do know—our ignorance is a feint—
we know very well when we are about a thing,
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: Spering our pursuits, and sanctifying
our enjoyments, - Whatever consists with the grateful
remembrance and desired presence of our Saviour, is
a fit amusement for the season—whatever exchudes
them cannot be so.

If we say that on these terms we can have no
mirth, no amusement, and our children and our ser-
vants no enjoyment of their Christmas—then, in
truth, T know not what to say, but that our children,
and our servants, and ourselves, are in a strange
case :—we cannot rcjoice in our Saviour’s coming,
unless we may forget him—we cannot keep his birth-
time, unless we may offend him. If this be so, we
had better at least change the name of our festival,
and the pretext for our festivities—for though we
may be very glad it is the 25th of December, or
the 6th of Jamuary, we are clearly not glad it is the
day in which man’s redemption was proclaimed from
Heaven, or in which wise men fell down and ac-
knowledged their infant King. There was a period
in our country’s history in which the same season
of the year was kept in honour of Woden, or some
Saxon god. In the North of England the common
people still make a sort of little images at Christmas,
which they call Yule Doos—this in modern language
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would be Christmas Gods—a custom no doubt deri-
ved from their pagan ancestors: in them it is no
idolatry, as they attach no meaning to it whatever,
and only do it because it always has been done.
But let us look to ourseclves, lest, under a Christian
name, we but keep the heathen’s feast ; serving there-
in some god of our own devising; doing honour to
time and sense, and the world, and ourselves—to
every thing but Him by whose holy name we call
our unholy sports.
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No. VIL

FEARS.

The butler desired me. with a very grave face, not to venture my-
selfin it after sunset, for that one of the footmen had been almost
frightened out of his wits by a spirit that appeared to him in the shape
of a black horse without a head —to which he added, that about a
month ago, one of the maids coming home late that way, with a
pail of milk upon her head, heard such a rustling in the bushes that

she let it fall.
AppIson.

I po not desire to make great things of small, or
to magnify into vices the little diserepancies of char-
acter that so incessantly blemish the moral pros-
pect around us.  Viee is one thing, folly is another.
In their importance, no comparison ean be made.
Against viee, in its fairest and most delusive form,
we hope we shall be found ever to protest, whatever
sanction enstom, fashion, or opinion, may have given
it.  But there are some things which are not vices,
which cannot he ealled morally wrong, and which
yet need to be reported of as follies, where the
whisper of admonition may be thnely heard.  Next
to being good, it is desirable to be agrecable—next
to being virtuous, it is essential to be wise. When
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we have weeded our garden, we trim and prune our
flowers to make them bloom the fairer.  So if, in
my silent wanderings through a noisy world, I make
report of some things I have heard, that to my read-
ers seem not to hear the character of wrongs, I beg
it may not he believed I thought them so, or listened
to them with feelings no less painful than to some
other things by which man js injured and the Deity
offended.  But we are not content to mix up the
hitter wormwood in our dishes, because it is not the
poisonous nightshade.  Must we encourage a folly
bheeause it is not a viee, and torment each other and
ourselves beeause it does injury to no one ? Ot the
extent of the folly T leave the wise to judge; of the
grievousness of the torment, I presume to judge my-
self, having amply proved it, as T trust to make it
appear.

It was my misfortune once to visit a family of
people, very excellent, and very amiable, and for any
thing that T desire to say to the contrary, very wise
in things of moment. Besides the mother, there
were several young people of different ages, reaching
from infancy almost to womanhood, all happy, all
compliant, and all obliging—except when they hap-
pened to he assailed with what they were pleased to
call fear — but as fear has always respeet to danger,
funcied, real, or possible, I should prefer to find
some other name for it, because 1 can prove that
it existed where danger was not possible, nor even
by thewselves apprehended. What influence these
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attacks had upon their own happiness it is hard to
Jjudge, because some people find their enjoyment in
the miseries they create for themselves—but they
made woful inroads on the enjoyments of others;
and for compliance, good-humour, and good-breed-
ing, poor chance, indeed, had they to stand against
the influence of these vehement emotions.

Though the hour was late, 1 had secarcely laid
myself down to rest on the night of my arrival, ere
I was aroused by the buzzing of voices, and the sound
of soft, stolen footsteps in the adjoining gallery.  The
young ladies had been disturbed by extraordinary
sounds, or such at least as would have been extra-
ordinary, had not the hearing of them recurred every
other night. One was afraid to go to bed, and an-
other was afraid to get up—one could not come into
her room, and another could not come out of it.
Some thought they heard, and others were sure they
heard, but nobody knew what. Nor was it casy to
perecive the purport and end of the eommotion—
for no one made any attempt to ascertain the real
ground of alarm; probably because they knew not
where to look for it—or, more likely, because they
were too much used to their own fears to expect to
find any ground for them at all.  And so, after much
listening, and starting, and whispering, they were
pleased at last to go to rest, and generously allowed
me to do the same.

1 ventured in the morning to suggest, that the
indulgence of unreasonable fears was not the con-



THE LISTENER. 63

comitant of a strong mind, and did in itself much
tend to weaken it: that in the presence of real
danger it unfits us for exertion, and in the abisence
of it, costs us as much suffering as the ovil itself
might do. I was answered by stories manifold and
various, of things that had been, and things that
mizht be; and the absolute certainty they still re-
tained of having heard neises, theugh not one in
their morning senses really sapposed there had been
any thing to make the noise.

Willing to close a conversation T thought so little
improving, I proposed to two of the younger girls
to walk with me in the grounds. It was agreed to
with pleasure; they were polite, cheerful, and obli-
wing, till we had walked—must 1 own, not more than
some few hundred yards 2—when a small frog jumped
out from the grass hetore us, and passed to the side
of the path. A scream that might have startled
even the insensible frog, broke from one of the young
ladies, and they both protested they would go no
farther on that path It was in vain I represented
to them that a frog is the most harmless of living
things, having ncither bite nor sting with which
to wound; and that, morcover, whether it were
harmless or harmful, it had taken itself willingly
away from us. They replied only that it was a
hideous, shocking creature, and frightened them to
death.  Equally in vain 1 urged my wish to reach
the place to which that path would lead us—my
wishes had no weight against their fears—they would
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not go, and exeused themsclves by saying they were
dreadfully afraid of live things. We turned aside
and took another path.—But alas! not far had we
pursued it, when I saw upon the green turf, where
it had untimely fallen, a sweet little bird already
dead and cold, its pretty eye unclosed, and not a
feather ruffled. T picked it up to admire it, when
suddenly both my companions let go my arm, and
stepped some paces back, protesting loudly that they
were dreadfully afraid of dead things, and should
never like to walk that path again.  Methought
their path of life would scarce be easy, to whom the
living and the dead were thus alike terrifie.

We now pursued our walk, but soon in utter
hopclessness, on my part, of any thing like comfort
or enjoyment. It we were to cross a meadow there
was a cow, or at least a horse in it—whichever way
we turned my companions saw a man, or a dog—
and when there was neither man nor dog, nor any
thing else, alive or dead, the way was so lonely they
were afraid to go forward. They could not sit in
the shade, lest the inhabitants of the bushes should
descend on their head—they could not sit in the sun,
lest the winged inseets should settle ou their clothes.
If 1 presented them with a flower, they let it fall,
because they mistook the green leaf for a caterpillar.
T wished them most heartily at home, and made
what haste T could to rid myself of such troublesome
companions.

But scarcely had we reached the house, when,
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for the promoting of the day’s amusement, a drive
was proposed to view some neighbouring ruins. It
will be believed I was comforted to find my walking
companions were to he changed for some a little
older, to whom T hoped the live things and dead
things might be less alarming. But alas! we had
now no need of cither.  When the carriage went up-
hill, they were afraid it would run back ; when it
went down-hill, they were afraid it would run for-
ward.  If the horses ran slowly, they woere sure they
would never go on; if they went tust, thev were sure
they would never stop.  The drive was romantie and
heautiful in the extreme, but the ladies saw nothing
except the ruts in the road. T attempted conversa-
tion. but was interrupted by a seream every time the
carriage Jost its exact perpendienlar.  And at last,
when the ebullition of their fears could be forborne
uo longer, they insisted on stopping the carriage to
enquire it the yoad was not very bad, and if it was
safe to go forward.  The former was too obvious to
need the asking, the latter they were determined not
to believe, When the carriage could not stop, they
inxisted upon getting out to walk, and then, having
made the driver go slower and slower, till the flect
hours of days were nearly spent, they discovered that
they should surely be benighted hefore their return,
and of course he murdered, over and above having
theiv neeks hroken by the badness of the voad,  These
were certainly no pleasing anticipations: and, if 1
did not partake the imaginary ills, 1 was sufficiently

YOL. I. K
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tired of the real ones, to oppose returning without
the accomplishment of our purpose; and listened all
dinner-tjme to assertions, proved and explained, of
the absolute impossibility of rcaching the place to
which we had set out.

All dinuner-time, did I say? It might have been
s0, had not an wnhappy wasp presented itself with
the sweets of the seeond course.  There was other
company besides myself at table, hut that could not
signify when a wasp was in the case.  The servants
were all put in requisition with tongs, poker, and
shovel 5 the children started and jumped, and overset
every thing in their way; and the dinner remained
to cool till the murder of the foe almost restored
peace to the society—but not quite—for one was
still sure it would crawl. Having a little girl next
me, of whose good sense I had on some oceasions
formed a favourable opinion, I ventured to ask her
why she was so much afraid of a wasp.  She replied,
as T expected, because it might sting her. T asked
her if she had ever been stung by one.  She assured
me she had, in endeavouring to drive it from the table,
whenee, had she left it alone, it would probably have
gone of itself quite harmlessly. T asked her of the
pain, and how long it lasted, and whether it was
difficult to bear. Her answer implied, that though
the pain was acute it was short, and that the re-
mainder of my question seemed to lher ridiculous.
I then submitted it to her candour, whether, in the
worst issue of the case, which, considering the num-
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her of wasps that fly, and the number of people who
will not let them fly in peace, occurs but seldom,
the quantity of pain was really equal to the quantity
of fear she had hetrayed ; and whether, in the cer-
tain anticipation of just so mueh pain by any other
cause, she should have felt any fear at all?  She
confessed that she should not ; beeause, as she sensi-
DIy remarked, a slight and temporary inconvenience
from bodily pain was not worth a complaint, much
lTess an anticipatory fear.  But all this did not seem
to her, reason why she should not seream at the sight
of a wasp. Nor indeed was it, as she gave me
oceasion to learn before the lapse of many hours—{for
the entrance of a moth, that never yet in the memory
of man was known to sting, created to the full as
much commotion later in the evening : so much, in-
deed, that most. of the party retreated out of the
room in the midst of our musical festivities, and left
me to play to myself,

Wedll I know, that ladies who have grown up in
the indulgence of such fears, and have come at last
to persuade themselves there is a degree of delicacy
and refinement in them, must go on unto the end
under the penalty due to their folly ; that of tor-
menting themselves and annoying others.  But as
my whispers are for the cars of those with whom
nothing is yet too late, T would represent to them
the alwolute inconsistency of sueh fears with good
sense and a rational mind. Al extravaganee is folly
—because sound sense mainly consists in giving to
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things their due degree of importance, and propor-
tioning the sentiment to the occasion that calls it
forth. Fear, therefore, beyond the oceasion, must
be folly, even when some degree of danger exists:
and though, as a passion inherent to our nature, we
cannot but be subject to it, we believe it will generally
be found greater or less in proportion as the mind
is strong or weak.  The unreasonable indulgence of
fear—we speak now of that fear which has a real
object and oceasion — is surely not inconsistent with
the calm and humble trust wo profess to repose in
a superintending Providence, without whose know-
ledge harm cannot by any means hefall us,  If it be
urged that we ought to foresce and provide against
danger, that is true—but fear, so far from acecle~
rating this provident care, usually unfits us for using
the means we have of avoiding or rexisting evil; the
courageous will escape, where the timid wust in-
evitably suffer.  But that sort of fear, if, for want
of another term, we so must call it, which is our
present subject of reprehension, has nothing what-
ever to do with danger — call it timidity, sensibility,
or whatever we may, it is nothing hut weakness and
folly; and we may depend upon it, that being purcly
sclfish, it is always unpleasing. It is constitutional
in some minds, no doubt, more than in others; but
if we have a constitutional weakness of frame, we
use all means to overcome it, and often with suceess.
Then why not so with this, our mental weakness ?
But, in fact, much more depeuds on habit and educa-
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tion than on nature. Some children are absolutely
taught it, and others are foolishly humoured in it,
till it is no longer in their own power, or in the power
of any one, to subdue it. T am certainly inclined to
make an exeeption in those very extraordinary and
wonderful cases of natural antipathy, of which the
existence is too eertain to be disputed, and too in-
serutable to he understood ; where an instinetive
horror of some one particular thing gives such a
keen pereeption of its presence as nothing ean haffle
or deceive.  This, perhaps, it may be impossible to
conquer.  But this bears no analogy whatever to
the multifarious fears, and horrors, and dislikes, of
which we have been speaking, by which reason and
good sense are offended, selfishness fostered and in-
dulged, and the feelings and convenience of others
generally sacrificed to our own,

Addressing myself exclusively to my  yvounger
friends, T would induce them to eonsider that most
of those living things for which they have conevived
a horror, are in thenelves beautiful, and should be
objects of our admiration. T believe there is not
in the whole erveation a thing that can properly be
termed  disgusting. Tt may De troublesome and
annoying, if it obtrudes itself where comfort and
cleanliness forbid its entrance, and may Justly be
removed, or, if necessary., destroyed.  But in them-
selves, hoth reptiles and insects are most curiously
and exquisitely wrought. and instead of shrinking
from them with senseless horror, we may aceustom
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oursclves to look at them with sensations of extreme
pleasure, as the works of Him whose wisdom and
power they manifest, and of whose bounty they
partake, in the enjoyment of the existence he has
hestowed on them. It is to some persons, and might
be to all, if they would eultivate the fecling, a source
of infinite delight to watch the swarms of inscets
that people the whole creation in the mid-day of a
summer sun.  There ave those who receive ax much
pleasure from the insect that settles on their finger,
as from the wild-flower that blossoms under their
feet. This complacent feeling in the contemplation
of nature’s living works, and that of persons who
shrink from them with disgust, are merely habits of
mind : the one may just as well be cultivated as the
other.

In respeet to the fear of aceidents and injuries
from our fellow-creatures, T believe the best cure for
it is an abiding sense of the ever-present Providence
of Gold; and if we are constitutionally timid, we
cannot  better subdue it than by cultivating this
consciousness of the Divine proteetion, in such a
manner that it may recur to our minds on the first
movement of alarm ; in short, so asx to become in-
fluential on our habits and scnsations, and make a
part of all our thoughts and feclings.
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No. VI

TIHE SABBATH.

Is there a time when moments flow
More lovelily than all beside ?—
1t is, of all the times below,
A Sabbath even in summer tide.
EpagsToN.

It was a Sablath evening in the height of summer.
The sun had heen some half-hour gone, but his heams
still {iugered in the clear horizon, and still the ﬂm-oy
cloud was tinged with a fading touch of red.  The
blue vault had not yet deepened into grey, nor the
landseape become obseure in the growing twilight.
Aud yet there was a mellowing tint upon the scene,
thut gave of softness what it stole of splendour—
like the Drilliant and gifted spirit that religion has
chastened into stilluess,  The flower that had droop-
ed, and the leat that had withered in the noonday
heat. were already recovered by the evening’s fresh-
ness 3 while the Thrush prolonged her song, and the
Red-hreast lingered on the bough, as if unwilling
to part from such a day. Peace and repose were
the character of the scene, and fancy well might
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picture that the task of life was done, and all things
ready for eternal rest.

In all there scemed a fitness for the day, and for
the feelings with which T was returning from the
evening service.  The words of love and peace had
dropped like holy balm upon the bosom, and put to
rest its agitating cares.  Shame and contrition had
sunk the soul too low for opposition, and merey had
won it into grateful acquieseence. At peace with
God, beeause it had drunk deeply of his grace and
truth, at peace with the world, heeause it seemed no
longer worth contention, at peace with itself, because
self was degraded and dethroned, the spirit partook
of the evening'’s Sabbath hue, and only wished it
could be always so. ““ And will it not be always so,”
I thought, as I walked slowly homeward, ¢ when
our life’s working-days are over, and the eternal
Sabbath dawns upon our souls? A little while, and
what is now but a brief foretaste, a passing sem-
blance of celestial peace, will be an eternal and
unchanging reality. A little while, and the smile
of our Father will no more be averted, the world
renounced will no more resume its power, and sclf-
submitted will no more rebel.  And if there be such
pleasure in an carly Sabbath, interrupted as it is
with our coldness, and carelessness, and carthliness,
what will be the bliss of that eternal Sabbath for
which we are preparing?” And then I considered
the goodness of God in this institution, by which
one day in seven is separated from the rest, to be
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emploved in making happy what the occupations of
the other six too often tend to make wretehed, and
to sanctify what they are too well fitted to corrupt.
Prone as we are to sin, and subject ax we are to
sorrow, our most lawful oceupations are fraught with
anxicty and danger—What comfort, then, that there
is one day in which it is our duty to negleet them,
to forget them, and give up oursclves entirely to
thoughts and pursuits of which the fruits are love,
and holiness, and joy : to have nothing to do but to
acquaint ourselves with God and be at peace! I
passed the day-labourer in his ¢lean white frock, his
Bible and prayer-hook tucked under hix arm, and
thought how he must enjoy the repose of such a day,
his only means of instruction, perhaps his only pause
from effort and endurance. T overtook the pale
mechanie, and fancjed, from the expression of content
upon his features, that he was telling over the
stores of consolation he had gathered, to feed on
in his close workshop all the week.  The children of
charity were trippive by my side, in their plain
round bonnets and, dark frocks, the hag of hooks on
their arm, or the basket in their hand —1 looked at
them, and hoped something had that day heen taught
them that would sweeten the rude lot for which they
were preparing. A little longer musing, and 1 should
have persuaded myself the Sabbath was a day that all
men love, and the ealm of nature what all were shar-
ing, and the song of gratitude what all were singing.
But truth was at hand, and faney must give place.
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‘When 1 turned from the meadows into the publie
road, the passengers began to thicken on my path.
The town had poured out her population in every
direetion for their evening walk, and the hills and
the pathways were scattered thick with figures of
various appearance, all well-dressed and neat, and
seemingly free from care. There was nothing at
first strongly to invade my previous feelings. I could
still fancey that the poor labourer, or richer trades-
man, was enjoving with his wife and children the
beauties of ereation and the grateful recolleetion of
a day well spent : and in many a lowly hovel, as 1
passed it, I saw, in interesting group, the father
attentively perusing his Bible, while the mother was
setting out the plain spare supper, where every thing
Jooked clean oncee in the week at least.  Truth might
indeed have told, that some who gnjoyed the leisare
of the day had thought nothing of Him whose day
it wax, and some who were tasting of nature’s
charms felt nothing of gratitude to Him who gave
them 3 but so much was not written on their brow ;
and they wore at least an air of enjoyment that be-
ame the hour, :

Not so, when, proceeding a little further, I met
the gay equipage returning from an evening drive—
Not so when I saw the light skiff, with sails unfurl-
ed, gliding merrily towards the shore.  Whoever
was within them, here was the day of God profaned
by the divect breaking of his holy law.  He had said,
Remember that thou do it not—they did it, and
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boldly deniced the harm,  Whatever innocence might
be assumed in those who took the pleasure, they
were guilty of the sin of those they taught and paid
to pursuc on the Sunday the oceupation of the week,
and unhallow in thought and deed the day that God
made sacred.  They would say, perhaps, they spent
an hour in a reercation very harmless, and no way
inconsistent with their thoughts of holiness—Dhut for
their one hour of harmless reercation, others must
toil many—the cattle that were used must be eleaned,
the hand that plied the oar for them would ply for
others, encouraged by their example—the words of
God are plain and positive, and impossible to mis-
coustrue 3 therefore the breach of them is a bold
refusal to comply with his command, made openly
in the face of carth and heaven.  They would urge,
no doubt, that they had enough kept holy the day,
in going twice to the serviee appointed.  Alas? if
they had heen there, it should almost scem to make
their guilt the greater—for there they had heard
the command enforec1, and there they had prayed
to be inclined to keep it, and thence they had re-
turned resolved to break it, and deny the wrong.
The evening was closing fast — already the dark
outline of form was all that remained distinet ; and
as 1 entered the town, the doors were elosing and
lights were beginning to gleam from every window,
My pleasing reverie had been painfully dissipated —
my mird was oceupied in considering of the way in
which Sunday evening is usually passed—and, presumi-
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ing that when windows stand open, no seercts are
passing within, I set myself to observe how people
were employed in the various houses as T passed
them ; not without hope that I might gather some-
thing useful, in the way of warning or example for
my readers,

I passed a window where noisy mirth bespoke the
late dinner party ; where it was evident the company
would not, and the domestics could not, remember
it was the Sabbath—oxeept in so far as they sighed
in seeret that deceney allowed them not to dance or
play at cards—but there I paused not. There was
nothing doubtful among these. They, too, had been
to church—themselves—but not their servants, who
had this dinner to make ready. As soon as they
came forth from the sacred walls, they had passed
with all speed from house to house to make their
morning calls—T say not, to wipe off’ the serious im-
pression of the serviee, for it had made none, but
to get rid of the time till the bells should chime
again,  Unless they preferred a drive, they had gone
a second time to church—they had plenty of time
to dress for dinner, and then, thanks to this party,
there was no more trouble about disposing of the
hours till bed-time.

Neither did T stop long, where, in a more decent
way, but with much the same purpose, a few friends
had called in upon some other few, for the charitable
purpose of passing away an evening on which they
thought it right to be quiet and abstain from their
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weekly oceupations, and yet found it very tedious.
But I made a longer pause when 1 arrived under a
window where there were clearly none present but
the family that abode theve, and it was pretty evi-
dent that no one had lost the recollection that it
was the Sabbath. Knew 1 this from the smile of
gratitude and heavenly peace that shone on their
features? My readers shall judge. 1 wish it was
bed-time,” said a little girl, not usually in haste to
go to bed ; 1 am so tired of having nothing to do!”
Though in truth she had risen two hours later than
usual that morning.

1 think our clock must he too slow,” replied her
brother.  * You know we were hardly dressed for
breakfast when the bells hegan to ring this morning,
1t must he more than half-past nine ;7 and with a
weary yawn he threw himselt on the rug to play
with the spaniel.

All were not alike unfortunate—for T observed a
voung lady at her writing-desk, folding and scaling
as wany letters as oie: can reasonably suppose she
might have oceasion to write in a week. Tow
happy for her correspondents, that one day in seven
was i leisure day—a day on which the hours, heing
less valuable, could bhe better spared than on any
other! Ax 1 could not see within the letters, 1 am
bound in charity to suppose the subject of them was
in unison with the feelings and previous oceupations
of the day. Ilow should they be otherwise? A
heart that, from the rising till the going down of
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the Sabbath sun, had heen in earnest devotion hefore
God, had mourned in many a prayer the conscious-
ness of sin, and grown light under the sweet assurance
of its pardon—and had trembled at the awful de-
nunciations pronounced on the dissembler, and been
moved, amazed, overwhelmed, with the contempla-
tion of the Redeemer's love and the Father’s fond
forbearance—1It was impossible that such a heart
could turn immediately to common themes, the amuse-
ments of yesterday and the business of to-morrow,
and the thousand trifles that bespeak a mind un-
occupied by deeper interests.  1f I could not pene-
trate the letters to find where the heart had been,
and where the thoughts, I was at least certain that
they had been together, and that the language of
the letters had gone after them; and T felt much
grief at a practice that could leave it doubtful
whether they might not altogether have gone wrong.
No common observer could know that a young lady
who kept all her letters to write on a Sunday, did
so that they might wear a deeper tone of picty, be
the more faithful mirror of ler better feelings, eon-
veying greater good to others and more glory to
God. (ommon observers might even go so far as
to suppose it was a profune compounding hetween
her conscience and her choice—permitting her to
send her spirit to seenes where in person she dared
not go, and to occupy her thoughts with things she
dared not do. I could not but bewail the bad ex-
ample of a practice so equivocal, where the deed was
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plain to all, the inducement to it a seeret hetween
herself and God.

Reclining on a sofa opposite, I observed another
lady intent upon the perusal of a newspaper.  There-
in, at least, was nothing equivoeal ; for the contents
of a newspaper are known to all: and doubtless,
the mind that had been fed all day upon the high
and holy things of heaven and cternity, must have
found it a seasonable draught of temporalities to rid
itself of the effeets or impressions that might remain,
1 had some reason to doubt, from all T heard, whe-
ther thisx young lady would not have thought it
wasting time to read the newspaper on a Monday,
beeause she had so many other things to do.  But
on Sunday, alas !—on Sunday, on that day which is
God's and not our own, it was a relief to find any
thing that might be done.  And all together could
not stay the weariness with which they turned their
eves towards the lageing time-picee, that scemed
but to go the slower for their impatience to bhe rid
of a day, which, theazh shortened at either hand,
was »till too long.

And vet these people, and thousands who do like
them, are going, so they tell us, and take it hut ill
that we should doubt it, to that blessed dwelling-
place where there is no employ but one, the very
one of which they grow so weary here: where the
utmost reach of happiness is no more bhut the com-
pletion and duration endless, of that which they are
so little willing to begin —a rest from the agitating
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cares of time and sense, and a devoting of time, and
thoughts, and powers to the worship of the Deity,
the contemplation of his works, and the performance
of his will. This is a happiness that is not for us
here, we cannot reach it if we would. Dut that we
may taste of it, that we may cultivate a desire and a
liking to it, an imperfect Sabbath has been at cer-
tain intervals appointed us, in which we are per-
mitted, nay, commanded, under all the penalties of
disobedicnce, to take of the food on which our per-
fected spivits will cternally be fed, if the feast of
heaven be preparing for us.  The day ecomes round,
and finds so little weleome, it is but an importunate
intruder on our enjoyments, an interruption to our
business.  The food we are required to take is so
unpalatable, we are obliged to mix with ir as wuch
asx possible of our weekly fare to enable us to take
it.  So averse are we to this faint semblance of the
eternal state, that not c¢ven the terrors of God’s
broken law can force us to partake of it.  The
aversion must be strong indeed that will make us
risk so much by disobedience, rather than make the
sacrifice of a few brief hours.  And to what is it we
are so averse?  Let us consider.
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No. IX.

FRIENDSHIP.

For Friendship is no plant of hasty growth ;
Though rooted in esteem’s deep soily the slow
And gradual culture of kind intercourse
Must brivg to it perfection.
JoanNa BAILLIE.

L v Lo a great number of things that every
hodv saxs for 1o reason that can he pereeived, but
Teentse every body always Tas said them s and,
whatever be the recommendation to these current
upinions, or rather assertions, for opinion has little
to do with themw, it iv certainly not their truth. There
i~ not one in ten ot the persons who talk on these
vuiversal topies, that has ever considered whether
what it js customary to say, be true or not; and
though they are matters of everyday experience,
they seldom pause to compare their habits of talk-
ing with their actual observation on the subject.
But observation, unfortunately, we most of us make
none, Gl past the age at which it would most avail
us,  We take up our sentiments, and not seldom our
very feelings, upon trust, and it is not till after many
YOL. IL. F
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a hard rub and bitter pang, we come to perceive
that, had we felt more justly, we need not have suf-
fered. Perhaps this is an evil in some degree
irremediable 5 there are many who eannot, and more
who will not, think and judge on their own hehalf-—
what they were taught in theiv youth they will he-
liecve in their age, and what they said at fifteeu they
will go on saying at fifty; though the whole course
and current of their observations, had they made
any, would go to disprove it. But if this is the
case, and if it must be so, it is but of the more -
portance what habits of thinking and feelmg voung
people reccive, on entering a world that will not
change its course to meet their expeetations, or show
overmuch indulgence to their mistakes.  1f the mis-
chief ended where we hegan to trace it, with the
mistaken sentiments given forth in the talk of so-
ciety, it would he small, and we would let 1t pass as
a harmless fiction—but not seldom it goes to the
dearest and tenderest interests of our bosoms, to the
very vitals of our carthly happiness. It may indeed
do worse—for it may assail our virtues and attaint
our souls with sin, by giving a check to the benevo-
lent affections, and inducing a morose and eynical
habit of feeling towards our fellow-creatuves, the
very reverse of what Christianity enjoins.

These reflections, something long, as those may
have thought who are in a hurry to know what they
mean, were excited in my mind by a conversation I
recently heard in a party of young ladies, and which
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I take as a pattern and semblance of twenty other
conversations I have heard in twenty similar parties,
Friendship was, as it very often is, the subject of
the discussion, and though the words have escaped
my memory, T can well recall the substance of the
remarks. One lady boldly asserted that there was
no such thing as friendship in the world, where all
was insincerity and sclfishness. T looked, but saw
not in her mirthful eye and unfurrowed cheeks any
traces of the sorrow and ill-usage, that, I thought,
should alone have wrung from gentle lips so harsh
a sentence, and T wondered where, in twenty brief
years, she could have learned so hard a lesson. Have
known it, she could not ; therefore 1 concluded she
had taken it upon trust from the poets, who are fain
to tell all the ill they can of human nature, because
it makes better poetry than the good.  The remark
was taken up, as might be expected, by a young
champion, who thought, or said without thinking,
that friendship was- -I really cannot undertake to
say what—but all the things that young ladies usu-
ally put into their themes at school—something very
interminable, illimitable, and immutable.  From this
the discussion grew, and how it was, and what it
was, went on to be discussed—T cannot pursue the
thread of the discourse, but the amount of it was
this.  One thought friendship was the summer por-
tion only of the blest ; a flower for the brow of the
prosperous, that the child of misfortune must never
gather. Another thought, that all interest being
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destructive of its very essenee, it could not he trusted
unless there was an utter destitution of every thing
that might recommend us to favour or requite affie-
tion. This lady must have been hrought to the depth
of wretchedness cre she ever could be sure she had
a fricnd.  Some, I found, thought it was made up of
a great deal of sensibility, vulgarly called jealousy,
that was to take umbrage at every seeming slight,
to the indescribable torment of either party.  Some
betrayed, if they did not exactly say it, that they
thought friendship such an absolute unity, that it
would be a less erime to worship two gods than to
love two friends; and therefore, to bring it to its
perfection, it was necessary that all beside should be
despised and disregarded.  Others, very young, and
of course soon to grow wiser, thought it consisted
in the exact disclosure of your own concerns, and
those of cevery body else, with which you might
chanee to become acquainted 5 others, that it requir-
ed such exact conformity in opinion, thought, and
feeling, as should make it impossible to differ; and
others, that it implied such generous interference
even with the feelings as well as aflairs of its ohject,
that it should spend itself in disinterested reproaches
and unasked advice.  But however differing else,
all were sure that friendship hut usurped the name,
unless it were purely disinterested, endlessly durable,
and beyond the reach of time and circumstance to
change it ; and all were going forth in the full cer-
tainty of finding fricnds, cach one after the pattern
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of her own imagination ; the first speaker only ex-
cepted, who was fully determined never to find any,
or never to trust them if she did.

T marked with pained attention the warm glow
of expeetation so soon to be blighted, and reflected
deeply on the many heartaches with which they must
unlearn their errors. 1 saw that each one was likely
to pass over and rejeet the richest Dlessing of carth,
cven in the very pursuing of it, from having sketeh-
od in fmagination an unresembling portrait of the
objeet of pursuit. When friendship meets them,”
T said, * they will not know her.  (Can no one draw
for them a better likeness 27

It is the language of books and the language of
society, that friends are inconstant, and friendship
but little to he depended on s and the belief where
it is really reccived, goes far to make a truth of that
which else were false, by creating what it suspects.
Few of us but have lived already long enough to
know the bitterness of heing disappointed in our
affeetions, and deceived in our ealeulations, by those
with whom, in the varions relationships of life, we
are brought in contact.  Perhaps the aggregate of
pain from this eause is greater than from any other
cause whatever.  And yet it is much to be doubted,
whether nearly the whole of this suffering does not
arise from our own unreasonable and mistaken ex-
pectations.  There are none so unfortunate, but
they meet with some kindness in the world—and
none, I believe, so fortunate, but that they mecet with
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much less than they might do, were it not their own
fault.

Tn the first place, we are mistaken in our expee-
tation that friendship should be disinterested. It
neither is, nor can be—it may be so in action, but
never in the sentiment—there is always an equiva-
lent to be returned.  If not, it may be generosity, it
may be benevolenee, but friendship is not the name
forit. As soon as we intermingle with our fellow-
creatures, we begin to form preferences to one above
another.  The circumstances that decide this pre-
ference are infinitely various ; hut be they what they
may, the movement in the first instance is purely
selfish.  In the advances we make, the attentions we
pay, and the attempts to recommend oursclves to
their affections, it is our happiness, not theirs, of
which the inercase is in our view. 1In some way or
other, they pleased us before we began to love them ;
our friendship therefore is a purchase, not a gitt; a
part of the price is paid, and the rest s in expecta-
tion, If we examine the movements of our own
hearts, we must be sure that this is the case; and
yet we are so unrcasonable as to expect our fricnds
should be purely disinterested, and, after having se-
cured their aflections, we negleet to pay the price,
and expect they should be continued to us for no-
thing. We grow careless of pleasing them, incon-
siderate of their feelings, and heedless of the govern-
ment of our own tempers towards them—and then
we complain of incomsistency if they like us not so
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well as when dressed out in our best for the reception
of their favour.  Yet it is in fact we that are changed,
not they.

Another fruitful source of disappointment in our
attachments is, that while we are much more quick
in detecting the faults of others than our own, we
absurdly require that every one should be faultless
but ourselves. We do not say that we expeet this
i our friends ; but we do expeet it, and our conduct
proves that we expeet it.  We begin also with he-
lieving it. The obscurity of distance, the veil that
the proprieties of society cast over nature’s defor-
mity, the dazzling glitter of exterior qualities, baffle
for a time our most penetrating glances, and the im-
perfect vision scems all that we would have it. Our
inexperienced hearts, and some, indeed, that should
be better taught, fondly believe it to he all it seens,
and begin their attachment in full hope to find it so.
What wonder, then, that the bitterest disappoint-
ment should ensue, when, on more close acquaint-
ance, we find them fall of imperfections, perhaps of
most glaring faults, and we begin to express disgust,
sometimes even resentinent, that they are not what
we took them for,  But was this their fault or ours ?
Did they not present themselves to us in a garb of
mortal flesh ; and do we not know that mortals are
imperfeet, soiled with sin—nay, sunk so very, very
low in it, that however the outside be fair, the inte-
rior is corrupt and altogether vile ?  He who knows
all, alone knows how corrupt :—the heart itself, en-
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lightened by his grace, is more deeply in the sceret
than any without can be—but if the thing we love
be mortal, something of it we must perecive—and
more and more of it we must perceive as we look
closer—and if this is to disappoint and revolt us,
and draw harsh reproaches and bitter reeriminations
from our lips, there is but One on whom we can fix
our hearts with safety—and e is one, alas! we
show so little disposition to love, as proves that, with
all our complainings and bewailings of each other's
faultiness, our friends are as good as will at present
suit us.

Another cause of mortification is, that we expect
too much from those who do traly and really love
us.  We expect that they should prefer our interests,
feelings, and purposes to their own,  This is not, and
cannot be.  Truth has recorded many instances, and
fiction has invented an abundance nmiore, in whieh,
on some great emergeney, this has been the ease;
and in the common relationships of life, we may
every day see the most lovely and endearing instances
of self-negation in favour of those on whom our
hearts are fixed. But these are sacrifices, they arve
efforts against the current ; they ought never to be
presumed upon, and never exacted, if' it he possible
to avoid it. But instead of this forbearance, the
most willing hand becomes the most hardly taxed—
the more kindness we receive the more we demand
—the friend who professes to love us must yield
every thing for us; Dbear every thing from us, and
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do every thing for us; and if it come out at length
that he have interests, and purposes, and feclings of
his own, we are wounded and surprised, and exelaim
against the fallibility of human affections.  Yex, they
are fallible, and they are limited, as all things finite
are; and if we did not persist in disbelieving this
truth, we need not suffer those bitter disappoint-
ments.  There never was but One whose love con-
fessed no limit; and he was more than man. The
more he was provoked the more he loved ; his kind-
ness grew upon the injuries that repulsed it, and the
greater the burdens heaped upon him, the lower
bowed his sacred head to bear them.  His favour
neither grew on our deservings, nor is chilled by our
demerits 5 he gives all and takes nothing in return;
and the more we demand, the more we confide, so
much the more is he willing to bestow on us. But
this is the portrait of no carthly friend, and unless
it bear some resemblance to ourselves, we have no
right to expeet it should be.

And then the mutability of all sublunary things—
Ix it in the power of human constaacy to fix them ?
However determined to keep them, can the plea-
sures of to-day be the pleasures of to-morrow, drank
on with unsated appetite?  Does the waste of years,
and the growth of knowledge, and the change of
habits, make no change in our feelings and tastes?
We part from our friend in the full glow of reci-
procal affection, and think to meet again exactly as
we parted.  Qur attachment may indeed outlive the
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separation, and from youth to age be substantially
the same. But mean time the character of cach is
slowly changing, new habits are acquiring, and new
judgments forming. We meet again and are sur-
prised to find no more the unity of spirit that once
united us, the assimilation of feeling that once made
our society so delightful to each other.  And again
in bitter disappointment we inveigh against the false-
ness and versatility of those who once took so much
delight in us. But are they to blame? Is it not
the common course of all things earthly, on which
changed and changeable is irrevocably written?
And lastly, but not least productive of these pain-
ful issues, there is the false system under which we
form our friendships, as we do all things clse that
concern us upon earth—a system of error as it re-
gards ourselves, our situation, and our destiny. We
forget that we are strangers and pilgrims upon carth,
hurried forward to a distant and far other state.  Our
friends may be our fond companions by the way,
they may assuage our sorrows and heighten our de-
lights, and with a transient tenderness may hold our
hands and assist us in our task; but their bosoms
must 1o more be our resting-place than any other
thing on carth—they are treasures that must be
parted from, they are possessions that time must
steal, they are goods that must corrupt and pass
away. Heaven has pronounced it so, and so it must
be.  And if in this, as in all other things, we per-
sist in acting, feeling, and expecting, as if the world
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were our home, and the things of it our lasting he-
ritage, instead of being, as they might, our sweetest
consolation, our purest enjoyment, and highest zest
of life, our fricndships must become a source of
mortification, chagrin, and discontent.

But are we, thercfore, to say there is no such
thing as friendship, or that it is not worth the seck-
ing; morosely repel it, or suspiciously distrust it ?
If we do, we shall pay owr folly’s price in the for-
feiture of that without which, however we may pre-
tend, we never are or can be happy : preferring to
go without the very greatest of all carthly good,
because it is not what perhaps it may be in heaven.
Rather than this, it would be wise so to moderate
our expectation and adapt our conduet, as to gain of
it a larger measure; or, as far as may be possible, to
gather of its flowers without exposing ourselves to
be wounded by the thorns it bears.  This is only to
be done by setting out in life with juster feclings
and fairer expectations.

It is not true that friends are few and kindness
rare.  No one ever needed a friend and deserved one,
and found them ot : but we do not know them when
we see them, or deal with them justly when we have
them. We must allow others to be as variable, and
imperfeet, and faulty as ourselves. An old writer
has most foreibly said—¢To say nothing of our
friends, will not the sinking of our own hearts helow
the gencrous tenor of friendship, blast the fruits of
it tous? Did we use so little affection in making
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a friend, that we need none to keep him?  Must
not we he always upon the streteh in some minute
cautions and industries, in order to content that
tender aftection we would have in our friend 2 Can
we make our love to him visible amidst the reserve
and abstraction of a pensive mind ? - In our sanguine
hours do we not assume too much, and in our me-
lancholy think ourselves despised?”  Whether we
feel it or not, this is the truth of ourselves, and if of
ourselves, of others also.  'We do not wish our young
readers to love their friends less, but to love them
as what they are, rather than as what they wish
them to be—and instead of the jealous pertinacity
that is wounded by every appearance of change, and
disgusted by every detection of a fault, and ready to
distrust and ecast away the kindest friend on every
trifling difference of bebaviour or feeling, to culti-
ate a moderation in their demands, a patient al-
lowance for the eflfect of time and circumstance, an
indulgence towards peculiarities of temper and cha-
racter, and above all, such a close examination of
what passes in their own hearts, as will teach them
hetter to understand and excuse what they deteet in
the hearts of others; ever remembering that all
things on carth are carthly, and therefore changeful,
perishable, and uncertain.
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No. X.
A FADLE.

Beside the several pieces of morality to be drawn out of this vision,
I learned from it, never to repine at my own misfortunes, or to envy
the happiness of another ; since it is impossible for any man to form
a right judgment of his neighbour's sufferings.
Abbisoy.

T po not know whether my readers ever felt a de-
sire of the sort, but I have often thought it must be
pleasant to listen in the days of Asop, when every
Thrush could offer counsel in a voice as sweet as
that with which she bids farewell to the departing
sun, and every buitorfly could whisper a warning to
the frivolous and vain, before the eold wind numbed
her golden bosom.  However remotely wandering
from the walks of mep, however much condemned
to solitude and silence, he could hear something that
was worth the listing; and worth the telling, too,
as the world has seemed to think; since, for ages
after, it is content to read what the Fabler has ceased
to tell, and the birds and the beasts have so un-
kindly ceased to utter.

Perhaps my readers do not believe that it ever
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has been so.  That is a seepticism very unfavourable
to the reception of my story—but if it be so, 1 can
only say, that all I repeat. T did surely hear, and if
they listen they may hear it too—and perhaps they
will think with me, that since it cannot be the dis-
course of creatures rational, 1 do wisely to attribute
it to those we term irrational.  Perhaps, could these
irrationals be heard in their own behalf, they would
say our fables do them muceh injustice.  They have
shared our miseries, but not our sins. The wolf
devours the lamb hecause he is hungry, and the lamb
is the food that nature has appointed him: when he
no more is hungry, he will no more slay the lamb.
He obeys the hard necessity brought on him by man’s
delinqueney, and thinks and knows no wrong. But
the jealousy, and the pride, and the hard unkind-
ness, and the restless discontent, and aimless mis-
chief, is all reserved for bosoms rational—we have
put into the mouths of the viper and the lion, words
of wrong that amid all created things, perhaps, were
never heard but from our own.  However this may
be, I must proceed with my tale; and if my readers,
after a carcful perusal, should be of opinion that T
was deecived, and that the ereatures I saw and heard
were neither birds nor beasts, 1 willingly submit to
their decision.

One day—if it was not in the days of Hsop, it
must have been in some region not very commonly
known—I was wandering by myself in the fairest
of scenes, on the finest of days, and in the best of
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humours—How could I be otherwise? Tt was a day
and a scene in which the spirit that delights in na-
ture’s charms fecls alinost a painful struggle to
enlarge its powers that it may enjoy them more—It
was not hot, for the fresh brecze blew from the sea,
bearing with it the perfume of the moss and herbage
over which it passed—It was not cold, for a bright
autumn sun wanted yet some hours of setting; and
if now and then a silver fleece passed over it as a
veil, it was but to change the tints and vary a pro-
spect nothing could improve.  Either my mind was
that day {ree from cares, or in the overwhelming
sense of gratitude for the bounty that with so much
beauty eclothes this perishable world, the remem-
brance of them was for the time absorbed ; could I
be dissatisfied where all besides was harmony and
peace?  Every thing was heautitul, and every thing,
as 1 thought, scemed happy. A crowd of living
ercatures gave animation to the seene, and cach one
appearcd, in iy Jdelighted vision, exactly formed to
be what it was, and to do what it was doing; and
could any onc be other than itself, I thought it must
lose something of its fitness and its charms.  Yonder
cold Worm, T said, that crawls in naked ugliness
upon the soil, and cannot rise from it, should 1 take
it up and lay it upon that rose, would thank me
little for my pains—it would pine on its beauty, and
starve upon its perfumes—and what would avail it, in
its carthy prison, the Beetle's golden wing, or the
velvet bosom of the fluttering Moth? From nature’s
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largest work, to the least insect that frets the lcaf,
cach thing has organs, and feelings, and habits,
exactly suited to the place it is to fill—were it other
than it is, it could not fill its place—and being what it
is, were it removed to any other, it would surely be
less happy.  The flower of the valley would die upon
the mountain’s top; and as surely would the hardy
mountaineer, now flourishing on Alpine bheights,
languish and die if transplanted to the valley.  The
Maker of the world, then, has made no mistakes,
has done no injustice—every thing, as he has
arranged it, is what it should be, and is placed
where it should be, and none can repine, and none
complain.,

1 thought so, but T was mistaken—things are very
ditferent when you come to look into them, from what
they appear on superficial observation.  Viewed from
a distance, the troubled ocean seems an unbroken
surface; go closer, it becomes a scene of tumult
and destruetion.  And T, alas! was not destined to
carry home the delusion T had brought out, or had
falsely gathered in the contemplation of nature’s
works, and the Creator’s wisdom and munificence.
Instead of all being fitness, beauty, and harmony
serene, T liad to learn that all was absolutcly wrong,
and nothing eould be altered without being amended.
First, from the tall summit of a rocking Fir-tree
I heard the solitary raven thus bewail himself:—
“It is surcly hard that T am dooied to dwell for
ever on the top of this tall tree, battered by every
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storm that blows, and chilled by every bitter blast.
For many an age, my ancestors, they say, dwelt
here hefore me—but why must one be born to a des-
tiny not of one’s own choosing ? Yon tiny Linnet’s
nest, could 1 get into it, would suit my taste exactly,
and I might spend my days in quictness and peace.”

*This element,” said a Trout to his fellow, as
they glided down the stream, *is neither healthy
nor agrecable.  The sunbean plays upon the surtace
but to mock us, and never comes beneath to warm
our Llood. There is no reason that ever I have
heard, why fishes have not as much right to fly in
the air as cither birds or butterflies.”— True,” re-
plied his fellow, “and we would try it in despite of
fortune, hut that our lungs are so badly formed, I am
not sure we could breathe when we came there.”

“I am a contented creature,” croaked out a Frog
that sat crouching by the streamlet’s side— I like
my condition well enough, nor ever wish to live but
in this mud—yet I confess 1 see no reason why that
gay pheasant should wear such brilliant feathers,
while I have none. The gifts of Providence are
very partially distributed, methinks.”

A bulky Cabbage (for in those days vegetables as
well as animals could speak), from an unweeded bed,
where without much care it had grown full lurge and
round, was just then looking through the window of
a greenhouse, and with no small bitterness of tone
exclaimed, “ How blinded, how wisjudging are
mankind! While I, a most wholesome and useful
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her he: .( winter cold, these tawdry japoni-
cas, fit tor nothing bhut to look at, are to be nursed,
and stoved, and watered. 1t is hard indecd to bear
the world's injustice !”"— And L” rejoined an O,
comfortably grazing in a field, who had. doubtless,
overheard the last remark, “had 1 the management
of this world's good, would have a very ditferent
arrangement, and if any did not labour, neither
should they have food. I, who have toiled all day,
am fed on grass, and sent forth to gather it for my-
self, while yonder idle spaniel is reared on dainties
from his master’s hand—Dbut ere he be allowed to
eat, he ought to be yoked as we are, and sent forth
to plough.”—¢ Tt is true,” replied a team-Horse,
bis companion; “1 see no reason why we, of animals
the largest and the best, should be obliged to do the
work for all.  Why should not those idle blackbirds
come down and prepare the ground for casting in
the seed, while we go sit upon the tree and sing till
it suits our appetite to come and pick up what others
sow ?”

“Alas! alas!” whistled a pretty, painted Gold-
finch, with whom herries that day were ruther scarce;
“to what a hard destiny am 1 condemned! Were
I yon ugly barn-deor fowl, I should be fed and
sheltered for the sake of my eggs and chickens—but
in this sordid, sclfish age, beautiful as T am, no one
cares for me, because I can give them nothing in
return,”
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And next there came buzzing by me a fine gilded
Fly, fluttering and feasting itself upon every smaller
inscet it could cateh, till T began to wonder where
its appetite would be stayed—when, finely spun be-
tween the branches of a rose, a strong spider’s web
caught the gay reveller, and held him fast in chains.
“So!” exclaimed the prisoner, *“thus it is to live in
a world of treachery and ecrime; placed by Provi-
dence at the merey of every bloated spider; the in-
nocent still the victim of the base!”

And so I went on and on, and listened and lis-
tened, and nothing could T hicar throughout all the
ercation I thought so beantiful, but plaints of dissa-
tisfaction, wnd charges of injustice: all were dissa-
tistied with what they were, and injured hecause
they were not something else. My heart sunk with-
in me at the hearing—1I listened no more, but 1 had
gained ample food for meditation.

Can it be then, I said within myself, that Ie, the
Beginning and th: End of all things, Creator, Lord,
Disposer of the world, has done injustice to every
creature he has placed in it?  There are those, it
ix true, who have made it what He made it not, and
have introduced for themselves sins and miscries,
which he at first ordained not—bhut it is not of these
we hear so much complaining—the cry perpetual is
against the providential circumstances, of nature or
of fortune, to which ecach is subjected. THowever
infidelity deny, or carclessness forget it, these cir-
cumstances do, and ever will remain in the hand of
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Him who is Lord of all: therefore, every complaint
that is uttered against our fortunes, is a complaint
against him, for e assigned it.

From the cold dust which was all alike before his
spirit breathed on it, he moulded a world of ereatures,
50 various as none but Deity could devise; but end-
lessly variable as they weve, cach one was in its for-
mation minutely perfeet; not one had a want that
it had not the means of supplying; not one had
a faculty without some purpose for which it was
imparted. The more deeply we examine into the
seerets of the natural world, the more certainly and
surprisingly we find it so.  Examine the minuatest
flower, and see with what wonderful forethought, as
it were, it is supplied with organs, active, though to
all appearanee motionless, to feed itself, to grow,
and to produce its fruit: not all alike, but cach one
differently.  Had they been all alike, all must have
grown on the same soil, in the same aspect—now,
from the hardy Lichen that braves the rigour of the
poles, to the tender offspring of a tropical sun, there
are some that can thrive in all.  There is no doubt
that of two plants of certain deseriptions placed near
cach other, each one from its different formation
will imbibe the different juices suited to itself; on
which its companion would have died, perhaps. It
is certainly not without a reason, whether that rea-
son can be traced or not, that one leaf is clothed
with silken hairs, while another has a coat of glossy
smoothness.  Why has the Vine the long, winding
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tendril that never grows upon the oak? Why are
the sceds of the Mistletoe denied the power of root-
ing in the carth, and yet have a quality no other
seed possesses, of adhering to the bark of trees on
which they take root and live? Why, but hecause
it is the place that God assigns them? More dis-
cernible still is the fitness of every thing in the
animal creation.  Why has the Beetle rough harsh
seales upon its wings, when it could fly like the
Butterfly without them?  Plainly because it was
meant. to dwell in holes and ereviees, where without
them its wings would be broken and destroyed.
Why is the bill of the Sparrow drawn to a sharp
straight point, while that of the Hawk is curved and
hooked ? Beeause the Sparrow is to pick out the
minute seed from its hiding-place in the flower, and
the Hawk is to remd the flesh of the animals it feeds
upon. We know all this, and we admire it, and admit,
the wisdom and beauty of the arrangement—it would
seem to us a thin: most strange, perverse, and ludi-
crous, that the Frog, abiding in the muddy pool,
should sigh to be invested with the Pheasant’s tail
—that the finmed Trout should propose to be flying
through the air, and the Cabbage to be nursed and
stifled in the green-house.  But, alas! bears it no
resemblanee to the things woe hear and see elsewhere,
to something that we feel and in our folly utter?
The same Being who ereated the animals and the
vegetable race, determined for us our powers, our
characters, and circumstances.  So exactly right in
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those, can it be here only he is wrong? Can he
have placed one of us in a situation in which we
ought not to be, denied us any natural advantages
it would be desirable we should possess, or given
us powers and faculties unsuited to the part he means
us to perform ? Tt is impossible.  Our pride sug-
gests it ; our folly gives it utterance almost as often
as we speak of oursclves or our affairs ; scarcely any
one among us thinks he is by nature and fortune
where and what he should be.  Yet not more absurd
arc the complaints and wishes we have imagined in
the wiser brute, than those we hear from the lips of
beings capable of knowing and reflecting on their
absurdity—professing too to be aware from whom
all things are, and by whose will all things are
determined.

It is most true, indeed, that by man’s defection
confusion has been introduced into the Creator’s
perfeet work, and that in one sense we are not and
cannot be what we ought to be, and what we should
desire to be. But while to this moral perversion
we are sufficiently insensible, owr murmurs and com-
plainings are ever breathed against the natural and
providential portion assigned us upon carth. To
hear the langunage of society, one might suppose
that every individual in it had been wronged, by not
being or having something that he is not or has not.
How wnfitted he is for the station he is in, how un-
fortunate it is that he happens to be so placed, how
happy and how useful he might have been under
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other circumstances, how hard is his portion, how
unequal the distribution of things, how blind is for-
tune, how unjust is fate, how incquitable is the
world in his behalf—what is all this but the lan-
guage of creatures who think they could arrange
the aftairs of the world better than he who does it,
and understand the nature and propensities of wmen
better than he who made them ?

But far from understanding what is hest for cach
other, we may be assured we do not understand it
even for ourselves. We come into the world very
differently moulded and endowed, our minds ax littlo
resembling cach other as our persons : and equally
various are the portions to which we are born.  The
cireumstances of after life, as much the arrangement
of our Maker as our first introduction to it, make
even more difference perhaps than our original con-
stitution.  The result is, that each one has character,
talents, powers, habits, feelings, neeessities, and ¢a-
pabilities, as pecuidarly his own and distinet from
others as his station in life; which, as we know,
saan be occupied but by one.  Now, whatever these
be, we may rest assured we have no right whatever
to complain : no injustice has been done us, and no
unfitness is imposed on us: where Providence has
placed us is where we ought to be ; and except in so
far as by our sin we may unfit oursclves, of which
we have little right to complain, we are what for
our situation it is best we should be. As much
right has the Worm to complain that he has not the



10"
10 THE LISTENER.

{ FERTE I yer 3
T’ wimeee, oy the Daven i We ie w

W i
e Yannet, ne wy. ~ small

have hut
cor the fortune of another
A Peaseaghide o it for the Ox todosre

‘ o eomplain that we
the talirire, the heqrs

J X i to~ir Hpon
the tree ared iz, while the Blackbivd tills the soil,
as for men to envy and malien cach other for heing
difterently placed and  ditlerently  acconmmodated,
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as if we did so?  Are we at liberty to suppose that
we alone of all created things are misformed, wis-
managed, and misplaced ?
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No. XI.
EMULATION.

11 fant rejeter non seulement ce faux eclat de 'esprit, mais encore
la prudence humaine, qui paroit la plus sérieuse et la plus utile, pour
entrer comme les petits enfants dans la simplicité de Ja foi, dans la
candeur et dans I'innocence des meeurs, dans Fhorreur de péché.

FrveLox.

As in the hazy darkness of the searcely-breaking
twilight, every objeet is indistinet and uneertain, and
the more the eye searches the more it is bewildered,
and the foot moves uncertainly, unable to discern
between the firm greensward and  the  darkening
chasm—so obscured, so uncertain were the moral
pereeptions of mankind, ere the daystar of Christian
truth rose upon our world. They who talked most
of virtue, and professed to love it most, and would
perhaps have Joved it had they known what it was,
mistook the nature of the good they sought, and
took evil in its stead.  When the great man of an-
tiquity prepared the tissue of moral heauty with
which to dress himself for popular applause, pride
and selfishness were the thread with which he wove
it, the flowers he wronght in it were the evaneseent
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charms of time and sense. Examining the finest
specimens of Greck and Roman virtue, what do we
find them? The hero was one to whom the world
was a plaything, and men’s lives a toy. His hard
bosom was forbidden every kindly emotion; every
tender sympathy was imperiously sacrificed to a stern
will determined on sclf-aggrandisement.  He was a
traitor, a tyrant, and a robber; yet he lived admired
and beloved ; and died, as he believed, the favourite
of the gods—still looking to the laurel wreath as
his eternal crown, and the tortures of his encmies
as the amusement of his Elysium. The sage, the
philosopher, though a more haruless, was a more
self-deluded being still.  He sought the applause of
the world in affecting to despise it, and did but call
ofl" his senses, passions, and feelings from the things
around him, to fix them solely and entirely on him-
self.  He mistook for greatness the contempt with
which he rejected all the good that God or man
could ofter, and for magnanimity the defiance with
which he braved Heaven itself to subdue him.  And
these were the high standards of heathen virtue, by
others admired at a distance, and at a distance
imitated, A self-sufficing pride, an impatient sus-
ceptibility that would not suffer the slightest touch
of wrong, a bitterness of revenge that never pardoned
it—these were among the foremost of a heathen’s
virtues. In considering the institutions of Lycurgus
and other ancient legislators for the education of
youth, harsh and unnatural as they appear to us, we
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are struck with their fitness to effect the purpose
designed in them, of rearing their children to what
had been accepted as the standard of moral ex-
cellence.  Having determined that there was more
disgrace in the discovery of a theft, than in the theft
itsclf, the Spartans pursued a consistent purpose in
teaching their children to steal adroitly; and thus
throughout, we find the institutions of the wisest of
heathen nations admirably fitted to make their chil-
dren what they considered that they ought to be—
virtuous according to their dark pereeptions—heroes
and wise men, such as we have deseribed.

Perhaps my readers are thinking, and my critics
making ready to assert, that I am talking instead of
listening 1 and lamenting what has been, rather than
observing what is. DBut they are mistaken, Little
connccted as may scem the subjects, T never should
have thought of Cato, or Lycurgus, or Casar, or
Diogencs, if T had not listened one whole day in
imute attention to the progress of education in a
certain school-room, and following thenee into the
world its tutored inmates, traced in idea the results
of all the lessons I had seen them learning.  When
they were taught musie, it was expected they should
play—when they were taught French, it was ex-
pected they should understand it—and except in
some few unhappy instances, T suppose the results
corresponded  with the expectations. But some
things I observed were taught them that it was not
expected they should learn, or desired they should



n THI LISTENER,

proavtise and 0 inatter e, they evineed gy,
expected proticienes in these studies, fow, prerhapes,
of their instructors would recoguise the fruit of their
own labours, the produce of the seed their industry
had sown. l

Yarents who hrought their daughters to this school
—at least 1 heard it of so many, that T am inelined
to suppose it of the rest—had said, cither that they
were so stupid they could not, or so elever they
would not, pursue their studies well at home; and
they thought that the emulation excited by rivalship
with others would much tend to promote their pro-
gress.  The governess who should venture to con-
tradiet this introductory clause would probably lose
her school; added to which, it is an admitted rule,
that what every one says must be true; by parity
of reasoning, what one is always hearing one must
believe ; and conscientiously, and in pure good faith,
this lady undertook what was asked of her, and per-
formed what she undertook—the young ladies were
powerfully stimulated by the very means prescribed,
and made a very rapid progress in cvery thing—
Alas! yes, in much that was unpereeived and unsus-
pected by those who meant not to teach them any
thing but good — unperecived by any one, perhaps,
but mysclf, whose peculiar business there it was to
look out for what was wrong ; not maliciously, as I
beg my readers to belicve—but as the physician
enquires for the symptoms of the disease he appre-
hends. -
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In the centre of a long and carpetless floor, around
a coverless table—a cold and uncomfortable pro-
spect, that T hope had not the same chilling influence
on their faculties as it would have on mine —and in
defiance of all consequent spine-complaints, placed
upright upon a backless form, there sat a large cirele
of ladies, not many years apart in age, and consi-
dered, T suppose, from their being elassed together,
on something like a level of attainments. They
were receiving, it appeared, a lesson of Freneh from
the master, and producing for his jnspection  the
lessons conned or written in his absence. A pert-
looking little creature, whose confidence bespoke a
priority her size could not have claimed, handed up
her exereise with all the air of certain and cheaply
carned suceess, chattered through her lessons as if
they had grown upon her tongue; and in a tone of
carclessness withal, that seemed determined to show
it cost her no pain~.  Monsieur, too happy to escape
the murderous garbling of his native tongue, to
which he was perpetually condemned, reiterated his
“Bon, bon,” “ Brave, brave,” with many a whis-
pered and broken sentence— ¢ Bien habile ”— tres
petite "—¢bonne fille ”—the last being withal by no
means proved. The little lady turned her black
eyes round the circle with a look that said as plain
as words, “Now, stupid girls, do the best you can,
for you cannot help yourselves.”  This young lady
was too well bred to laugh or mock ; but as T watched
her through the remaining lessons, a slight move-
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ment of the upper lip when any one made a blunder,
a certain wriggle on her seat whenever their igno-
rance caused detention, betrayed sufficiently her im-
paticnce of their slowness, and triumph in her own
superiority.

A ypretty, pensive-looking girl, taller by half the
head than her companions, in whose meck eye a
sensitive timidity beamed almost distressingly, had
the misfortune to be addressed with a preliminary
exhortation to do as well as the demoisclle who had
preceded her.  The exordium was fatal—a lesson,
very respectably done, and giving evident tokens of
a great deal of pains, was begun and finished with a
blush, that, to put the best construction on it, con-
fessed a painful sense of inferiority, and a feeling of
shame, that having done the best, it was not better.
Many others followed — among the rest a heavy-
looking girl, whose air of cowed despondency par-
ticularly took my attention—the helpless blockhead
of her class, whose right to be hindmost had never
been disputed sinee she came inte it.  Her ill-formed
lips could no more pronounce the words than her
memory could retain them.  Yet this poor girl was
urged, and upbraided, and reminded how much she
was bigger than those who were less, and how little
Jess than those who were bigger, and how absolutely
inferior to them all; and the air of discouraging
indifference with which the books were thrown back
to her, was only equalled by the sullen acquiescence
in disgrace with which they wer¢ received.
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My attention was at this moment distracted by a
voice behind me raised something above concert
piteh, in reproaches against a child whose ruddy,
vacant face, and large blue eyes, beamed any thing,
at that moment, but a sister’s fecling, for having
allowed a younger sister to get so much hefore her ;
while the sister’s swarthy countenance and deep-
sunk eye, bespoke a power of intelleet with which
the little Tlebe might have contended long enough.
In this corner was a scene of exeitation equal to any
thing the most anxious mother could desire for the
stimulus of her daughter’s talents. The ladies here
were all upon their feet in a cirele round their
teacher, answering questions made to them in sue-
cession, and taking places, as it is called, according
to the correctness of the replies. It was not on their
own proficicney only the victory now depended—all
honours must be won upon a rival’s blunders; and
like the riders on o halanced plank, the uprising of
the one was propurtioned to the downgoing of the
other. Never were pugilists met with looks of more
determined contention than these gentle wrestlers
for literary honour. I could not mark without a
pang the look of disappointment in a child who knew
the answer, when she found the one above her knew
it too; and the eager delight with which another
heard the blunder that gave scope for the display of
her own proficieney. Envy, malice, jealousy, con-
tempt, every evil passion of which their little hosoms
were susceptible, played in succession on their fea-
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tures: their teacher, mean time, as if she took them
all for virtues, went on adding fuel to the flame, in
praises, taunts, and comparisons, without any regard
to the passions she was exciting, or the feelings she
was perverting.

I heard much more, but T have told enough for
my puwrpose.  This is the stimulant which, under the
gentle name of Emulation, is thought indispensable
to the suceessful education of children.  The term
itself is found in Scripture classed with no fair
company —but we mind not the term, which we are
aware in the original admits of a good as well as a
bad sense.  Is the thing itsclf good ? It is asserted
that children will not learn without it—that com-
petition is essential to their progress.  We doubt it
much: we see¢ not why the praise absolute may not
be as enticing as the praise comparative. But lev
this point be coneeded, if it must, and be it admitted
that a girl will learn more in the hope of outshining,
or the fear of being outshone, than she can do either
from the desire of knowledge, or a wish to please hier
instructor, or any other motive. Still the question
is not at rest.

The daystar of truth has risen upon our world,
and opened to our view a standard of moral excel-
lency such as heathens never dreamed of.  Pride,
the stronghold of a heathen’s virtue, has been disco--
vered to be a soul-destroying sin—the very sin that
drove angels from Heaven, and man from paradise.
Strife, resentinent, ambition, rivalry, contention, envy,
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sclf-preference, have been determined to be sins—the
eternal blessing has been pronounced by lips divine,
not on the successful contender for this world’s praise,
but on the meck in spirit and the pure in heart.
Our children are Christians, devoted in baptism,
and, as every pious parent hopes, hereafter to be
accepted as the servants and followers of Him, who,
when he comes to acknowledge them as such, will
not ask what they know, but what they are. Do we
act as consistently as heathens did, teaching them
that all the attainments and all the knowledge in the
world were a dear-bought purchase at the expense
of one right feeling, of onc solid Christian virtue ?
1 fear not. Let any one of my young readers but
wateh the movements of her own heart, and judge
of the fact; for she is competent to do so, however
young. What is her motive for the extraordinary
exertions she is making in some particular study
to~day ? The wish to gain approbation and esteem,
a desire to make the utmost use of the talents given
Ler, perhaps the simple wish to exeel in that parti-
cular study for her own gratification—or is it the
fear that some one will do better, that some one she
desires to surpass will come np to her?  Suppose
the poiut gained, and herself held up as an example
and a shame to those who have done worse, she is
delighted ; but why ? Would she have been equally
delighted if every one clse had done as well? Or
suppose she has failod—why is she depressed ? With
regret that she did not make more exertion, and a
YOL. L ’ H
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resolve to repair it to-morrow; or with despite that
others succeeded better, envy of their superior talents,
and dissatisfaction with her own?  1f the former be
the case in any of these supposed probabilities, the
stimulus of rivalry was clearly unnecessary, for her
feclings were independent of all comparison—if the
latter, she gained improvement perhaps, she gained
an accomplishment perhaps, and she went to bed
satisfied that she had done well.  But she had heen
proud, or jealous, or envious, or discontented.  Pride,
envy, jealousy, and discontent, are sins; by every
indulgence of them God is offended 5 by every ex-
citement of them an evil passion is fostered and
strengthened.

The nature of this sced is but too well proved by
the harvest it produces. In socicety, among women
especially, a close observer might be astonished, if
less inured to it, at the little idea of wrong attached
to feelings of this deseription. There are few women,
perhaps not one, who, if she knows herself, can say
she was never pained by the praises of another, nor
ever depreciated the merits of another to enhance
her own. If we say this is natural, and cannot he
prevented—yes, but it is hateful, it is sinful, it is
diabolical. The Gospel has heen sent to disclose to
us our state of natural delusion, by the shedding on
our bosoms of a purer light ; and it has ranked these
feclings in the catalogue of moral crimes, most offen-
sive to God and man, and deserving of eternal con-
demnation, We, in our great’ wisdom, keep the
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opinions of our heathen ancestors ; and, in our great
wmadness, act upon them, teach them to our children,
and say they cannot be educated without them,
Then let them remain for ever ignorant. We
strangely misealeulate, ceven for our happiness in
this world, when we saerifice character to acquire-
ments of any kind.  That is indeed to part from our
decent and neeessary elothing, for the purchase of
some brilliant jewel with which to deck ourselves.
T xurely shall not be suspeeted of too lightly estima-
ting the advantage of mental cultivation and polite
accomplishiments. By every proper motive, by every
sinless ineentive, we may provoke our pupils to exer-
tion—to the gifted we may say, Make use by assiduity
of what you have—to the less endowed, Make amends
by assiduity for what you have not 3 and by praise or
blame enforee the precept.  But, if we must choose
hetween the moral and the intelleetual good—if the
culture that is to raise the flower, wmust foster with
it the poisonous weed, we hold the utmost acquisition
ot luman intelleet light indeed.  Its future fruits
will never allay the passions exeited for its acquisi-
tion.  When sin hecomes the burden and the shame
of a bosom struggling, and yet unable to repress it,
Jearning and talent will not whisper peace. When
the applause, and the triumph, and the approbation
of men, are past and forgotten, the evil thought, the
sinful emotion, will vemain upon the conscience ;
and, unless merey blot it thenee, on Heaven's eternal
records.
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No. XII.

EVIL SPEAKING.

.................. 'Tis slander,

‘Whose edge is sharper than the sword ; whose tongus
Outvenoms all the worms of Nile; whose breath
Rides on the posting winds, and doth belie

All corners of the world.

OnE day—T suppose my readers do not exactly
care what day, or what sort of a day, or at what
hour, or whether in spring or autumn, in sunshine
or in clouds—I tell these particulars sometimes, when
I want to fill out my paper; but, on this occasion, I
have enough to say without them. So it was one
day—1 had been walking a considerable distance
through lanes where nature, unchecked by any inter-
ference on the part of man, brought forth together,
in boundless luxuriance, her bitters and her sweets
—the poisonous Nightshade twined her branches
round the honeyed Woodbine—the Bindweed laid its
head of pure and spotless white on the hard bosom
of a neighbouring Thorn—the Thistle and the Hare-
bell grew side by side. It was with difficulty, in some
places, T had made my way through the midst of
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them ; and sometimes the Brambles eaught my dress,
and sometimes I set my foot upon a Thistle—and
when T attempted to gather a flower, the thorns
pricked and the nettles stung me. But I do not
remember that T felt any surprise, or any sort of re-
sentment, that they did so. I neither wondered they
should grow there, nor desired that they should be
rooted out. I canmot recollect, indeed, that I had
any thoughts upon the subject—it was so natural
they should be there, and being there, that they
should do what they did—all seemed too much of
course to claim any observation.

Leaving these wild and lawless paths, T entered
by a gateway into grounds, that, though scarccly
extensive enough to claim the title of a park, were
yet approaching to it in character, very beautiful,
and of no inconsiderable extent. Though the house
was not in sight, no one could doubt it was the pad-
dock of some goodly mansion, on which the owner
expended constant attention, and which it pleased
him to adorn and beautify. The magnificent trecs,
feathered even to the ground, showed the eare with
which they had been protected from the browsing
of the cattle. The flowering shrubs told, by their
sunny looks, that they or their forefathers had been
bred in something less than fifty-two degrees of lati-
tude. A slender Leveret stole fleetly over the turf,
scarcely bending under its steps ; and a Squirrel, that
lIooked as if he had been just combed and dressed,
was leaping among the trees—but the Cur that
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should enter there was doomed to death, by notice
written upon a hoard ; and his owner too, unless the
spring-guns could distinguish  between the honest
man and the thief. And now my path wus broad
and straight, and beaten very hard : having no more
to force my road through narrow ways and paths
unoertain, T began to walk freely and carelessly 5 oc-
cupicd with the altered beauty of the scene around
me, I did not look where 1 was treading.  Nature
was not displaced by art, for she was here in all her
splendour, in the full-dress garh with which taste,
and industry, and wealth, had clothed her, yet decked
in no other beautics than her own. My mind be-
came occupied with admiring, that He, who had
made a world so beautiful that nothing could he
wanting to it, had yet left to its inhabitants the
means of improving it, and adding to its charms—
for doubtless, even in Kden, it was the business of
man to train and beautify what nature made: and
now that it has hecome his harder task to humour
the unwilling soil, and provide-against a eapricious
elimate, a mass of the most exquisite materials re-
main to him, and his toil and care are repaid by
every combination of beauty taste ean suggest, and
skill accomplish.  While T was thinking all this—
one may think a great many wise things in less time
than one can say them—and not regarding where T
walked, T set my foot upon some low thistles, negli-
gontly left upon the path, and while it tingled from
their thorns, felt very much inclined to uphraid the
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thistles that grew where thistles should not, and the
gardener that did not dig them up, and the master
that did not keep a better gardener.  But why did
that excite surprise, and almost indignation here,
which a short time before did not awaken so much
as a reflection ?

The world is a wide wilderness.  Things good
and excellent are strangely mixed in it with corrup-
tions the vilest and the basest. The most enormous
crimes crowd round and stifle the most generous
feelings.  Natural virtues, the broken outlines of
that image once impressed upon the heart of man,
now indistinet, and faint, and almost gone, are found
in such base company—it is true of nations as of
individuals—that on the most brilliant character are
marked the foulest spots.  We have but to read the
history of men in their natural state, to learn that
this has been so—we have but to study the Tives and
characters of per-ons under no other influence than
that of natural fecling, to be assured it is so still.
Bur in this wilderness there is a garden, which He
who made it surely takes pleasure in.  He has fen-
ced it round, he has gathered out the stones from it,
he has planted it with the choicest vines.  Separated
from an idolatrous, self-adoring world, drawn round,
ax it were, with the compass of his most holy word,
as far as the light of trath has in its spirit reached,
the Redeemer has appropriated to himself a people
under the appellation of Christians, to worship him,
and love him, and, as far as in their weak humanivy
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they can, to follow in his footsteps. He has left this
fair garden under no ordinary culture : He knows
that the soil he made it from is ever what it was,
disposed to bear the brier and the thorn that ehoke
the goodly produce of his care. But what could
have been done more for it, that he has not done ?
The mid-day of Gospel truth shines on it: the most
holy precepts and most sanctifying doctrines are
shown forth in it—Like the light dues of the morn-
ing that fall, we sce not whenee, the Holy Spirit sheds
its influence on the heart—the sweetest hopes and
richest promises are whispered abroad for our en-
couragement.  The result is, in some respects, what
we might expect it to be. Tt is true that sin springs
up every hour in the corrupted bosom, but it is not left
to flourish there unchecked ; a purer morality takes
place of nature’s blindness, a stronger prineiple eomes
in aid of nature’s weakness. Have we not reason,
then, to be more startled, and more concerned, if, in
walking through this cultured ground, we meet with
wrongs that should not flourish there? Is it theve
we must be cautious of the thistles and the briers
that prick and entangle us at cvery step; and walk
as insecurely as among those who know no better
guide than their own perverted will ?

It should not be; but it is so, in one respect at
least ; there is one evil to which Christianity puts no
stop; even real, vital, spiritual religion, as far as I
have scen, puts no stop to it; with some few, very
few, individual exceptions.
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So much I have said in introduction, the better to
excuse the earnest offence 1 have taken against what
is commonly treated as a jest.  To say I listened is
superfluous here ; for whether you will hear, or whe-
ther you will forbear, it is impossible to eseape the
sound—~Slander, Evil speaking,—what shall 1 call it,
for it has many names? From one end of society to
the other, among the grave and the gay, the wise
and the foolish, where shall vou escape? You might
as well live on the ocean’s edge, and say you will not
list the breaking of the waters. We must hear it,
and we have heard it so long, that I fear we have lost
all idea of guilt attached to it.  And most of all, I
fear that our children cannot escape the infeetion,
but must grow up with the same habits of doiug,
insensibly and without reflection, what their mothers
and grandmothers have doue before them. It is for
their sakes, if not directly addressed to them, I have
chosen the subjeci—the thistle may be eradicated
when it first springs up; but let it root itsclf, let it
get firm possession of the soil, and the task becomes
difficult, if not impossible.

Evil speaking—1 prefer that word to others, be-
cause it includes truth as well as falsehood—per-
vades every sort of society; the only variation is in
the different sort of things people amuse themselves
with saying of each other. In a frivolous fashion-
able, polite ecircle, I observe it has regard to things
cxternal —to the persons, fortunes, pedigree, and
connexions of its subjects, Somcbody’s grandfather



122 THE LISTENER.

was something that he should not have been, or, at
least, that he had rather not have been, if he could
have helped it.  Somebody has by no means so much
fortune as they seem to have, and some are guilty of
having lived more years than any body supposes.
Those who sing cannot sing, and those who danee
cannot dance, and somebody’s nose is the wrong
shape, and somebody’s hair is the wrong colour, and
one lady’s dimnonds are paste, and another Jady’s
plate is borrowed—one is ostentatious because she
talks too wisely, another is weak because she talks
tov foolishly. I am sure, and so do these—Dbut it
all amounts to nothing ; and, saving the loss of time
and words, I do not think there is much harm done;;
for no one charges the other with any wrong, pre-
cisely because they do not care whether she commits
it or not—their estimate of evil makes their evil
speaking idle rather than injurious.

In a society a little more rational, as if the rank
weed flourished better the better were the soil, it is
the character, the conduct, the vital interests of life,
that are invaded. Every fault exposed, cvery luck-
less word repeated, thoughts, motives, and feelings
aseribed, where the plain act was all that could be
known—this is bad cnough; for it loosens the bonds
of kindness between man and man, it excites preju-
dices and suspicions, wounds the feelings, and affecets
the earthly interests—but this is not the worst.
There is a sort of society we ugually call religious,
or scrious society — company, that is, from which
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the mention of God and our cternal interests is not
excluded as unpolite discourse, nor shumned as a
melancholy topie; where right and wrong arve what
God approves and disapproves ; where, when carth
is spoken of, Heaven is not forgotten, and when
wrong is mentioned, sin before God is meant.  Ts it
possible the weed can flourish here?  Alas, it is here
it has its most bitter, its most eruel growth—for the
subjects of slander here ave life and death — oternal
life and death eternal.  The sinner whom God spares
and waits for, a fellow-sinner scofls at and despises
—the stain that Jesus washes with his tears, a fol-
low-sinner cagerly exposes—the penitent hosom that
Tleaven has comforted, has every wound made to
bleed afresh by the taunts and the whispers of his
fellows.  They whom, for their Saviour’s sake, the
Father has declared he will not judge, on carth are
more hardly judged than any, by those who stand
alike condemnedt and alike obtaining merey.  The
errors and inconsistencies the Almighty bears with
men pronounce at onee to be decisive. The axe
which merey has suspended yet another and another
vear, and Jesus in Heaven, perhaps, is even now
eutreating should he withheld another year to these,
man would lay instantly to the root of the unfruit-
ful tree. Do we say that no real Christian does
sa?  Real Christians — (fod forbid that T should
think them otherwise !'—say it—and if' their words
he so adverse to their meaning, as T hope they are,
is it not time they were hetter svited ?
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We are not here speaking of what those who say
it know to be false—that is a crime that bears an-
other name, and though under one false colouring
and another, it vcils its blackness oftener than it
should, no one under its right name will venture to
defend it.  We have spoken of this elsewhere.  Our
subject is of that manner of evil speaking in which
we believe what we say to be true.  People are apt
to think there is no harm in saying what we know
to be true ; hut let them be aware that the things
we know are very, very few—what we think, be-
lieve, conjecture, or hear, we can by no means be
said to know. 1 may know that a person did such
an aet, or said such a word—in saying that he did
so, therefore, T cannot risk a falschood : but if T did
add one thing more, if I ascribe a motive, a cause,
an intention, a feeling, to that word or deed, 1 can-
not know that what I say is truth, for these are
things that can be certainly known but to God him-
self.  And if T speak against another in their cha-
racter and disposition — 1 may” have very good
grounds for my deeision, and the best I can have;
but it does not amount to knowledge. For instance
—1I hear a person say one thing to-day and the con-
trary to-morrow, and I presume myself justified in
saying she is false and insincere. By no means—it
may arise from an instability of character, a rapid
transition of feeling, or uncertainty of judgment,
which, though a great weakness, is not the viee with
which I charged her. We know that the same dis-
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easc will not show itself by the same symptoms in
different constitutions, neither do resembling symp-
toms always imply a similar disease. So the act
that with us would be the result of one fecling, in
another mind may be the result of a very diflerent
one. And, alas! we do not even know our own
hearts : we are deccived in every movement, in every
motive and affection of our bosoms.—How then can
we persuade oursclves we know what is passing in
another ?

But suppose our evil speaking be truth,—certain,
indisputable truth. Are we justified ¥ Say first,
whether you have never done the thing you desire
to conceal—never said the thing you would blush
to hear repeated—never thought the thought you
would not for worlds that any one should read. 1f
never, then go and tell the worst you know, say the
worst you think, of all around you. There is One
in heaven who inows: He hath said, With what
measure ye mete it shall be measured to you again
— but never mind, zealous propagator of the truth—
go on to tear away the veil with which your neigh-
bour tries to hide his faults — the time is not quite
come, when, if some one veils not yours, the rocks
and mountains will not serve you for a covering, and
truth will be sufficicnt to prove you deserving of
everlasting misery.

Yet this is not all. God is taking account of
something mortals overlook.  What was your motive
for that injurious truth you told this moruing ? For
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that remark yon made to another’s prejudice, too
true to he disputed ?  You will say you had no bad
motive: but did you consider before you spoke,
whether you had or not? It will not do to run a
risk in this: while you are keeping the register of
others’ faults with so much justice, there is One
more just than you, who registers your thoughts
and every seeret motive of your heart.  Jealousy is
sin—envy is sin—strife is sin—unkindness, retalia-
tion, anger, hatred, variance, all are sins—nay, evil
speaking itself’ is declared in holy writ to be so.
Will you risk the accumulation of sin upon your
soul, and swell the dark catalogue that is against
you, for the mere sake of setting the characters
of men in their proper light, and undeceiving every
body as to their neighbours’ actions ?

That those who make light of sin in themsclves
and sport of it in others, should do this, we need not
s0o much wonder: Imt to return again to those who
call themselves religious, distinetively from a care-
less and unbelieving world.  You know, or pretend
to know, the extent of your nature’s corruption—
you bewail before Heaven your inability to conquer
it—you declare there is absolutely no good in you,
and that the remembrance of your sins is an intoler-
able burden.  Tlow then can you venture to appoint
yourselves the judges of your fellow-creatures, and
take delight in exposing and talking of their faults ?
Do you not know the dificulty of conquering one
native and deep-rooted sin? Do you not know the
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tears a Christian sheds in seervet for the sins he can-
not conquer? Do you not know that the path of life
is dangerous, and full of temptations we have not in
oursclves the power to resist?  And yet you go on
criticising, ecnsuring, exposing one another; whis-
pering from house to house of this person’s incon-
sistencies, and that person’s negleets, and one should
not do this. and another should not say that—Oh!
it is little, little indeed, with all your profession, you
know of your own heart, or it would surely find you
other work ! If you think any one is more unde-
serving in the sight of God than you are, you have
a step downward yet to make, ere you reach the
place of safety at your Saviowr’s feet: and when you
come there, whatever God, who reads all hearts,
may think, vou, who read only your own, will be-
lieve that it is worse than any other.  And oh! if
vou did really know, so well as you profess to do,
the agony of consous sin to one who hates it, you
would not by yvour hard speeches add one feather's
weight to the intolerable burden.  Would you have
mocked at Peter when he denied his Lord 2 When
Paul besought relief for the weakness that exposed
him to Sataw’s influence, and was denied, would you
have reproached him with it? Yes, you would—but
remember that your Saviour did not.

I¢ such is the evil, where is the remedy 2 What
the best principle cannot exterminate, may scem to
admit of none. Take up the thistle before it has
taken root too deeply.. Where there is not a mali-
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cious love of mischief in the heart, which I trust is
very scldom, we speak evil because we always have
done so, and because we have always beard it done.
Let the young be watchful against the habit, and
resist the example.  To assist them in this, the first
thing is to induce a habit of thinking as well of
others as they can; for those who think no evil will
say non¢. You hear something you are disposed to
blame—but you may have misconstrued the words ;
the speaker may have used stronger expressions
than he was aware of ; he may have regretted them
as soon as spoken.  Accustom yourself to such re-
flections as these.  You see, or are told of, an action
you disapprove—perhaps there was some reason for
it no one knows; some temptation that at least
extenuates it; some mistake that led to it. Try to
believe so.  You are shocked by defeets and vices of
character in others—say to yourself, cre you con-
demn, Some negleet of edetation, some had example,
some physical disorder, or mental -imbecility, may
have caused all this—you will be in no hurry to
speak the worst while you are thus endeavouring to
think the best; and it will besides keep you in bet-
ter humour with your fellow-creatures, and conse-
quently more amiable in your deportment towards
them.  The next thing is to aceustom yvourself to
watch your own actions, and the secret movements
of your own heart, and to lay by the account of
them. Then, when you are disposed to censure,
there will come the thought, I once felt that evil
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passion too; T remember when I committed  that
same faule; I have not that wrong propensity, but
then 1 have this other, which is as bad. This habit
will make you humble: and whatever makes you
humble, will make you lenient,  Another preventive
i~ to store vour mind with other matters, and pro-
vide yourself” with better things to talk about: for it
is the want of mental occupation that makes us
~o hisy with other wen’s matters, and ¢he want of
something to sav that makes us speak so much evil
of cach other. This is the reason women are more
disposed to it than ment wnd would be o reasone if
there were no other. tor the solid amd extensive cul-
tivation of their minds hevond what their inmediate
duties may seem to reqaire s and it s a reason why
religious young women ust not negleet their ta-
lonts and give up their literary pursuits, And, lastly.
——let those who would vesist this habit, consider the
difficulties, the d cigers, the sorrows, that lie in the
path of all to their eternal home — the seeret pangs,
the untold agonies, the hidden wrongs——thus the
heart will grow soft with pity towards our Kind,
How ean T tell what that person saffers? Thar fault
will eost them dear enougl without my aid.  Thus
vou will fear, by a hard word. 1o add to that which is
too much already, as we shrink from putting the
finger onca sore,  And. Jastly, aceustom yourselves
to entreat Heaven for vour-fellow-creatures, ashing
pardon and forhearanee of God towards what i~
VoL, 1. 1
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wrong in them—then T am sure you will not be
eager to expose, and hasty to condemn them, Strenu-
ously accustom yourself to all these things from your
childhood upward. and it may be that the disgrace-
ful Thistle will not grow.
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No. XIHI.
PREGGY LUM.

vietermeemee e There are some
Who ook tor nothing in the time to come.
Nor good nor evilo neither hope nor fear,
Nothing remains or cheertul or severe,

* - B #* » - «
Leave hier, and Iet us her distress eaplore
She heeds 1t not . she has been left betore

CRABBE,

My voung readers have often complained  to e
that T tell no <tories. They might as well complain
that the baker s no sugar-plums, and the diaper

deals not in trinkets-—all very good things in them-

sebves: but of that of which there is enough—we have
somewhere made bold to say, too much—there needs
o supply of ours. Yet, lest iy voung friends should
believe Think it wrong to write a story, or that 1
cannot write one. I intend, for onee, to coneiliate
their favour, and compound i story, which, contrary
to the ordinary practice of story-tellers, T heg to as-
sure them, s ned true. Thisis a bold assertion. Am
[ goine to lay aside my office, and, ceasing to listen
to the re

alities of life, take an imaginars flight anone
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things that neither are nor ¢an he? Most surely not.
The skilful lapidary tinds his jewels in the wmine,
shapex them and sets them, and the work is his 2 but
still the stones are real, and on their reality depends
the value of his work.  So have T sought in nature
the materials of my fietion it is made up of teuth,
though i itsell” not true—T tell nothing that T have
not heard and seen, thoueh not in the form in which
I give it. I listened for my materials hefore I wove
my tale.

One of the hottest days of an English Julv. about
the hour at which it is usual to set out for a sunnmer-
evening's walk s when the soil had heen pulverised
by sixteen hours of sunshine, and the light breeze,
departing with the sun, had left the atmosphere
more suflocating than by day—cexeepting so far as a
sensation of dampness might persuade one it was cool
—1 too went out to walk, because others did @ though
I could not but observe in the dusty hue and drag-
ging gait of all Fmet, an intimation that all would
rather be at home, if they knew what to do with
themselhves there. The grass was damp, and  the
paths were dusty: and T was obliged at last to
betake myself to the sea-beach, which, as all men
know. is not the most casy walking in the world—so
that 1 wax just beginning to consider how far it was
really agrecable to walk on a summer evening, when
my attention was withdrawn from mysclf by the
appearance of a filthy, squalid child at my side. It
is impossible to imagine an object more uninteresting
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and leathsome.  The vulgar ugliness of her features
seemed vather the result of wisery, starvation, and
ill-humour than of nataral deformity @ her originally
fair skin was burnt and freekled into fiery redness,
aned her onee pale hair clotted into unequal shades of
darkness by filch and exposure : her size hespoke
her about seven years old s but her shrivelled form
and the worn expression of her countenanee gave to
her person an unnatural appearance of age. T looked
at her a few moments ; she seemed to e doing
nothine, thinking nothing, and fecling nothing ; and
questioning within myself what mizht be the use, or
aim. or ohjeet of existence in sueh a brute-like form,
I addressed her with the usual question of what was
her name. She deigned me no reply. hut sufliciently
intiated by her looks that she took it to he no busi-
ness of mine. I tried again, by asking where she
Hived. At this she impertinently Jaughed, bhut still
returned no ansaer; and carelessly throwing a stone
or two into the water, turned her back and walked
ofl. My curiosity was now exeited, and I determined
to follow her.  This was no easy matter to my
patienee, for she elung round every post she came to,
paused to throw the gravel, or make faces, at every
divty child she mets and put Ker tist throueh the
railing of every garden, to tear away the flowers,
widel she immediately seattered. At last she stopped
at much such a dwelling as T wight have expeeted—
a miseralfe havel elose to the high-road, formed of
the shattered vemnant of a boat,  The dwelling eon-
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tained a single room, with a door standing open, a
low mud chimney, and a small window without glass,
of which the wooden shutter was already elosed, or
probably had not that day been opened.

My guide entered; and to her astonishment, and
apparently no great satistaction, so did 1. In one
corner, or rather one half of the hovel, was a sort
of bedstead, without bed or mattrass, on which lay
the figure of a woman, nothing beneath her but a
threadbare blanket, or above her but a sort of ragged
coverlid, of which it was impossible, through the dirt.
to discern the colour or texture.  There was in her
features what had been, and that but recently, both
youth and beauty—yet now they were haggard, harsh,
and almost ghastly.  She looked at me, but made
no motion of surprise or pleasure, nor gave the least
expression of civility. ** You seem ill, good woman
Isaid.  “Yes,” she replied, “and please God T shall
soon be worse.”

I was mueh struek with her manmer of speaking
these words, totally free from the'coarse broad accent
of the country people in these parts, yot strongly
marked by a deathly hollowness of voice, and the
reckless daring of a hardened heart. “1Is death,
then, desirable to you?” I said. ¢ What cannot be
worse may be hetter, they say,” she answered.

“But may not your case be worse,” 1 answered,
“in the world of which you know not yet the ™

She interrupted me with a long “ Ay!” that at

once announced the carclessness and the impatience
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of one who listens to an old story of which the
interest is past.

1 searce knew how to proceed s T took a seat that
had not been offered me, and drawing it elose to her
bed, attempted to put as mueh kindness as 1 eould
into my voiee and manner while 1 questioned her of
her illness and condition,  She showed no unwill-
igness to communicate, but still there was a hard-
ened despondencey in all her answers, that seemed to
reject assistance or consolation ; and, to my assu-
ance that T would give her any thing she needed,
she only replied with indifference, “ Ay, 1 dave say
vou wili; I shall not want any thing long.”

She replies to me, T thought, asx to one who has
done her wrong-—hut that is impossible. Willing to
try another point, 1 reverted to the child, and asked
it it was her only one—= Ay, please God 1™ she an-
swered again.

“ My friend, T said, *that word is often in your
mouth, but it does not seem to me that you hold it
in mueh reverenee.”

“ As mueh as others, belike,” the woman answered,
Acain there was something in her tone, ahich im-
plied that, however bad she might be, she did not
consider me any hetter,

* Has that child of vours no emplovment 2 Does
siie not o to school 7

* She may do what she can when her mother i«
gone,” said the wretehed woman, with some emotion ;
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“and T suppose they will teach her what they tanght
me.”

1 was inexpressibly moved by this fiest symptom
of feeling ;s 1 had observed, too, a delicacy of person
and a correetness of expression, that belied the stern
rugeedness of her voice and manner, and 1 was
determined to know more. €1t does not seem to
me, good woman, that yon have always heen in this
situation ; have vou heen always so badly ofl?”

“ Never till T deserved i,” she answered, while an
almost convulsive agony distorted every feature, and
her eves grew liguid with tears, which no mention
of her sufferines or her wants had hefore extracted.

[ should like to know your story,” T replied :—
“ There is One above who is the sinner’s friend, and
who”

“ He is not mine!™ she eagerly subjoined, “nor
ever has heen sinee ™

«Since yvou negleeted him and broke his Jaws?
but perhaps now, if you "—on

< Av,ay ! said the woman, with her former sullen
air, ¢ vou need not tell me about that —they taught
me all that; but they did not mind it, and I did not
mind it—and,” looking steadfastly in my face, * vou
do not mind it, L dare say.”

This woman, thought I, is neither ignorant,
thoughtless, nor unteeling.  Some deep-rooted me-
mory of wrong, some fatal impression from past
events, remains upon her mind, and makes her what
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she is ;—and T determined to pursue my inquiry till
I traced her story and her sufferings to their souree,
I visited hier often, and gained her contidence, and
by degrees extracted {vom her the following welan-
choly tale, which I give as in her own simple words,
though not all at onee, and, in exaet order, received
from her :—

“My name was Peggv Lum. My father kept a
poulterer’s shop at the corner of the High Street.
and he had vo ehild but me.  The farthest | eun
remember ix that he taught me on the Sunday even-
ing the Lord’s Prayver and the Belief, which he told
me wax iy religion: and for what he ealled my
learning — for having but one child, and heing well
to do in the world, he was determined 1 should have
hoth—he sent me to a day=school in the neat street,
for which he paid sixpenee a-week, heing twopence
more thin the sehools to which most of my acquaint-
anee went @ and this, of course, made me a greater
person than thev,  But this wax not my ouly distine-
tion: | had a elean coloured froek twice a-week, wore
white stockings, and had my <hoes blacked every
morning ;. for my father said his child should be
always decent, thongh she wore no finery. There
wias not in the town of 11 ~0 happy a ehild as
Pegey Lum, nor one so envied. My sense of supe-

riovity wave me a feeling of high responsibility for
my conduet. T would not, for the world, have heen
heard to use s evil word, or have been seen plaving

in the streets, neither should it e ever said that |
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tore my books or puckered my work; these were
accidents that befell all beside, but never could be
charged to Peggy Lum, the boast of the mistress,
and the pride of the school.
“When 1 was twelve years old, my mother sug-
gosted that it was time I learned to be useful, and 1
vas accordingly kept at home, to elean the house
and pick the poultey @ but that T might not lose my
lIearning and my religion, I was allowed to attend a
Sunday  school, superintended by some  exeellent
ladies in the parish.  IHere Pegey Lum was equally
distinguished above her fellows.  She never came too
late, she never wore flowers in hier bonnet, whispered
at church, or forgot the text.  Fvery lady took notice
of my good mauners, said kind things to me, and
what was of more consequence, took extraordinary
pains in instructing me. I could read my Bible well,
but I had hitherto never understood its meaning,
nor indeed had ever supposed it had a meaning.
Those kind ladies explained it to me all, and espe-
cially the commandments, which 1 had been taughe
to repeat by heart; and some things thev told me, 1

but 1 shall come to it.
And so T grew up, the neatest, quietest, and civilest
girl, as they said, of all the school; and when at
fifteen my parents said it was time 1 should go out

remembered, alas! when

to service, there was quite a dispute among the ladies
who should have me. 1 was disposed of at last to
a family of respectability in the town, of which some
of the ladies had interested themsclves about the
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school ; and I was not a little satisfied with the per-
suasion that 1 should continue to be bettered by
their precepts and example. Tt was my place to
attend on the ladies, and sometimes help to wait at
table, and answer the hell 5 and most happy still was
Pegey Lum in the approbation and kind treatment
she met with; and every night when 1 went to hed
—for T had been taught now from whom all good
things come—I gave thanks to Gaod for the fair por-
tion he had allotted me on carth,

“ While I was in this situation, there came one
day a single rap at the door, which T opened : a
woman presented heeself, and with a mystervious air,
and sort of uudertone, drew from heneath her apron
a bundle, which she @ve me, and bade me take
it to the ladies, but not let any body else see it 1
hesitated, for I remembered chat when I was at the
Sunday sehool, the ladies taught me whatever needed
concealment wis likely to be wrong,  The woman,
secing my hesitation, whispered, with a signiticant
look. * Some silks, ma’am, some silks—you’ll please
to show them to the ladies.”  Not having any reason
to give why T should not, T did as T was bidden, and
conveved the parcel up stairs, rather anticipating a
reproof, though 1 knew not why. DBy no means.
The ladies spread the contents of the bundle on the
table, and cagerly descanted on their merits s and
very soon the woman was desired to add her presence
to the coundil. | now understood the matter— to
every fault found to the texture or the price, the
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vender answered that thev were Freneh; thoueh
from the frequeney of the question, it was evident
the ladies did not themselves know whether they
were or not. It just came onee into my mind, that
these Tadies used to tell us it did not signify whether
our gowns were coarse or tine, so they were neat
and hecoming our station @ vet now it scemed of great
importance to them whether the slk were Freneh or
Engelish, though they could not tell which 1t was
when thev saw it—Dhut then T recollected that to be
sure they were Jadies, and T was a servant, and that
might make a great diflerence. At last some pur-
chases were made, and the woman onee more placed
the bundle under her apron. The ladies asked if
she was not afraid to carry it, and what she would
do if she met any one. ¢ You'll be pleased, ma'am,’
she said. “to let this young woman put me out at
the back-door, and just look that no one is about, and
tell the other servants that I came about some old
clothes from your ladyships, if they should see my
bundle. just.” Tomy great surprise the ladies assented.
Never before had T heard them assent to a falsehood,
or connive at a deeeption—hut then they knew best,
and it was no business of mine. Happily no one
seeing her, 1 (‘Qﬁ:\p(:d the falschood T was desired to
tell.

“T waited that day at table —there was some
company, and the subject of the morning purchases
was brought up. A gentleman asked the ladies if
they felt no seruple upon the subject of smuggling.
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Thev replicd, that they did not see any harm in ir.
CAnd pray, maam,” said the gentleman, * do vou see
any harm in stealing 27 1 thought of the cighth com-
mandment.  The Tady smiled assent. ~And may T
ask vou what is stealing?” 1 thought I could have
answered that, for they had told me often enough
in eaplanation, that it wax taking that which belonged
to another: and now they replied something 1o the
same purpose. * And may 1 further ask, is the daty
vou evade, or the revenue you lessen, by the pur-
chiase of smugeled goods, vour own or another's 27
The Tadies veplied, that defranding the covermment
was not the sune as defrawding an individual,  The
centleman asked in what part of the law of God such
a distinetion was made or intimated. The Jadies
could not poiut out sueh a passaee, and T eonld not
'lll‘\“\'v“' think of ones but | \ll]vlm,\(-tl there wieht be,
sinee I was sure they knew the Seripture hetter than
I Some one said she did not see why a portion of
the profit of manufacrured goods should helong to
the government. * You know, madan, probably,
why this house and gromds belong to you'—* De-
sause they belonged to my father, and therefore are
mine by natural right’— T heg your pardon— by
natural right every thing belonged to him who took
it first—and there are places, and have been times,
when your father’s property would not be yvours,—-
¢ But now it is mine hy Jaw.'—¢ Fxactly so—and he
would commit theft who should deprive you of it
By law the profits of the revenue arve another’s, and
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not yours: and pardon me, yvou commit theft if you
appropriate it to vourself, or in any way deprive the
rightful claimant.’ —<But these laws are oppressive
and injurious, and ought to be abrogated.— That
admits of diiference of opinion—hut at present it is
law; and if every one may break the law that does
not please him, there is not a wmalefactor in the
kingdom but may say the law that condemms him is
a bad one.” T did not understand any part of the
reasoning —-but 1 concluded that, as my ladies were
50 very good. they most likely were right, and that
there could be no harm in smugeling.  One of them
said, that to be sure it might not be quite right, and
that in the purchase of xpirits, tea, &e., where it was
only to save the duty. she should hesitate to smuggle
—but in articles that could not lawlully he purcha-
sed at ally she was obliged to do it. ¢ Certainly,’
replicd the gentleman, €if it is more necessary to yvou
to wenr Freuch silk than to do right” 1 opened
my cars wide at this: for I remembered how many
times I had been told, it never could be neeessary to
do wrong : that to do right was the most important
of all things—and by the very lady, too, who now
said she must do what she allowed was not quite
right, because she wanted a certain sort of dress,
But it was not for me to be wiser than my hetters.
The dinmer was ended, and 1 left the room; and
excepting when T repeated  the cighth command-
ment, or saw Freneh silk now and then by chanee,
1 do not remember that 1 thought any more about
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what T had heard. till the sad days that T am going
to tell of,

“Mean time my years went on. The ladies liked
me, and made me presents, and inereased my wages @
and in all the house it wax who but Peggy Lum.
And now 1 hegan to save a little money, besides
buying myself now and then a good hook, such asmy
mixtress recommended me, over and above a prayer-
book with gilt edees, and a large-print Bible.  And
when wy mother fell sick and died, T was able to
buy for her many little comforts she had not - got,
hesides sitting often by her hed, and explaining the
Bible to her ax it had heen explained to me — and
many and many were the times she said e was a
comfort to her death=bed that her Pegey had turned
out so well—and sure it was a comfort to me to hear
her say it and many fimes T oaave thanks to God
tor all Lis mereies<: for T knew it was He who had
made me what T oas s and with all my heart T praised
him that T was Peeey Lum aud nobody else; ~little
Jid 1 then think what I should come to!

“ By this time T wis twenty yvears of age, and as
comely i young woman, so they said, as any in the
parish. T had awreat many suitors - hat 1 oalways
consulted my ladies ahout them, and they generally
perstaded me not 1o naery. heearse, as they said, |
wis better ofl. 1 thoueht so fora while; but at last
I hegan to think the time was getting on, and 1 lad
hetter settle myselfs so T was married, one Mid-

summer day, to a veung man who had been o gar-
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dener in a gentleman’s family, and having saved a
little money, was going to take some ground, and
raise fruit and vegetables for the market.  To he
stre e had not quite so mueh Jearning as 1 had;
and having never heen to a Sunday school, he did
not so well understand his Bible and Catechism g
but he was honest. sober, and industrious, and loved
his chureh, and bore a very good ehavacter : and my
mistresses said i T wished to marev, 1T eould not do
better —and he was hesides a0 very good-looking
soung man : so we were married. and all the Tadies
went to chureh with us, and we had great feastings,
aned erowds of lookers on, and all the parish knew it
was Pogey Lum’s wedding.

« And now I was surely happier than 1 had ever
heen before s and T wondered how God should never
he tired of blessing me. T had alittle eottage in the
carden which was all my own. It is true my kitchen
wits not 5o good as that T had Teft at my mistresses’,
nor my fire so bright. nor my bed so <oft. nor my
table so plentifully spread—>Dbur then it was my own,
And it is true I worked havder, for T had more to do
than to walk up and down stairs and wait upon the
ladies—but then 1T worked for myself and those 1
loved, and not for hire : and who does not know the
difference P And who ever Jooked back from the lictle
that is her own to the much that was not hers? The
rich leavings of my mistresses” table were never so
sweet to my taste as the pork I had salted for my-
self, and the cabbage that grew in my own husband’s
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garden. I had children—Ah! and brave children
were they too, as ever mother's eyes have Tooked
upon—as straight ax  beautiful ¢ their white hair

curled upon their heads ; their eyes™

Here the wretehed woman's voice hegan to falter,
the tears chased cach other rapidly down her ghastly
cheeks, her eves wandered towards the corner where
her unsightly oftspring was skulking, as it to make
a comparison between what she ramemberaed and
what she saw—but it was all too much: an agony
of unutterable fecling convulsed her frame, and for
that time closed her narrative.

Ax the unfortunate Pegey Lum was enabled from
time to time to renew her story, the following was
itx melancholy purport :—

“My hushand eunltivated most industriously his
little garden, and for a time it scemed to answer to
Lis toil.  The pea e and beans he raised, T gathered
and carried to market—I weeded his beds, and 1
watered his strawberries; and when he grambled at
the prospecet of a bad erop, 1 told him the times and
the scasons were with the Lord, and that we shouldd
be content—rfor so T had been taught while T was
young. When Saturday night came, we reckoned
up our gains, and saw what we had taken above what
our rent and our expenses came to; and it was
always enoughy, bating now and then a little, to live
on for the next week.  And light were our hearts,
and glad were our bosoms, on the Sabhath day, that
followed such a reckening; what remainel to us

VOL. 1.
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was our own—it was all we wanted for that weck :
and hefore the next the cherries would be rvipe. or
the potatoes would he fie for digeing, or somerhing
would he sure to come in to supply onr daily neees-
sitios,  And 50 we wenr on, and so we prospered,
for a year or two.  But God was tived of us, or we
were tired of him; or he knew, as well he mieht,
that we only served him while he blessed us. and
should disobey hine as soon as things went wrone.,
Some vay or other our fortune took a turn, My
Iasband had a Tong illness, and was obliced to hire
a man to keep his garden—and then, when the doe-
tor's hill came ing we did not exactly know how to
pay it and sold ofl” all the potatoes we were used to
keep for winter, when they would feteh hetter prices
—and when winter came we had not the potatoes to
take to market, and so on Naturday night there were
no profits, and we were obliged to live on eredit all
the week,  And when sommer eanme again, there
was an old seore to pay offt—and it was a bad year
for gooseberries, and my ehildren had the measles—
and the next winter was worse than the last @ the
rent was hehind hand—and to be sure it Jdid grieve
my foolish heart when Easter Sunday came, and my
children could not have their new bounets, as they
were used to doo and their mother hefore them, But
oht! T was happy then—happy when worse hefell—
when the rent could not be paid, and the garden
was to he given up. and the furniture was tohesold @
and my own little cottage, and the roses T had
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plted, and the honevsuckles T had trained, and all
my line things, were to pass over to another.  Oh! L
was happy even then, to what T was in the times
that came after—for then it was no tault of mine,

= We got into a hut by the roadside s my hushand
went out to day-work, and T carned now and then a
shilling at charring and one way or another: and
when we might have winted brewl. there came often
to wy door a lady or so, that had known me in my
hetter days, and give me a shilling for old friends
sihes hidding me trust to Providenee, Thus even
here we did not mueh wisse it we had bhut been
contented, Bot it happened one day -0l luehless
wourn that shoald Jive to see that day L-owe had
bevn more <hort of money than usial—-to spare my
Inshaned's wead ar nights T had not eaten any thing
my~elt that day— the children’s frochs were setting
very rageed, an © T had not the means to buy them
new ones — I was just folding them up, after putting
the brats 1o hed, and iy wicked heart was eetting
ready to murmur against God, when a handsome
arvinge stopped ine the road hetfore iy door s two
Laedies, viehly dressed, alichred from it, and. desiving
the coacliman to drive about. advaneed (o the door
of my poor dwelling, T could not direetly guess
what they wanted. for they were strangers, and they
looked ahout them more as it they cane to do some
Barn than any vood @ so T oewrtsied, and waited till
one of them, still Tooking hehind her, asked i 1 did
not sell eloves, 1 told her no, for that to he sure
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was a plain case.  She still hesitated, as if she did
not believe me, and said she had been directed to
this cottage. T then recollected there was a cottage
further np the row, where some people lived who
were known to be smugglers; and though 1 had
never had any acquaintance with them, I supposed
they might sell gloves, and answered the lady ac-
cordingly, pointing ot the house s but surely, as I
vet held in my hands my children’s ragged frocks,
I did wish I had something to sell that they would
like to buy.  The ladies went away—and, alas! my
foolish woman’s heart went after them. and in my
wicked curiosity T resolved to sce what they were
going about ; so T followed under pretence of show-
ing the way, and loitered about the casement to
listen. Dozens hy dozens the gloves were produced,
and this pair and that pair were chosen, till there
was quite a pile of them; and then out came the
silks, and the shawls, and the stockings, and after
all out came the money : and many a golden picee
glittered on the table, and many a bank-note was
unfolded.  And whilst my cves rested upon them
wishfully—¢ One of those single bits of gold,” T
thought, ‘would serve my hungry babes with food
for many and many a day, and replace the ragged
frocks besides”  The ladies went away, and so did
I,—they to their carriage, and I to my hovel—but
if their hearts were at rest, mine was not; envy and
discontent were awakened in my bosom 5 my children
were asleep, and my husband was not come home;
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I set about to get his seanty supper, and for the
first time inmy life found no heart for the task—for
the first time since I came into it I left the tfloor of
my house unswept, and my children’s tea-cups un-
washed ; and sat down to ruminate upon what had
passed.  The silks and the gloves, and the gold and
the notes, were running in my head. ¢ It is no
wonder,” T said, ¢ that Dame Willum's children are
better dressed than mine, sinee money comes in so
fast.  Yet Dame Willum never toils as I do; and
her hushand is not sober and industrious as mine is;
and if the world says true, neither the one nor the
other is any better than they should be.” 1 knew
that Dame Willum's hushand was a noted smuggler,
and a very bad man ; and therefore I need not have
envied them their viches—Dbut evil was in my heart,
and the tempter was surely at my elbow; 1 never
thought of this. But began to consider of the advan-
tage of being a smuggler, and having plenty of money
to receive.  Conseience was not altogether silent,
for I had always considered smugglers a bad set of
people @ but then if there was no harm in smugaling,
they need not be more wicked than others, And
now. though it was many vears agone, it came into
my heads as naturally enough it might, what T had
onee heard and seen in my mistresses” house—in those
happy days, every moment and every cireumstanee
of which was written in my grateful recollection.
My Tadies had suid there was no harm in simuegling

—my ladies had hought smuggled goods—what wis
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I, that I should esteem mysclf wiser than they?
Had they not taught me to fear God and under-
stand his commandments, and would they be doing
wrong ?

1 had just settled thix point to my satisfaction,
or rather to my inclination, when my hushand came
in.  He looked a little surprised at the disorder of
the house, and my sitting idle—but he was a quict
man, so he said nothing, and sat down to his supper.
Having waited a little while in patience, he said
¢ Pegev, where’s the Bible ?’—for ever sinee we
were married, and that was wany a yvear now, 1 had
gone on as my ladies tirst persuaded me to begin,
with reading a chapter in the Bible to him ¢very
night while he ate his supper. T took the book
down—Dbut alas! though I was not conscious of it,
the Bible and 1 were no longer of a mind,  What
wonder, then, I felt but ill-disposed to vead it \—I1
turned over the leaves—I could not find my place—
T lost it again as soon ax 1T fownd it—at last T got
through a few verses, but it would not do: my
thoughts were elsewhere: and. closing the hook—

ccdem I osaid, * Dame Willum's children have
food while mine are starving.”  Jem looked amazed,
and well he might—for never in all iy troubles was
he used to hear the language of complaint. from me.
“Our children, Pegeyv, have caten the bread of
honesty 3 and though it has been sometimes but a
hard morsel, they have thrived upon it, and no man
ean say they have robbed him to come at it.’



THE LISTENER. 151

“ ¢ There are wiser in the world than we, Jem,
who do not take smuggling to he so much a ~in”

¢ Belike there may,” said Jem, who was not mueh
a man for arguing, ‘but 1 have thanked Gaod often
that 1 am no smuggler: and I do not suppose any
smuggler ever thanked God that he was one!’

**But our children are getting older. Jem, and
they should have some schooling—and if the firee

trade is an honest one”

¢ 1 pretend to no learning, Pegey—but a trade
that brings men to the prison and the gallows is not
apt to be an honest one.”

“¢But I know those that think the law has no
richt to take men up for sueh thines, and "——

¢ Tk like enough it hasn't—but 1 odo not see
what coad that would be to me, it 1 were in prisou,
and could not get out!”

s One mig! s as well e fu prison.” said 1y *as
living in this hut with our poor children razged and
starved about us. and we without the means to feed
and clothe them!”

“And so we left talking for that time. and went
to hed.  They who remember the fisst step into
some wiliul sin, may know how I went to sleep that
night —and they who know what it is to hinve a
wrong purpose in the hosom, with a determination
to pursue it, inay hnow how 1 felt when T oawaked,
Inwy dreams T waw o ~strange confusion of things
sometimes the golden pieces glittering onomy table

—sometimes the vessel tossed upon the waters, and



152 THE LISTENER.

my hushand struggling with the waves—Gloves,
silks, prisons, chains, coaches, king’s officers, and
fine-dressed ladies—all jumbled themselves together
in my fancy. Never, never till then had I known
such shambers or such a wakening.  And well they
might be such—for my days of honesty and inno-
cence were done!”

When the wretehed woman reached this part of
her narrative, her whole voice and manner changed-
In telling the story of her better days, she seemed
to have recalled the spirit of them.  Her voice was
gentle and subdued, her manner simple and afleet-
ing ; and the tears that fell from time to time might
well have passed for those of chastened and peniten-
tial sorrow. It was but a passing impression, aris-
ing from the recollection of early happiness.  Now
her face resumed its sternness, her voice its hold
and reckless daring—the tear no longer fell : but
in its place there was an agonised expression in her
eve, too vivid almost to be looked on without a
shudder.

With a view to still her inereasing vehemence,
“ Pegay,” | said, ** your sin was doubtless great, hut
it was not wilful-—vou did not then know the wrong,
or foresee the consequence of your adviee.”

“ Ma'um,” said the woman eagerly, ¢ I did know.
I did foresee.  But for me, he had heen now an ho-
nest man, Ile knew I had more learning than he,
and always believed what 1 said-—he knew how re-
ligiously T had been educated, and that I had known
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God and the Bible before he thought of cither, and
he did not think T should tell him wrong. It was [
who persuaded him—I1 sent him into the company
that corrupted him—I sent him to pass his nights
on the wild ocean—I sent him to his death—and
perbaps—Dbut there at least T shall go too. and share
the mischief I have done him.” I entreated the
woman to proceed calmly with her story 5 for I saw
it needed a stronger power than mine to whisper
peace to such a bosom.  She proceeded—

“1 did not accomplish my purpose all at onee,
but from time to time I renewed the subjeet. When-
ever we were short of food, 1 said 1 knew where it
was to be had!  Whenever I saw Dame Willum'’s
brats, I said they were hetter off” than mine, though
I knew the contrary.  Sometimes, indeed, when the
wind blew loud all night, my hieart misgave me -
and sometimes, when I was reading the Bible, my
conscienee sinote me—hbut T would uot feel, T would
not hear. and at last T accomplished my purpose.
Jem was a strong and a brave man ; some way or
other my foolish talking was heard among the neigh-
bours, and those engaged in the trade came and
persuaded and  tempted him. In short—tor why
need T prolong my miserable tale ?>—Jem heeame a
smnegler, and from that hour the blessing of Tea-
ven forsook cur dwelling—the eyve of God was
averted from us, <in took its course, and this is what
came of it.  But vou will hear.

= Things looked well at first : Jom was paid seven
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or cight shillings a-night—ny children were dressed.
my children were fed—we got a better house—hug
what was 1 with all 2—a miserable, miscerable woman !
In the long dark nights, while the wind was blow-
ing and the waves were raging, did I sleep soundly
on my comfortable bed, hought with the price of his
perils P When the Sabbath day came, and the hells
rung, and 1 dressed my childeen in their nice neat
clothes, was my heart light as T went forth alone
where he was used to go with me?  No—trom the
first I was a miserable woman, though no one knew
it but mys=elf'; and it vapidly grew worse.  Jem. un-
used to the fatigue and exposure of such a serviee,
was foreed to take spivits to earry him through it :
neeessity soon grew into choice 5 obliged to drink
when he was out, e chose to drink at home ; the
coarse and blasphemous language he heard among his
desperate companions he repeated before his wife
and children: he laughed at his Bible now, and
when | remonstrated with him, he told me, if T had
believed it myself, T should not have wished him to
become a smuggler.  Oh Uit this had not heen so—
il he had died as T knew him once, as I onee saw
him on a bed of sickness—ch, 1 could have horne it
then—Dut to die so!

1t was then my last child was born ; she that is
yonder—look at her, for she was coneeived in ini-
quity indeed—she was ugly as her father's and her
mother’s sin, and she has been the torment of our
lives—her evil disposition has defeated all our eftorts
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to control it—she will learn nothing, do nothing,
and does not seem to have wit enough to know good
from bad ; though she has enough, God knows! to
get into all the mischief she can find.  But the xin
iy on our heads—she was fed on the bread of ini-
quity, she heard nothing but oaths and curses from
her father and his bad companions—trom her mo-
ther hut fretfulness and reproaches. 1 had children
—but they are gone—my blessings are taken from
me, and she s left to e my curse !

“Nome years went on in this way @ at times we
had plun'l‘\' of money ; but as my hushand drank and
camed, we were at other times mueh distressed.
One day when he came home vather more sober
than usual—* Pegey.” he said, = the blood of a fel-
Jow-creature is on my hand 27 shuddered. and ~o
I thoueht did he—for we had known, we had some-
time felt, the coonmands of God 3 we had helieyed
them onee, and onee had feared to disobey them :
amed, though we had contrived 1o persuade ourselves
that smueeling did rot break the cighth conmiand-
ment, we could not well persuade ourselves that
murder did not break the sixth, My husband had
killed o man in oa feay o and though he was never
discovered. he was ever after that as one desperate
aned eareless of what might follow.

“ Ou one oceasion my children were sick 5 we had
spent all our meney, and T was advised to go to some
charitable lady in the town, wad ask for nourish-
ment for them, I wenty, and was condueted to the



156 TIE LISTENER.

lady : but as soon as she heard my name, she said
my husband was a bad character, my house was a
notorious place of drinking and wickedness, and she
could not by any means encourage me. I looked at
her, for I thought 1 had seen her onee before—hut
whether T had or not, 1 whispered, as T walked
away uncomforted, ¢ If it had not been for you, or
such as you, we had never been what we are:’” and
I went home with my bosom hardened in sin and
ageravated in wretchedness, by the repulse of those
whom [ considered as the cause of both.  For think
not that my first sin had been the ouly oné—no, it
is a road on which she who starts is driven forward
as with stings and scourges. By degrees 1 had
ceased to go to chureh or to read at home, because
it reminded me of the days that were gone: 1 could
not bear the recolleetion ; and 1 could not bear to
see the minister, who used to talk kindly with me,
o by me now without notice. I also ceased to teach
my children good ; for 1 feared lest they should
compare it with the ill they saw, and 1 should but
be teaching them to hate and despise their parents.
Yet did my heart yvearn over them as the destined
prey of the Evil One, given by their own parents
to destruction.  In one of my better moments, as T
looked upon that graceless girl, iy heart was moved
towards her with pity and with shame, for 1 had
tauglit her nothing : and I resolved to make one
effort to save her from destruction, by asking for
her from others what 1 could no longer render her
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myself. T knew the days on which a committee of
ladies Were to meet for benevolent purposes, espe-
cially for the supporting of a school for the indigent,
and I knew that in this school the ehildren were
carcfully and religiously taught. I took my negleet-
ed offspring in my hand, and presented myself hefore
them to solicit admission for her into the school ¢ it
was the first right thing 1 had done for many a day,
and there was a peace in my hosom it had beeome
but, little used to.  When I had made my request,
I was asked my name, and the oceupation of my
husband. O that the time should have come when
such questions would bring shame to the cheek of
Pegey Lum! I equivocated a little on the latter
question, but the Jadies understood my language,
and told me with some harsh expressions, that my
child could not he admitted, as they had many appli-
cations, and aiways gave the preference to those
whose parents followed an honest calling. My bosom
vas ready to burst with grief and indignation—yes,
indignation—for, as 1 looked round the cirele, I saw
the contraband articles about their persons! |
knew well enough the gloves on the hands of one
and the handkerchief round the neck of the other—
and my child was rejected, cast off, left to ignorance
and viee, because her father pursued for subsistence
a trade that they encouraged for the ornament of
their persons!  With some show of impertinence,
which still more confirmed their rejection of me, |
was leaving the house, when a lady of a very kind
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aspeet whispered me, that she would eall and talk
to me about putting the child to school some@wher
But the last spark of good was extinguished in niy
bosom—the last good purpose I ever formed was
repulsed in a way that completed the Lardening of
my hieart—¢ No,” T said, as T walked along, scaree
kunowing where T went, ¢ she shall neither go to their
schools, nor learn theiv learning, It she sine as she
will do, it <hall he in ignorance and stupidity @ they
shall not teach her the will of God, only to make
her more euilty when they afterwards teach her o
disobey him. - They tanght me fist the meaning of
moral and veligious honesty 1 then they told me by
words and by example. that there was no harm in a
seeret and unlawful trade—and now that 1 come to
them with the wretehedness in my heart, and the
ruincon my head, which were hrought on me by that
trade, they rejeet my supplieation, and put scorn
upon my euiltless child, beeause 1 have pursued it.
No—mnot a child of mine shall go: if she must follow
in hier mother’s course, she shall go there without
her feelings: " and when the kind lady did. in faet,
come and offer to put the ¢hild to school at her own
expense, L obstinately, and insolently, vejected the
proposal 3 and thus made myself’ guilty of my child’s
as well ax of my hushand’s ruin.

“ But the measure was full and the time was come,
and my tale will soon he told. My eldest oy was
now a lad of sixteen : and never sinee he had eome
iuto the world had he made his mother’s heart to
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ache,  ITe was the birth of hetter days, for he was
the first-horn child T had.  The good impressions
of his carly years had fasted him through worse ones
—Uhe had been to sehool, and sinee that he had heen
to sea incaccollier s and in spite of all the il he heard
when hie came home, he was ever a good and steady
lad. Tt wax some time now that he had been out
of emplov, and had ot a sort of hankering to go
out with his father ;s only, as he saill for a bit of
sport, for he was a brave hove and Joved danger and
the seas: but he loved his mother hetter, and  he
Lael ever tll then yielded to her entreatios not to o,
One nicht—yes, that nieht, that vers nieht - there
was rouzh work to he donesand they wanted hands
—there was daneer, and they offered hich payv, My
hov's spirit was roused, his tather persuaded him,
and when 1 owould have retained i even with
tears, s husho o said that sinee Todid not care
about i heing drowned or murdered, he did not
e why I should make <o much ado about the boy,
They were the Jast words he ever spoke o me,
Thev were not true—for in all his wickeduess Jem
head heen Kind and aflectionate to me s and it was
not for me to love him less for sins that T myself had
driven him to, They were not trne words— hut.
O T rememberad  them when—Rementhered D1
remember them now—1 hear them in my ~leep,
hear them in my dyvans, they ave whispered about
my beds and about mn pillow.  Grant, Heaven, they

come not after me to the erave !



160 THE LISTENER.

“They went, aud surcly something in my heart
misgave me of what was coming : for 1 felt T could
not go to bed that night. It was already dark when
they went away ; and many a time 1 opened the case-
ment to look out upon the night.  The wind howled
frightfully. T heard the waves thundering upon the
rocks, as if thev would have rent the firm earth in
picees ; and so dark was it, that when, in my rest-
lessness, 1 went out to try it, T could not find my
way across the road. Not a star was there in all
the heavens, nor a bit of moon to light them on their
perilous way—'twas ever such nights as these they
chose to do their boldest deeds.  our after hour 1
listened, though I knew not for what, for they were
miles away. I shuddered at the silence—I started
even at the noise T made mysclf, as from time to
time 1 threw on a log to keep the fire burning, that
they might warm and dry them when they came. 1
saw my negleeted Bible on the shelf, and remem-
bered the time when it would have consoled me—
but not now : I remembered when in times of fear
and danger to those I loved, I should have betaken
mysclf to prayer—but not now. I could but sit and
watch the dial-plate, and long, and long for the hours
of darkness to be gone.  And when they were gone,
and the daylight opened, Tliked it no better. I'looked
out upon the damp, cold landseape, and thought it
was like my desolated bosom ; the very light was
hateful to me ; for surcly the trﬁtlx was in my heart,
though yet I knew it not. The morning grew apace ;
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the people in the surrounding cottages eame forth
to their honest Iabours, 1 saw one and another
making ready the breakfast for her husband, and
giving a parting word to her hovs—buat where were
mine?  Nine o'elock struck. ten, eleven, and still
they eame not.  This was no uncommon thing. but
there was a presentiment of evil in my bosom.  The
clock was just upon the point of twelve, when Iheard
a noise of voiees—1 went out, and saw a erowd about
Dame Willn's door. T knew her hushand had heen
out with the party. and gnessed the rest: * Where
is Jem 2T 1 osaid to the first who would hear me,
¢ He will b heve presentdy” said the man in a sullen
tone, T had no more to sk —-evers hody was talking,
ared every hody wias eager to tell the worst they
coubld make of the fenful story. A murdered., all
drowned, wlb prisoners? Aud soon there was not
even need to ise s tor iy eves beheld the worst—
the dead bady of my hushand, horne apon the shoul-
Jders of vatlinndv-looking men, whose dawneast looks
bespoke that even they felt pity for his fate,  And
where was my oy 2 Him the cold waters held, and
would not give me hack ~o mueh as his lifeless body !
The smuzelers had been attacked in endeavouring
to remove their careo: they resisted 1 some were
slain on the spoty and the rest were drowned in
attempting to eseape.  Who will tell out the story ?
Who will tell the wife’s, the mother’s agony, when
she received of hier hyshand no ore but the dis-
fizured corpse—ot her son, not even so mueh as that !
YOL. 1. L
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Tell who may, T eannot.  But you see me, what |
am—I have told you what Fwas. Want and discase,
and remorse and agony, have brought me to the
erave.  What is hevond, vou may know : T do not—
I believed onee, now I ddare not helieve,”™

The story is finished—need 1 write the moral ?
11 my readers helieve T have drawn an exaggerated
picture, let them inquire and know.  They will not,
perhaps, find Peggy Lum upon her death-bed, nor
meet her squalid ofixpring in their evening walk—
but they will find more misery resulting from this
traflic than language of mine can picture.  They may
sec. as we have done, the suspeeted fall under our
windows,  They may see, as we have done, three or
four at a time, the murdered bodies borne into the
churchyard—and they may hear, as we do daily, the
thoughtless multitude, one moment  repeating  the
melancholy story, the next moment creeping about
the lanes and alleys, in scarch of the venders of for-
bidden goods. It ix for such that I have told the
story.  The miscerable vietims of this trattie will not
read our pages, nor is it for them that I have writ-
ten.  They are ineapable of appreciating the moral
wroug of the traflie itsclf; the only question to them
is the gain and loss, the risk and the indueement—
and in this, as in all other sorts of’ gambling, we know
that men will put all they have on the stake, if the
prize proposed be large enough.  To these poor
creatures the inducement is their daily sustenance, the
support of their wives and children : that they ruin
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them eventually is bevond their caleulation s for we
know. that in exaet proportion as the mind is uneal-
tivated. its teelings and cares ave limited to the pre-
sent time,  Muoch, therefore, is to he said in exeuse
for them.  But what is to e said for us? It is the
purehaser that makes the trade. Can owe, without
compunetion. see the Tives of our fellow-ereatures
put to venture, their families plunged into misery
unspeahables their morals corrupted, their souls, ir
may be, ruined eternallv—and all for what 2 Te
~smve a few shillings, which we would fireely give to
any one who needed it or to deck onr persons with
~some prohibited article of dress? T fully helieve,
there is not w lady in Britain who would not take
the costly <shawl frone her shoulders, and present it
to the person whom she could thereby save from
such misery as we have deseribeds thoueh the conse-
quence were th she should never wear another—
aed vet we eapose to such misery hundreds and
thousands of our fellow-creatures, and when it is
named 1o us, think it quite cnough to say. * French
goods are prohibited, and we must have them, be-
cause "—most suflicient reason——* hecause we like

them best 1”7
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No. XIV.
SOCIAL KINDNESS.

Vivre en soi ¢e n'est vien; il faut vivre en autrui
A qui puis je étre utile, apréable anjourdhui ?
Voila chaque matin ce qu'il faut se dires

Et le soir, quand des cicux la elarté se retire,
Heureny & qui son caur tout bas i veponda,

Ce jour qui va finir, jo ne Fai pas perdu g

Gritce mes soins, jai va, sur une face hamaine,
La trace d'un plaisir ou Foubli d'une peine !

Que lasocicté porterait de dous fruits,

Si par de telles pensées nous ¢tions tous conduits !

Tnere was somewhere—muot in England, T should
SuUppose—i very extensive prison-house, in which
immense numbers of persons were coufined under
suspicion. for they had not yet heen tried. of mani-
fold  misdemeanours, some in the overt aet, and
others in hidden disaffeetion towards a Government
to which they all owed allegiance. From the babbling
infant, who had come there for his father's erimes,
before himseli could have committed any, to the hoary
head of age, bowing already to the grave that was
waiting to receive him—{from the coarse, unthinking
peasant, who had followed where others led, to the
lofty and commanding spirit that must answer for
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many a crime heside his own—every age was here,
and sex and nation—every complexion and condition
of mankind were assembled in this vast prison-house,
to wait till it should please the sovercign—for iv that
country there was no Habeas Corpus Act—to come
from Lis far distant court, and judge the prisoners
for the erimes of which they stood aceused.

Around this strange abode, there was a wall too
high for any foot to seale, too thick for any eve to
penetrate. in order to discover what might be heyond
it.  Within the mit, the mprisoned scemed to walk
at large—there was space for all to live and move
at ease, but not without perpetually erossing cach
other’s way. and coming in near and frequent con-
tact o and if any wonld have tled from Lis fellows,
he vould not, for the wall was round him and about
nim.and he mig' © not pass its there were paths many,
and wans many. but the fmpervious barrier was the
issue of them all and = no further,” was the fatal
cheek upon their else unrestricted motions, Sus-
peeted of unequal erimes, but as vet untried aned
uncomvicted, they were not distinguished from each
other by any anticipatory punishments, sceming to
sufler promiscuously the hardships inseparable from
their state of durance and disgrace. And not few,
indecd, were these,  Fawmine, and want, and pain,
and misery were there, Some exes Tooked upwards
in untold despair, as if still to demand of Heaven
what to Heaven itself Lad  Decome impossible  to
hestow—amnd some were on the ground in deep
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despondeney, as if they loathed to meet the sunheam

that had shone on scenes now lost to them for ever,

Their very pleasures, when they scemed to flourish

most, were but as that baleful tree, very fair to look

upon, that drops pestilence and death on all who
venture to repose beneath its branches.  For while
the parent sat at case, fondly administrating to the
needs and pleasures of a beautiful family, one by one
he saw them sink heneath the hardships of their
condition, till there were none remaining.  And the
bhosom that had brought with it all that was needful
to its happiness, in sweet poss
ever was suffered was scarcely felt, and whatever
was wanting was not missed, was doomed to see the

sion of which what-

pestilential vapour of the prison arvise, and ¢hill to
death the frame of its beloved.  Industry toiled hard
and sowed its seed, and forgot in labour, as others
in pleasure, the dangers of his state; and when he
should have reaped the frait, the winds of heaven,
from whieh his prison-house was all unsheltered, had
blighted it. and he was left to want.  Some, who
onee had friends, and families, and homes, sat here
apart from all, and laid claim to nothing, and found
regard of none—and some, whom all caressed and
all bowed down to, and who scemed to abound in
every thing. fed seerctly on the ashes of aftliction,
and fasted from all but tears, consumed by memory
of something past, or dread of somie half=scen future,
The lofty and capacious intellevt was there, working
its own misery with its own greatness, to which
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there was nothing to rexpond, and which nothing in
that small space could satisfy.  And feebleness, and
ignorance, and imbeeility were there also, suffering
contempt, negleet, and seorn, for deficiencies not of
their own choosing.  And though there were some
on whose cheek the Dloom was fresh, and in whose
eve the beam of joy was bright, they were regarded
by the more experieneed, as but the less conseions
vietims of as sure a fate; for it was known they
could not evade, though they might forget, the con-
sequences of their suspected character, And to all,
and o cach, besides the unequal sufterings of their
actual state, there remained the approaching jude-
ment to which thev were reserved, coming they knew
not when, threatening they knew not what 5 more
awful for it~ uneertainty. more appalling for the
obseurity that I ng upon the issue,

Does not the question foreibly sugeest itself, How
would these prisomers conduet themselves towards
cach other?  Imvolved in one common calamity,
standing in the same tearful predicament, compelled,
willing or unwilling, to remain tozether, to take of
the same sceanty comforts, and abide the same but
too suflicient ills—each one liable to whatever the
other was enduring, and no one secure from succeed-
ing to his neighbour’s wo—how docs it seem they
would deport themsclves to cach other in this strange
condition; whichi had brought them together with-
out their leave, and forced them to abide cach other’s
company, without any choice of theirs? Reason, and
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common sense, and feeling, nay, and sclf-interest it-
self, are agreed upon the answer—kindness, courtesy,
and pity, would be the tone of such socicty.  They
would not all love each other—dissimilar habits,
uncongenial tempers, varieties of intelleet and con-
dition, would make that impossible : they would not
all esteem each other—for defeet of moral worth in
some, in others native imbecility or deformity of
character, would render them no objeets of esteem.
Jut there would surely prevail in this society a tone
of benevolence and courtesy, the result of a partici-
pated destiny.  The untried eriminal would not begin
beforehand the punishment of his fellow eriminals,
by treating them according to the measure of their
supposed, though yet undecided guilt.  However
much unlike, no one could stand of” from another as
a being with whom he had no feelings or interests in
common,  The common misery, the common danger,
would create a fellowship between the most opposite
characters, that would claim a word. a look at least,
of kindness, as they went by each other, or sat down
together in the narrow limits of their prison-house,
It would seem that one could searcely have a concern
in which the others folt no interest, a feeling that
the others would not wish to spare, a desire the others
would not wish to gratify—from sympathy it not for
love, from pity if not esteem.  And least of all would
those who had most hope of pardon and favour from
the sovercign, when he eame, look eoldly on those
with whom it might fare worse—a sense of their own
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danger would teach them pity, and conscious guilt
would make them mereiful. Here, in short, the
wisest would see in the most simple, the noblest in
the basest, a being whom, if nature had placed afar,
suflering and danger had hrought near of kin,

Some one has wisely said—our readers may have
observed before now that we always think that saying
wise which agrees with owr own opinions—and beau-
tifully ax wisely said, ¢ Courtesy is, strietly speaking,
a Christian grace. 1t is a plant of heavenly orvigin.
This present evil world, like the ground which the
Lord hath cursed, is utterly incapable of yiclding
any thing so good and Jovely.  Courtesy cannot grow
in selfish nature’s soil. It is never found but in the
warden of God.” 1 had just heen reading this very
pretty sentence, as quoted for my observation in the
letter of a friend  when passing into soviety. b hap-
pened to hear it boldly asserted that it is not desirahle
to make ourselves agrecable to those we do not
like, and warly contested that universal courtesy
is almost a sin, + So, then,” T said within myself,
 here are opinions in most determined opposition—
the plant that one would cherish as the very arowth
of Heaven, the other plucks up and casts away as a
noxious and pernicious weed.” T had dwelt with
pleasure on the former sentiment as traes and just,
and beautiful—but what then hecomes of the other ?
They cannot both be just or hoth be true. Yet
it scemed to me of soe importance, that thes wha
are beginning the business of life, should perceive
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between the flower and the weed 3 and setting myself
to consider of the matter, it appeared to me that this
world of ours ix no other than the prison-house de-
seribed. and our condition in it that which we have
depicted. How then does it scem that we should
behave ?

It has pleased God, for reasons wise sinee they
are his, to form the inhabitants of earth in moulds
so different, that cach one cannot assimilate with
another —like ill-accorded  instruments, well-tuned
perhaps, and perfeet in themselves, but which yet
can make no harmony together, heeause the piteh of
one is higher than the other. It has pleased Him,
too. to endow our minds with feelings, kuown and
understood by all, though difficult to define, that draw
us towards some persons in prefercnee to others,
and while we go by the mass with indifferenee, bind
us with indissoluble afteetion to some selected few s
for no reason that can be given, but a natural and
spontancous preference s or perhaps some aftinity of
taste, principles. and pursnits. These selected few,
for however many, they are few in the comparison,
are what we usually call our friends; and to these
our deportment may be left to other influence and
guided by other rules than those of general courtesy.
But these apart, the Iarger mass of those with whom
we are brought in contact, are persons for whow, to
use the common expression, we do not care—we
have no choice or preference for them. It is to these
that a habit of universal courtesy is or is not to be
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cultivatedd—that we are or are not to take pains
to render ourscelves as agreeable and aceeptable as
circumstances and higher duty will permit.

We know there is a sinful conformity to the workd
that is forhidden: and whatever that may be defined
to e, we heg not to be understood to desive that
the line he broken : for God must not be offended
that man he pleased, and <in must not be committed
from any motive of expedieney whatever,  But civi-
litv, attention, regard to the tastes, and respeet for
the feelings of others. are not sins—on the contrary,
they are the plant that has been asserted to be of
Christian growth, a flower of the garden of God.
We are aware. also. that it will be contested there
is a dearee of insineerity and deception in assuming
an appearanee of attention and complacenes towirds
those for whom ve have no regand. nor any kindly
feclings.  Be it admitted, however, that we ought
to have kindly feelings towards every one, Criminals
chained 1o the same calley, slaves fettered and toiling
in the same mine, are not more elosely conjoined in
one common fate, have not more elaim upon cach
other's svmpathy, than men inhabiting together this
prison=honse of carth. We ought to have a feeling
of benevolent interest for every one of mortal birth
—our aversions, onr contempt, our disunion. our
animosity, all these thines are defeets. blemishes,
svmptoms of mental corruption and discase-—and if
they canmnot he eradicated. we are obliged to any

garb of deceney that can contribute to conecal them,
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Our Christian perfeetion would be to have no un-
kindly feelings towards any one—and the next hesg
thing to this is to he conscious of them and ashamed
of them. and endeavour to conceal them as we would
a loathsome and unsightly wound: the eflort is a
self-sacrifice, and will go far to subdue the feeling.
1t may he asserted again, that a universal desire to
please and to oblige, is dangerous to ourscelves, as it
may be the offspring of vanity, too cager for the
approbation of men, and ever secking its own grati-
fication. It may be so: but in this case it is the
motive, not the conduet, that needs to he amended.
To pay a courteous attention to those who do not
particularly please us—to give satisfaction to those
who ecan give us none—is, as we have observed, a
sacrifice of our selfishness that may proceed from the
highest tone of Christian principle,

Are we. then, to be as courteous, and to attempt
to be ax agrecable, to those whom we do not admire,
or perhaps do not approve, as those whose qualities
and principles claim our esteem and approbation ?
We need not choose them for our companions, or
take them to the contidence of our hosoms—we need
not seek them or desive them—-but our house is
narrow 3 the path we @o on is steait; the way is
crowded, and we must be mueh in contact ; the duties
and intereonrse of life must bring us into connexion
with those whom we did not and could not choose,
And what are we, that we should feel contempt or
disregard for any one? Tt others have their pecu-
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larities, have we not owrs? I they have their de-
feets, have we not ours? nay, and our vices, too, for
which we are all hastening forward to an equal
Judgment 2 And in this narrow house of our sojourn-
ing, surely every one has a claim to what every one
ean do to make sweet the bitterness of lite?  For,
oh ! there is enough for all to bear—the dwellers in
that prison-honse were not so happy that there was
1o need of cach other'’s courtesy to sotten their con-
dition s there was not so mueh seareity of sutlering.
that the conduet of one should prejudae the other’s
evimes, and aggravate the puuishment prepared for
Lim. And who ave those we think nnworthy of our
attention and eivility, unworthy the eare to please?
Loines, perhaps more worthy than ourselves, though
less externally endowed s theys perhaps, whoo had
we been o needs would have cherished us inatilie-
tion, wonld have consoled us, thongh, needing them
aol. we hinve never proved it— sotwe. it may he, who,
Tlmll‘;il we |u-|‘.('i\(‘ it not. have hearts so ll(‘(‘lbl'\
tricd in ~orrow, that. could we know all, our hoson~
would yewen with tender pity over what we jeno-
vantly wound by neglect and ineivility —aned some,
it is more than proluble, whatever he the eloud of
ignoranee o sin that now hangs over them, with
whom we are destined w0 pass @ long cternity in the
holy fellowship of heaven,

Upone Christian prineiples, then, we are prepared
to say. that it s our duty to he courteous; and, as
far as may be, agreeable, to all with whom Providence
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bring us in connexion, whether we meet them for
a day or an hour, or the whole compass of our lives,
We are not to by idle to please the idle, or ignorant
to please the ignorant, or vicious to please the vieious
—and if we were, we should not suceeed in pleasing
them—but we are to laugh with those that laugh,
to weep with those that weep—to contribute all we
can, in small things ax in great, to ameliorate the
dark condition of’ our raee, and seatier owers on a
thorny path. I we are in company with those whose
tastes and habits are opposed to ours, we are to put
some restraint upon our own, that theirs may not be
oflended : 10 with those whose manners are disgusting,
or tempers uncongenial {o us, we are hound to cast
a veil over the disgust they undesignedly exeite. W
are hound to withhold a remark that will give pain,
or an opinion that will offend, unless some essential
purpose is to be answered by their expression.  To
say, this is deception or insineerity, ix no other than
to say, it is deception to restrain any evii passion, or
suppress any angry thought or selfish feeling—nor
is there any thing in manners and tempers we hold
more scllish, unlovely, and unchristian, than that sort
of self-indulgence which wounds every body's feelings,
under pretext of candour and sineerity.  1advise the
lovers of so much honesty, to make ¢lean the mansion,
and put forth no few of its inhabitants, before they
venture to set wide the gates, that all may be witness
of what is passing within.

1t appears to me, young people cannot go forth
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into the workd under a wore false impression, than
this persuasion.—that they owe no cowrtesy to any
but those whom civeumstances or preferenee happen
to make their triends, They owe it to every indivi-
dual without exeeption who has not forfeited it by
offence against them—for every individual is their
tellow. and their hindred. and their companion, in a
destiny of which the hegining, and the purport, and
the issue. ave the same s and, therefore, each one is
a eluinant on their svmpathy wd benevolenee, To
say that we would do them any kindness in their
need. or confer any substantial henedit in our power,
but refuse to coneiliate in our ordinary intercourse,
i~ to offer that which we have not. in exeuse for
withholdine that which we have —conr henevolenee
may never have an oceasion of exercise in substantial
benefits—-in complacenes, kinduess, and - courtesy,
and i accommodating <pirit, we may always, and to
avery one, evinee it.

We know that the devored Christian has some-
thing more to say respeeting the discountenanee that
should he given to folly and irreligion, the distinetion
to be made hetween those who serve God and those
who serve him not, This distinetion must exist in
the feclings of all who sincerely love their Lord :
but 1 cannot see in it an excuse for the cold, repul-
sive, harsh, unsocial, unconciliating manner, sowme
pious peaple assue towards those whom they eon-
sider less religious than themselves. We are the
fellow-criminals, not the judge: whatever be our
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penitenee and hope of pardon, we are here the at-
tainted rebels of our sovercign. not the administra-
tors of his justice; and whatever be the present
promise of his merey towards us more than them,
his pity takes not its limits from our judgment, and
it may be they will enter into the kingdom of heaven
before us,

But if still it does not appear that we ought to
cultivate habits of kinduess, attention, and civility,
to all around us — hehold, there was One who came
into that crowded prison-house that «id not helong
to it—its attainted inhabitants were not to his mind
—there was no spirit there congenial to his nature,
or fitted to hold communion with him—their ways
were not as his ways, nor their feelings as hix feeling.
—day by day their diseordant natures jarred- on
his holy bosom, and their impure pursuits vevolted
his cclestial inmocence. Yot He walked courteously
in the midst of all, and stood not aloof from any.
He wept over their ills, indeed, and he reproved their
wrongs: but he kept none at a distance as unworthy
his vegard ; he dwelt with them as a brother and a
friend 1 took an interest in their Jawful occupations,
comformed to their habits, and adapted his benefits
and his adviee to their peceuliar charactor and need
of cach. Is the subject greater than his King?  Is
the servant wiser than his Lord ?
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No. XV.
POLITENESS.

Politeness is the moral grace of life, it T may venture so to term jt :
the grace of the mind.  What the world accounts graces are little
more than the graces of the body.

Dr Browns,

WaLKING one morning by myself—an unfavourable
circumstance for a Listener—and in a lonely place,
where, though 1 eould not please myself” as Rousscau
didd, with helievir . the foot of man had never trodden,
I certainly conld discern no traces of his despoiling
hand—a tit of enthusiasm, sueh as pocets, L suppose,
are subject to, scized upon my brain in favour of
nature’s unassisted works ; and in most sublime soli-
loquy I began to deery the assassinations committed
by man’s sacrilegious hand upon her charms. I
compared the briery path 1 was ereeping through
with difliculty, to the broad, beaten turnpike: the
cleganee and simplicity of the wild-tlowers, half
hiding. half’ showing themselves, upon their beds of
green, to the trained, and trimmed, and methodically
planted flowers of the garden ; trees whenee no pruner
had ever Jopped a branch—grass whenee the mower
YOL. L M
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had not filled his seythe, nor the reaper his bosom
—recesses, where for years the redbreast bad re-
turned to build his nest, and found it as he left it
“What a pity it is.” 1 exclaimed, = that man should
intermeddle with what God has made, and mar the
beauties he ean never mend ! When ail that avariee
and vanity suggest has heen tried. to torture our
parks and gardens into form, are they to be compared
to the wild, woody glade, that knows no training but
from nature’s hand, vearly returning to re-dress her
work 27 So 1 thought, and so have poets said and
sung for ages past: and so sure was T growing that
every thing should be as nature made it, that it is
possible I might have gone on to say, as some have
said, that rather than clear a wood for building
houses and making turnpikes, it would be advisable
to live like our forefathers, in the hollows of trecs,
and reach our habitation over sting-nettles—had [
not, in the midst of my soliloquy, egressed from this
same wood, and within ken of man’s lamented de-
predations, found myself upon the beach. 1t chanced
that there was walking there a man who seemed
intent on finding something among the pebbles.
Often he stooped down to pick them up, and after a
little examination, threw them from him—once only
I perceived, that having looked at one with atten-
tion, he retained it in his hands. “ Why,” said I,
“do you prefor that stone to all the rest ? "——v Be-
cause,” he replied, “it is of value, and thev are
worth nothing.”—* And yet,” T answered, 1 see



TITE LISTENER. 179

no heauty in that, more than in the others—-it ix a
rourh. brown stone.”—¢ Tt is =0 now. and there i«
no beanty in it but there is vadue: when T have
cut and polished it, and set it in a golden rim, its
heauty will be acknowledged, and rival purchasers
will contend for the possession. Come to my fabo-
ratory, and T will show you the richest jewels of tie
Eastetn mine, and you will say they seem but in-
elogant and worthless stones: see them again upon
the brow of rovalty. or on the neck of bheauty, and
vou will gaze upon than as nature’s most exquisite
productions.”  This was true, but then my solilo-
quy was absolutely wasted —for here were nature's
maost valuable, most inimitable, and probably most
tedious productions, not only improved by art, but
owing to it all their pereeptible. theugh not their
real value,  The gem was a gem while it Iy neglect-
ed in the sand s hut wost would have passed it hy
unheaded ;5 or, finding, have rejected it as of little
value: and even when the worth was aseertained,
we doubt mueh if any lady would e ambitious to
string the unpolished jewels for her bosom, or hind
them in her hair,

There are things hesides stones, that, valuable in
themselves, need the factitious aid of ornament to
make them lovely.  All the polish in the world, it is
true, would not make of the worthless stone a dia-
mond 3 and whoever knew the value would take the
gem without it, and reject the other in it~ richest
brillianey: but the rich jewel must be set and po-
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lished, before its beauty is perecived ; or with the
unskilful, the glittering paste may be preferred
bhefore it.  Is not this a trath too much forgotten
by some who think it enough to be good, without
remembering to be agrecable 2 With some parvents,
who, while they store the minds of their children
with knowledge, and Tead them forward in the paths
of truth, feartul, perhaps, of fostering vanity, or over-
looking the importance of recommending by exte-
vior beauty the intevior worth, totally negleet their
manners. habits, and appearance 2 Is it not so with
some young persons, who, carnestly desiring to please
God, and loving their fellow-creatures for his sake.
do yet misjudgingly despise, or carelessly neglect,
those trifles, that, tritles as they are, make all the
difference hetween an agreeable and a disagrecable
woman : and though they allect not the moral or
religious worth, will make that worth the more or
the less aceeptable and lovely'?  Such persons are
surely doing wrong, and if professing to he religious,
doubly wrong—for the hlame will be cast upon their
religion, not upon themselves; they render that un-
Tovely and unattractive which is in itself most heau-
titul ; they vevolt where they ought to win,  There
is no natural connexion, no possible affinity, hetween
religion and awkwardness, coarseness and ineivility,
an unpolished manner or an ungracceful mind.  This
seems so impossible, that we should not think to
speak of it, did we not see every-day instancex of a
mistaken, we could almost say, a proud negleet of
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these attentions, in persons whose minds are truly
oceupied with great matters : and did we not every
day hear, without being able to contradiet it, that
wood people are disagreeable, To elder persons and
to parents, much might be said—but I listen for the
voung. and will end my apostrophe with the tale thae
gave rise to it.

I have heard, or read, of somebody, who, on visit-
ing the magniticent fabries of Italv, which they had
heard were of marble, was very muceh disappointed
to tind them not polished from top to bottom, smooth,
aud shining like a marble chinmey-picce—for any
thing they saw, the buildings might as well hayve heen
of stone. Much such a dunee, 1 fear, did 1 prove
myself, when Faceepted an invitation from a family of
whom T had heard ~o much good report. that 1 had
long heen anxioo~ to be admitted to their society,
The exeellenee of their edueation. the cultivation
hestowed on their minds, and the high religious prin-
ciples that regulated their conduet, were things of
so wmueh notoriety in the neichbourhood, T could not
but form the most pleasing anticipation of pleasure
iu my intercourse with them, and the highest possible
estimate of their worth.  If T was disappointed. the
fault undoubtedly was mine ;s for theiv worth was
equal to the representation made of it : they were
all T have said, and all T had heard @ what right had
[to expeet more? T had heard these voung ladies
had both talent and principle, and 1 went prepared
toadmire and love them,  As T staved some time in
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the honse, T had opportunities of observing them
under different circumstancees, at homwe and abroad,
in company and alone : what I have to remark, there-
fore, must not be understood to have passed in one
day, or in quite such rapid succession as 1 tell it ;
neither did cael thiug happen once only—1I deserilie
their habitual deportment.

When T was first conducted into the house, two
voung ladies were sitting in the drawing-room, one
engaged with her book, the other with her needle:
whether cach one had a task to perform, and teared
the doom’s-day elock might strike hefore it was com-
pleted, T eannot say 1 but neither eeased their oceu-
pation when 1 entered, though, as a guest and 2
stranger, it might have been eapected T should he
in some manner veceived by thew in their parenty’
absence.  They answered when 1 spoke to them, it
ix true 3 but they never made any attempt to address
me.  Miss Julia kepr her elbow on the table, and
her head on her hando in such a position as ahwost
to turn her back towards the sofa on which T was
sitting @ and even when <she did speak, held her eves
as iutently fixed on her book, as it some magie power
held them in perpetual duranee, Miss Fima, whose
work was of a deseviption T thought might as well
have been done in her ehamber, or at least removed
on the entrance of a guest, was, 1 perecived, under
the intluence of some vow not fo remove her nose
above two inches from her thimble, though there
was searcely a passage between them for the few



THE LISTENER. 183

words my importunity foreed from her.  The most
natural inference from sueh a reception would have
heen, that my visit was unweleome : hut T had rea-
son to know the conteary + and I had frequent ocea-
sion afterwards to observe that all persons, whether
friends or strangers, had to encounter, on their ap-
proach. the persevering industry of these ladies.  In-
deed, whoever desived the Miss Bs eivility, must
wait for it s for when, a few days after, Tintroduced
to them in our walk some young persons with whom
I knew they desired intimacy, they gave an inelina-
tion o1 the head with a look that might very well he
mistahen for a frown, turned their bachs immediately,
and went on with their own conversation.  De it
not, however, supposed  that the Miss BUS could not
communicate, or would not—when it was perfeetly
convenient to tomselves, Julin was indeed of a
temper silent and reserved, though wanting neither
fecling nor affeetion s Fonma was lively and animated
o the extreme. Tt was easy to pereeive that the
sime effeers inoeach had resutted from different
causes 1 in Juliag from an indolent indifference to
thines she considered not essentisl—in Fanma. from
a contempt of what she helieved beneath her,

There was company  that evening, and  having
found the voung ladies <o extremely agreeable alone,
Iwas carious to see what they might he in society.
They dill noty howevery think it necessary 1o be
ready for some time after they were expected in the
roow. At lencth Miss Julin made her appearance
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through the doorway—onc might almost say through
the door—for she opened it but barely wide enough
to foree her small person through the interstice.
Whether there was any one present she was glad to
sce, remained a viddle ; so cager was she to get pos-
session of the nearest corner of the nearest chair she
could find, seeming by no means aware that she
might sit as safely in the middle of it; and having
reached the port, she took eare to leave it no more
that night. Emma's approach was by no means so
peaceful @ with the assistance of a gust of wind, she
contrived to startle every body from their seats by
the banging of the door, stumbled over two stools
and a work-table before she reached the upper end
of the room, and went down on the sofa with a hang,
that. had her speeiic gravity been greater, might
have endangered the fragile ornaments of the chim-
ney,  Aud this evening, though T could not hear the
subject of her discourse, or guess the eause of her
mirth, I had the first proof that Emma could both
laugh and talk ; for she coutinued during the whole
evening in half whispering discourse, accompanied by
frequent titter, with a voung person of hev own age 3
their hands fast locked in each other, to intimate, 1
suppose, the inseparability of their atfections.  And
wo to the unlucky wight who attempted to be thirds
in the discourse ! T addressed them sometimes, and
50 did others—Dbut an immediate cessation of their
discourse, a monosyllable reply to our address, and a
logk exchanged between them, sutliciently intimated
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that we might spare ourselves the trouble,  Cer-
tainly, had 1 been asked that night if the Miss B.s
were agrecable girls, my veracity or my friendship
must have conceded in the reply.

The time did come, nevertheless, when T was
allowed to hear these young ladies converse: bug
though to all appearance they spoke the vulgar
tongue, the subjeet of their discourse was not wuch
more intelligible than if it had been the velnacular
language of Kansehatka or Peru. Neither persons
nor things had the names hy which T had been ac-
enstomed to hear them ealled @ and then there was
so profuse an admixture of * bywords.” - family
svings” and s stunding johes” one needed to be
provided with a glossary as long as the list of
Freneh idioms with which a modern traveller sets
out on his first osit to Paris. That all this was
cery amusing, and very innocently so, to themselves,
I make no doubt—but T had been aceustomed to
suppose that when we speak ar table, or in company
with others, good-breeding requires we should con-
verse in some known tongue, that all may. if' they
please, take part in the conversation.  So sure was
I, however, of the talents and good sense of the
ladies, T did not doubt their conversation would he
very editving, i ever I Could gain a sharve of it and
I resolved to abide in patience some opportunities
of addressing them in iy own way.  In pursuance
of this resolve, T watched every occeasion to draw
them into conversation.  Walking with Miss Julia,
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I gathered a flower and made some remarks upon
its properties : she knew nothing about flowers, and
thought it a useless pursuit. I ventured to observe
that since the Ahuighty had condescended to ereate
them, it might possibly not be beneath his ereatures
to take notice of them.  Thinking these subjects
might he too Hight for the lady’s wisdom, 1 next at-
tempted something deeper—but her modesty here
ame in"aid of her taciturnity @ and she said the
subjeet was too deep for her understanding @ and so
the conversation ended.  Sitting with Miss Emma, I
asked if she had finished any drawings lately.  She
answered that she had done several, hut did not know
where any of them were s a plain intimation that  he
drew for her own pleasure, not for mine.  When as-
sembled in the family cirele, my attempts were equally
fruitless ¢ the young ladies never happened to hear
what was passing in their presence.  Julia seldom
answered till she had been addressed three times
and Emma ecnerally chimed in to the middle of
somehody’s speech, with remarks guite foreign to the
subject—sctting all right in the end by confessing
they were thinking of something else—a compliment
of which they were very prodigal in all companies.
As these Tadies were Christians, 1 wounld not sup-
pose them to he more than usually selfish—nor in
their dispositions were they s but in defianee of
what ix usually supposed to T a requisite of good
breeding, they were invariably fond of talking of
their own afluirs, It has been said that, to be
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agrecable in comversation, we should never speak of
ourselves @ the Miss B.'s had no sueh maxim : how-
ever abstraet might be the subject where it hegan,
it always ended in, » Jsaw,” = 7 osaid,” 4 did—my
tricnds—iny  house—my  studies—umy  family —my
prospecis.” T had not fong been aequainted with
thew, hefore T perecived that particular attention had
heen paid to the pronuneiation of their words, and
as their education had heen something elassieal, it
cannot he disputed that they were most technical]

correct,  There are those who think it more clegant,
heeause more polite, to talk the Janguage of the wo-
ciety in which we live, and allow words to keep the
~sound customn has assiened then—however this he,
they Tued an invarialde habit of repeating immedi-
ately by aceident of conrsec every word they supposed
to be niispronouncad by another s T never found an
opportunity of telling them that T knew those whoe
would ~poil any <peceh they lappen to he making,
rather than repeat, in a different manner, a word they
suppose to e mispronoanesd by another. T micht
not lave observed upon this extraordinary acenracy,
hd it not been to contrast it with an inaceuraey of
aovery remarkable Kind- for thoueh so particular
about the ~ound of woprds, these Ladies evineed aomar-
vellous disvegard of their meaning, At the breakfast
table we had tew voepneiatingly hote poured out of
alordly teapotand aceoinpauied by bread and hatter
of dnfinite excellinec, Ty our walks—when the #ile

weither did not prevent walking——we saw the sereelest
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ships that ever sailed the waters, the most exquisite
cows that ever ate grass: and returning agonised
with cold, we not seldom found a heavenly tive, by
which we sat down enraptured. comfortably bewail-
ing the erucl shortness of the days, and the eternal
length of the nights: particularly when we had an
smmeasurable quantity of chestnuts to roast, of which
the ladies declared themselves to be devotedly fond.
My cars were not the only senses doomed to be
agonised, to use the ladies” own word. by their
incongruitics.  As there was no appearanee of ex-
traordinary cconomy in Mrs B.s establishment, and
1 had no reason to suppose a want of means, 1 could
not but be surprised at the ordinary adjustment ¢« ©
the young ladies’ habiliments.  The evenings T saw
them in company, they were indeed  expensively
dressed—Dbut, on all common oecasions, it was ditticult
to say whether the sempstress or the washerwoman
wis most wanted 1 added (o which, their clothes,
being always too big or too little, were evidently
made for somebody else s the outer and the inner gar-
ments could seldom agree to keep the same houndary
—the buttons would not button, and the ties would
not tie—if other people wore things one way. the
Miss B.'s wore them in the opposite—not, as I found
on inquivy. from aftected singularity, but hecause
they did not observe but what other people’s were
the same.  After keeping us waiting halt’ an hour
for their presence at the dinner table, they made their
appearance in their morning dress, not at all the
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cleaner for another day’s serviee, exeusing themselves
that they had not had time to dress, Observing
Miss Fanma's loeks ome morning in all the simplicity
of native straightness, I ventured to ask if she had
been hathing, By nomeans: but she had been read-
ing so late the night hefores she had not time 1o curl
her hair, -
One thing wust be acknowledged—if the  Miss
Vs never thought it necessary to please in manner,
prerson. or conversation, there was at least so much
of fairness in their dealing, that they never thought
it necessary to be pleased themselves. 1 had been
in the habit of sapposing that eivility requires us to
seeny pleased with whatever is done to please us—
aned that without dissimulation s for it the thing itself
i~ not aceeptables th o motive of Kindness that dictates
it ~hould be so. Nothing you could show them met
their expeetations—nothing you coubl give them was
what they wanted —wherever you went with them,
they wished thenselves at home, It yvou talked to
them they vawned—if sou plaved to them, they
chattered. —if you read to them, they went to sleep,
They were sufliciently attentive, at all times, to their
own accommodation : some might think they were
totally occupied with themselves, to the entire ex-
clusion of every thine else. It their companions
would walk, they were tired—if they would sit, they
feared to take cold—the arass was wet, and they
could not damp their fect—the bushes had thorns,

and they should tear their clothes—the stiles were
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high, and they could not get over—the hills were
steep, and they could not get up,—all great ineon-
venienees, as every hody knows—Dbut as~ they were
strong and healthy, T was inclined to wish they
would sometimes wet their feet, rend their elothes,
and take cold into the bargain, vather than he alway
consulting their hody’s welfure, to the impeding of
every hody™s purpose, and the interruption of every
hody’s pleasure—But T fear my readers will he tived
of my friends—in truth, and so was 1.
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No. XV1L
THE TWO INVITATIONS.

Nothing can less contribute to vigour of action than protracted,
annious fluctuations, intermingled with resolutions deerded ani re-
voked: while yet nothing causes a greater expense of feehng. The
Lieart is fretted and eahausted by being subjected to an alternation of
coutrary excitements, with the mortifying cousciousness of their
contributing to uo end.

FostEr,

Some of my reader. I understand. wonder I eontrive
to hear ~o many things they never happen to have
heard themselves—nay, some even go so far as to
doubt if I really do hear all T tell. T wonld advise
them, that hearing depends greatly upon listening;
for many things pass under our evex that we do not
see, and under our cars that we do not hear, for
wani of attention and observation: and. what is far
more extraordinary, these very things that we hear
not and see not, are the things we are ourselves doing,
or saying, or thinkine. or feeling.  If T could prevail
on some of my ineredulous friends to listen to them-
selves, to what is whispered in their bosoms, ax well
as to what finds louder utterance, for one whole vear,
I :hould be much surprised, if, at the end of it, they



192 THE LISTENER.

could not tell me some very marvellous stories; and
some, perhaps. that, had 1 told them, they might not
have taken to be trath. This preamble © should not
have made. as having little to do with the subject
of the paper. had T not heen apprehensive that some
of my readers will doubt whether I ever heard what
I am going to relate.

The three daughters of Lady 8. had received
something more than a tashionable edueation 5 though
it must be allowed, a fashionable education in the
days of George TV, is nearer to being a good one,
than at any time we know of in the annals of the
world. T do not mean to speak particularly of her
Ladyship's character. beeause my eriticisms presun.
not to reach my elders; exeept so far as her charac-
ter may diselose itself in the concerns of her fami-
Iv. and the conversations T was so fortunate as to
hear.  The outward sceming, and  cireumstances of
her condition 1 may mention, as being that with
which the world is, doubtless, well acquainted already .
A widow, while her children were yet babies, with
more vank than she had fortune to support, this ex-
cellent mother had supplied, by most assiduous care,
and many ingenious contrivanees, the deficieney of
income, as it might have aflected her daughters” edu-
eation.  Withdrawn from a world that had lost its
attraction for her, sinee the borom’s friend was gone
who had been to her all its zest and interest, she
had time to form and execute her plans of education,
without interruption from other claiws : and, whether
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her plans were good or bad, or both, of which T mean
to give no opiuion, they were maturely considered,
and very consistently  exceuted.  She knew ler
daughters were to move in a genteel, possibly an
elevated station in ife; and she resolved to omit
nothing that could prepare them for ir, and it them
to he admired and beloved.  She knew they were to
pass out of this sublunary splicre of action, into one
in which neither the Jove nor the admiration they
had gained in it would avail them any thing: and
she resalved ta prepare them for this too. The pro-
purtionate degree of importanee she attached  to
these separate ohjeets, or whether either had undue
preponderance in her measures, remains a seeret to
we, and may as well reain <o 1o the world 3 sinee
He who judges feow principles vather than from
actions, who, while he Tooks elosely to the motives
of a conduet seemingly fair, judges leniently of the
mistakes that supervene upon the hest intentions,
has alone to do wich this decision.

The Miss S.s had heen taught, as all other ladies
are, todoevery thing ; and they had been also taught,
as all other ladies are not, to understand, reflect,
and judee,  Unlike those parents, who, by 1oo much
constraint, make their elildren passive machines up
to a certain age, and then expect they should know
how to move alone, Lady S, had vather guided than
eonstrained  their winds—Z.shie had accustomed them
to deliberate, to reason, and to choose.  Whether at
their age she did right to let them tuke their choice

YoL. I, N
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when she herself thought it a wrong one, is not my
business to determine—I have only to disclose the
fact that it was so. I, in relating what T overhear,
1 should alter things to my own taste, my rcaders
would have cause to complain of my want of vera-
eity ; therefore, whatever may be thought of this, I
am not responsible; and can only say, so runs my
story. Nothing had been omitted to give grace and
heauty to the minds and persons of these young peo-
ple—they had been taught to walk and to danee, and
to lie down and to sit up, and to dress and to undress ;
but not more assiduously had they heen tutored in
all these things on a Naturday, than they had been
taught to rcad and pray on a Sunday. I do ot
mean ostentatiously—far from it; they had been
accustomed to spend the Sabbath properly ; they had
learned all the catechisms that ever were published,
and read all the tracts that ever were written; and,
better than this, they had been made intimately ae-
quainted with the sacred language of Seripture, and
pains had been taken to make them understand and
feel their interest in it.  And here, alas! so captious
are our eritics, I must again pause to make excuse
for my story. I am aware that some will say the
dancing and dressing should have been omitted—
and others will say the catechisms and tracts should
have been omitted—for who.ever met with a lady
that thought auother lady’s child had been properly
brought up? I never did. But if any one says
the statement is not consistent, 1 beg their pardon.
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Every one who knows Lady S. knows it to be exactly
correct ; and those who are not of her Ladyship's
acquaintance, may find many among their friends,
titled and untitled, who are pursuing very much the
same plan,

Lady 8.'s system of edueation had, in one respeet,
differed from that of some fashionable mothers, who
think the best preparation for succeeding in the
world, is to he kept in total ignoranee of it till a
certain age : when the new claimant on its smiles,
who has had intercourse ouly with her governess, her
waiting-maid, and possibly, but not certainiy. with
her parents, comes forth, as at a signal, into the mid-
day of its splendours, its allurements, its jovs, its
difticulties, andd its erimes, to understand them if she
can, and abide them if she may.  What would be-
come of the mazed amd dazzled vision, that had for
cighteen years been elosed in impenetrable darkness,
as a preparation for opening at onee on the full blaze
of a meridian sun?  Lady S. had accustomed her
girls to her own society and that of her friends, and
without exactly taking them into publie, had accus-
tomed them to frequent and free communication with
beings, among whom they were to find their future
happiness, and perform their futare duties. How
the three daughters happened to come to maturity
at the same time, is, Fepnfess, a dittieulty.  1do not
say they were all of the same age; yet they could not
be very far apart. I 1 were more used to telling
stories, I should not be puzzled by these small dithi-
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culties, perhaps. A good novel-writer can have the
moon at the full many times in a month : and what
might scem equally difficult to a plain astronomer,
can make a {ull moon rise in the middle of the night.
Why, then, may 1 not make the three daughters of
Lady S. come out at the same time? It remains
only to be further understood, that I, listening, heard
the suceceding conversation,

“My girls.” said Lady S. to her daughters, as
they sat round the tea-table one Sunday evening,
“vyou have reached the age at which T have always
promised you an introduction to the world, for which
vou have been so many years preparing yourselves,
I have given you every advantage befitting your
rank, that may enable you to enjoy its pleasures ; and
such principles as, T trust, may help vou to avoid its
dangers. T have prepared you for the world, because
you must sojourn in it a little time; you must act
in it the part assigned to you : society will lay its
claim to you : and if T had negleeted in your educa-
tion any of its requirements, the world would have
said, and you might sometime have said vourselves,
that your mother had failed of her duty towards you,
and suflered her own sorrows to blight the budding
of your jovs. But 1 have told you, too, that this
world is not your abiding-place, nor its maxims your
safest gruide, nor its pleasures vour best enjovment.
The higher importance of eternal things, the greater
claim of Him who made you, on your aflections, the
better happiness his love prepares for you, are themes
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you have not now to hear of first.  Knowledge of
either world, as far as it can be communicated to
you by another, vou eannot want : the time is come
when you are to take upon vourselves the character
of women and of Christians on your own behalf, and
personally to answer to God and man the elaims that
each may have on you, for which hitherto I have
been in some measure your sponsor. I need searcely
remind you that you have, a fortnight since, after the
manner of our chureh, renewed in confirmation yvour
haptismal vows— vou cannot be forgetful what they
were t and that you promised by them, not only to
believe the word of God, but to obey it : not only to
devote vourselves to his service, but to renounce
every thing that nay stand in opposition to it, or
interfere with it 5 whether it be the sinful suggestions
of your own heart, prompted by the evil spirit to do
hix own dark works, or the allurements of the world,
whose pomp, and fuashion, and too vehement desives,
you pledeed yourselves neither to follow nor to he
ledl by, 1 trust you are ready to fullil your vows,
and keep vour faith with Heaven,”

=1 hope sop manma” said Fmma s ¢ it was a so-
lemn serviee : and when | had eone through i, 1
felt T had pledged myself to do I searee know what,
and certainly have but little power to perform, ex-
vept as strength from alove is promised to the wish
and the endeavour.”

* On the other hand, the worll you have promised
not to follow, awaits you and invites yon : you have
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blessings to seck from it. and duties to perform in
it—you can neither do without the one, nor are
at liberty to evade the other i—these opposing du-
ties

¢ But why, dear mother,” said Maria, ¢ should they
stand opposed 2 God made the world, and placed
us in it 5 surely, then, we may partake of it without
offence to Mim? T do not see any difficultiox in

dividing our attention between our religious duties,
.

and the concerns of life, and giving to cach’

“Its due proportion, you would say,” interrupted
TLady S., “and, it is true, you must ; but not to each
an equal share 3 and as they will too often elash, th ve
must be in every sueh instance a preference to one
above the other—my children surely know to which
the preference is due.”

“Of course, mamma,” said Famny 5 “every body
knows that ({od is to be preferred before the world,
and we shall never think of doing otherwise.  But
1 do long to go out, and taste the delights of so-
ciety @ it ix so natural at our age to like pleasure,
that it cannot possibly be wrong.  When one is older,
it may be different.  When are we to begin to go
out, mamma ?”

“That is exactly what I was preparing to tell
you—I have two invitations for you this week.”

*Two in one week ! O, that is delightful !” eried
Famny.

“I should have preferred that it had happened
otherwise ; for, as we are circumstanced, considerable
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preparation will be necessary for your appearance in
public on such oceasions, especially as it is the first
time,” said Lady S,

¢ But then, dear mamma, it is the more fortunate,
beeause one preparation will do for both,” answered
Maria. )

“Not exactly <o, 1 fear: it vather appears to me
that it will be desirable to put off one or the other—
but Tintend to leave this to your choice.  You are
invited to a ball on Friday, at Mres Askall’s, where
all that is most distinguished in the country will he
assebled together. Though there will be but few
eirls there whose rank is higher than vour own,
there will be none, perhaps, whose fortune is less;
therefore, to mal e an appearanee equal to others,
vou must depend on your own industry and contri-
vanee.”

“ 0 yes,” eried Fanny, “we ean make our own
dresses and all that—there will be plenty of time
before Friday—I should not mind sitting up all
night if—DBut what a pity we did not begin before !
When did you get the invitations 27

¢ On Saturday—but [ had reasons for not com-
municating it till this evening.  Could it he avoided,
1 had rather not see vour time so spent ; but you know
I eannot afford to purchase dresses for vou, such ax
vou will like to uppc:;r in, where all will be so gay
and brilliant.”

“ Certainly,” said Maria, * T should like to look
like other people. 1 shall lie awake to-night think-
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ing how we ean contrive the proettiest dresses at the
smallest cost. Tt will not signify about the time
they take ; for once we can put oft our other employ-
ments just for a single week.  One, two, three, four,
days, besides great part of Friday—for it will do
if they are done by the time we want to dress;
but "o

“ But, mamma, vou have forgotten the other in-
vitation,” said Ennna.

* The other, my love, was teceived this morning ;
you heard it as well as myself, and cannot. T am
sure, have forgotten it,  You know that it is not
usual for young persons in the Established Chure.
to take the Sacrament till they have been confirmed ;
but after that ccremony has been attended to, I
should be sorry that there were veason longer to
delay it, as T believe T have mentioned to you be-
fore : and the invitation was given this morning to
all that are religiously and devoutly disposed.”

©Well, but, mamma, what has that to do with
Mrs Askall's ball 277 said Fanuy.

“ No more, my dear, than that T do net sce how
you can attend to both.”

“1 cannot see that at all—the Sacrament is on

.

Sunday, not on Friday, and’

¢ Stay, my child : recolleet the nature of the in-
vitation before you decide on this matter.  The
feast you are invited to is at the table of the Lord.
It is a jovful feast, indeed, for it is the commemo-
ration of his love, and to us the sweet pledge and
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one, setting forth, in lively emblems, a tale of agony
and death that must ever fill our eyes with tears,
and tinge our cheeks with shame. 1t is with good
reason, therefore, that we are exhorted, ere we pre-
seut ourselves at the feast, to consider the dignity
ot the ceremony, and examine deeply the state of
our own hearts, that we may make sueh appearance
there as may become the occasion.  If you think
a whole week’s preparation seareely enough to do
honour to the invitation of an carthly friend, ean
sou present yoursehes before your heavenly bene-
factor, the Maker of heaven and earth. without any
previous means bestowed, or time expended, to make
ready for his prewnee?  The dress js different,
indecd. as is the oceasion 3 one s the ontside trick-
erv. of no importanee initself, for with it you are
ne other than without it, attended to in conformity
to the convenances of society, by custom only ren-
dered suitable or unsuituable to the oceasion.  The
other—how shall 1 speak meetly of its importanee ?
You cannot, indeed, make yourselves fit to appear—
no pains of yours can veil your unworthiness or less-
en it nor any preparation bey, as some mistake it,
a ticket of admittwnes that gives you a right to
come and elaim the benefits of this boly feast.  You
vome by invitation free and unmerited 3 but there
i~ a requisition: plain and positive from Him whao
sends ity as to the manner of vour appearing.  The
form of invitation used by our church is the lan-
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guage of Scripture, and those who do not use the
same words, give it the same meaning.  We are
bidden to examine not only the state of our hearts, at
the present moment, but the records of our past lives;
that where we have been wrong, we may confess the
wrong, Jament it deeply, and determine to amend it,
ax far as may be, for the future : and it is not only the
act, but the thought, and word, and deed, we are to
examine.  Nay, there may be something even to be
done as well as determined—for we are expressly
forbidden to approach with malice or envy in our
hearts, or unforgiven wrong rankling in our hosoms,
or injury on our heads, for which we are inelin
to make no reparation.  Seripture is very express
in this— for even when we arvive at the altar, ift we
recolleet any thing of wrong between us and our
fellow-creatures, we are bidden to go away, and
make no offering till we are in better mind.  The
reason of all this is very plain.  We come to the
foast ax sinners, unworthy to gather up a erumb
that falls from it, and secking for our unworthiness
an unconditional pardon.  TlI would it hecome us to
bring in our bosows, envy, and jealousy, and resent-
ment ; the birth of pride, the workings of a mind
that holds itself at higher price than others have
had respeet to. 1, very ill, would it bescem us, to
Lring with us a reckoning of the unpuid dues we
are determined on exacting from each other. We
come to a banquet of Jove—love immutable, immea-
surable, such as heaven wonders at, and carth can
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never comprehend.  Il-dressed guests, indeed, we
must appear, if love be not the absorbing fecling of
our souls. to the suspension, at least, of every other
sentiment,  And then we come for a purpose—we
come for remission and a cure, as well as to make ac-
knowledegment of deepest gratitude to Him. through
whose death and passion we can alone receive them.
How can this he, if we have taken no account be-
forchand of our debts or their amount ; or if we
have known nothing of the svmptoms of the disease
we come to be relieved of, nor have given ourselves
the trouble to inquire how far we really need or
devive any of these things? Our enjovment at the
feast will he proportioned to our sense of the henefit
—our scuse of the benetit will be proportioned to
our sense of need-—and our gratitude to hoth—and
what can we know of this without examination of
our hearts and Jives 2 This preparation s ealled
by our Church the marriage garment, and  with
reason, for the resemblanee holds: the garment
was not a cause of the invitation, nor an induce-
ment to reccive the guest, nor to a title to sit down
at another’s table, nor a payvment made for the en-
tertainment there- vet was it that, without which,
none could be weleomed at a marriage-feast,  And
now, my children, you must decide for yourselves,
whether you can, without preparation, aceept this
invitation for the first time in your lives.”

“ 1 think we cannot,” veplied Fanny 5 “and as
we shall certainly not have time to think of it pro-
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perly, it will be better to put it off : for the hall you
know caunot be put off, and Mrs Askall gives but
one in the year—it ix a long promise that we should
be there, and she is of so much consequence in the
neighbourhood, it would not do to offend her; be-
sides, we shall have so much pleasure; every body
will be there, and it will be such an odd reason to
give!  The Sacrament will he vepeated in a month
or two, and then, perhaps, we shall have nothing
to prevent our receiving it seriously, and as we
ought.”

* You are left to your own choice, Famny : but be
mindful of your profession and your vow.  You are
preferring what you esteem pleasure to what you
know to be a duty—you are setting the opinions of
men before the express command of God—you are
oflering to your heavenly Father an excuse that will
not be accepted by an carthly friend. T fear that
preference you were so sure just now would ineline
to the vight side, has already fallen on the wrong,
But what says my Maria ?”

I am thinking very seriously what is to bie done,”
answered Maria; 1 should be very sorry to ne-
gleet the Saerament. which T anticipated with desire,
hesides the sense of duty,  But. indeed, mamma, T
do not see why it cannot be managed.  We shall be
busy, to he sure, till Friday—but while our fingers
are cmployed for one purpose, our thoughts may he
upon the other: and then, you know, there will be
a day on Saturday that we can quite give our minds
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to serious thought. T should not like to give up
cither, it you leave it to my choiee”

“You way tey it, Maria —for 1 helieve you suffi-
ciently conseientions, when the Sunday comes, to
give up your purpose, if you tind your mind untit.
Aud, Fmma? "———

* 1 cannot go to the ball, mamma—it is not pos-
sible,”

“ And why not, Fmma 2™

Jecause, while you were <peaking to me, my
mind took a hasty glimee upon itself's and T saw
within it so muech to think of. so much to refleet
upon s and 1 felt <o mueh need of the medicine, and
so bomg a debt to rechon up, and so great a desive to
receive the offered pledee of my Redeemer’s JTove;
and. after <isteen years of hindness and - favour
lavished on meg to make my tiest publie acknow-
Jedement at his table—1 cannot, mamma, do any
thing that will prevent this invitation, or unfit me
from aceepting it.”

* Youhave vour choiee, my children,™ answered Lady
S., swith liberty to change it of vou see oceasion.™

We left our story on the Sunday evening @ 1
would persuade myself it is not there we should
resume it D would rather beliove, and so T am sure
woulld my veaders, that T was mistaken, when, after
g scermon had been r(-mi, and family prayers had
been offered. and the ladies had withdrawn to their
chandbers, 1 heurd through the walls that parted us,
certainrt words which might be construed into a comn-
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mencement of the week’s preparation—such, for in-
stance, as blond, and chenille, and gimp, and piping
—all very innocent things in themselves : and if my
imagination connected them with any thing not quite
appropriate to the time and circumstance, my read-
ers will say the fault is mine; that I bave no right
to suppose. still less to relate, any thing more than
I did really hear. 1 would not, on any account, be
thought ecensorious; therefore, I will Jeave it as a
thing of course, that while the evening sermon was
read, the invitations came not into the minds of the
young ladies, and that while prayers were oftered,
no thought of dresses oceurred : and that before the;
went to sleep they did not speak, and after they
went to sleep they did not dream, of any thing con-
nected with the subject. In which very probable
case, the Miss 8.'s stand acquitted of having com-
meneed their preparations before Monday morning.
1 am quite certain they rose that morning at day-
break : and ax getting up early, whether to do any
thing or nothing, is an established proof of indus-
try and activity, I beg I may not be understood to
objeet to that eircumstance.

As my curiosity had been eonsiderably excited by
the conversation of the evening, I felt some regret
that T could hear nothing during these carly hours,
but the opening and shutting of drawers, the over-
turning of bandboxes, and certain other indistinet
sounds to which 1 could not attach any meaning.
The breakfast-table relieved my mind of this regret.
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“ Mamma,” said Fanny, the moment she appear-
ed. “we have been so buxy trying on all the gowns
we have, to find which pattern will tit us best; and
then we could not determine upon the eolour—we
have heen trving all colours to see which becomes
us, and. T think, I look best in blue, and Maria is
positive she looks best in pink, and so we almost
quarrelled about it ; for you know we must be dress-
ed alike. At last, when we found it was impossible
to agree, and we were only wasting time, we deter-
mined to refer it to you, to choose for us.”

This at least proved a wise measure, and before
the whole hour of breakfast had elapsed, the decision
was mirde—as the young ladies were decidedly ami-
able, of course the Ludy of the rejected colour showed
no signs of vexation.  And now the plot thickened
fast—for the mercer came, and his bale of goods
ame, and the vardwand came—and there was mea-
suring of breadths, and measuring of lengths, and
many very intricate caleulations hesides, to make the
least possible quantity do the greatest possible ser-
viee.  Tn the issue, it appeared to me that the mate-
rials seleeted were simple, tasteful, and very little
expensive,

It would he (uite superfluons to deseribe the
whole process of dressmaking—every lady who has
made her entrée into the gay world, without a long
purse at her command, knows what ensues upon
wanting a ball-dress in a hurry, and ean picture to
herselt the state of the apartment, during the first
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stage of the proceeding—the various articles of ap-
parel consigned to the backs of chairs—the piano
couverted into a measuring-hoard—the attendance of
all the females in the house, exeept the eook, with
thimbles on their middle finger—the trying on, and
cutting out, and fitting in. It was impossible not to
admire the skill and ingenuity of the young ladics.
I should have felt mueh interest in the scene, and
made many a wise reflection on the beauty of domes-
tie usefulness, and feminine industry 5 and, for any
thing T know, might have written an exsay on the
advantages of ladies being carly taught to help
themselves in these indispensables of life, could T
have forgotten as carly as they had dore, the eon-
versation of the preceding evening : but lest it should
ever seem that I negleet to commend what is in itself
commendable, 1 heg my fricnds to remember that 1
was marking the progress of this week, with refor-
ence to its destined termination, and with the 1wo
INVITATIONS ever on my mind.

Dresses, as Miss Maria had previously observed,
are made with hands—hat exeepting the housemaid,
who did, or meant to do, only what she was bidden,
and always had that to undo, because, as she said,
she was thinking of something else, more probably
because she was not thinking at_all, the thoughts and
tongues of the industrious group were fully employed
during this first day. And much I heard of the com-
parative merits of full fronts and plain fronts, and
high backs and low backs, and ecireles and squares,
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and vandykes and scollops, and straightways, and
crossways, and longways. It eame onee in my head
to wonder if, in the days of Grecian eleganee and
classic taste, there were so many ways of making a
gown.  Thue, with its usual malevolenee, sped the
quicker for the need there was of it—night cane,
and the ladies stole some hour or twao upon its wintry
length, and rose but the ecarlier to renew their
Labours ; and like to the first day was the second,

“Tam very glad,” said Maria, as they sat some-
thing more quictly at the work-table on the evening
of Tuesday—* T am very glad the bustle of choosing
and planing our dresses Qs over: now, though
we mist work hard o get the trimming «done, we
have nothing mos to contrive, and theretore need
aot talk or think about our work s T rveally shall
he glad to give my mind to hetter thoughts.”

= I do not know what you ean do, Maria,” repliced
Fanny 5 = hut I never can attend to two things at
onee. Any very serious subject would be so totally
out of harmony with wmy present thoughts and de-
sires, which are all enerossed with the cure of my
personal appearanee, and the anticipation of plea-
sure, it would seem whoost a profunation to inteoduce
any such,  Solomeny savs, there s a time for all
things—but he does not say we ean do all things at
the ~ame time—therefore, il this week s over, |
can give my mind to nothing but this hall,”

< If we were doing wrong” replicd Maria, 1
should think with you; but we are cmployed as pro-

YoL, L, o
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priety and cireumstances require, and certainly in a
very innocent ovcupation.  The Iast two days it has
been indeed impossible to attend to any thing else
but to-morrow I shall try to complete my task with-
out so much talking and thinking about it — and
perhaps I can get Emma to read to me.”

Emma had tirmly held her purpose; ut lot it not
be supposed that she had withdrawn herself to a
cloister, or a hermit’s eell, or even to her own cham-
ber, during all this time.  Sincerity is seldom osten-
tatious, and firmmess is seldom  boastful.  Kmma
scemed to be going on with her ordinary oceupa-
tions: she gave her opinion simply when asked i,
and cheerfully oftered oecasional assistance to her
sisters; but her mind was cvidently otherwise en-
gaged ; she shared not the interest of the scene.
It caumot be denied that she was Iess gay than they,
and felt a frequent wish that she could share their
pleasurable exeitement, without the sacritice of what
she esteemed her duty.

“It is surely absurd in you,” said Famy to her,
one day, “to give up this ball, on purpose to make
yourself' singular. It will have a very odd appear-
ance in the eyes of the world. I cannot think it
right in one 5o young to make such a public display
of religion, hy acting differently from the rest of her
family. Singularity always wears the appearance of
pride: to say nothing of the pleasure you needlessly
throw away.”

“It cannot be making any display at all,” an-
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swered Emma; “for, as T am the youungest, it will
naturally be supposed I do not yet go out; and in
respect to xingulavity, wanuma gave us our separate
choice, and, 1 think, was by no means dissatisfied
with mine.  Then for the pleasure, dear Fanny, 1
confess [ should like it, if T could share it: bat
never in my life could T find pleasure in any thing
while my heart was heavy, aud my conscienee ill at
case. It 1 felt ax you do, 1 would go; but feeling
as I do. T should be miserable when T got there,
You may be right in your determination, pursuing
innocently a natural and unforbidden pleasure, while
I am but indulging a needless seruple. 1T do not
pretemd to decide upon that point, or to be wiser
than vou.  But oo this T am eertain—if wrong in
my judement, am right in wmy conduct. T cannot
be doing wrong in foregoing a pleasare that seems
to me to interfere with my religious duties, and un-
fit me for the sacred ceremony in which T desirve to
participate. I my maturer judgment should disco-
ver it to have heen a needless sacvitiee,  the wemory
of it will at least not lie heavy on my hosom. when
it will probably have weight enough without it. 1
may sometimes smile at it ax a childish weakness,
but T shall never have to blush at it as a sin. The
veriest fool that follows the will of God, as far as
his wenkness can discover it, will gather the reward
of wisdom: while the wiser one, who pursues his
own. will reap but the meed of fully.”

Maria had hitherto said very little upon the sub-
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jeet, yot there was an air that scemed to say, T am
wiser than cither of you.  The temptation of giving
words to her wisdom now hecame too great to be
withstood. ¢ Nohady,” she said, * can think it right
to pursue their own will in opposition to the will of
God; but it ix the part of diseretion and good sense
to distinguish between a right prineiple and a need-
less singularity. We have been very religiously
brought up, and accustomed to attend to all our
duties: I therefore do not see why we should he so
very ill-prepared for receiving the Sacrament, even
if we have not time to think of it particularly this
week s but, for my part, 1 shall find time.  Ther
is no harm in danecing, and there is no harm in
dressing, and there is no harm in mixing with other
people for a few hours” reereation: if we make a sin
of what in itself is not so, the fault must he our own,
I can be just as religious in a ball-room as in my
own chamber, if T please.  God has nowhere bidden
us to withdraw from the ordinary occupations of life,
and become nuns and hermits, that we may be more
meet to serve him. . We should rather Tearn to resist
temptation in the world, than fly from it. T do not
mean to suppose those who act thus conseientiously
are absolutely wrong; but it is to be regretted that
good people have not hetter judgment, but must he
running into extremes. T should not exactly say
that Emma does wrong: but T think it would he
more proof of sense to do as other people do, at least
till she is older.”
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“Tadeed,” answered Fmua, T had rather act
than talk about it; and I would rather prove my
want of sense by acting against the opinions of the
world, than my want of principle by acting against
my own conscience, 1 am not sure enough to like
to argue: but T am sure enough to know what “to
do,  There is a world, that, in my baptism, I have
promised neither to follow nor be led by, Now, I
do not know what that can bhe, unless it he the
doing what others do, when in my conseience T feel
and believe I should do otherwise,”

S Wello well,” said Maria, = 1 do not wish to per-
suade yvou. I we all do what we think right, we
shall all do well, becanse nothing more is required
of us. I 1 thou nt as you do, T would act as you
dos for Tam ax much determined as yourself to go
to the Sacrament on Sunday : and 1 dare say, when
Sunday comes, I, who bave been iimocently enjoving
myself, shall be just as fit as you, who have eon-
demned yourself to a week of thoughtfulness and
self-denial. - We shall see.—Will you read to me
something serious, while T work the silver into this
bit of gauze? It does not need any thought, and 1
am quite at liberty to listen.”

“That T will do with pleasure,” said Emma 3 and
the conversation was for that time superseded by the
reading of Hawes's Communicant’s Companion. 1
caunot be very exact in the chronology, hut I think
this conversation passed some time in the Wednes-
day evening. Mean while the preparation advanced
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rapidly.  Fanny's spirits grew lighte v as the day
approached—all her walk heeame dance, and all her
speeeh hecame song, so light scemed her heart and
so gay. It appeared to me that Maria's was not so.
She frequently kept silenee while Emma read. and
seemed to listen attentively s but it had rather the
appearanee of depressing than of seothing her spivits.
She grew pettish, found fault with her thread, broke
her needle, wished she could atford to Tuy her dresses,
complained of the misery of being born withowr for-
tune, said the ribbons did not mateh, and the ghy ~
did not fit.  One moment Fanny's high spirits fe-
tigued her—it was quite silly in her to be so elater”
about a foolish Hall; the next mesent Enana'’s gloom;
silence depressed her—why did she spoil every body's
pleasure? there was no amuscment in going and
leaving her at home.

“"To-morrow night at this time!” cried Fanny,
as she danced gaily round the room. T wonder
whom I shall danee with first. T wen't danee at all
unless 1 get a good partner—it makes one look so
foolish. I should like to know how the Miss Dashofis
will be dressed—they are such pert silly givlss it
would be provoking to appear in worse style than
they do.”

“ ), as to that,” answered Maria, =1 am not
at all auxious. I should be very sorry to be jealous
of any body. Tam sure T do not go to the ball to
show myself. but merely for the pleasure of daneing.
Indeed I shall be quite glad when it is over, that I
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may return to more rational pursuits,  One must do
ax other people do, but really it is a great sacrifice of
time. 1 would much rather stay at home.”

“ Then why, dear Maria, do you not stay at home ?
T am quite sure mamma would be content to hear
such a determination, and would not press your going
even now.” said Fmma.

« Or rather,” exclaimed Fanny, © why do vou try
to sit on two stools at onee, to the manifest danger
of going to the ground between them ! Whether
it will he more rational to go or to stay at home, 1
reallv have not time to consider: but T am sure it
must be richt to do one or the other 5 and you do
not seem iv the humour for either, 1 think it is quite
wicked fo be reacang and talking of sacred things,
as vou and Emma have been doing all this day, in
the midst of such occupations. It has served no
purpose hut to put you out of humour with vourself,
and make yon disagrecable 1o every bady. 1t would
be mueh better to give yourself up to pleasure this
woeek, and put o’ those subjects till a more proper
season,  Theve's a time for all things.  Cowe, let
me just put these wreaths round vour hair, to see
which looks best. O, how sweetly '—1 wish to-
MOTOW was come.”

Maria roseo and wene to the glass.  Well, but,
Fanny, I cannot wear this: It does not become me.
I wish vou would let me”

“ Well, hut, Maria, that does not sienifv, as vou
do unt go 1o show vourself. vou know 1 and ™
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T an sorry, that having forgotten to observe the
timepicee, [ caunot inform my readers how long it
took the ladies to settle the difference of opinion re-
specting these same ornaments—hut I dare say the
vender knows how long he stood in the cold hall,

raiting the restoration of his goods.

The date of the first invitation had now arrived.
When the dressing began, T am at some loss to
decide —TI might allege arguments to prove it com-
menced over night—or probably there might be a
sort of rehearsal—it is impossible to know exaetly
what one ounly hears through a wall. It does no*
signify, for certainly the ladies were not dressed in
the morning.  The time came, however, that thev
were dressed, and, as 1 believed, extremely well 5
and if the flush of pleasure on the cheek, and the
sparkling of expectation in the eve, be proofs of
happiness, I never looked upon a happier pair.

* Does my Emma repent her choice 27 said Lady
S. to the youngest girl, as she sat in her plain morn-
ing dress before the five, between her gay and happy
sisters 3 one hand drooping, the half-closed hook up-
on her knee, the other hand pressed upon her lips,
in the attitude of one who is not quite so happy as
she meant to be.

“ 1 amw not sure, mamma, whether I do or not—I
shall be glad when you come back.”

<« Well, never mind, dear,” said the good-natured
Fanny, *“you will be wiser another time. T wish
the carriage would come. The Miss Dashots. will
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go in their own earriage. of eourse —I suppose almost
every one will have their own carriage but ourselves.
That is not particularly pleasant. T must confess -
but it will be dark. and perhaps no one will observe
what we come in.”

“And it does mot signity if they do.” replied
Maria; T should be ashamned fo feel any of that
sort of pride. We are of Ligher birth thau they are,
though not so rich.”

“ And, pray. dear Maria.” said Lady 8., ¢ what
may he the differenee hetween the pride that is mor-
titied at being poorer, aud the pride that is gratitied
at being areater than others 2?7

= Pride is a sing T know.” answered Maria, ** how-
ever exeited, ane by whatever fed—and set it does
not exaetly seem to me the same thing. 161 ~hould
Blush at heing seen in a hack earriage, where other
eivls are in their own, it must he an emotion of
mortiticd pride. and therefore is sinful emotion—
whereas, if T shoald feel pleasure in hearing vou
announceed as My Tady, while their mothers are in-
troduced as plain Mistres, it would he "

“An emotion of gratitied pride; and. therefore,
as sinful as the other, heeanse the oftypring of the
self=smme passion.”

= But, namma, it ks impossible to keep oft” all
such thoughts from our minds, when we come in
eompetition with other peaple, on oveasions in which
every one is valued according to their exterior ad-

vantages.”
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“ And therefore it is, that such oceasions are un-
favourable to that subjugation of sinful passion which
is the Clhristian’s aim.  But T hear the (-al-l'fzng(-.”

A look of thoughtfulness passed over Maria's brow,
as if she recolleeted something—buat the desired mo-
ment had arrived, and they all stepped into the hired
carriage. | thought Fanuy looked at it with more
than conmon ohservanee, but this might he faney.

I now find myself under very considerable diffi-
culty.  Moxt story-tellers know what passes in their
absenee, and can relate, without cither secing or hear-
ing, even to the most seeret thoughts and feclings f
their characters: 1 am prohibited from telling any
thing but what I hear.  What ix to be done ? The
carringe drove oft—and T remained at home —how,
then, could 1 hear what followed ?

The hired carviage had driven ofl, the Targe hall
door had heen elosed by the housemaid, for the foot-
man of course was gone—the same inclegant substi-
tute brought up two solitarv-looking tea-cups, in
company with the undress tea-pot, and a kettle of
water, that, in the universal hubbub, had negleeted
to boil itselt’; and in silent thoughtfulness, Miss
Emma and myself sat-down to what is commonly
called an uneomfortable tea. What she was thinking
of [ cammot determine—ny thoughts had gone to
Mrs Askall's by a nearer rvoad, and saw the car-
riage stop at the door; after much contention of
wheels, horses, and coachmen, whose sense of pro-
prictorship made them dispute precedence with the
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hack. T saw the ladies ascend the stairs into the
large unearpeted room, of which the present coldness
was only made tolerable by anticipation of future
warmth. T saw— what they who are familiar with
it need not to be told; and they who are not, will
not perecive the merit of my deseription.

Mean time the tea hour had passed, and we pre-
pared to amuse ourselves s T took my drawing, and
Emma proposed to read to me. The book proved
interesting, and gave rise to mueh animated conver-
sation, in which the carriages, and their contents,
aud the ball-room into which they had been emptied,
were alike forgotten. Ennna grew gay and playtul,
the hours passed quickly. and when she took leave
of me for the nigr ., there was upon her countenanee
ook of such serene enjovment, as hespake a spirit
sitisfied, and a mind at peace,

I had a task to peiform, and therefore sat out
the lingering hours of night, till, far upon the ad-
vanee of morning, the revellers returned.  The first
question, of course, was respeeting the pleasantness
of the {éte: to which exclamations of delight were
the quich response! more there was not need to ask;
all were in too muely hurry to give the answers, to
pay any regard to the questions,  As they all talked
at onece, it would be jmpossible to repeat the con-
versation; but on most points of diseussion I per-
ceived considerable difference of opinion.  Maria,
who had by far the most attractive person, thonght
the gentlemen extremely polite and  attentive —
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Fanny denounced them all as bears and hoobies.
Fanny wondered the Miss Dashofts should be so
much admired, when they were decidedly plain—
Maria was satisfied that they were not admired, but
courted only hecause they were rich, Maria thought
it quite impertinent in the Miss Somebodies to be
more plainly dressed than others, when they were
known to be rich—Fanny thought it equally imper-
tinent in the Miss Noubodies to be better dressed than
others, when they were known to be poor. Fanny
complained of the rudeness of some one in attempt-
ing to stand above her in the dance—Maria cori-
plained that some one clse had complained of her
rudeness in attempting to stand above them, and
both were resolved to retaliate another time,  Fanny
was vexad beeause she did not dance with the per-
sons she wished to danee with—and Maria was
vexed, because, when she had danced with the per-
sons she wished to danee with, they thought proper
to dance with somehody else that she desived they
should not. dance with.

On the whole, as far as by listening T could learn,
every body had done something they had better not
have done, or worn something they would have been
better without, or said something not quite within
the pale of good-breading and good-sense.  But
these were specks upon the evening’s brightness—
the gratifications were exquisite, and the pleasures
out of number.  Fanny never was so happy in her
life, as when Mr C. left Miss Dashoff to sit with
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her s though, but to teaxe Miss Do, she would rather
have been rid of him. - Maria was enchanted to hear
Lady W, say the Miss S's were the best dressed
girls in the room, and wonder whom they employed.
Both ladies were delighted they had chosen to wear
pink, when they saw the vulgar Miss Thompsons
were in blue.  In short, time would fail to tell out
the list of pleasures; and declaring they never were
s0 happy or so tired in their lives, to which last
assertion their pallid checks and rayless eves sufli-
ciently subseribed. the young Jadies retived to their
voom. T listened, for now the deeper seerets of the
féte were to be disclosed—it was here that, re-
straint thrown ol the compliments were all repeated,
the exeited passi as all exposed, the jealonsies and
mortifications  confessed, the triumphs acted over
again, and the satire repeated with redoubled zest 5
bat far he it from me to hetray the traths diselosed,
and the seerets Taid open. in the careless confidenee
of private converse and sisterly trust. I any one of
my readers has heen a partner in any conversation
arvied on under similar circumstanees, she has but
to reeall it, to be perfeetly in the seeret of this,

The hreakfast stood long in patient order on the
table the ensuing morning.  The sun was id-way
in his short wintey course hefore the shonherers
awakened, or, T should rather say, arose—for wake
they surely did not.  These young people had not
vet heen Jong enough practised in the hard serviee
of dissipation, to feel no morning consequence of
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the night’s exertion ; and they eame forth at length
with looks as well as words of weariness, languor,
and exhaustion ; experiencing, though thev probably
neither understood the feeling, nor made the reflee-
tion. that, ay there are more ways than one of being
intoxicated, so there are others besides the wine-
drinker who are doomed to  experience all the
misery of getting sober.  During the remainder of
the morning, of which the remainder was not much,
they dozed upon the chair, or Jounged upon the
sofa, the disenssion of the night heing occasionally
renewed 5 but neither the pleasures, nor the pains,
nor the flattery, nor the negleets, were so fully ap-
preciated as they had been — distance and the mists
of lassitude had something lessened the distinetness
of these reeeding ohjects.  After dinner, Fanny gave
herself up freely to the weartness she felt—Maria
Kept up an ineffectual struggle to read a hook that
seewed equally determined not to be read, i 1 might
Judge from the propensity it showed to close itself
in her hands.  Whether thinking, dreaming, or read-
ing, however, the mind’s occupation was one and
the same, as was clearly proved by the oceasional
remarks that came from the lips of each, evincing
that the intermediate aberrations of the mind had
extended no farther than from coaches to complexions,
from bracelets to quadrille tunes.

In the evening Lady 8. requested some conver-
sation with her daughters respecting their intentions
for the morrow ; observing that as, in conuformity
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with her intention declared on the preeeding Sabbath,
she had neither spoken to them on the subject. nor
interfered with their wishes during the week, »o it
now beeame necessary to renew the question ; the
second invitation vet remaining to be attended to.
and the hour being near at hand @ she desired to
knew which of her danghters intended to accompany
her to the altar on the following morning.

The young people had too much right feeling to
make any attempt to avert the subjeet, or show un-
willingness towards it @ but there was something in
their looks and manner that plainly said the subject
wias ill-timed—-that would have asked. i it anight
be, a more convenient season. But this could not
be—Lady 8. was patiently looking towards Fanny,
as the eldest, for reply.  Fanny rubbed her eves,
and stretehed her limbs, and seemed to he looking
about for the senses that were not immediately forth-
coming : at length she said—

¢ 1 have never had but one intention, mamma ; it
is that T declared at first, and 1 have seen little eause
to change it. 1 knew that whatever oceupies my
mina strongly, engrosses it fullv. 1 knew very well,
that besidex being so mueh oceupiced with the actual
employments of the week, my spivits would be too
much clated for any thing like serious reflection—
in short, that the thing would be too much in my
head to admit of graver matters ; and I knew equally
well, that when the ball was over, | should he tired
and asleep as I am now ; and that the same images
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would remain on my imagination, though receding
now, as they were before advancing. And, it 1 thought
this at first, T am now but the more convineed of it
—I have not had a thought of any thing hut pleasure
the whole week 5 exeept to feel impatient at Maria’s
interruption of our oceupations with subjects, that,
at another time, I should have liked as well as her-
self.  And now that all is over, there needs no ex-
amination to teach me that [ am not prepared for
receiving the Sacrament, 1 have not felt a feeling,
nor thought a thought, nor spoken a word to-day,
but those of vanity, rivalship, and folly. 1 am not
so fnsensible of the sacredness of heavenly things, as
to intrude mysclf on a rite so holy in sueh a dress as
this : and besides that T do not feel ready, T have no
inclination to it—it is not in unison with wy present
feeling—1 am not in the humour—T never can pre-
sume to offer to God heartless and unwilling service,
3ut you know, mamma, T never meant to go to the
Sacrament to-morrow, I shall wait another oppor-
tunity.”

« Do you know that you shall have one, Fanny ?”

“ Yes—that is—no, mamma, T do not exactly
know it. Butr T may fairly presume so—I have no
reason to think otherwise—in all probability—I am
young and well.”

“1 will not make trite remarks upon the uncer-
tainty of life, and the deceptivencess of health, Fanny :
we all know it. and we none of us believe it ; and
when any one dies before they expect—and who,
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with some few exceptions, does not die hefore they
expeet P—there is as much surprise as if' it had never
happened before,  But, my child, allowing it pro-
bable, would you stake your cternal welfave on a
probability 27

“ Nay, but, mamma, you have always taught me
that my salvation does not. cannot depend upon an
outward ceremony : my taking the Sacrament can
no more make me it to die, than my not taking it
can exclude me from the realms of bliss.”

“That ix true, my love—-and you are neither the
more nor the less prepared to die, for having par-
taken of the Lord’s Supper. It is not, as some sup-
pose, the make-weight of our insutticient werit, nor
the sponge that wipes out the record of our sins.
But what then is it 2 If not the preparation for the
feasts of heaven, it Is the emblem, the carnest, the
heginning of them ; you come to the one to profess
yourself an aspirant to the other; the same claim
that is pleaded here, must be pleaded there 5 the same
emiblem of the marriage garment has heen used for
both, and the thing which it pictures is in both the
same.  If vou are not fitted for the one, you are not
fitted for the other—if you have put it out of your
power conscientiously to present yourself at the
Lord’s table upon earth; could you expeet admittance
to his presence ahove >—if this his invitation he re-
fused, how could you receive the messenger that
should bid you to his marriage feast in heaven ¥—
1 pray thee have me excused ; I have been engaged

YOL. L. P
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in other matters.”  The plea has served you now ;
vou are exetised : vou were free to choose whether
you woull aceept his gracious bidding ; you have
chiosen, and it scems that all ix well. You have de-
liberately unfitted yvourself for serious thought, and,
by vour own confession, made yoursclf at onee in-
capable and indisposed to the commiemoration of his
Tove, and the participation of his blessings : and, in
this state of conscious untitness, you mean to go to
rest to-night ; and you will lie down to sleep iu peace
and confidenece, as if nothing were the matter.  But,
my child, there is a feast in heaven prepared for then
that love Him—what if the messenger be sped
to-night to say that all is ready, and your hour of
adimission or rejeetion iy at hand—zthat the decisive
moment is arrived for you, which must determine
your doom through all eternity ! ¢1 have been en-
gaged in other matters—will the plea serve you
then 2 Yes, then, as now, vou will be excused, in-
deed—but the door will be elosed and made fast for
ever, and she who was not ready must remain with-
out. Is it not so, Fanny ?”

¢ Undoubtedly, mamma, it is; and I should hold
myself unfit indeed to die to-night : I can scarcely
suppose myself prepared o appear before the throne
of Qod in heaven, when I cannot venture to pre-
sent myself at his table upon carth.”

“Then did T say amiss, Fanny, when T said, you
were willing to stake your cternal welfare on a pro-
bability—a probability. as far as you can sce, or
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know, or calculate ? With God there are no proba-
hilities. hecause there are no uncertainties : but in
human language, and in earthly seeming, you say it
is not probable vou shall die to-night ; and with this
vou can content yoursclf—and on this you can go
happily to rest—and with this you will wake cheer-
fully to-morrow, and the next day and the next you
will remain the sane perhaps—deferring, postponing,
putting aside the invitations, the commands of Him
to whom you have professed to devote yourselves,
for the sake of those things you promised in your
haptism to renounce.  Whether you go to the Sa-
erament to-morrow or hot, is, indeed, of no conse-
quence to vour salvation. It s not because you do
not reecive it, that you are unprepared to die—it is
heeause you are unprepared to receive it, unfit to
receive ity indisposed to receive it.  Consider se-
riously how long it is wise to remain so, in a state
of being where the yvoungest and the strongest is as
the brief herbuge of the tield, that grows up to-day,
and to-morrow is cut down and withered.—And what
does Maria intend ?7

Maria hesitated—her tone of confidence was some-
thing lowered, and her wisdom seemed not quite so
eager to express jtself as it had been: yet still she
kept her purpose, and said she saw no reason for
deelining to accompany Lady 8, to the Sacrament
ou the morrow, if she herself saw none.

“What T sce iy a small matter, dear Maria—but
do vou feel none ?”
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Maria again hesitated and stammered, but still
said, “No.”

Lady S, seemed curpr
barrassed, a~ it not knowing how to reply to an
answer she hiad not expected @ she then said, © Have
you examined your own heart, Maria, afrer the

eod. and for a moment em-

manner enjoined you, to see if there be reason or
not ?”

“1 eannot pretend,” answered Maria, “that I
have made any special examination, or any particu-
lar preparation for this holy eceremony—I meant it,
but I have not had time: T was not aware thet T
should be too mueh elated vesterday, and too much
exhausted to-day, to apply my mind to any thing ;
but. after all, there is something very pharisaical in
the idea of preparing ourselves, as if the formality
of a week's preparation, ax it is ealled, a fow prayers
and a little reading, could be of any value in the
sight of God, or by any means vecommend us to his
favour.  We ought always to be prepared 5 and
therefore I eonelude T am so without'

“You have come to the conclusion by a short

v

road, Maria s but our church. which only echoes the
language of Seripture, has ventured to make a doubt
of this, and sends nelther inyitation, nor permission,
nor a weleome to any one who, without examina-
tion, takes this for granted.  But, since you are so
contident of your own state, T must suppose you
have some grounds for being so. To use the lan-
guage of our ecatechismn (not because I would rest
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on the authority of man, but heeause 1 know none
better or more simply seriptural,) 1 would ask you
first. whether you do truly repent you of your former
sins '

» Of course T do.”

“But have you inquired of yourself what they
are?”

= Not particularly. T know T must have sinned
frequently. and of course am sorry 1o have done so.”

“To be sorry is to feel pain—to repent s to be
ericved. ashamed. distressed, Can you have fult
this without knowing for what 2 And another part
of repentanee ix, that you determine to lead a new
life.  Have you n.ade any such determination 2?7

I do not know, mamma, in what 1 am to amend.”

= And how can you know. my ehild, it you have
not inquired 2 And if you can perecive nothing in
which you can amend, how can you repent of any
thing?  Ir is suficiently plain that these are hut
empty words to you. Yet these things you will pro-
foss when you approach the table ! The nest vequi-
sition is that you have a lively faith in God's merey
through Christ, with a thankful remembrance of his
death. A lively faith, to take no more than the
common meaning of the word, must he an aetive,
animated, conseious thing, something that gives siens
of life. Tt canuot he a vacue belief laid up in the
hosow so elosely, that even to yourself it makes no
differencee of sensation whether it e there or not.
A thankful remembrance of C(hrist’s death cannot, in



230 THE LISTENER.

common sensc, be a total forgetfulness of it. Now,
my dear girl, cast back your thoughts upon the
transactions of the last week, up to this very hour,
and say, have you helieved, have you remembered,
have you been gratetul ¥

“ Mamma, [ an sure T believe these things to be
true, for it never came into my mind to doubt them.,
I hope I am grateful. as I surely must be, for such
great mercies : and as to remembering, my mind, as
1 confessed before, has been too full of other matters
to think much upon the subject this week; but I

suppose

“ My dear Maria, you speak as if you did not
know the meaning of words.  You suppose you have
a grateful remembrance of things of which you never
think—you are sure you believe what it never came
into your head to doubt, and, of course, not to ex-
amine,  And these things you so certainly believe,
and are so certainly grateful for, are nothing less
than the eternal interests of your innmortal spirit, the
merey that has pardoned, the sacrifice that has re-
deemed. the love that has sutlered for you: and
other matters can xo engross your mind as to ex-
clude the thought of them entirely.  And what
matters?  The vainest and émptiest pursuits of a
vain and empty world—the merest trifles of a life
whose most important concerns are themselves but
trifles, in comparison with these things so casily
displaced.  This, Maria, is ncither to believe, nor
remember, nor be grateful. It is to forget at once
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the mercies of God. and your own need of them s to
put Him most ungratefully out of mind, and virtu-
ally to disbelieve the consequences of doing so. And
then the remaining clanse, * And be in charity with
all men,” I explained to yvou last Sunday what this
means. Is there no anger in your heart for others’
wrong——no pride secking to gratifv itsell” at others’
expense—nor emvy of one who has the advantage,
nor contempt for one whom vou surpass—no rival-
ship, contention, nor ill-nature 2 Are love and eharvity
the feelings of your heart towards all: and are they
the feelings you have endeavoured to deserve of all?
Have you been as careful to avoid cvery thing that
might exeite unl 'y passions in the hosom of othors
towards you. as in vour own towards them? Have
you tried to exeite envy, jealousye and pride; or 1o
prevent it Kxeited. was it pain or pleasure to
vou to see others so sutter amd so sin?  Examine
vour feelings for the Tast fow days, nay, vour words
only during the last twenty -four hours, by the heau-
tiful deseription of chavity in the 13th of Corinthi-
ans. aned say. if it be true that you are in love and
charity with all ien.”

* By such an interpretation 1 eertainly am not;
but T wizh no harm to any one.”

“ It is God's interpretation. not mine; and it ap-
pears that of all you take for granted, nothing is the
fact.”

* You advise me, then, not to go to the Sacra-

ment to-morrow 27
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“That T would still leave to yourself. T would
not lead you superstitiously to suppose, that, by going
in this state to the Sacrament, you place yourself in
a worse condition than you are in if you stay away.
For whether when bidden you refuse to come, or
whether coming you refuse to wear the dress ap-
printed for the guests, the act of disobedience is
pretty much the same. But, as the case appears
with you at this time, I would rather see you, seli-
convicted and ashamed, vetiring from the table as an
unmeet guest, than, in bold self-confidenee, coming
forward to ofier to God the little remnant of yow
heart that the world has not engrossed, the refuse
of time and spirits you have been able to snateh
from the exhaustion of pleasure, professing things
vou do not mean, and asking blessings you cannot
in conscienee expect to receive.  He to whom it was
said, ¢ Friend, how camest thou in hither? " had no
better portion in the feast than they who sent exeuses.
I need seareely ask my Emma’s determination,”

¢ Indeed, mamma,” answered Emma, “you have
mueh need to ask. or rather to tell me: for I am
much in doubt. 1 have given a large portion of time
this week to the examination of my own heart, and
1 find little in it that encourages me to go. T have
heen listening attentively to all you have said to my
sisters, aud have heard much that condemns me also
to absenee from this holy ceremony.  With all my
endeavours to keep in mind my Saviour's mereies, I
am perpetually forgetting them; with all the warmth
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of pratitude T at some times faney that T feel, I am
oftener disobedient, cold, negleetful ; and though I
should say I believe in Christ, when it appears how
little consistent with that belief my actions are, it
makes me doubtful if I do so or not.  If sorrow for
sin be repentanee, T have repented s but if, as you
say, amendment be a part, I am not sure ; for, per-
haps, T shall not amend; and with respeet to the
state of my passions, as it regards my fellow-crea-
tures, all I have learned by the close examination of
every word and fecling is, that my heart i~ full of
seltishness and insubordination. T am certainly as
little worthy to intrude myself as my sisters.”

My dear Er o, it was not to the worthy the
invitation was sent. but to the sincere awd contrite,
You are right when you say you are no more worthy
than your sisters to appear: but there s this ditler-
enee,—When two things were held out to you, you
gave the preference to the invitation of your Lord ;
when you saw what occupations were likely to inter-
tere with your devotions, you put them aside: when
you perecived of what unhallowed passions your mind
wias susceeptible, vou avoided the vecasions of excit-
ing them: so far you proved an honest desire to
partake worthily of the benefits of this holy com-
munion.  The result of all vour examination, and
all your preparation, is, that you find yourself abso-
Iutely unwaorthy as to the past, and absolutely helpless
as to the future.  Such the result should be, and
such it must be.  But has this discovery made you
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feel Jess disposed or less desirous to go to the Sacra-
ment?”

“On the contrary. mamma, it makes me more
80; for the deeper grows the eonsciousness of my
ill-deserts, the more precious becomes every emblem
of redeeming merey. the more weleome every record
and remembrance of Jesus"love, It T hefore thought
it desirable for me to be a partaker of the body and
blood of Christ, and of the henefits reecived by them,
I now know it to be necessary @ for I cannot de
without it. Il-dressed, unclothed. unfitted as T am,
I should like to go and try if the Master of the feas
will admit me, and help me to provide mysell a
better garment ; for 1 believe that none but He can
weave it.”

“ Then, my dearest. Kmma. though T do not tell
you you are betrer than your sisters, or that yvour
conduet thix week is sufticient 1o prove the reality of
vour faith, or the sincerity of your professions—for
that is known only to Him who reads the heart—1
do not hesitate to advise you to do as you desire; in
humble confidence, that He who has invited vou to
his feast, will graciously reccive you, and enable you
to be what he requires.”

The Sabbath morning dawned with more than
usual brightness.  The three sisters went together
to their parish church; faney might say the step of
one was lighter than the rest: certain it is, that one
only accepted the INviTaTioN,
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No. XVII.
LENT.

Ce v'est rien, gue Te jefine des viandes grossieres qui nourrissent e
corps, Sioon ne jeiine aussi de tout ce que sert dalijuent & Famour
propre.

Frvvrox,

T eve that ha long been aceustomed to look upon
the seence around us. has beeome familie with its
wminutest peculiarities, reconeiled to its deformities,
and sated with it~ charms, can form but a very im-
perfect idea of the effeet of that same seene on one
who has never looked on it before. It is thus in
every thing—we lose the general effeet, in too elose
intimacy with the minute particulars,  The painter
feels this, when he has sat hour by hour over the
laboured canvass. vetouching every feature, measur-
ing every line, Gl the effeet as a whole is so entively
lost to him, he is obliged to remove it for a time
out of his sight, or have recourse to the judgment
of another.  The poet feels it, when, having selected
word by word the materials of his composition, and
fitted them to the measure of Lis verse, he knows
that to his car they harmonise, to his pereeptions
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they express the idea and excite the feeling he
intends ; but can very inadequatcly judee of the im-
pression they will make on the mind of a reader
who, for the first time, comes to their perusal,

And such is the difficulty T often feel. when T go
about to listen for others to what T can only hear for
myself'; espeeially when it passex over my mind. that
T am listening for those to whom nothing ean appear
under the same aspeet in which it appears to me.
Features of society that 1 have looked upon, till
they seem to me too little prominent to excite atten-
tion, a young person, to whom the world is new, will
likely fix upon as ohjeets of inquiry and surprise :
while those that, in minuter intimacy, I have dis-
covered to be curious and important, they, in their
hasty and unpractised glanee,- will cither not per-
ceive, or feel but little interest in.  And thus, while
I am carefully, and, as T think, very interestingly.
telling stories and multiplying words about things
that, for what they know, may have happened in the
moon, they are wishing, wondering, and not altoge-
ther pleased, that T uever happen to see, or see under
so different a shape, the objects that most puzzle
and surprise them. Tt was under the burden of this
very disturbing apprehension, T hethought myself for
once to have recourse to memory for my tale, and
relate what happened when T was as mueh a noviee
as my readers, and liable to as mueh mistake as they
possibly ean be, respecting the things I saw. But
then my readers must needs be forewarned, that my
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observations in this paper are not required to he
correet ;3 what 1 thought wrong was, in all probabi-
lity, very right—what 1 thought inconsistent, might
he most beautifully systematie, it 1 had but had the
sense to perecive the due connexion of things,  And
as all wonder is the offspring of ignoranee—igno-
cance of what things arve. if not of what they ought
to he—.any surprise that 1 may express, is to he, of
course, attributed to my own inexperience at the
tane,

It happened once—that is the genuine way  of
heginning an account of things that never happened,
but my readers may depend upon it this did hap-
pen sowme time, Camgh 1 find it inconyvenient to say
wheno o wax when the habits and practices of the
world were known to me only through the news-
papers that reported them. or the moral essays that
abused than, or the novels that misrepresented them
—the world in which I had grown up being no wider
than the walls of the paternal dwelling, and no more
populous than the family that dwelt in it. What
idens or expectations T had formed through the me-
dium of these informers of the busy scene of life in
which I have siner so Jargely wandered, is not of
importance to e told-—my readess may be satisfied
to know they were in .«-\'(_-ry way mistaken,  Some
time about the middle of Mareh T was invited to
spend a few weeks in London, where, with all my
iznorance aud all my prejudices full upon me, 1
found mys=elf arrived at the given period. I was a
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Listener then as well as now : then for myself, as
now for others: and, among an infinite variety of
things, the following eireumstanees are in wmemory’s
record as something that T heard.

“ 1t is rather a dull time to bring a stranger to
London,” said Mrs Thoroughgood ; ¢ hecause in Lent
we see less company, and our puh]i(' amusements are
for the most part suspended.  But after Kaster we
shall be particularly gay, and able to show you every
thing.”

* I'should like to know, mamma.” answered young
Selina T., * why we may not as well live in Lent -«
we Jive all the rest of the year ; for T suppose we do
not live irreligiously at any time 2

“ T am surprised to hear you speak thus, Selina.”
said her mother; 1 thought vou had been taught
to read your Bible, and attend your religious duties
strietly + T did not expeet from you so ignorant a
remark—-T thought you knew ™ 1 was considering
of the probability that Mrs "I had neglected to teach
her daughter what she was surprised to find she did

not know. when the lively Selina rejoined—

() y\'o.xf dear mamma, I do know that in Lent
we lhave no balls or plays, never ask more than
twelve to dinner at oncee, cat salt-fish and pancakes,
and go to church on the week-days.  But T wanted
to know the reason of it all; I am sure there is
nothing about it in the Bible, and 1 could not find
it this morning in the Prayer-hook.”

“ Again, my dear, I must say you are very igno-
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rant, if vou do not know that the forty days pre-
coding Easter are kept in commemoration of our
Saviour's fast of forty Jdays in the lonely wilderness,
where, for our sakes. and for our example, he hun-
gered and thirsted, and " ——

<O, deavest manmma ! 1 know all that, of eourse,
—but T want to be told what that has to do with
Lalls and dinner parties, and - pancakes, and plays?"
answered Selina, impatiently.

* 1 should think that too obvious to nead eapla-
nation, wy love,” said Mrs T.——I thought so too:
and, seeing her hesitate, T had almost a mind to
propomd the matter myself; so simple and so eer-
tain seemed to v the mode of explanation, and so
clear to myself was wmy own understanding of it J
soon had reason to rejoice that T orefrained my lips,
when 1 perecived not only the difliculty of the ex-
position, hut my own mistakes upon the subject.

Mrs T. took oft her thimble, primmed her plea-
saut face into the length of gravity, bade her daugh-
ter to be sevious, and she would explain to her what
she ought to have known long ago, 1 thought she
ought—little suspecting that 1 did not know y-
self,

There were not wanting symptoms in the old
lady’s ‘mannmer which might have excited suspicion
that she did not know—Dbut that was impossible ;
the appearanee must, of course, have proceeded from
wy want of knowledge of the world,  Still there
was a Jong pause: the old lady drew towards her
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the large Bible and the little Prayer-book that lay
on the table, and put them carefully one upon the
other, the latter at the top, ready for action.  1f so
much preparation should seem extraordinary, be it
remembered that Mrs T, had grown up at a period,
when, however muceh ladies might think upon reli-
wion, they were very little accustomed to talk about
it; and fow persons in the parish, except the parson,
were expected to have an opinion upon the subject,
much less to explain it.  Mrs T.'s exordium proved
nothing the worse for the delay.  She hegan by
commenting, with feeling and simplicity, on tu:
marration of our Saviour’s sufterings, the object of
his mission upon earth, the awful consummation of
his errand that is at this season celebrated, and all
the heart-afleeting  circumstanees with - which  the
season stands associated in the mind of a believer.

“ And does not my Selina see,” she aclded, “why
such a period should he marked, and kept by those
so deeply interested in its events ?”

“ Assuredly, mamma, 1 see it should be kept.
We commemorate the deeds of earthly greatness—
we celebrate the era of our country’s freedom—we
remember the birth-time and the death of those we
love—if good or ill betide us, we grave, as it were,
the date upon our hearts, to he no more crased, and
thought recurs to it ax duly as the day returns. It
would scem strange, indeed, if of all important eras,
the most important was alone forgotten—if of all
great events, the greatest remained without appro-
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priate celebration,  Assuredly, mamma, it should he
kept—but how ¥”

* By means appropriate toitself. Now, what does
it seem to you that they would be 2”7

Selina hesitated : yet her countenance hetriyed
an emotion that said she knew; nature and feeling
were in this instance better prompters than the
wisdom of the schools.  She had not refleeted on it
before, but she felt what she had not learned, and
replicd—

*In common sense, mamma, it surely should he
this.  Jesus suflered for our sins, died for our sins,
rose again to free us from our sius. We were the
cause of his suffesing, and; therefore, should he sad
at the remembranee-— we were the wainers by it,
and, therefore, should he glad and gratetul.  Bat
as sin was the mischief. and pardon of sin the gain,
it is natural that our joy, and our sorrow too, should
express itself by abstaining from whatever is sinful,
or van by any wmeans be offensive to flim whose
passion we at this time celebrate; and T owould add,
that we should keep it as a season of humiliation
for our past sin, and of prayer and preparation for
future amendment.”

“You could not have spoken hetter, my child.
And besides this purpose of preparation for Faster,
it ix required of us to follow the footsteps of our
Lord; and, as he fasted forty days in the wilderness,
s0 we have an cqual period of self-denial appointed
us in imitation of his. Do you not, then, sce the

VOL. 1. Q
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wisdom of our ehureh in setting apart the forry days
preceding Easter for this good purpose?™

*Yes—but T do not exactly see how the purpose
is answered by it—unless the ball and the theatre
be the sins from which we are to abstain: and
dining with twelve people instead of twenty be the
self=denial. and "—  Selina’s vivaeity was fast getting
the betier of her previous earnestness; but, recollect-
ing herself, she gravely added, “Bat that, mamma.
is confessing that these are sinful practices. which
you know they are not.”

“The innocent amusements of the world cannat
he so: hut "—Mrs T, hesitated—moved the Prayver-
hook off’ the Bible—turned it the other side upwards.
and seemed at a loss for words — 1 thought T could
have helped her, but 1 .did not. + Tn the tiest place,
these engagements oceupy our time, and  consc-
quently leave us less for devotional duties : then
they oceupy our mind, and consequently interfere
with the serious thought that hecomes the season s
and then it eannot be denied, that, though innocent
amusements on the whole, there is an awful incon-
sisteney in the gaiety and forgetfulness of such
pursuits, when brought in near contact with the
events at this season recalled  and  pictured out
afresh to our imagination.  You ecamnot, in the ex-
citation of the theatre, think of your Saviour's dying
groan—you cannot, in the hubbub of a erowded
room, be in the steps of Him, who, as He sat at meat
with those He loved, was ever teaching them his
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Father's law. or speaking with them of his ap-
proaching expiation,  Therefore it is not hard to
understand. that, at a season when you desire to
remember these things and to feel them, you must
in some measure change yvour oceupations,”

1 wus considering how far the above ingredients
might, it properly compounded, make a sin, when
Selina ended at onee iy doubts and the conversa-
tion, of which she wax manifestly tived, by the ful-
lowing exelamation :—

SO ves D manmn — b oame perfeetly satistied of
what you mean, and heg vour pardon for teasing
you with suel foolish questions-- 1 see exactly. that
things which arc pevfeetly proper during the three
hundred and twenty-tive davs in which we forget.
ow Savieur’s sutferings. would e overy ineonsistent
during the forey days in which we desire to remem-
ber them : and sinee Jesus for our sakes at this
time debarred himselt” of nature’s fiest necessities,
and endured a suflerance tfrom which nature shrinkes,
we should, in imitation of Hin, refeain from what
we most delight in, and cubmit to what s most dis-
acreeable to us—thut i~ we should give no balls,
eat salt-fish and paneakes, and go 1o charel”

Mrs T. smiled at her danghter’s mirth, and pos-
<ibly felt her satire, but contented herselt with saving
she was too giddy.

I was a thinker then as well as a listener, thoueh
not much of a talker, as may have been perceived.
deflecting, after T retived, upon this comersation, T
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felt angry with Sclina’s ridicule of her mother’s
sensible remarks.  The truth of what had been said
respecting Baster, the propricty of keeping it, and
the manner of keeping it, had deceply impressed my
mind, T felt ashamed that I had never before so
seriously considered it ; and a feeling of pious joy
animated my bosom, that, for the first time in my
life, T had come into a family where T should see
it observed so consistently and so devoutly,  Tlow
could Selina, I thought, who had heen hrought up
in the constant observance of so excellent a princitle,
have remained till this time without a perception of
its suitability ?

I arose the next morning in a mood of more se-
riousness than I remember to have ever felt before,
prepared, as I thought, and willing, to wake any
sacrifice required of me by religion and the church
at such a scason,

After the usual breakfast the carriage came to
take us to morning prayers, and we rolled oft to a
fashionable chapel at the west end of the town, A
fow carriages brought a few people on the same
errand—the chapel was so warm, and the seats were
so well lined, and the hassocks were so near the
clevation of the knees, and the reader made such
admirable haste, that, contrary to my previous pre-
judiee, T found there was very little trouble in a
week-day serviee, and so we rolled back again, and
went about our usual occupations.

4 Selina, dear, you must not be idle,” said Mrs
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T.: “you know what a deal you have to do, and this
ix the last Jeisure week : there is seareely a day in
which we are not engaged  after aster, and our
mornings< will be oceupied in showing our friend
about London.  If vou do not make use ot this
idle time to prepare vour things, vou will be sadly
bustled,”

“ O, dear me! T am bustled enough as it is,” said
Selina, T have saved such a quantity of things
to do this week. that T never shall get through them,
It is a comfori, at least, that there are a fow weeks
in the vear inwhich one has time to one’s self. But
dirl vou not want me to write those eards this
morning 2?7

<O, ves!indeed vou must,” answered her mo-
ther. = For to-morrow the dressmaker will ho here
all the morning, measring and taking orders for
your spring dressex s and next day I have appointed
the upholsterer about the furniture, and all the house
will he in confasion—on Saturday vou must go to the
dentist—T must @et all these things done this week,
for T shall have no time after Baster.”

Jut for what davs are the cards to be sent out,
mamma 27

© That T must think of, if T can find time to think.
There is the Ist, the 6th, the 10th.  Having no par-
ties in Lent makes them eome so thick afterwards, it
is ~eareely possible to find days enough.”

The conversation was interrupted by the entrance
of a lady dressed in black—she made a visit of the
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usual length, during which she made a great many
ill-natured remarks, repeated several slanderous anee-
dotes, and expressed herself with mueh bitterness
against some persons who had offended her.  As
soon as she was gone, Selina said—* Mamma, what
is Miss Tibbs in mourning for ™

It used to be the custom, my dear, and it is still
retained by some persons who are particular, to wear
mourning in Lent”

“ Nay,” said Sclina, it Miss Tibbs is so particu-
lar in keeping Lent, she had better abstain from
speaking ill of her neighbours, which is the thing
she most delights i, and forgive her enemies, which
is the thing she is least disposed to.”

The days passed on—every body ate and every
body drank, and e¢very body-enjoyed themselves as
usual.  Two or three people came some days to din-
ner, and the entertainment was the same, and the
conversation was the same, for any thing I could sce,
as i there had been twenty—and on the days we
dined alone, the ohjeets that occupied our attention
were still the same. We talked of the things we
did not do, and arranged plans for doing them as
soon as we might. I heard no more of Jesus, of his
sufferings, or his death 3 of sin, or its consequences,
or its pardon; nor, ax fur as I could pereeive, was
any one thinking about them.  This probably pro-
ceeded from my own inexperience and want of
knowledge of the world. It could not really be, as
it seemed, that the season, so properly set apart by



THE LISTENER. 247

eur church, as Mrs T, had said, for meditation, pe-
nitence, and prayer, should he passed over without
any extra=serious thoughts, of any kind whatever,
upon the events at this period commemorated. Cer-
tain it is. that no more allusion was made to them in
word or deed, except that some one now amd then
took oceaston tosay. it was very unlueky it happened
to be Lent.

= Mannua, which night are we going to the Ora-
torio 27 said Selina, on Friday morning.

= I helieve, my dear, we shall have a box to-night ;
but you will know when vour papa returns.”

On this subject TAelt wmy<elf” quite well informed,
I had learned by che newspaper that the theatres are
always closed during this seazon, except on Wed-
nesdays and Fridays, when they are opened for the
Oratorio, a sort of religious festival, as 1 coneeived,
by the nawes aflined to the performanee, and by its
being held on the same day of the week as the chureh
prayers: davs, 1 owas aware, to which custom had
afhxed a peeuliar sacredness. T owas well pleased
with what I heard—= for as this amusement was not
only ‘allowed in Feut, but confined to it by peealiar
appropriation, T certainly might there expeet to find
something of the devotion with which 1 had 1w:u’«l
the season was to he hallowed.

The box was sceured, the hour ecame, we were
duly adorned, and set off, as T supposed, to onr devo-
tions, My thoughts by the way were serious - they
had not heen used to be so; but what I hald heard
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from Mrs T. had made a strong impression on me
though I was eftectually puzzled that it scemed to
have so little affected any body else. T tried to com-
pose my mind to feelings suitable to the oceasion,
though no one clse in the earriage appeared to be
doing so.  But then they had been used to spend the
Lent properly 5 T had hitherto negleeted it; and the
reflection caused me some feelings of regret and
shame.

Shame, reeret, and devotion, however, had no
tickets of admission. T parted at the door with all
of them, and beeame absorbed with such sense o1
pleasure as was likely to possess a youthful mind
on tasting, for the first time, of such an amusement.
The splendour of the house, the brillianey of the
lights, the musie of the full ¢hoir, so unlike to any
thing I had heard before; the gay appearance of
the audience, where all without was prosperity and
smiles, whatever might be beneath them—thoughts
of sadness would bhave seemed to me a sacrilege ;
within the compass of these walls, at least, there was
a world all joy ; my reflections and feelings were ab-
sorbed in sensations of unmingled pleasure. 1 eould
not discern wheve viee and misery hid itself in that
gy crowd 5 or, 1 should rather say, presented their
unblushing front, as if by acknowledged right they
presided there. 1 eould not guess how the hundreds
of immortal beings were enployed, who, to support
a useless existence, and fill up the measure of their
crimes, were doing the drudgery of such an esta-
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biishment. T knew nothing of all this—hut igno-
rant as [ was, and thoughtless as I was, 1 was startled
from my delivium of enjovment, when, accompanied
by tones from the orchestra that might seem to he
the musie angels sing, T heard these words, “ e
was despised and rejeeted of men, a man of sorrows,
and acquainted with grief.  He gave his back to the
smiters"—1I need not pursue the words, we know
where they are, we know what they mean—those
deep mysterious words, at which patriarehs and pro-
phets wondered, which sinners  treasure in their
bosoms as the eriminal the signet that is to stay his
exeettion—which the penitent weeps while he listens
to, and triumphs while he weeps—the words of God
himself, the prophetie picture of the Saviour’s suffer-
ings for a ruined, miserable world, for the world that
at this scason professed to commemorate his merey
and its own degradation — for the world at that
moment assembled within those walls, 1 looked at
the person by whom the words were uttered —1
looked at the audienee by whom they were listened
to—I marked the dazzling accompaniments of the
seene.  Nature and reason spake within me—for,
bribed, corrupted, spell-bound ax they are, they will
speak sometimes, if we. will let them.  The bold,
unblushing front, the unshrinking eye, the immodest
attire, the unhallowed air, on the one part—on the
other, the expression of indiflerence or of emotions
simply  pleasurable, were so contrasted with the
images those words brought like unwelcome spectres
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to my imagination, that at no moment of my life Jdo
I remember to have felt so involuntarily persuaded
that these things were indeed but the fietion that
they seemed — the tragiec stories with which men
amuse themselves,  The beings before me and around
me, could they helieve themselves the ereatures for
whom the Messiah had thus suffered ? - Was it they
had done it, they had caused it, they, at this very
time, professing to keep a fast in imitation of his
sufferings, and humble themselves before Him for
their share in it ? It was nonsense, it was absurdity,
—it was imposition that could not be passed upon
a child—to suppose that they who sang, or they who
listened, felt themselves to be the sinners that had
been so redeemed ;5 had there been any bosom there
to which the realising sense had come, they would
have drooped their heads for shame, and gone away.
No—T am bold to say, that whatever it was before
or after, the Messiah's sorrows were, at the moment,
to cvery hosom there, a fiction—cenhaneed by the
exquisite pathos of the music—a beautiful, exciting.
heart-aflecting fiction, represented by the most de-
graded of mankind for the amusement of the gayest

and most profligate,  Yet hither we had presumed
to bring the word of God.  Here we addressed Him
with the ery for merey, here we had his name re-
sounded from unhallowed lips, reverberating on un-
adoring heartss suceceded as quickly as the seene
could change, by a heathen madrigal, sung by the
same performers, in the characters of Ceres and
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Proserpine, in which Pluto received the orvisons so
lately offered in mockery to the God of Ileaven;
uttered in the same spirvit, heard with the same feel-
ings.  We drop the picture.  Satire grows grave
when she touches on things like these; and our
readers will say we preach. It there be meaning in
words, or sense in any thing, God’s commandment
was that night broken, and his name profaned ; and
Christians were there to hear it, and were well
pleased.

But to resume my story. A few days more, and
the days of Lent were ended. The dmdtation of the
Messial’s fast in the wilderness was completed, the
season of hwmilicrion was accomplished, and we were
all prepared for the approaching festival of Easter.
The day of the Redeemer's death that ended our
days of mowrning, was decently observed in Mrs TUs
family, ax was also the Sunday, the commencement
of our joy for his vesurreetion to eternal life, and our
own in his.  And what it hetore behoved us to ve-
member, it now hehoved us as quickly as possible to
forget ; what was sin the week before the expiation
was oflered, was no =in as soon as it was accom-
plished—there needed, indeed, the utmost ingenuity
to make up for the tiwe that had been lost. Miss
Tibhs put off her mourning; Mrs Thoroughgood
would have thought it quite Methodistical to go to
church in the week; Selina honestly rejoiced that
Lent eame but once a-year; and I—I remembered,
what I hope my readers may not have forgotten, the
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beginning of my story. T remembered Selina’s igno-
rance, and no longer wondered; for neither could T
perecive the eounexion between the season and its
observances, 1 remembered Mrs Thoroughgood's
pious observations, and wondered what they could
have meant—{for I had not seen a single illustration
of them in the practices or occupations of the family
in the interval.  One good effeet, however, came of
my meditations—they put me on good terms again
with myself : for whatever might be the intention of
our Chureh in instituting this fast-—whether, that in
order to our being made conformable to our Lord in
his Tife, it was judged neeessary that we should have
a season of sclf-denial and abstraction from the ordi-
nary occupations and innocent delights of life—or
whether, He having fulfilled for us the law, and by
his suftferings done away the need of a similar penanee
on our part, this was rather meant as a time of
grateful vemembranee than of imitation, a time of
humiliation before God, and pious commemoration
of his love—in cither or in any case, it appeared to
me that the intentions of the (‘hurch had heen as
well fulfilled by my forgetfulness as by their obser-
vance of the season.  Whatever mistakes may be in
this comparative estimate of wrong, I beg may he
attributed to my inexpericnee and ignorance of the
world.
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No. XYIII.
THE CHILDREN OF ABDRAIIAM.

And where shall Israel luve her bleeding foet ?
And where shall Zion’s songs again scem sweet #
And Judah'’s melody once more rejoice
The hearts that Jeap'd before its heavenly voice ?
Mebrew Melodies,

IT'was travelling onee over a distant land—a land
it had heen, by the way I travelled, of bleakness, and
barrenness, and danger.  If sometimes I had loitered
where there were flowers budding, fair as the fiest
and fairest of our Spring, while I yet waited in ex-
pectation of their blowing, I saw them wither in the
sunshine, fade, and pass away. If cver, amid the
parched and thirsty soil, T had looked upon the
bursting of a pure, clear spring, quickly there eame
to it some unelean thing, and mudded and polluted
what had risen so pure.” And often, as, bencath some
shadowing tree, T had lain down to rest, before T had
shod myself again to hasten forward, the cold north
wind had come and stripped that tree, and vobbed it
of its beauty and its shade. Tt was a wretched land,
and they that dwelt in it were like the Jand they
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dwelt in.  Their well-seeming virtnes rarely bore
the Bloom they promised, but failed at the moment
of expeeted fruition —their wisdom, however rife it
seemed to flow, flowed not far before it became
mixed with error and empoisoned—their enjovments
were the evaneseent verdure that could not outstand
the first cold toueh of sorrow.  And surely T had folt
pity for them as L passed, and mourned that they had
not a better Tand to dwell in.

Having travelled thus some considerable way, T
reached a spot, seeming more fair for the rude 1 th
that led to it, and heautiful in the contrast of its
fertility with the coldness and barrenness of the land
1 had passed over.  There was no harrier, that I per-
ecived, hetween them: and yot were they distinet as
the darkness of night from the broad light of noon.
Why the inhabitants of the adjacent country did not
pass on to it, I perecived not: but T coneluded it
was appropriated property—the hereditary posses-
sion, probably, of a people too powerful to need a
landmark, or an armed outwork, against the en-
croachments of their neighbours.  Certainly I saw
that no desire was manifested on either part, to take
possession of the other’s land @ and, unequal as seem-
ed to me the destiny of cach, each appeared con-
tented to abide their portion. I entered with delight
on the rich seenery of this pleasant land. 1 do not
know that T need particularly to deseribe it: it was
like the best spots in our native country—those that
industry has toiled to cultivate, and some tasteful
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hand has taken pleasure to adorn. It was like to
those wide estates, that, heing appropriated to some
powertul and rich possessor. who finds pleasure in
them. and does with them what he will, manifest in
every part the influence of his interference. Tt was
no fairy land [ speak of, where magie suns gave
birth to golden fruits, or necromantic power charmed
the clements to stillness.  But it was one where
forethought had provided every thing, eaution had
seeured every thing. and whatever were the natural
ills to which it lay exposed, some defenee against
theiy influence, or remedy for their wisehiefs, had
arcfully heen peovided. The blossoms o their
aardens died like others—but their departing heauty
Teft the fruit to ripen richly on the stem. The sun
of their daytime went down like others, and often
went down in clouds—but the damps of their night
were like the waters of affliction to the bosom of suh-
mission, the better for its tears. When the tree that
adorned it withered in the blast and passed away,
there eame a friendly wateher and planted another
as lovely in its place.  The menacing weeds some-
times came up, indeed ;5 but quickly the eve of the
inspector marked them, and put in his keen-edged
tools to their destruetion.  Like our most highly
cultured grounds, its paths were made straight, and
it~ rough places were made smooth—the threatening
tempest passed over it harmless, and the winds that
rocked its habitations to their base, found thewm too
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strongly founded for destruction—the dwellers in
them slept seeure in danger.

The inhabitants of this happy region, T observed,
were many ; and they scemed to know the value of
their estates. They did not live on them in idle
luxury, waiting the productions of a soil, that, rich
as it was, would surcly so have disappointed them :
but they cultivated it in cheerful expeetation of no
uncertain harvest.  Though they enjoyed its good in
common, it was not in wild misrule, the lawlessness
of promiscuous possession.  Each one had his pla. »,
and cach one had his task; and if the proportion of
cach was not the same, it showed a fair adjustment
to his powers, his industry, or his deserts; it was
cnough to suffice him till fime and cireumstance
should bring him clevation in the seale; there was
cnough for all; and all were seeure they should not
be deprived of the possession, unless they willingly
departed to some other residence.

When I had staid some time with this people, I
found that they too had a character something in
conformity to the features of their country. They
evinced the infirmities and dispositions of other na-
tions; and this appeared to be the chief taint that
sullied the lustre of their state, and marred their
happiness.  Yet even this was not without a pallia-
tive and a corrective remedy : the laws were so good,
and the administration of them so good, the punish-
ment ensued so quickly on misconduct, and the par-
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don so quickly on the effectual repression of the
wrong. that order and peace were the general cha-
acters of the kingdom, notwithstauding the peeea-
bility of its subjects, and the frequent interruptions
of their enjoyment by the obtrusion of their faults,
I heeame, after a time, very anxious to know who
these people were. and how they came to he in pos-
session of so beautiful a territory, while all around
it and about it, as I have told, remained so bleak, so
hare.

S Tell wme,” T said to one T thought could inform
me, “from what great line of ancestry these people
are descended : the children, doubtless, of some
pristine hero, who eonquered for them this pleasant
Jand, or perhaps the generation of its first posses-
sors. who. when the inhabitants of earth were few,
found it and took possession, and by their industry
and wisdom, wade it what it i, and hequeathed it,
with all its blessings, to their posterity 27

“This land,” he answered, € was not originally
theirs who hold it now—their fathers did not con-
quer it, their progenitors did not possess it.  They
dwelt yonder, in the lands vou passed through.”

“Indeed ! I said 5 “ most happy are they, then, in
the exchange. But by what rich purchase is it
theirs 27

Tle answered, Tt came not into their hands by
purchase. but was the gift of our Sovereign Lord
the King, who gave it to them and their heirs for
ever.”

VOL. 1. R
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“In reward for some serviee to the erown?” I
asked.

“None that T ever heard of,” he replied; it
was contiscated property, and he gave it where he
pleased.”

“ Bat who then, and where, ave the original pos-
sessors of these lands ? - Do they who planted youder
vines not gather of their fruits 27

“No,” he rejoined, “nor they who built those
palaces may dwell in them—nor they who raised
those altars may longer worship there.  They wore
faithless ungrateful traitors ; they broke their pledged
allegianee to the king, their persons were outlawed
and attainted, their estates forfeited to the crown—
and what the fathers made themscelves, the children
have continued,” .

“ What were the fathers hefore this happened

“The favourites of their Prince—the best and
best-beloved of all his realm.  The highest in dig-
nity, and the most happy in estate, they came, every
one of them, of royal blood, and could trace their

DR

ancestors by name to a period when ours were un-
heard of. Here, amid the Dblessings surrounding
us, they lived secure, no man disputing their pos-
session 3 for thoy had been its first possessors, the
sole inheritors from remotest ages.”

“ And what are the children now ? ™

“ Did you not see them,” he replied, “loitering
in helpless indigence on the confines of our terri-
tory? Come, and I will show you them.”
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We walked towards the way opposite to that by
which I had entered; and T observed amid sur-
rounding dreariness, a few miserable hovels, the
ahodes of the wretched, as their appearance told—
Tunanity was glad to see they were not more,

“ Are these all that remain 27 1 said.

= No” answered my  companion. ** bat they are
all that veside in this part of the kingdom, wander-
ing rownd  the dwellings that were onee their own,
where now they euter not.”

T Tooked wpon those miserable ruins of departed
areatness, and saw. or fancied T saw, some traces of
nohility i their features—but it was so mixed with
an expression of sordid wretehedness, and abject
acquiescenice in disgrace, T could liken it only to
the fallen statue, which the elements have discolour-
ed, and the rank herbage overgrown, tll we know
not if we veally pereeive, or do but persuade our-
selves of its former beauty,  Misery, gnilt, and
deep-written melancholy, there certainly were upon
their sallow brows—in some, I could have helieved
it the melancholy of penitence and shame,

“The children of royalty,” T uttered, as I looked
at them, “the eertain elaimants of that remote
ancestry of which we are all so proud ! And do they
want for any thing ?”

Tt is Tikely they want for every thing,” my guide
replied 5 “for they have no possessions here or any
where; they dwell upon the waste; they have no
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country, and no {riends, and scarce a home—none
but thoze miserable huts.”

I entered one of them.  An aged man was sit-
ting ; older, I judged, in misery than in years-—and
vet his head was grey, as sorrow’s often is hefore
its time.  The seanty hair upon his half-hared head
was strikingly contrasted with the abundant fulness
of the bheard.  His features were harsh i there was
vice in them, and there wax misery—Dbat it was viee
and misery that had done its work and gathered its
reward : and purposed no more, and feared no m. ve,
of cither; poverty, abandonment, and despair, were
the predominant characters of every thing in him
and about him : exeepting that there Jay about his
feet a group of children, whose sunny foreheads and
deep hazel eves glowed with the vigour of fresh ex-
istenee, as yet unquestioning of weal or woe.  And
even to these, the long, falling line of the nose and
forehead, and the shadowing evelid that half veiled
the oblong eye, gave such an expression of pensive
melancholy, one might have fancied they horrowed
their features from their fate.

I spoke to the old man softly, and said his store
appeared a spare one; and #omething T said about
the condition of lis heuse, and the contrast with
their former greatness, when in possession of the
adjoining lands, which, as T was told, had been his
fathers’.

“They tell me so,” he said, “but they were
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pover mine; and I do not want them s for T am
going to my fathers, from whom the rapacity of
those strangers stole them.”

“ But I have heard that you forfeited them by
rebellion, and were Tawfully cjected 27

“ It may be so—but I know nothing about it.
Whatever happened, happened hefore T was horn.
Compelled to toil my. Life through for my hread,
sometimes to beg ite ay, and sometimes to steal it
or forego it, 1 have had no time to nquire, and no
one has cared to tell me.”

“You do not seem so much concerned as I ex-
pected. Woul! you not like to enter again upon
that pleasant land, and Jook at the dwelling of your
fathers 7

*No one has invited me. Coneerned ! 1s the
Luathed spider, think you, concerned when you wipe
it from your gilded cornices, and cast it out as a
pollution? I the hated reptile coneerned  when
you put vour foot upoa ity as too vile to he shel-
tered even in your dust? What matters our con-
cern?”

“ But your chil iren—perhaps the time may come
—do you not wish "——

The old man yaised himself from his seat, placed
his baek against the humid wally his elenched hands
resting upon the stafl’ hefore him. < My ehildren!”
he interrupted me—<1 have said T did not know—
you say 1 do not care—hut this 1 know—1 love my
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children, miserable villain as T may be, and they
are suffering, outcast, and despised.  The land they
dwell upon produces nothing—the returning seasons
bear them nothing—look at them, unwashed, un-
shod, and starving.  Perhaps if they knew what
they are, and what they might have heen, they
would try some means to be reconciled to their
King—-but who is to instruet them?  Where are
they to find him?  They are horn to misery, and
they will die in ignorance, the innocent vietims of
their fathers deeds, and no man comes to Lidp
them.”  He paused a moment—then, with inereas-
ing mournfuliess, resumed—¢ The hoastful inbabi-
tants of yonder place talk mueh of their abundance.
Proudly exulting in  their, unhought  possessions,
they cast our forlorn condition in our teeth, and
weighing our wretchedness against their Dliss, bid
us behold in it the issue of our fathers” evimes. 1
have said 1 do not know if it be trune. T do not
know if their land be as abundant as they say.
How should I? They have never imparted to me
of its fruits. T do not know if they are really the
happy creatures they profess to e, How should
1?  They have never bidden me to their hearths,
But if it be that their halls are so wide, and their
harvests so rich, and their government so benefi-
cent as they sav—ah ! surely there should be room
cnough for these few poor children.  But none will
feteh them in”  The father’s voice grew hoarse
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with deepened emotion—the dark eyes of the chil-
dren moistened with a tear; they knew not why,
but that their father wept.

I could have wept too—but T replied. “ Perhaps
the Prinee your fathers so much offended, forhade
vour re-entrance on those lands—perhaps its new
incumbents hold it on condition never to admit you
—or surcly they had not <o long left you here un-
friended ? 7

“It may be %0.” the old man answered, fixing a
look of lorn despaiv upon his children, paused a
moment —then. as it a hopeful doubt had broken in
upon his sadne--, added, 1 never heard it. 1 have
heard hie Toved our fathers-—thev who love the
fathers are not used to hate the children. It may
be so—hut when you go hack again to vouder hally,
ift you sece that there is any thing to spare—if* there_
be room enough in their chambers and food enough
on their hoard, ask if they are forbidden to take in
my few poor children.”

Readers, T have fulfilled my commission.  If yom
were the possessors of some rich tenement, given by
the sovercign, a~ in former times it often has heen
in our country, the forfeited property of his teaitor
subjeets to those he makes his friends—while you
enjoy the gain of their disloyalty, should you feel
no pity for their need ?  Should you leave their
childven to perish at yvour gates® T helieve you
would not,  There is nothing more moving to our
natural feelings, than to look on the residue of fallen
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greatness: if a suffering pauper be pointed out to
us as the cldld of one who was of rank and birth
superior to our own, a stronger emotion of pity is
excited for bis degradation; for we contrast his
fortunes with our own, and measure his fall ax what
ours might he.  Still more, if you were the gainers
by that change, and leld the property that was
once lix fathers’, would you not hold out to the
deprived and degraded  offspring, some portion of
your well-spared abundance?  You would go out
of those pleasant lands to the bleak forest 1 hove
deseribed, to look for those poor children that were
perishing on the waste, and bring them in to live
on your estates, and be at least your servants ?
Now, believe e, it is no fiction 1 lane told,  Jeho-
vah has a garden that he eultures with especial
care, as unlike the heathen lands that lie around it,
as the dwelling T have pictured to the country that
was about it.  lle cast out in anger the original
inhabitants, and put you in uncarncd possession of
what onee was theirs. A few of their outeast ¢hil-
dren, innocent of their tathers’ sin, ignorant of the
real cause of their degradation, and not knowing
by what means to be reconciled to their offended
Maker, are lying about your streets, and lurking
round your doors, and vou have taken no notice of
them.  You have not gone to their dwellings to
offer them a portion of the word of eternal truth,
on which you feed so richly. And you have not
sought out their children to separate them from
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their miseries, and rear them to a better state, be-
fore habit has contirmed them in their ervors and
reconciled them to destruetion. You know  their
high originadl—you trace with lively interest their
distant pedigree, and are proud to call yoursclves
by the wune of their fathers—it is your hoast and
glory to observe the Taw of Moses their legislator,
and Christ who was born of them.,  And yet you
hold these anecient people in contempt, individually,
it not a~ a people; aud feel no emotion when you
see them perishing without those woral and religi-
ous advantages you possess in such rich abundanee,
and have never 'e en forbidden to communicate. On
the contrary, vou know there would be jov in hea-
ven itself to see the ofispring of a Hebrew become
a spiritual Christian,  The only way in which an
inhumanity not natural to our hearts can be ae-
counted for, is thoughtlessness of the circumstances
in which we staud respeeting these people, or igno-
rance of the means by which we can amend their
consdition.

These thoughts were suggested to me when, on
a late oceasion. b went o listen where the holders
of the rich Dlessings of the gospel were assembled
to consider of the claims of these poor children;
and deeply was my mind steruck with the con-
trast 1 heheld. They were not indeed unfed and
naked in o their land of barremmess, for pity had
fetehed them in—but they were sitting there the
suppliants for a small share of that which once was
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all their own—the children of Abraham were in
the dress of charitv—their little eves cast down and
often filled with tears, while their wants and elaims
were urged by those who spoke on their behalf, to
wring a poor pittance from the gay Gentile erowd
hefore them—gay in the ornaments of superfluous
wealth, that., spared to them, had not heen missed—
and gay in the conscionsness of morval dignity and
enjovment of spiritnal good, that, divided with them,
had surely not heen lessened.  The sight was to me
the argument—the  seene was its own sutfieont
illustration.  Who are those?  Who are these?
Abralam, four thousand years ago, worshipping
God on the only altar he had upon the carth, the
temple of Jerusalem in all.its splendour, his own

presence shining in the midst, while our unknown
forefathers were wandering xomewhere in the wilds
of weultured ignorance, rose to my imagination
with such impressive reality, every thing that was
said, or could be said, eame short of the spontancous
emotion of my bosom, that had already run through
the world’s history for an explanation of the seene

before me.

In determining to represent to Christians  the
duty of instructing Jews in general, and Jewish
children in particular, T have left the grounds on
which more has been said than 1 ean find to say—
thev are in better hands than mine—1 bave left to
others the strength of Seripture language, and the
mysterious voice of prophecy, and put in the plea of
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feoling, justice. and humanity ; beeause T am writ-
ing for some who may not understand  those, but
must be aceessible to these, T do not wish to sug-
cext any particular measures or means; bhut merely
to awaken in the hosoms of my rveaders some share
of the shame T feell that T have never given any or
my time, or talents, or superfluous expenditare, to-
wiards  the ehildren of Abraham—that T have not
vet. even by a word of persuasion, sent a messenger
out from our Christian halls, to ask one of those
few poor children to come in to the habitations of

their fathers,
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No. XIX.
INCONSISTENCIES.

Dicw nous developpe peu i peu notre foud qui nous étoit incounu ; et
nous sommes tous éttonés de decouvrir, dans nos vertus méns, des
wéfauts dont nous nous ¢tions erus incapalides. (Yeat connne une grotte
qui paroit seche de tous cotes, et Q'ou Feaw rejaillit tout 4 coup par les
endroits dout on se détivit le moins.

FENELON,

A FRIEND requested me, a short time since, to write
a paper on ConstsriNey, I wax well pleased with
the suggestion ; it ix a pleasant thing to have -
subject given, when every body writes so much,
that subjects are growing scarce; T thought 1
would quickly set about it, and indite a paper de-
seribing the beauty, and loveliness, and excellence
of CoxstsreNey. But when Twould have gone to
work to paint the portrait; 1 found myseltf in no
small difticulty—for where was the original 7 Had
I any acquaintance with it ?  Had I ever seen it ?
Imagination may make a drawing, but a portrait
it cannot make—and what would it avail me to de-
seribe an imaginary being, whose features none
would recognise, when I profess to draw always



THE THSTENER, 269

from the life. aud deseribe only what T lear and
see?  What was to he done? T eould think of but
one way of emerging from this great diflicalty. with-
out hreaking the promise I had given to toueh the
subjeet. I there were such a thing as CoNsisi-
wev—-and T had never heard it doubted—it must
he somewhere to he found: why not look after it ?
I must, of course. have seen it often, and my igno-
ranee of its exaet features. and the contour of the
countenanee altoeother. st be the result of inat-
tention or forgetfulnes<?  This might be repaired.
as ienaranee mostly may, by diligent. researeh—-and
I resolved that 1o should e so. | pesolved to fisten
every where, and ook at every thing. and inquire
of every hody, L1 should find my subject. and o
have no more to do but to paint the resemblanee of
it. T put my peneil in my pocket—and my Indian-
rubber, Jest T <hould sketeh a feature wrong—and
paticntl vesolved fo delay the portrait ¢l T had
seen the individual, whom T did not doubt to mect
0 some of the ordinary walks of society, now that 1
had serious]y set myseli' to wateh for her. The pro-
gress of my researches is what I wish to disclose to
my readers,

1t happened, a short time after, that T was stay-
irg in a house where, without that sort of profusion
*hat intimates abundant wealth, there was an air of
eaxe and Jiberality that spoke poverty equally dis-
tant  As many servants were kept as could do the
required service well; but not so many as usually
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prevent its being done at all.  As much ornament
was about the house, as gave a tone of eleganee and
comfort to the apartments; but not so much that
everything must be hundled up in sacks of brown
Tolland, till somebody is expected worthy to look
upon it The dress of the family was genteel, per-
Laps a little recherché ; but not so as to convey the
idea that the great essential of their happiness, the
cardinal virtue ol their character, was to have their
clothes becoming and well made.  In short, the
whole air of the mansion secmed to say, We rave
not enough to squander, but we have enough to
enjoy.

It befell on an oceasion, that we—that is, myself
and the ladies of the family—sate pleasantly engaged
in our morning occupations, about as important as
such occupations usnally are—that is, one was mak-
ing a frill, and another was nnpicking a fiill that
somebady else had made—one was making matceh-
hoxes for the chimney, and another was making
matches to put into the match-boxes, and so on. A
person was announced who came to solicit a con-
tribution to some charitable cfforts making in the
neighbeurhood for the relief of indigenee, or sufler-
ing of some kind, I do not exactly remember what.
The lady of the house listened with much civility to
the application ; fully approved of the object and
the proposed means; wished all manner of success,
and greatly lamented that her very limited income
did not allow of her doing so much good as she
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desired ! They had contributed already to so many
things, the objeets of private charity that presented
themselves were so numerous, it was quite impos-
sible to assist in any new cfforts. The applicant,
who, as an intimate friend of the family, wsed the
fiberty of persuasion, again pointed out the necessity
of the ease, and the Christian duty of  dispensing
what we hold of providential bounty.  The lady re-
plied extremely well—spoke fairly of the heauty and
the duty of charity—admniitted that she did not give
so mueh as she should feel to be right, and as she
shiould be inelined to, but that she actually had no
more to spare— her income was only sutlicient for
the propricties of her condition— she wever expended
any thing unnecessarily— she wished she had a few
hundreds a-year more, and she would give a guinea
to this undertaking most willingly—there was no-
thing for which she so muelr desived wealth. Then
turning to her daughters, she said, “T do not know
how the girls” allowanee stands—they are always
anxious to give, aud T am sure this is a case in which
they would feel decply interested—but they, like
myself, camot do all they wish.”

“1 really am sorry,” said the elder daughter,
“but I have given away every farthing 1 ean possibly
spare—if T had a shilling left that T could do with-
out. I should think it my duty to give it on such an
oceasion.”

“ 1 have no money,” said one of the younger girls,
¢ but I am thinking whether I can assist the charity
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in any other wav—whether I can take any part in

>

the trouble of providing—of visiting the’

“T am sure, Julia, you eannot,” interrupted her
sister: “you know you have more to do already than
you can get through,  Our time is taken up with
so many things—it is impossible you ean undertake
any thing more.”

“Well, T believe it 1s,” answered Julia;  but
thix ix so plainly a case of urgent necessitv—a duty
=0 obvious, that we certainly ought to aid it in some

rav.”

“We ought, if we could. my dear,” said her
mamma; “hut no one is required to do more than
they can.  Aseit has not pleased Providence to give
us any superfluity of wealth, mueh is not required of
us. It canmot be our duty to give more than we ean
spare with propriety, and in justice to ourselves and
our families—I am really sorry, beeause I think it a
]ll‘( )])Cl' ('ﬂ.'\'(‘.”

The contribution was declined, and the visitor
departed. T held my tongue, beeause T always hold
my tongue; but T had been thinking all the time.
T thought it was a pity people so charitably dispoxed
had so limited an income—T thought how painful it
must be to them to feel that there was no way in
which they could make their circumstances yicld to
the claims of their suffering fellow-creatures, without
trespassing on the expenditure imperiously demand-
ed of them by the proprieties of life; And, as my
sceret reflections are apt to exeurse very widelyfrom
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the point where they begin. and no one spoke to in-
terrupt me, I went on to think what is the real
extent of charity that Christian prineiple may de-
mand of any one. It is immediately pereeptible that
it cannot be to do away with the distinetions Provi-
denee has made, and throw from us the advantages
and indulgenees Providence has given, and disenable
ourselves to support the expenditure required by our
station, itsell a means of dispersing wealth, and
averting poverty from the industrious, A linit, there-
fore. there must be to every one’s liberality. But can
that lTimit be within the point where a case of real
want presents it: oty and the possessor of wealth can
comnuned, without injustice or injury to any one,
<omething to hestow T was just entering in thought
upon this wide ficld of ramination, when the ser-
vant announeed the arvival of a vender of certain
are articles of dress and curious wares from abroad
—things as pleasant to the eve of taste as to that
of vanity.  The vender was willingly  admitted.
Every thing was examined, many things were wished
for, a few things were purchased. Mannna bought
some ornaments for the table—the eldest girl hought
some ivory winders for her thread. mueh prettier
than the wooden ones she had in use before — Julia
hought a gilded buekle to fasten her waisthand.
These things were all very pretty—not very extra-
vagant in price—harmless indulgences of  taste—the
produce of some one’s industry—the supertluity the
Creator has provided means for, and therefore cans
YOL. I, 8
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not disapprove. But they were all unnecessary., The
one Jady had added nothing to her influence or re-
spectability by the ornaments for her  table—the
seeond lady had added nothing to her comtort or
happiness by exchanging wooden winders for ivory
ones—the third lady had added nothing to her grace
or beauty by a new buckle for her waistband. © There-
fore,” T said within myself, * their words and their
actions do vot consist.  They said there was nothing
for which they so much valued wealth as 1o distri-
bute it to the necessitous,  That was not true—tuey
preferred to spend it on themselves, They said they
had not any moncy to spare, though they felt strongly
the claim that was made on them.  That was not
true—they could spare mowey the fiest time they felt
inclined. Had these people said they had given in
charity as large a portion of their income ax they
thought it their duty to deprive themselves of) and
wished to give no more, it had been well; and,
whether right or wrong, they had spoken honestly ;
but inasmuch as they said they wished to give, and
regretted that they could not, their words and their
deeds were not consistent.” .

“ Good morning, dear,” said Mrs White to her
cousin Mrs Grey, as I chanced to hear one morning
on the Parade at Brighton; 1 have a favour to ask
of you—our girls are going to have a quadrille party
next week—I wish you would let your young people
come,”
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“You know I do not like my girls to enter into
those things "——o

“Not when it takes them into publie, and leads to
habitual dissipation—but in private pavtios, and when
you know what company they mix with, and when
you are sure they will neither hear nov see any thing
calculated to pervert their principles or corrupt their
minds. it is impossible vou can Imagine auy harm in
a party merely heeause they dance,  We shall not
have alwove thivty people.”

¢ No, certainly not hecause they danee. To daneo,
Iiterally, is only to move in a certain measured step,
and jump i cert.in number of inches from the ground,
and @o about the room in a preseribed figure, in-
stead of the irregular figure and unmmeasured pace
they would observe were they running upon the hills,
T am not so alsurd as to suppose theee ean he any
harm in thix motion more than in any other motion,
Therefore that my girls do not come, is not merely
beeause you have dancing, but I do not like that sort
of party for them at any rate. It is a seene of dis-
play—an exhibition of the person and excitation of
the mind, that they are hetter and happier without,
aud 1 should be sorry they acquired a taste for it.”

“ 1 cannot think why you should fear their having
a taste for an innoeent anusement that all young
people enjoy—you are not bringing thein up for the
cloister, T suppose 2

* By no means: I bring them up to he agrecable
and uscful in society, and therefore would not wish
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to unfit them for it—but you cannot pretend to say
there is any real enjoyment of society, any mental
improvement to be expected, or henevolent feeling
to be cultivated, in these parties ?’

“ Perhaps nnt-—[ cannot say there is—hut at least
there is no harm,”

“That ix not so certain —1I apprehend a ¢ oat
deal of harm may he done. A great many wrong
feelings are excited—if they are much noticed. and
have the best partuers, vanity and sclf-esteem ave
exvited—it thev see others suecceeding hetter, jea-
lousy is exeited : jealousy, and vanity, and seli-
esteem, are sing, and in all sin there is harm.  Then
there ix so much thought and care about what they
are to wear, ad how they shall look, and what will
be thought of them by strangers—a set of people. in
whose approbation or aftections thev ean never find
credit or advantage, whom they care nothing about,
and to whom, therefore. T would not have them feel
anxious to commend themselves by sueh factitious
means. They are contented now with pleasing those
who know and love them, and in whose society they
find advantage—T would rather they did not come
to you to acquire new desives, and divert their minds
from more rational pursuits.”

“ T would not persuade you against your wishes—
T know your sort of veligion forbids you to conform
to what you ecall the practices of the world—hut T
do not perfeetly understand to which of its practices
you do, amd to which you do not, oljeet.”
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The ladies parted. Mrs Grey and mysellf walked
home to find the young Tadies, to whom their manma
wentioned what had passed. They gave entire assent
to her opinions 3 spoke with more vehemenee sind
less moderation against the vanity and wichedness
of such amusements — pitied their cousins’ corrupt.
propensities, and detailed half-a-dozen instanees of
the spirit of cmmlation, and contention, and display,
exereised in parties of the kind 5 and then they talked
about renouncing the workd, and its pomps, and s
delusions —and the spivit of self=renunciation, meek-
ness, and humit” o that could only he maintained
away from scenes of dissipation, vivaley, and display
—and <o on, and so on—and 1 thought they talked
ancommonty welly only rather too tast o particularly
as nobody was disposed to contradicr them,

I observed. however, that they were remarkalbly
busy all the time, as i in the act of preparing for
sonething,

“ Mamma,” said Charlotte, © have yvou hrought
the Howers for onr onnets 27

“ No, my dear, but we will send for them.”

“Well but we must make haste — the mecting
begins in an hour or two, and we shall not he
readvy—ring the bell”  The bell was not answered,
= Ring again.”  The bell broke—that was the bell-
hanger's fault. * Where is John 27— Jolin is gone
out, ma'am.”— How tiresome ! then Betty must
2o."— Betty is about Miss Charlotte’s pelisse that

must be done to put on this morning.”—*= Was ever
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any thing 5o provoking !—then, cook, you mus go.”

—T am just putting down the meat, miss, and ecau't
leave it.”

“ My dear,” said Mrs Grey, “ you can wean your
hounets as they are.”

“ No., mamma, that is impossible—we had hetter
not o at all.”

“Then vou must feteh thom yourselves.”

“Yes, and how are we to be ready 2 Every body
will be there before us. Things always happer: so
contrarily 17

And now a certain quantity of | ill-humour, and a
considerahle quantity of impaticnee, were manifesteld
on all sides.  Manma blamed the girls, first for
thinking about their dress at all, and then for not
having thought of it sooner.  The girls wondered
their mamma had not hrought in the flowers.  John
was blamed for not heing at home when he had
heen sent out — Betty was blamed for being busy
when she had heen set to work —the cook was
blamed for dressing the meat, though no one, as
1 believe, meant to go without their dinner.  The
ladies were what, in domestic phraseology, is called
prt out; and, when that takes place in a family,
it does notr signity who is to blame, or what the
matter is—every hody wmust submit to be in the
wrong.

Time mends all things.  The young ladies went
to the anniversary of some charitable society in the
town—aund the young ladies came home again,
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“«Well, my dears,” said Mrs Grey, “how have
you heen pleased 27

“Tolerably,” vepliecd Anm: “hut we were so late,
and ot sueh bad seats—1 could not enjoy it at all,
Do vou know that there were those Miss Browns in
the High Street. sitting before us in the best seats
—and they would not make room for us, though
thev hnew very well who we were, A great many
people put themselves forward who have not done
half’ ~o wueh for the chavity as we have"—* Dear,
ves,” said Charlotte, “and 1 had <ach a vulear wo-
man vext me— <he would speak to me, and T was
quite afraid lest people should think T knew her.”—
“ Aud. mamma. the three Miss Blacks were there—
their servants were in sueh gayv liveries- -it made
me feel ashamed of Johin's old elothes,  Julia Black
was very rude to me—but 1 took care to he quite as
rude to her—for T think myself of as much conse-
quence as she js”—¢ Lady Buft was there—1 wish
we could have gotten up to speak to her—people
must have thought we belonged to nobody.”

“Those who knew von, had no oceasion to think,
my dear: and those who did not, are not of mueh
consequence to vou. . But you have uot told me
what vou heard.”

“ 0, we heard a great deal of good—1 wonder
my ecousin Whites were not there—mueh better for
them than going to balls—it was a very interesting
meeting : but there were not so many people of
consequence there as Tast year—these thines alwiys
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go off.  There were some excellent specehes —-
vexed me to hear that disagrecable man who was <o
rude to us once at the committee. so very wmueh ap-
plauded—I quite hate that mau; hut he made by
the most sensible and religious speech.”

To that connexion of ideas. which, on the repeti-
tion of a single word, Drings back to memory all with
which it has sometime been associated, it was. doube-
less, owing, that I, at thix moment, thought of pompes,
and  delusions, and  inconformitios-— and  self=sub-
Jeetion, and meckness, and humility —and  Jove of
approbation, and fear of opinion, and rivaley, and
contention 5 and a great many other things that had
not much to do with the dinner we were eating, or
the meeting we were talking of. Had Mrs White
been there, a part of her doubts had been solved at
least—for though she had not learned what it was
of the world the Miss Grevs” religion taught them
to renounee, she had certainly discovered what it
was unot.  Is it the practice of the world, or its
spirit, that stands most opposed to veligion 2 Avails
it any thing to renounce the one and keep the other ?
I saw no CoxsisTENCY hetween the morning's dis-
course and the evening's, except in volubility of

speech.

I was visiting lately a friend in the country; a
rational goud sort of woman ; the queen, hy long
established courtesy, of a populous village, where
nobody  thought themselves of more consequence
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than herself.  She had been a very happy woman
all her life, and might have continued so to the end
of it, had she not been disturbed by the conduet
of her neighbours, and certain disorders that had
broken out in the village,  All Tady Betty Ball's
sorrows grew out of her warm attachment to the
Church of Eugland, and very suseeptible aversion
to every thing that looked like o departure from its
rules, or a dissent from its opinions.  Some of her
neighbours, and even the curate of the parish him-
selfy were heginning to disturh her peace by mani-
festing most dangerous symptoms of dissent. The
former, in spit- of her opposition, persisted in teach-
ing grown people to read, and eollecting ehildren
into Sunday Schools —means diveetly  tending to
make scetavians of them, Some had even gone so
far as to read the Bible to the sick and dying poor,
and draw their attention to the eternal world-—a
dangerous encroachiment on the rights of the esta-
Dlished ministry. Nav. sueh was the spirit of dis-
sent amongst them, it was hecoming a common
thing to hewr veligion spoken of in society, and
theological sulijects diseussed at table.  But what
could stay the infeetion, when the minister himself
had caught it, and actually took part in a Bible
Society, refused to go to the Assembly-rooms, and
administered the sacramental emblews to theee or
four people at a time, without reading the appointed
words to cach one separately ? - Then the poor—
the very poor—had come into the work of sulncr-
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sion: she had heard with her own cars & dav-la-
bourer singing Toplady’s hymns as he sut al dinner
under a haystack : and she had seen with her own
eves a washerwoman reading a tract, as she paused
to rest her bundle on a milestone by the roadside,
The ringing of the chureh-bells on a Thursday
evening totally suspended her appetite—on a Wed-
nesday or Friday. provided jt were at eleven o'clock,
and there were no sermon. it was not ohserved to
have the same efieet, Lady Betty had great vespeet
for the authorised version of the Seriptures in.givo-
per time and place @ for instance—any part of it on
the Sunday, or the Proper Lessons on any day—huat
if she chanced to see a Bible in the kitehen window
that Jooked as if it had moved sinee Sunday. or in
her children’s hands after their lesson had been said,
the speetre of dissent rose immediately to her af-
flicted vision, and her eoncern for the Establishment
took no vest till she had suppressed the inmovation.
To hum a psalm-tune on a week day, to like an ex-
tempore sermon, to vefuse a game of cawds, or to be
shocked at the use of an aceidental oath, were things
she held especially, and about equally, dangerous to
the Church—the friend who was convieted of either
lost her esteem, and the servant who was suspeeted
of cither Tost her eonfidence,

Partly from participation in her love of the
Chureh, and partly from the tenderness T always
have for the honest zeal that takes fright even at
the hughears of its own imagination when they seem
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to endanger the thing it loves, T should have felt a
great deal for Tady Betty’s sorrows, had T not ob-
served there were times and eireumstanees in which
her respeet for the Chureh, and its deeisions, and
its wisdom, was considerably abated. The  esta-
blished religion has appointed the eclebration of the
Sabbath. and enjoins on its members to attend those
appointmentx strictlv—it orders all seeular aflairs to
be suspended—the sale of the necessaries of life to
he forborne—the unmeeessary Tabour of man and
heast dispensed with—the amusements of the idle,
as well as the toils of the industrious, to he super-
seded by pulle manifestations of veligious reve-
rence, and private exercise of devotion. Lady Betty
was of another mind @ she could make a hetter use
of this day than that to which the Clhureh has as-
signed it Tt was the hest day of the seven for
travelling. because there were fewer things on the
road, and there was not wueh else to be done—ex-
cept the oeenpations to which the Chureh devoted it,
and they were of no consequence. She would go
to the morning serviee, and so might her children,
it there was nothing to prevent—that is, it there
had not fallen o shower in the night to make it
damp 5 or there was not a cloud iu the heavens that
might produce a shower by and by or she had not
Slept too late to he ready within ten winutes after
the bells had done vinging,  Two services are or-
dered 5 but she held the second altogether superflu-
ous—the carriage, and of course the horses, and of

course the servants, were alwayvs required at three
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oclock for her cnstomary drive. She liked ortho-
dox religion in inferior people, provided alwavs it
did not interfere with the orthodox ireeligion—that
ix to say, the comvenience of their superiors.  She
did not disapprove of her servants going to chureh—
it it was seldom convenient to spare them. Articles
were purchased from her tradespeople on Sunday—
the law is otherwise. but it was convenient. Persons
were employed to foeteh things, and carey things,
and do things, on the Sabhath, in direet opposition
to the Taw’s command that they should be at ehureh:
but this too was convenient.  The Chureh has
issued a Catechism for the instruetion and guidance
of the young, and Lady Betty’s children were most
carefully tanght it, and made to repeat it—hut they
were not taught, nor indeed allowed, to follow or
believe it,  Their mother would have thought them
very superstitions had they feared the influence of
an evil spirit, and very methodistieal had they ex-
peeted the influence of a good spirit 3 she would
have been mueh vexed had they grown up with a
contempt for the vanities of life to which she reared
them, or a distaste for the pomps and splendours
she taught them to aspive to.  The articles of the
Christian faith, as explained by the Church, she
would not allow to be so much as named hefore
them, lest it should put odd notions into  their
heads ; and in respeet to the keeping of all God's
commandments—that might be very well, according
to her own interpretation of them, but not aceord-
ing to that of the Church, given in the Cateehism
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for they were by precept and  example taught to
consider thetr own advantage ftirst,  their neigh-
bour’s henefit second, and God's requirements last,
They were to ohey lawful authoritios when it was
dangerous or disreputable to do otherwise—~but to
ciremmvent the law, to evade it, or furtively to de-
fraud the revenue, were daily practices. They
might not tell a fies so called 5 hut they were taught
to tell as many indireer ones, by false representa-
tions, filse exeuses, false politeness, as mieht suit
their purpose : and in respeet to slander, evil-speak-
ing, unhind avl malevolent feelings, i they were
ever cheeked in these, it was only beeause ehildren
should not be encouraged in them s daily proof
was hefore their eves, that when they ceased to be
children, there would bhe uo harme in these things,
The Chureh has appointed  certain times for the
celebration of the Lords Supper, and earnestly ex-
horts her members to be present there, and duly to
receive it. Here Lady Betty dissents awain — she
can only attend onee a-year, or when she happens
to have a leisure week—that is, a week free from
conmon engagements, to prepare herself for the
ceremony.  In opinions it were endless to trace ont
the ditferences—the Chureh teaches her perpetually
to repeat in publie, that she is a0 ruined and cor-
rupted ereature, needing the interference of divine
grace to reconcile her to God, and make her meet
for cternity—but she insists in private that she s
a good sort of a person, and that her acquaintance
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are very good, and nohody is in need of eonyersion
but papists and pagans, and nobody in need of re-
pentance but drunkards and pickpockets.  In short,
I could not be long with Lady Betty, without pereciv-
ing that she dissents from the Established Church
in opinion, in practice, in every thing : and there-
fore is not consistent in her fears for it.

¢ Minmma,” said little Julia to her mother, one of
my intimate friends, ¢ what is the reason you would
not et us play at cards last night. when we wanted
to wmuse our little party—vou let the boys play at
marbles—I should Iike to understand the difference?”

“The differenee,” replied my friend, *is almost
too nice for you to perceive—yet there Is a differ-
ence, and perhaps T ean make you understand it.
Marbles is the game of our ¢hildhood, and in no
danger of becoming the passion of our later years.
It is also a game of skill and not of chance; what
we win, therefore, is in some sense carned, and con-
sequently ours 3 which it is not honestly, when we
come into possession by the chances of the game, 1
should, however, object to playing at marbles, or
any thing clse, for money, lest it should induce a
love of gambling that would soon trausfer itself to
other ventures.  Cards are generally played  for
money.  They might be a most innocent amuscment
in childhood, were there no danger of their beconi-
ing the taste of the woman, and were there nothing
to be won or lost by the game.”
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“But what, mamma,” said the little girl, “is the
harm of winning or losing ?”

“1If you win, what you gain is not honestly yvours
—you neither carn it, nor deserve it, nor receive it
as a voluntary gift—it ix not therefore a Jawful pos-
session. The law of man doex not consider it so, since
the gmmester is not obliged to pay his debts: and
the Iaw of God, 1 helieve, wounld still Tess consider it
so. This appears a ~small matter, while the sum s
small—but there is no limit to a moral maxim of
this sort—a little and a little added, and the swn
Decomes a large one. The vet greater ovil s the
feeling exeited while yvou play —the cagerness, the
anxiety, the teneper, the fpatienee, and the ultimate
vesation—it is mpossible (o see a pavty of children
play at cards for money, and not perceive these of=
feets, even more obviously than among elder people,
because they have less control over their emotions
to suppress or conceal them.  All these unnatural
stimulants to passions, these morbid stirvings of the
spirits, are destructive to the simple, calim, and inno-
cent delights of childhoud, and ereative of a desire
for excitation, which the duties and ordinary enjoy-
ments of after life wv scarveely likely to supply, 1
had the same reason for not allowing you to put your
money into the rafile. 1 considerad that the feeling
of pleasure which would attend your winning, or of
pain in losing, would he equally injurious to the
mind it acted on, as arising from no legitimate cause
of pain and pleasure: besides that the desire ol win-
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ning—and if there were no desire to win, there
would be no pleasure in playing—mnst he gratified
at the cost of vour antagonist. A most dangerons
taste to cultivate. is the desire of suneceeding at an-
other’s cost, and that without any superior merit or
exertion of our own.”

Here the conversation ended. T thought the mo-
ther’s remarks very sensible and just, and indispu-
tably applicable to the years of childhood, whatever
they might be later: but a surprise awaited m~. T
had been invited by my friend to accompany her the
following day to the school at which her elder daugh-
ters were educating, to be present at the distribution
of prizes.  As some of my readers have inferred.
from my former remarks on the subject. that T dis-
approve of prizex altogether, T may take this oppor-
tunity of assuring them 1 do not. Reward is the
natural fruit of merit, and T would have it ever he
its attendant.  In a school or elsewhere, T would have
cach one rewarded according to their merit.  Dut
it should be their abstract, not their comparative
suecess—a prize for reaching some given point, not
for outstripping. without effort, a less competent but
as willing competitor.  This by the way—for what
1 went to see ix by no means to the point.

When we had passed the stone wall and iron gate
by which the corruptions of the world are supposed
to be excluded from minds not sufticiently matured
to resizt them, we were shown into the hall of this
mansion of edueation, already crowded with the voune
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candidates for honour or reward—as vet 1T knew
not. which.  They wore their gavest dress, and the
apartwent was decked as for festivity; but it did
not strike me that the countenances, as I examined
them suceessively, wore exactly a festive aspect—
theve was an expression of painful anxicty in most,
and in those that had an air of confident gaicety. it
did not scem to sit altogether easy. There was not
one among them 1 could have seleeted as the picture
of conscious merit waiting its reward. 1 began to
apprehend  that, by some strange wmischance, not
one among them thought she could make good her
claim.  The ¢ mony began, and the names of many
were called in suecession.  As each young lady heard
her own, a vivid expression of pleasure passed over
her features, but they soon resumed the previous
expression of anxiety 3 while those who did not Lear
their names, changed their air of doubt to one of
sullen despondeney. 1 begged to know the meaning
of this proceeding, and was informed that those
whose names were not called, had, on previous exa-
mination, been fouud undeserving to be admitted as
competitors for reward.  Nothing could he more
just than that those who had merited no recompense
should expect none, and receive none—though I did
not perceive why they should have been kept to this
time in ignorance of their exclusion ; the harassment
of uncertainty and suspense mot heing considered
particularly good for the susceptible spirits of child-
hood.  The more deserving competitors were now
VOL. T, T
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numbered, and an equal number of ornamented eards
were put into a most portentous bag of bright blue
satin.  Now again [ was a little puzzled : there were
fifteen ladies of thix non-excluded elass—they were
of different ages, and most likely of very different
attainments—but to all appearance they must be of
exactly equal merit, for the same bag reccived all
the cards, and the cards that went into the bag were
all alike.  As my old trick of listening could avail
me nothing, where the most profound and suspensive
silence prevailed, T was obliged to betake myself to
guessing how this could be. My best conjecture was,
that to avoid all rivalship, every deserving pupil was
to have a prize proportioned to her individual merit,
and that, though my eye eould not perecive it, there
must be written on each card the name of a lady.
and the prize adjudged to her. It is true T did not
exactly see how these decrees of justice were to find
their way out of the blue satin bag into the fingers
of the rightful possessor : unless Merlin, or Kater-
felto, or some other of the conjuring tribe, were
hidden at the bottom of it, while each in suceession
thrust in her little hand.  What was my surprise
when, out of fifteen ladies who had been pronoun-
ced deserving of reward for their improvement in
musie, the oceasion of this first lottery, one only
gained the prize—not by merit, or talent, or industry,
superior to her competitors, but by the accident of
putting her fingers on the right card—while all the
rest, though judged deserving of reward, were to
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suffer the disappointment of excited expeetation, and
see another enjoy the recompense to which their own
claim had been admitted equal, and perhaps was
known to be superior! I need not deseribe the re-
peated ceremony—one after another the lotteries
went on—for each ditferent branch of education. 1
turned to my friend when the ceremony concluded,
and asked her how she could suffer the minds of her
children to he thus acted upon—their feelings thus
senselessly excited—the very spirit and essence of
gaming thus instilled 2 She said it was the cus-
tom of the school; and she had never thought of
any harm thero could be in it. 1 reminded her of
the conversation of the preceding evening with her
little Julia, and remarked on the inconsistency of
her keen perception of danger in the one case, with
her Blind insensibility to it in the other. For my
own part, this system scemed to me such an outrage
upon common sense, that on any evidence but fact, [
could not have believed any rational governess could
invent, or any careful parent sutter, such a practice.
When all was over, I made especial inquiry into the
results ; and I found one girl, whom I knew to he by
no means the best, laden with prizes, exultingly set-
ting oft to her home to exhibit proofs of an advance-
ment she had not made, and display her triumph
over companions she had by no means equalled. 1
saw another, an industrious, clever girl, going off)
with tearful eves and saddened  spirits, without a
single testimony of good conduet or recompense of
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excrtion ; though she had been worthy of drawing for
every prize, and of all the school had best deserved
to be so.

We contemn the wisdom of our ancestors, who,
wlien they could not decide the merits of a cause,
referred it to the decision of Heaven by some su-
perstitious ordeal. Do the ladies who superintend
these schools really believe that fortune will respect
the merits of their pupils, and do they so iutend to
teach them?  Or—more probable result, and yet
more dangerous lesson for their after-lifte—do they
mean to teach them that success goes by hap, and
not by merit; that it is better to be lucky than
wise 3 that to win a prize is casier than to carn it ?
We doubt not that many of our readers who are not
in these secrets, will think the practice so strange a
one, we need not to have spoken so much about it.
T should have thought so too, did I not know that
it is practised by some governesses, and suffered by
many parents, who, I believe, act under the influ-
ence of the best moral feeling, and the purest reli-
gious principle, in the management of the children
committed to their care, and would by no means
suffer them to receive such impressions under any
other form.
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No. XX

MORFE INCONSISTENCIES.

Qu'attend nousdes h 2 IIs sont foibles, inconstants, aveu-
gles : les uns ne veulent pas ce qu'ils peuvent, les antres ne peuvent
pas ee quils veulent.  Lanature est un roseau cassé; si on veut appu-
yer dessus, le roscau plie, ne peut nous soutenir, et nous perce la
.

FuarLox.

M LISTENER,
Having observed with much concern the ill suceess
of your rescarches after C'oxsistescy, and felt a
growing impatience that the portrait was not pro-
duced, it came into my mind that I might assist you
in the search, happening to he intimate with a family
who are continually speaking of it, and that after
the manner of a familiar acquaintance.  The word
being perpetuaily on their lips, 1 could not doubt
but they were well acquainted with the thing, and
perhaps could afford the very information you had
sought so far in vain. Anxious now as ever to
assist you, I proposed myself a short residence
among them, not liking to expose my ignorance by
dircetly asking for the information I wanted.  No-
thing could be more promising than the first aspect
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of things. With the first breath I drew in their
abode, I seemed to inhale a love of this unknown—
and so contagious is example, that before many days
had clapsed, I found it impossible to express myself
on any subject without using the word. It is a
delightful word—it will do for any thing—with the
help of a small negation it will stand for sin, or
folly, or falschood, or treachery, or caprice, or infi-
delity, or any thing within the whole compass of
moral defectibility. Whenever a fool com itted
folly, we said he was not consistent—when the false-
hearted did one thing and professed another, we
said they were not consistent—when the sclfish be-
trayed their friends to serve themselves, we said they
were not consistent—in short, whenever a siumer,
under any form, committed sin, we said he was not
consistent. I was delighted—for, in all the lan-
guages I had learned, I never found a word so uni-
versally applicable.  But most of all was it valuable
to designate those nameless discrepancies in our
friends which all are quick to pereeive, but no one
can readily deseribe. We were no slanderers, and
would not for worlds have said those who did not
please were false, or ignorant, or disagrecable, or
any thing that perhaps they might not be—but we
could always say they were Inconsistent, without
danger of contradiction: and we did say so of every
one who had the misfortune to come within our ob-
servation. In one respeet, at least, we obeyed the
spirit of the Christian precept—for we treated our
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enemies in this matter to the full as well as our
friends.  Among the abundant examples and ecount-
less uses of this term, 1 know not where to sclect
for your information—any instance I may give you
can be but one of thousands,

We were just rid of some cvening visitors with
whom we had spent several hours in the rapid inter-
change of most polite discourse.  They had said
cvery thing that language c¢an express, in praise of
all that was in the house, or about the house, or
within ken of any of the windows—and the ladies,
my companions. had given back to the full, the mea-
sure they had meted.  If they said our drawings or
faney works were beautiful, we said they were no-
thing in comparison with theirs: it they praised our
music, we were surprised that thev, who were used
to so much better, should be so very kind as to lis-
ten to it. . We said their children were the largest,
and their dogs the smallest, and their jewels the
brightest, and their words the wisest, in the known
world—for any thing I knew, it might be so, for
they were strangers to me.  As soon as they were
gone, Miss Sarah said, with a sigh, * What dreadful
flatterers those people aré—and they swallow it as
willingly as they bestow it!  There is no way of
pleasing them, but by the grossest compliments,
They are very false: I know exactly what they
mean when they admire any thing—they only want
you to say that something of theirs is better. 1
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make a point of saying so directly, because I know
they will be disappointed if I do not.”

“ Are they very superior people?” T asked

“0Oh, by no means: they understand nothing :
they praise every thing and cvery body alike : they
think flattery must please others because it pleases
them, and they bestow it as liberally as they desire
it.”

“There is, at least, good-nature in the inten-
tion.”

“If they were more consistent in their good-na-
ture; but they will not continue to praise us in our
absence, I doubt.”

“If they do,” thought I, “we shall have better
than requital at their hands:” but we were quite
agreed that it was inconsistent to flatter people in
their presence, and speak ill of them the moment
they were gone,

“T wish,” said Matilda, ouc morning, with refer-
ence to a lady who had just made her first visit at
the house—* 1 wish Miss N.s conduet were more
consistent. If I knew ncthing of her, I should be
greatly taken with her manner and conversation
this morning : I should really think her very sen-
sible and serious ”

“ And how do you know she is not?” I asked,
interrupting her.

“One can only judge the tree by its fruits; and
her conduct is so very inconsistent.”
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“In what way do you mean ?”

] really do not exactly know ; I have very little
acquaintance with her; 1 have avoided it, because
T think such people dangerous: but I have heard
many things of her, not at all consistent with a reli-
gious character. It is very easy to talk and profess,
but when one knows she does not mean what she
says, there is danger in having the form of godli-
ness without the power.”

I admitted the justness of this remark, but still
desired to know wherein Miss N. stood more ex-
posed than others to this danger: for 1 had been
much pleased with her conversation in the short
visit she made us. Urged again, Matilda said Miss
N. wore feathers, which she thought not consistent
with the sobriety of dress that hecomes a Christian
—then she had heard she went into gay company 3
she did not know if it was true, but she supposed it
was; she often saw her speaking to people of that
sort—the Scriptures had required us not to be con-
formed to the fashions of the world. 1 thought the
Scriptures had also commanded us not to speak evil
one of another, nor to judge one another; but I did
not make the remark.

“I have heard,” continued Matilda—*T do not
remember where I heard it—but I know I heard it
from somcbody—that she is not particularly strict
in the obscrvance of the Sabbath—it is impossible
a person can be a child of God, and break his posi-
tive commandinents.”
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I thought it was one of the positive command-
ments that we should not bear false-witness against
our neighbours. But I made no remark, at this
time not quite agreeing with my friend; for, if
Matilda did not know what she said to be false, she
did not know it to be true; and if it was true, she
had only assumed what she began with asserting,
that Miss N. professed what she did not mean.  Iow
did Matilda know what Miss N. professed?  In our
recent couversation, confessedly the first she had
ever had with her, 1 am certain she had not pro-
fessed not to wear feathers, or not to go into com-
pany ; and, supposing Matilda did not profess to
speak no evil, and bear no false-witness, I consi-
dered that, however wrong I might regard them,
both or either, I could not well apply to them my
favourite word—a great disappointment to me.

Scated at tea in the balecony of our house, we
were conversing one evening on a melancholy oc-
currence in a family of the neighbourhood, in which
a young person had been reduced to a state of deep
and morbid melancholy, by the effects of long-pro-
tracted anxiety, ending in severe and remecdiless
affliction. It came to be (;(msidured, in the course
of conversation, how far such a result was consist-
ent with religious submission to the will of Heaven.
It was very sapiently proved, that, by a mind en-
tirely detached from the things of earth, the loss of
carthly things could not consistently be felt—that
a mind entirely trusting in the wisdom and power
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of God, could not consistently suffer from anxiety—
that & mind totally acquicscent in the will of God,
could not consistently feel regret at the dispensa-
tions of Providence—and, above all, that where no
loss, or anxiety, or regret could be felt, the mind
could not consistently be deranged by them.  These
were truths beyond all controversy, and we were
thence successfully going on to deduce the incon-
sistency of this helpless sufferer in particular, and
of every body clse in general, oursclves exeepted,
when the rolling of distant thunder in the horizon
announced a coming storm, called off' our atten-
tion, and turned the conversation.  The storm arose.
The young ladies became desperately frightencd—
they did not know for what, but lest some harm
should happen to themselves, or somebody, or some-
thing that belonged to them,  When [ endeavoured
to soothe them hy assurance that no ill would hap-
pen, they grew angry. How could I he sure of
that?  Lightning often kills people—wind often
blows houses down—people somcetimes lose their
eyes or their hearing in a thunder-strom—in short,
they thought it quite wicked not to he frightened
when there was dabger, and distressed when there
might be suflering, to others, if not to ourselves.
The storm subsided—but not so the fears. They
had now, indeed, a definite object; very consider-
able damage was supposed to have been done on a
distant part of the coast, where they had property,
and they might possibly be very material losers by
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the accident. Gloom, fretfulness, and anxicty per-
vaded the house through all that night and the
suceeeding day.  With the hopefulness generally
experienced by the uninterested speetator of others’
anxieties, I represented to them every probability
or possibility, reasonable or unreasonable, that their
property might not have been injured—but they
persisted in expeeting the worst, in rejecting all
palliations of the possible mischief. They would
not eat—they would not sleep—they would not
divert their minds by employment, or relicve them-
selves by conversation : and when they thought
they perceived in me an opinion that they showed
more uncasiness than was warranted by a yet un-
certain ill, and more impaticnce under an imagined
loss, than might have been reasonable even under a
known one, they observed, that to be less anxious than
they were, would be unnatural, insensible, impossible
—in short, inconsistent with common sense. 1t did
not happen to us at that time to renew the con-
versation of the balcony—of minds detached from
earth—of trust that could not be shaken—of acqui-
escence that could not be moved—of that sclf-pos-
session, in short, that could not be disturbed in a
devoted and well-regulated wmind.

Among our intimate acquaintance, there was one
young person whose liveliness of manner and buoy-
ancy of spirits made her the life of her family and
the zest of every company she happened to mix with.
She went gaily and cheerfully about every tusk that
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circumstance or choice imposed ; she spoke of every
thing with playful vivacity, and did every thing with
an air of confident expectation ; meet her when you
would, or where you would, there was always hright-
ness in her eve, and a smile on her brow, and acti-
vity and cujovment in her whole demeanour.  We
allowed that this was agrecable, we confessed great
pleasure in her society—but we could not approve
her character—it was not consistent for a Christian
to be alwayx so light-hearted.  The pilgrim, the
penitent, the culprit, the suppliant dependent on
Almighty pity, the combatant struggling through
unequal warfare, the prodigal as yet almost a stran-
ger in his home. the meck, the mournful, and the
broken-hearted—emblems by which the Deity has
deseribed his people—are characters, we said, that
consist not with so much gaiety and lightness of
spirits, such sanguine, cheerful, fearless animation,
There was another, on whose brow the shade of
pensiveness for ever sat supreme—she scemed to be
always fecling, one might have said, always sufler-
ing—if there ever came a smile on her features, it
was gone, ere¢ you vould be sure you saw it there—
if there ever escaped from her a word of jest, the
sigh came so quickly after, you felt forbidden to
remark it: the liquid eye, and changeful colour,
spoke intensity of feeling—but even in her feeling
there was a stillness imperturbable—in her very
pleasures, if she knew any, there was a tone of
melancholy. Her affectionate softness we felt was
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lovely, her gentle sadness interesting: we could
even have loved her, had we not scen her so very
inconsistent. A Christian who professes, as we sup-
posed she did, to have found a real and substantial
bliss in grateful anticipation of cternal joy, ought
never to be melancholy—habitual sadness, an air
of habitual suffering, was not consistent with the
seeurity, and peace, and joy, offered in the Gospel
to the believer, and professedly aceepted by him.
There was a third person, whose busy, bus ling.
babbling nature, happily set in motion by a dispo-
sition to good, was for ever talking, and for ever
doing: from sunrise to sunset, she was to be scen
in motion—assisting every body, exhorting every
body, teaching every body—sometimes laden with
books to give away, sometimes with work to be
done or clothes to be bestowed; her tables were
strewed with tracts and baby-linen—her basket was
filled with conserves and cough-mixtures—nobody
could live without her assistance, nobody could die
without her administration—it almost seemed that
nobody could go to heaven without her guidance.
The days were too short for what she had to do—
the hours were not long cnough for what she had to
say ; her busy head was always devising something
—her bustling step was always pursuing something
—her rapid finger was always making something—
her tongue outstripped them all; and of all, good
was the object, and benevolence the motive. Her
name was written in every record of humanity, and
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sounded on every tongue, and engraven, doubtless,
in many a grateful heart—but we did not like her,
because she was not, as we said, altogether consist-
ent—while engaged so much abroad, domestic piety

ras overlooked—while hurried up and down in
perpetual activity of benevolence, private devotion
must be negleeted ; there eould be no time for read-
ing or refleetion; the religion of the closet was of
more avail than all this bustle, and wmore consistent
with the genuine spirit of the Gospel.

A fourth friend we had of an oppozite character.
She was never to be found taking part in the insti-
tutions of henevolenee, or joining in publie exertions
for the propagation of truth.  She was not known
as the instructor of the ignorant, or the comforter
of the afflicted ; she was not known to belong to in-
stitutions or socicties ; she was very seldom heard
to speak upon religion, and was very seldom scen in
religious society. In private only might her picty
be detected—in the peace and holiness that reigned
in her family—the devotion that scemed to have its
favourite dwelling in her closet—the silent study of
the truth—the firm abiding by its precepts—the
regulation of her temper by its laws—the tone, in
short, of her whole feclings, habits, and desires,
perceived though untold, betrayed rather than ex-
hibited. It was necessary to know her intimately
to perceive all this—we knew it, but it did not
please us.  If she was pious in heart, and devoted
in private, why did she not come forward? - Why
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did she not join with others of like feclings, and do
as they do? It was not consistent that one who
really loved the truth, should be supinely indifterent
about its propagation—one who really feels must
talk and act, must be anxious to fmpart what she
knows and disclose what she enjoyvs: a barren and
_unproductive fuith, so diflicult to discover, and so
fruitless, could not be consistent Christianity.

There was a fifth, whom birth and cireumstances
had accustomed to all the eleganees and luxui®es of
life. A refined mind, a cultivated taste, and deli-
sate habits, all conspired to make these things valu-
able and needful to her; and it was evident they
were valued and enjoyed,  She was nicein her dress,
expensive in her establishment, stylish in the ar-
rangements of her houschokl.  Her we condemned
at once: so much indulgenee and display, and care
for things exterior, were not consistent with humi-
lity, sclf-denial and renunciation of the world.

A sixth, who, in a station of equal elevation and
with cqual means, was negleetful of appearances,
homely in her habits, indifferent to the distinetions
of society, whether from inclination, or from con-
scientious self-abasement, received from us no kinder
Jjudgment. 1t was not consistent in people of rank
to look like houscmaids, to live like peasants, to
contravene the arrangements of Providence, by le-
velling the distinetions of rank and circumstance.

These, and such as these, are but instances of our
ample success, in finding all our neighbours guilty
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of Inconsistency. In the full enjoyment of these
discoveries, there came athwart me, Mr Listener,
the recollection of your paper almost forgotten, and
of my wish to help you. After all our talk about
Jounsisteney, and the want of Consistency, and the
beauty of Clonsisteney, where was the idea the word
had stood for ? Within me, and around me, I began
to scarch for it.  In my own mind, 1 could find no-
thing like an idea upon the subject—I had applied
the word so indiseriminately to such a heterogencous
multitude of things, from the carcless dropping of
an unweighed word to the erime of grossest ma-
lignity, it was impossible for any one definition, or
any one idea, to comprchend the whole,  Around
me—alas ! in reiterating the charge of inconsistency
on others, had we not amply proved it i ourselves ?

VOL. 1. U
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No. XXI.
CONSISTENCY.

Dés quion se met & négocier avee les eirconstances, tout est perdn,
car il n'est personne qui n'ait des circonstances. La le¢on qu'il importe
le plus de aux dans ce le, ¢’est de ne traunsiger
avec aucune consideration quand il s'agit du devoir.

d 1

DE ST4EL.

My readers may, I fear, become weary of a subject
that has loitered unsuccessfully through three or
four papers, with no hetter result than that of prov-
ing, what might scarcely need a proof, that a great
many people talk of what they do not understand, or
reproach others with the wrongs themselves unwit-
tingly commit. Lest this should be, I propose, like
other narrators, to tack a moral to wy tale, by way
of conclusion, and so abandon it. My object was
not, as may have seemed, to prove every body in the
wrong, but rather to exhibit the various modes of
inconsisteney ; that, perceiving it and applying it,
cach one may correet their own.  Some have said,
Why expose the faults and inconsistencies of those
whose prineiples are good, and bring on religion
the reproach of all the inconsistencies of those who
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profess it? Let the shame be to the ereature, and
the glory to the Creator—what is good in us is His,
what is evil is our own.  But if it be true that these
things cxist, and that they are inconsistencies, shall
we say—shall we leave it to others to say for us—
that what, in the carcless and the carthly-minded, we
should conlemn as faults, in those who profess more
seriousness and devotion, we can gloss over and dis-
own? It was said of one of old, that it was casier
to believe that drunkceuness was not a viee, than that
he should be guilty of one.  Far be from Christianity
the adoption of so heathenish a principle!  Rather
siy the spot is the blacker for the brightness of the
surface on which it is scen—the stain the darker for
the purity of the garment it pollutes: it scems so,
and it is so. If we are ashamed of it, as well indeed
we may, let us cfface it, clean it, wipe it out—but
not deny that it is there, or that it is what it scems,
Christians think not themselves, they think not each
other, sinless ereatures.  Should they desire to pass
their alloy upon the world as pure and proven gold ?
But they say it is for the honour of religion, not
their own, that they are so tenacious of the exposure
of their faults. We are glad if it is so—bhut we would
rather have this pit;us tenaciousness exercised in
correcting the evils than in glossing them over, in
lamenting than in denying them.  So much, by the
way, in reply to some remarks that have been made
to us.

We hear of the beauty of Cousistenev; wo repeat
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perpetually, because we hear it, that nothing is so
beautiful as a consistent character ; but what does it
mean?  The sinner’s consisteney, alas! is sin—the
false heart’s consistency is falsehood—the villain’s
consistency is villany ; but is this beautiful ? It is
a very common argument in the world, or rather a
phrase that supplies the place of one, that it does not
signify what religion a man professes, or what faith
he holds, provided his conduaet be consistent.  Clon-
sistent with what? His errors ?  His perveriions ?
That, alas! it is but too sure to be. The man who
believes there is no God, is consistent when he
breaks his laws, and sets his asserted power at de-
fiance. The man who believes that there is no
cternity, is consistent when he devotes himself to
the things of time and sense; and ix but the more
consistent as he beecomes more sensual.  Ile whose
perverted judgment and corrupted taste prefer the
pleasures of sin to the peace of holiness, the interests
of time to the Dbliss of eternity, is consistent when
he takes the one and leaves the other—is consistent
when he commits sin, is consistent when he defends
it. The basest character on carth may be a consistent
one. There cannot, therefore, be a more dangerous
maxim ; and I name it the rather as my young
friends will hear it frequently repeated by the wise
and prudent of the world.

A consistent character must certainly be that,
which, having chosen the object of existence, em-
ploys the powers of cxistence to the attainment of
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that object: and in cach particular, having formed
a purpose, to do and to be what will promote that
purpose. The inconsistency of the greater mamber
of persons ariscs from their having conscience enough,
and moral sense enough, to pereeive what their ob-
iect ought to be, and to determine their choice for
good ; while they have neither sense enough, nor
virtue enough, to pursue it : and so the means and
the end are for cver at variance, and the strangest
inconsistencies are the result.

The world in general—] mean the decent and
moral part oi 1t, for the outlawed rioter in mischicf
we must leave to the full eredit of his consistency—
confess an end and object of existence which they
do not pursue. We thus act exactly like a traveller,
who, wishing to go to Greenwich, should, on reading
the way-posts that direct him thither, turn off to the
other hand, and proceed to London : of such a tra-
veller we should say that either he could not read,
or that he wanted understanding, or that he did not
really desire to go to the place he professed to sct
out for. And so we may say in effect of all the
inconsistencies of life and conduct—they arise in
ignorance, misjudgment, or dishonesty.

I will illustrate my meaning by a few examples—
not of the most important, perhaps, for it is not in
great matters that we make the most mistakes—it
is the familiar occurrences of daily life that make up
the character and conduct of persons in ordinary
life. 'When symptoms of physical disorder are to be
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cured, the cause of those symptoms must be disco-
vered and removed @ 80, when diserepancies of conduct
and inconsistency of character are to be corrected,
the better way is to proceed at once to the source
whence they spring : we all know by experience
how difficult it is to correct bad habits ; perhaps
the difficulty would be lessened, if, instead of at-
tempting to cure the manifestation of the evil, we
were to descend into our hearts, sce whenee it ~rises,
and subduc the disposition there. The hest method
of correcting our inconsistencies is to become better
acquainted with our own hearts, whence all our
conduct is derived. If it is with the conduct of
others we have to do, whether to judge or to correst,
the success of our endeavours, and the justmess of
our judgment, mainly depend on looking beyond the
apparent inconsistency to its canse, and ascribing it
to its right source. Want of information, or a bad
judgment, claim very unequal censure, as well as a
very different remedy, from that which is due to
dishonesty of purpose.

I know a young person to whom circumstances
have given considerable control in her parents’ house
—she devotes time and talents to the management
and education of her sisters, and says she has no-
thing so much at heart as their happiness and im-
provement. To effect this, she keeps the house in
perpetual contention—she makes their wishes and
tastes yield in every thing to hers—she finds fault
with every thing they do, complains of every thing
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that happens to interrupt her purposes, condemns
every thing that does not exactly meet her ideas—
reasonable or unrcasonable, nothing must take place
in the family that does not exactly suit her conve-
nience, and what does suit her convenience must be
done at any rate.  Oune of two things is the case—
cither she is dishonest in her purpose, and, while she
seems to devote her time and attention to her family,
she really desires nothing but the indulgence of her
own sclf-will ; or she wants judgment to perceive
that always giving herself the preference is not the

vay to make others good and happy; and that the
devotion of all her time, talents, and powers, to the
annoying, contradicting, and molesting every one
about her, is not a very consistent sort of sisterly
devotion.  If T were not indisposed to say any thing
to any body above twenty years of age, I might just
drop a hint that there are some devoted wives, and
devoted mothers, and devoted mistresses, who do
exactly the same thing. Did this traveller never
mean to go to Greenwich?  Or, on arriving at the
way-post, and reading, “To London,” did she con-
clude that that would bring her there ?

I know another who scewms very anxious to be
sought and beloved by her companions in society,
complains perpetually that nobody cares for her
and cvery body neglects her, and she reccives no
attention and no kindness from any one. Mcan-time,
if she sees those people whose inattention displeases
her, she goes across the street to avoid meeting them :
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when she comes into company, she sits in dogged
and sullen silence; or only speaks to declare that
she hates all company, and is never happy but when
she is alone, or to say something rude or imperti-

"neut to the socicty in general, or to some one in
particular : if any offer of kindness is made her, she
refuses it; if any particular attention is paid her,
she attributes it to some sinister motive. Now, as
I am satistied from this lady’s uneasiness that she
is honest in her wish to be beloved, she must « ¢her,
like the last traveller, think the ‘way to reach her
destination is to turn out of the road, or she must be
unable to read, and really believe that L-o-n-d-o-n
spells Greenwich — that is, she must think the way
to be desired and sought in society, is to be very
disagrecable, or that d-i-s-l-i-k-e-d really spells be-
loved, and so, with honest ignorance, takes the way
to it.

A third I could point out, who desires, as I un-
derstand from herself, to improve her talents and
inform her mind, that, when the transient beauty of
her person shall have passed, and the zest of exte-
rior amuscments shall have passed, she may not be
to others as a thing that has lost its value, to herself
as one that has expended her possessions. But with
ample powers and all means at command, she stands
for an hour together at the fire-place, watching the
reflection of the lustres—she begins to yawn at nine
o’clock, and goes to bed at ten—is up, but not dress-
ed, about the same hour in the morning—takes half
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an hour to put on her bonnet when she goes out,
and another half hour, when she comes home, to take
it oft again ; regretting, the while, that she has not
time to improve herself. When any one about her
is conversing upon scrious and rational topics, she
throws herself on the sofa and shuts her cyes, be-
cause she does not understand such things; forget-
ful that listening she might learn. Whon asked her
opinion, or in any way addressed upon any subject,
she says she is not used to converse of such things,
she is not used to express herself, she wishes she
were more clever ; forgetting again it is diffieult to
be used to a thing one is determined not to attempt.
She chooses her companions among those who are
young, frivolous, and ignorant, because with those
who are informed and sensible she feels herself
inferior and embarrassed. In her studies and pur-
suits, especially reading, she does the same—she
takes the lightest, the most frivolous, and the worst,
because she cannot understand more solid works :
she wishes she could understand them—then she
should be very fond of reading. Now, really, I am
at a loss how to class the ineonsistency of this young
lady—I am inclined to think she is not honest in her
purpose—I believe, that in her heart, she likes Lon-
don better than Greenwich—would rather be idle
and frivolous, than a sensible, rational, and culti-
vated woman,

To ascend to higher matters, which yet affect our
conduct in the smallest, there is one great source of
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inconsistency in the world, of which the features are
too broad to be mistaken, of which the compass is
wide cnough to include every age, and character,
and capability of human kind—the inconsistency of
those who call themselves Cthristians and are not—
who are travelling thither where they do not desire
to arrive—who are going, as they say, to immor-
tality, but neither know the road, nor ask it, nor will
listen if you tell them: nay, there is not an obstacle
that may oppose their progress, but they put i on
their path—there is not a temptation that may divert
them fyom it, but they hasten to turn after it ; what-
ever reminds them of their pretended destination is
mournful to them, whatever brings them ncarer to
it, is frightful. They allow the truth of every thing,
and feel the importance of nothing—they admit the
authority of Scripture, and deny every thing it con-
tains—they call God their Father, and would be
ashamed to bear the characters of his children—they
acknowledge a Deity and an eternity, and live as if
there were none. I need not designate them fur-
ther. What consistency can be expected from such
as these? :

If, then, we would be consistent, we must first
see that our object and our means of pursuing it, our
path and our destination, are agreed. If they are
not, let us examine where the evil is. Do we want
information, do we want judgment, or do we want
honesty ? One or the other we want assuredly.

There is a character consistent in beauty, in holi-
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ness, in perfection.  The features of it have been
sketehed, distinet though separate, in the records of
eternal truth—the whole have been, conjoined, em-
bodied, realised, in the person of the incarnate Deity.
Conformity to this standard is perfection —every
departurce from it is an imperfection — here perfect
consisteney would be perfeet holiness. 1t is a stand-
ard no man has attained—yet it is the only one, con-
sistency with which is desirable. When we seck
consisteney for ourselves, this ought to be what we
mean—when we desire consisteney in others, this
ought to be 1':¢ rule by which we judge them. DBut,
I fear, for the most part, that is not our meaning.
The only lawful code of conformity is abrogated;
the only real standard of excellence, consistency
with which is beautiful, and every inconsisteney with
which is a defect, is put out of sight; while we make
to ourselves each one a standard of our own, mould-
ed in our own prejudices, our own habits, our own
peculiar taste and character; and by this we mea-
sure every thing, judge every thing, and too fre-
quently condemn every hody, for no better reason
than because they are not like ourselves.  In great
things and in small things, from the important fea-
tures of moral rectitude to the trifling ornaments of
exterior propriety, Self is our standard, and all is
right or wrong, admired or condemned, as it agrees
with, or departs from, this standard, this houschold
deity, that each one has made for himself, and fa-
shioned to his own taste, that he may worship it.



316 THE LISTENER.
1

CoONSISTENCY, therefore, a word that in the lan-
guage of Christianity should mean conformity to
our Maker’s will, has come, in common language, to
mean little else than conformity to the narrow ideas
of the individual who uses it,
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No. XXIL

A TABLE

0O wad some power the giftie gie us,
To see oursells as others see us,
It wad frae mony a blunder free us
Aud foolish notion!
Burxys,

Tue searcher after hidden wealth has sometimes
found a treasure searcely less valuable, though not
the same as that he looked for.  The blighted au-
tumn leaf encloses a bud of future promise ; and the
hour of disappointment is the birth-time, not sel-
dom, of a hope more fair than that which it extin-
guishes.  Even so do the defeats of our bafled wis-
dom bequeath to us a jewel of no common price—a
Jesson of humility, sclf-knowledge, and forbearanee.
Such was my reflection, as, in the closing sen-
tence of my last paper, T alluded to that self-esteem
which makes to itself an idol of the things that are
its own, and desires to conform to them the things
of others.  And T determined to make it the suliject
of future admonition to those who even now are
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setting out on the passage of "life, with these Penates
in their bosoms; prepared to immolate to them every
thing that is most lovely, most exeellent, and most
generous in human intercourse—justness, forbear-
ance, concord, good-humour, kindness, liberality,
affection, harmony, and peace.

An opposition of interests, each one’s sclfishness
taking arms in defence of its own, is undoubtedly
the source of much of the misery of life, and much
of the contention with which it is distracted. But
if we obscrve the various sources of disunion and
disagreement that break the peace of families and
the harmony of society, we shall find that opposing
interests are not the only, nor perhaps the most
frequent cause. We sce ‘the members of a family
teasing, contradicting, and annoying one another
perpetually, when all their real interests are in
common: we sc¢ the members of society traduc-
ing, despising, and maligning one another, when it is
the interest of all to live in sociability and peace.
One very fruitful source of these disorders—but 1
would believe, not oue that is irremediable, since a
better knowledge and better government of our own
hearts might surcly correct it—is that sclf-esteem
of which I spoke; that making of our own ideas the
standard of all excellence. Hear a fable :—

The beasts of the carth, and the birds of the air,
and the fishes of the sea, were living once —1I do
not think it was in Noal’s ark—in peaceful com-
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munity together; that is, they might have been

peaceful if they would; being all fully provided,
and secure in possession of their own.  *

But peace, it appears, was not to their mind.
The Rein-deer, taking a walk one day to refresh
himself, and heing accustomed then, as now, to walk
upon four legs, met with a Heron, who, as every
one knows, walks upon two. “Yonder is a fine
bird,” said the Rein-deer to himself, ¢ but the fellow
is a blockhead; why does he not go on as many
legs as 1 do?—I’ll ¢’en knock him over, to convinee
him of his mistake;” and forthwith he ran his
sturdy sides against the slender limbs of the hird ;
and if he did not break them, it was no fault of
his.

A frolicsome Colt, playing his morning gambols,
happened to come up to a young Bullock, entangled
by his horns in a thicket, who, with groans and
cries, solicited assistance to release him. “By no
means,” said the Colt; “it is your own fault. What
need you be wearing those things upon your head
—don’t you sce that we have none ?” and kicking
up his hoofs in the pour captive’s face, he galloped
off. :

A Magpie, wishing to improve the society of the
neighbourhood, sent an invitation to some Black-
birds, to dine with him in a certain wheat-field,
where, at much expense no doubt, a dinner of newly
sown corn had been provided. The Blackbirds
came in a full suit of black—the Magpic was dress-
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ed, as usual, in black and white ; which, when the
Blackbirds saw, great whisperings began amongst
them. What a vulgar fellow l—how monstrously
unfashionable l—could he not see that every body
wears black ?—they wished they had not - come ;
they gulped down the corn, half-choking with ill-
humour; two of them died that night of indiges-
tion ; the rest would ever after endure the pangs of
hunger ratber than alight in a ficld where a Magpie
was feeding.

A certain ('rab, cast upon the shore by the tide,
and cager to regain his native clement, was walk-
ing, as was his custom, sideways to the water’s
cdge. By the way he met with an Eel in the same
predicament ; but he, like most other people, tra-
velled with his head foremost.  “I do not sce, sir,’
said the Kel, “ why vou should refuse to contorm to
the customs of the world and the habits of socicty—
therefore T will thank you to turn about, and walk
like other people.”  The Crab maintained his right
to walk as he pleased, more especially, as it was the
only way he could walk. The Eel persisted. A
quarrel ensued — mean-time, the tide went out, and
neither party, backward or forward, being able to
reach the water, they were left to die of thirst upon
the sand.

« Hear those creatures,” said a pretty little Thrush,
who, just finishing his morning song, had alighted
on a bough that overhung a bee-hive—* would you
believe they take that noise for music? The taste-
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less ereatures! and pretend to have a coneert ! Tlow

I hate pretension! T will shame them into silences”
—und forthwith the Thrush resumed his loudest
song.  The Bees, however, happening to have more
taste for honey than musie, a coneert not in their
thoughts, went buzzing on, totally  unconscious of
the rivalship they had excited. The Thrush grew
wroth—thiey were actually trving to out-xing him—
that was not to he horne—and down he pounced
upon the Bees, as one by one they soared  above
their hive, and struek them to the ground with his
beak: they tvying in vain to picvee his elose feathers
v their sting — though some historians are  of
¢, don he did not eseape altogether unhurt.

Pray. sir,” said o Goat to a Sheep, as they
ameed to meet one day upon a narvow path of
deelivity. but just wide enough to allow  them

to vass—* may L take the liberty of asking why
seu wear vour hair curled, while T wear mine
straight 27 The Sheep, not remarkable for his
reasoning powers. had no particular reason to give
-—it answere:dd his purpose, and. if each was content
with his own. there was no need of argument. The
Goat thought otherwise — people ought to have
reasons for what they do, and he able to explain
the grounds of their conduct—and it they have not
brains cnough to diseriminate, they ought to follow
the example of those that have— therefore, to con-
vinee him that there was a reason why long loose
hair was more advantageous than elose curled wool,
YOL. 1. X
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e should take the liberty of putting his horns into
his fleeee, and rolling him down the steep; whicl,
if he bad worn hair, he could not so ecasily have
done.

1t happened that a beautiful little Spaniel formed
a strong attachment to a certain Rabbit he was in
the habit of mecting in the heds of his master’s
garden.  The Rabbit felt extremely much flattered
by the protection of so superior a person; but there
was one subject of difference hetween them tliat was
not easily to be adjusted.  The Spaniel assured the
Rabbit it was excessively vulgar to live upon vege-
table dict—no rational ereature did so—it was food
only for brutes —he hoped, now he had chosen the
Rabbit for his friend, he would try to aequire more
polite habits. The Rabbit modestly suggested that,
besides that he had no teeth to masticate animal
food, and possibly no organ to digest it, he did not
exactly know how he was to get it. The Spaniel
generously promised to remove the latter ditiieulty,
by sharing with him his own food—as to his teeth,
if he could not masticate the meat, he might swallow
it whole; it would save appearances, and nobody
would know whether he digested it or not. The
ambitious Rabbit, cager to place himself on an
equality with his friend, and willing to imitate him
in every thing, most assiduously swallowed the meat
the Spanicl brought him; and, it he did not enjoy
his meals to the full as much as when he fed on
cabbages and parsley, the idea of growing more
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genteel quite reconciled him to the privation.  But,
alas ! nature prevailed, and poor Buuny died.

A Fly, who had been born and hred among his
kindred, behind a drawing-room curtain, determined
to go forth and sce the world, and make himself bet-
ter acquainted with the beings that inhabit it.  On
his return, he was observed to he morose and me-
lancholy—he shut himself up in the ereck of the eeil-
ing, and could searcely be persuaded to go out in
search of necessary food.  His friends, greatly con-
cerned, questioned him upon the cause of this sad-
ness; to which he only answered, that what he had
seen of the world had so  disgusted him, he was
determined to have no more intercourse with it—
he would rather stay in his creck and stavve.  His
companioms, who had seen nothing in society so
much amiss, exeept a few Spiders, continued to ex-
press their surprise 5 till the poor fly explained, that
during his recent intercourse with the world, he
observed that the animals had the folly to wear
their cyes in the front of their heads—of all the
living creatures he had become acquainted  with,
there was not one, besides themselves, that could
see behind him—he would sooner starve in solitude
than associate with ereatures so senseless; and he
is supposed to have died of cold soon after; because
he would not go to the hearth to warm himself, lest
he should meet a creature without the cyes at the
back of his head.

My readers, I am sure, must feel much affected
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at the mournful state of society in the animal crea-
tion at that peviod ; at sorrows that overwhelmed
alike the inmmocent and the guilty. 1 can imagine
that nothing, while they read it, stays their tears
from falling, but the hope that such a state of so-
ciety never has existed. 1 cannot certainly pledge
mysclf to the historical truth of what T have related
—though it appears to me quite as probable as mauy
things that are believed—Dbut I ean assure you, I
have seen something very like it, in the state of
socicty among certain young ludies and gentlemen
of my aequaintance in various parts of the habitable
earth: T say young ones, more especially—hecause
it is an evil the experience and self-knowledge of
inereasing years tend, in some degree, to correet.
But habit not unfrequently perpetuates what began
in folly; which makes it the more necessary that
carly habits—habits to which ignorance and inex-
perience mostly  tend—should be watehied, and, as
far as may be, restrained : lest, contirmed by repe-
titiou, and become insensible to ourselves, the fault
remain when the exeuse is gone.

Young persons, ignorant of the world and mostly
ignorant of themsclves, receive from their parents
or their governess, or from the combined cireum-
stances of their education, a certain set of opinions,
ideas, and habits—very good oues, perhaps; bue
conflined, as the sphere in which they are collected.
This set of notions is made into a standard of excel-
lenee, differing materially according to the differ-



THE TISTENER. 325

[ d

enee of edueation—but every girl thinks her own
standard  the best, or rather the only one, for she
knows no other; and she comes into society fully
preparved to measure all and everything by her own
set of notions.  If to discover her mistake and eor-
reet it were the only results, it would be very well
—the best and casiest remedy for a temporary evil
—but this ix not all.  Censoriousness, contempt,
impertinence, ill-humour, contention, and injustice,
are the abundant progeny : and self-esteem is the
parent of them all. Too high an opinien of our-
selves, and oo low an opinion of others, is the cer-
tain position asswmed by a mind so conditioned—
the very worst that ean possibly be maintained, for
all that is most lovely and valuable in the human
character.

I observe a young woman who has heen brought
up in a London school—she has been tanght to do
every thing by the rules of politeness—she walks by
rule, and talks by rule, and cats by rule, and thinks
by rule—and she is withal a very polite young per-
son.  She goes into the country and meets persons
who have had an edueation quite as good as her
own; but they do everything as nature suggests,
with the carcless freedom of home and a country
life.  She decides at once that they are coarse
and rude.  She treats them with contempt, speaks
of them with ridicule, and deeides that it would he
an outrage upon her good hreeding to hecome their
companion and friend, She is mistaken—they are
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neither coarse nor rude—there is more cleganee
very frequently in their case than in her mannerism
—more grace in their carelessness than her high
polish.  They have feelings as refined, and minds
as well cultivated, as her own.  Aud these too re-
turn her the compliment of aversion—they call her
fine, affected, artificial—they think she can have no
simplicity of fecling, or honesty of heart, under an
exterior that betrays so much design. They are
unjust too—she is not affecting any thing or de.ign-
ing any thing—her heart is as open and as true as
theirs—but artificial refinement has, by education
and habit, become natural to her.

Again, a girl has been brought up abroad—under
skies where lighter spirits, and less thoughtful minds,
and less cautious temperaments, give to the manners
more ease and cheerfulness: and the feelings, from
their very want of depth, acquire an appearance of
more warmth and vivacity. She goes into society
in England, where more thought, more feeling, more
moral sensibility, encumber the mind whose intrinsie
value they enhance, and give to the manners a de-
gree of restraint, reserve, and heaviness. Now, if
this young lady says these manners are disagreeable
to her, she is not used to them, and camnot enjoy
such socicty, that is very well, and she may be free
to avoid it. DBut if she affects contempt for her
countrywomen, cxults in her own superiority, fan-
cies they are admiring in her what she desires in
them ; or believes that they are not ten times more
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agrecable to each other than she is to them, she is
mistaken.  They have turned the glass: and at the
very moment she is rising in her own esteem, on the
comparison, they are secing her bold, flippant, heart-
less, imprudent, indelicate : not at all more just than
herself, they attribute to character what is mere
manner, or do not make allowance for circumstances
in their estimate of character.  Both parties sceing
themsclves in the other’s glass, had gone away hum-
bled, perhaps ;5 but having looked only in their own,
exalted in their own esteem, they have separated
highly pleasd with nothing but themselves.

Here are persons hrought together by providen-
tial circumstances—they might be the happier for
seh other’s friendship; the better for the counter-
balance of cach other’s peeuliarities 1 mutually im-
proved by the very opposition of character; hut
they despise each other when they meet—cold eivi-
lity and haughty distance ill coneeal their aversion ;
when apart, they ridicule and traduce cach other
without merey.

The woman, who, with considerable natural powers,
has been placed in a situation to cultivate them highly;
whose taste for literary pursuits, never checked by
the claims of domestie duty, or encunhered with at-
tention to the homely necessities of existenee, revels
in the full delight of intellectual employment, and,
while she indulges her own inclination, fulfils the
wishes of those she loves, and gratifies by her im-
provements and talents all around her—comes in
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contact with some quict, domestie giv], whom smaller
powers, or smaller means, or difierent example, has
counsigned to other oceupations, and other pleasures :
her business is the direction of houschold  aflairs,
and the plyving of the Indefatigable needle; her
anusements, the weeding of her garden, the feeding
of her canaries, or a five miles” walk in the mud s the
comfort no less of those about her, the cheerful and
useful assistant of her parents, the prudent adviser
of her inferiors, and the affeetionate friend o7 her
cquals,  What should these be to cach other but
objeets of mutual kindness and adwiration, cach ful-
filling her own destiny, improving the peculiar
talents committed to her | charge, and contributing
to the happiness of those around her?  And what are
they to cach other?  The clever and accomplished
woman turns her hack on the usetul, domestie friend ;
repels her friendly intimacy ; wonders she wastes
her time in work when she might he improving her
mind ; laughs at her amusements ;. despises her plain
good sense; and, when not restrained by the civili-
ties of socicty, treats her with disregard and imper-
tinence.  The other does not remain her debtor in
thix reckoning of mutual depreciation.  She thinks
women should keep their sphere—bhetter be a good
housewife than set up for a great genius—it is waste
of time to be always reading—why does not her
friend do something that is useful 2 She does not
approve of learned ladies—she eannot hear blue-stock-
ings—it is only for display women learn so much—
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it is not consistent with feminine modesty to he so
much distinguished for talents and attaimments,

To speak more generally of what 1 have thus
evidenced by a few examples: Young people think
every one who does not know what they happen to
have been taught, is ignorant — every thing they
happen not to have learned, is useless—every thing
that ix not the custom of the society in which they
happen to bave moved, is valgar—cevery one who
does not like what they happen to like, has bad taste
—every one who does not feel what happens to aflect
them. has v heart—cevery one who ix not employed
as they are, wastes hix time—every one who does
not conform to their estimate of right, has no con-
seienee--every one whose opinions are not like their
own, or their mamma’s, or their governess’s, is mis-
taken.  If it ended here, we might live very happily
inour self-esteem s and society, it not in unanimity,
might remain in peace. But it does not. We are
never contented in our fancied superiority—oftence
is taken where it is not given, or given where it is
not provoked-—kindness is coldly withheld, or rudely
repulsed, or ungratetully vepaid with ridicule—pain
is inflicted uunccu'ssurily, where all have of necessity
enough—innocent feelings are mortified, and inno-
cent enjovments marred.  Instead of being, as we
ought to he, the variously wrought parts of one pro-
vidential whole, to support, to counterbalanece, to
assist cach other; to communieate to others what we
hold in pre-cminence; to avail ourselves in others
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of what in us is deficient: it seems to he the very
essence of our existence to depreciate and despise
others; while our minds become at once narrowed
and inflated by admiration of our own supposed
advantage ground.
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No. XXIIT.
EGOTISM.

Communément le plus simple et le plus siir est de ne jamais parler
de s0i ni en bien ni en mal sans besoin : I'amour propre aime micux
les injures que 'oublie et le silence.

FENELON,

1 NEvER pass by without attention any suggestion
given verbally by a friend, or conveyed anonymously
by letter.  To such hints T am indebted for many
of the subjects of my papers—sometimes by direct
request, sometimes by the accidental expression of
a wish that things were not so: and sometimes in
company with my younger friends, T venture to con-
fess my subjects are stolen from observation of habits
that to themsclves T am not at liberty to remark:
and when this happens, when some young lady finds
in my pages her own words, or her own follies, I
am persuaded she reads them swiling, and without
offence—even as if we told her her ribbon was un-
tied, or her feathers about to blow away; it had
escaped her observation—she cannot sce herself as
others see her—the mirror once presented, she can
judge of the justness of my remarks.
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And as, in the hubbub of thix noisy world, there
is much passing that I may not hear, Tam happy to
let others listen, and insert with pleasure the follow-
ing paper, which has my entive approbation.  If |
add to it some observations of my owi, it is not by
way of amendment, nor because I am determined
to let no one else have all the say. But, alas! my
young erities are so dithicult to please—if the List-
ener happens to be shorter than wsual, they say it is
a fraud—if it happens to be more grave than asual.
they say it is stupid—if any one but myself has list-
ened, they say 1 am asleep—if it relates to men and
women, forgetting they shall soletimes he men and
women themselves, they say it is of no use to them.
Wherefore, in the attempt, never in the records of
humanity suecesstul, at pleasing every body, T am
often indueed to spoil the composition of my friends,
hy tacking it to something of my own.

The following paper, on a subjeet it has long been
my intention to touch upon, needs no apology for
its introduetion : it refers to habits that may as well
be the habits of youth as of age—indeed, if thev
exist in after life, it is almost certain to be because
they have been indulged at its commencement.

Has it ever happened to any but myself, to listen
to 1, T, I, in conversation, till, wearied with the mo-
notony of the sound, 1 was fain to quarrel with the
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useful little word, and almost wish T could portray
its hydra head, and present it in a mivror to my
oracles, that they might turn away disgusted for
ever with its hideous form? 1t so—such will have
syipathy with my tale.

1 was the companion, one morning, of an invalid
young lady, of rather respeetable mind, and who
way sufticiently recovered to take an interesting part
in conversation, when her medical attendant was an-
nounced. A young gentleman entered, whom 1 judg-
ed to be about twenty-five : his pleasing appearance
and studious countenance attracted my  attention;
and after the few necessary medical inquiries were
dismissed, 1 was alert on his introduction of topies
wmore general. 1 listened for some time even more
than willingly, and from the wisdom of his remarks,
1 should certainly have given him eredence for a
man of reading and of thought, and as such, should
have judged he gave the preferenee to literary so-
ciety, without the unceasing assurances of these facts
from his own lips. But to convey to my readers
a clearer idew of my disquict, I will give the outline
of the closing part of the conversation, assuring thew,
however, that the preceding discussion did more
credit to the docetor’s pretensions,

Di R.—Have you seen that ponderous work of
Mre 8.2 I sat up till past midnight reading it. It is
a most delightful thing ; and I can never lay aside a
book in the midst, when T am interested.

Miss H.—I have not seen it, but from your re-
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commendation shall be glad to do so, particularly as
in this country place I can find but little society.

Dr R.—True—literary society is the charm of
life: 1 mingle with no other (exeepting indeed pro-
fossionally) ; and then [introducing a splendid list of
literati] with such men as these, one can find mental
reciproeity : and I have the honour of their intimate
acquaintance.

Miss Ho—T have read the works of C and
of 8 vou have just named.  What kind ot man
is (*—— in the parlour?

Dr R.—O, quite charming! T was very intimate
with him—he  exceedingly regretted my  leaving
town—I must stay and dine with him whenever he
got hold of me; and then B and F , they
were my inseparable associates : after such compa-
nions I can scarcely have patienee to listen to com-
mon talkers.

Miss IL—It is well for those who cannot finld
society to their taste, that there are books.

Dr R.—I read constantly: I am quite a de-
vourer of books, all books that T can obtain; I can
pick something good out of all; but my time is very

precious this morning, and my visit has already been
extended; but when 1 get into an @nteresting con-
versation, I, T And, thought 1, as he made his
retiring bow, with the inferesting subject SELF,
doctor, you are not soon weary. .

I will detail one other demand on my patience
from this ill-favoured propensity ; and I would that
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these were isolated passages in my listening history :
but perhaps T may have heen peculiarly consociated
with egotists. At all events, 1 know I am a great
favourite with them, and that, whatever they may
say about literary conversation, they always prefer
my attentive car,

I took up my abode for some time with a lady,
whose habits of benevolence were extensive, and of
whose true philanthropy of heart I had heard much.
1 expected to follow her to the alms-house, the hos-
pital, and the garvet; and T was not disappointed §
thither she wont, and for purposes the kindest and
most noble s she relieved their pressing wants, minis-
tered consolation in the kindest tone, and gave reli-
gious instruction wherever needed.  But then she
kept a strict calendar of all these pious visitings,
and that, too, for the entertainment of her company :
all were called upon to hear the history of the ap-
palling seenes she had witnessed, the tears of grati-
tude that had fallen on her hands, the prayers, half
articulate, that had heen offered for her by the dying;
and to hear her attestations of disregard- to the oppo-
sition she had to encounter in these her labours of
love.  Who, with such an appeal, could withhold
their commendation ? I therefore, of course, as 1
listened again and again to the same tale to different
auditors, heard many pretty complimentary speeches
about magnanimity, &c.; and getting somewhat
weary, 1 drew nearer to the lady’s guests, till 1
actually thought I heard from one (he was a elergy-
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an, [ believe) an inward whisper, that he would
like to refer his friend to the first four verses of the
sixth chapter of Matthew, but that it would be un-
polite.  If my listening powers were too acute when
1 heard this. let me now lay aside my title, and,
turning monitor at once, assure my voung friends,
if they would have their conversation listened to
with pleasure, they must be cconomists with self, as
their subject.

ANTITEMIS,

TurRe is one point on which God and man are
agreed—their hatred of Selfishness: with this only
difference, that God hates it every where, and man
hates it every where bat in himself.  There he feels
it not, knows it not, and never would discover it,
did not the prominence of the same quality in others
come in perpetual and painful eollision with it in
him: and many a hard rub, and many a rude knock,
must his self-love suffer, before he discovers what
part of him it is that has been wounded.  Amid the
thousand forms that Self assumes, in its influence
upon our thoughts, and words, and deeds, the least
harmful it may be, but certainly not the least of-
fenxive, is that in which it affeets our conversation,
We have indeed, like Anthemis, listened to the I 1, 1,
till we have thought it the worst-sounding letter of
all the English alphabet ; only halting, in our opin-
ion, Letween it and its compound companion, the
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wig, my. wmy, with which it rings in cverlasting
changes,

On behalf of the very young, we certainly have it
to plead, that they know very little of any thing but
what is in some sense their own.  If they talk of
persons, it must be their parents, their hrothers and
sisters, beeause they are the only people they know
—if they talk of any body's aftairs, it must be their
own, beeause they are acquainted with no other—if
of events, it must he what happens to themselves,
for they hear nothing of what Lappens to any hody
elke.  As soom, therefore, as children begin to con-
verse. it is most likely to be about themselves, or
something that belongs to them 3 and to the rapid
growing of this mwatehed habit, may probably he
attributed the vidiculous and offensive egotiam of
many persons in conversation, who, in conduet, prove
that their feclings and affections arve hy no means
self-cngrosseid. Bt the more indigenous this un-
sightly weed, the wore need is there to prevent jts
growth, It has many varietiecs—the leaf’ is not al-
ways of the same shape, nor the flower of the sune
colour—Uut they are all of one genus; and our read-
ers, who are by this time, we trust, most excellent
botanists, will have no ditticulty in detecting thein,
however mueh aflected by the soil they grow i,
The I's and my’s a Tady exhibits in conversaiion,
will hear such analogy to her character as the wares
on the stall of the Bazar bear to the trade of the
vender.  Or, if she bave a great deal of what is

VOL, I, Y
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called tact, she will perhaps vary the article aceord-
ing to the demands of the market.  In fashionable
life it will be my cousin Siv Ralph, sy father the
Farl, and my great-unele the Duke—the living
relatives and the departed fathers, the halls of her
family, their rent-rolls, or their graves, will atford
abundant #alage for any conversation she may have
to furnish out.  Among those who, having gotten
into the world they know not how, are determined
it shall at least be known they are there, it is my
houses, wy servants, wy park, my aardens—or if the
lIady he tou young to claim on her own hehalf, ngy
father's houses, &e. &e. will answer all the purpose.
But happily for the sipply of thix sort of talk, rank
and wealth, though very useful, are not necessary to
it.  Without any ostentation whatever. hut merely
from the habit of occupying themselves with  their
own individuality, some will let the company choose
the subjeet 1 but be it what it may. all they have to
say upon it is the T or the my—books, travel, sor-
row, sickness, nature, art—mno matter—it is, 7 have
seen, T have 'done, 7 have heen, 1 have learned, 1
have suttered, 7 have known.  Whatever it e to
others, the I ix the subject to them; for they tell
you nothing of the matter but their own concern
with it.  For example, let the eity of Naples he
spoken of—one will tell you what is scen there, what
is done there, what happens there, and make her
reflections upon all, without naming herself'; you
will only perceive by her knowledge and her re-
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marks, that she has heen in Naples: another will
tell you how she came there, and why she went. and
how long she staid, and what she did, and what she
saw i and the things themselves will appear hut as
aceidents to the idea of Self. Some ladies T have
known, who, not content with the present display of
their powers, are determined to re-sell their wares
at second hand ; they tell you all the witty things
they said to somehody yesterday, and the wise re-
marks they made to a certain company last night-—
I said, 7 remarked—the commadity should e valu-
able indeed o be thus brought to market a second
time,  Others there arve, who, under pretext of con-
fidenee, little complimentary when shown alike to
all, pester people with their own aftairs—before you
have been two hours in their company, you arve
introduced to all their family, and all their family’s
concerns—pecuniary aftairs, domestic seerets, per-
sonal feelings—a sort of bird's-eye view of every
thing that belongs to them, past, present, and to
come: and wo to the seerets of those who may chance
to have been in connexion with these €eotists '—-in
such a view, you must needs see ten miles round.
There is an egotism of which we must speak more
seriously.  Faults, that in the world we laugh at,
when they attain the dignity and purity of sacred
things, become matter of serious regret. 1 speak
nathing of the ostentatious dixplay of pious and he-
nevolent exertion, too well depicted in the sketeh of
Anthemis, to need our fursher remark., We live W,
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a time when religion, its deepest and dearest inte-
rests, have become o subject of eeneral conversation,
We would have it so—hut we mark, with regret,
that Seli has introduced itself” here. The heartless
loquacity—we must say heartless, for in matters of
such deep interest, facility of specel bespeaks the
feelings light—the unshrinking jabber with which
people tell you their soul’s history, their past impres-
sions and present diffiealties, their doctrines and their
doubts, their manifestations and their experiences—
not in the e of confidence, to have those doubts
removed, and those doetrines verified——not in the ear
of anxious inquiry, to communicate knowledge and
give cncouragement—Dhit any where, in any com-
pany, to any body who will listen—The, 1 felt, T
thougit, 7 experienced ——my sorrows, uy consola-
tions.  Sorrows that, if real, should blaneh the ebeck
to think upon, mereies that enwrap all heaven in
amazenient, they will tell out as unconcernedly as
the adventures of the morning—the voice falters not,
the colour changes not, the eve falls not.  And to
what purpose all this personality 2 To got good, or
do gowdl? By no means: but that whatever subject
they look upon, they always see themsclves in the
forearound of the picture, with cevery minute par-
ticular swelled into importance, while all besides is
wmerged in indistinetness.

We may be assured there is nothing so ill-hred,
S0 ennuyant, $0 little entertaining, so absolutely
ipipertinent, as this hablt of talking always with
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reference to ourselves.” For every hody has a Self of
their own, to which they attach as much inportance
as we to ours, and see all other matters small in the
compavison.  The Tady of rank has her eastles and
her ancestors—they are the foreground of her pice-
ture—there they ~tood when she eame into heing,
and there they are still. in all the magnitude of near
perspeetive s and i her estimate of their real size
be not corrected by expericnce and good sense, <he
expeets that others will see them as large as she
does. But that will not be so. The Jads of wealth
has gotten her houses and lands in the foreground—.
these are the arger features of her Tandscape—titles
and the eastles are seen at a smaller ancle, Neither
Tady will admire the proportions of her neighbonr's
drawing, should they chanee to diseover themselves
in eacli other’s conversation.  She again, whether
rich or poor. whose world is her own domesticity,
sees nothing so prominent as the aflairs of her nur-
sery or her houschold 5 and pereeives not that in the
eves of others her children are a set of diminutives,
undistinguishable in the mass of humanity @ in which
that they ever existed, or that they cease to exist, is
matter of cqual indifference. And she who holds her
mental powers in predominanee, to whom the nearest
ohjeets are kuowledge, and reason, and science, and
Tearning—she takes disgust at the cgotism of the
former three, and does not perecive that the magni-
tude she gives to her own pursuits, seems as il pro-
portioned to awm as theigp to her,  And if thereNe
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one who is disabused alike of all, of wealth, and
rank and learning ; and, having taken just measure
both of what she has and of what she has not, las”
placed all in the obseurity of the distanee; and in
nearness to her heart and pre-cmivencee in her con-
templation, has placed the great things of eternity —
right though she is, and just though her drawing be,
even she should be aware that others see it not
so.  The shades that overcast her landseape, never
hung on theirs—the sunbeam that lights it never
shone on them.  Tn time and season she must speak
to them for good—but when good is not the uhject,
she, too, must be aware of offensive egotism, in
speaking of jovs and sorrows that they never knew,
and exhibiting contempt for things that she despises,
but they eannot.

It is thus that cach one attributes to the ohjects
around kim, not their true and actual proportion, but
a magnitude proportioned to their nearness to him-
self.  We say not that he draws ill who doees so—
for to cach oue, things are important more or less, in
proportion to-his own interest in them. Dut henee
is the mischief—we forget.that every one has a Self
of their own, and that the constant sctting forth of
ours, is to others preposterous, obtrusive, and ridi-
culous. The painter who draws a folio in the front
of Lis picture and a castle in the distance, properly
draws the book the larger of the two: but he must
be a fool if he therefore thinks the folio is the larger,
avid expeets every body ise to think: so too. Yet
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nothing wiser are we, when we sutler ourselves to he
perpetually puinting to ourselves, our attiurs, and our
possessions, as i they were as interesting to othees
as they are important to us.

EAD OF YOLUME FIRNT.















