
டீ = 

\ DISCIPLINE: 
A NOVEL. (௦20 

fi ot 

BY THE AUTHOR OF “ SELF-CONTROL.” 

  

All-pitying Heaven, 

rt Severe in mercy, chastening in its love, 

E _ Ofttimes in dark and awful visitation 
Doth interpose ; and leads the wanderer back 
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DISCIPLINE. 

  

: CHAP, XIU. 

  

: Oh my fate! 
That never would consent that I should see 
How worthy thou wert both of love and duty, 
Before I lost you; 

    

With justice, therefore, you may cut me off, 
And from your memory wash the remembrance 
That ere I was; like to some vicious purpose, 
Which in your better judgment you repent of, 
And study to forget. 

ee Massincer. sno 

௬ து 
= ° . Tue morning shone bright with a sum- 

mer sun. The trees, though now rich in 
foliage, were still a with the fresh hues 

of spring. The river flashed gaily in the 
sunbeam ; or rolled foaming from the prows 
‘of stately vessels, which now veered as in 
Conscious grace, now moved onward as in 

ஜ்‌:



power without | ணட béaring wealth an 

plenty from distant lands. What heart, ae, 
is not chilled by misery, or hardened by 
guilt, is insensible to the charms of renovat- 
ed nature? What human heart exults not in 

the tokens of human power? Mine rejoiced 

in the splendid scene before me; but it 

was the rejoicing of the proud, always akin 

to boasting. ‘ How richly,” I exclaimed, 
““ has the Creator adorned this fair dwel- 

ling of his children! A glorious dwelling, 

worthy of the noble creatures for whom it 
was designed ;—creatures whose courage 

braves the mighty ocean,—whose power 

compels the service of the elements,—whose 

wisdom scales the Heavens, and unlocks the 

springs of a moving universe! And can 
there be zealots whose gloomy souls behold 
in this magnificent frame of things, only 
the scene of a dull and toilsome pilgrimage, 
for beings wayworn, guilty, wretched ?” 

In these thoughts, and others of like rea- 
sonableness and humility, I reached the 
dwelling of my friend. It was alow thatch- 
ed cottage, standing somewhat apart from a 
few scattered dwellings, which scarcely de-
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_served the name ‘of a village. I had seen 
Bir my childhood, when யந்த had dis- 
vissed me from confinement; and it was as- 

sociated in my mind with“images of. gaiety 
and 66000, Alas! those images but ill 

“accorded @¥ith its present aspect. It look- 
ed deserted and forlorn. She, by whose 
taste it had been adorned, was now a prison- 
er within its walls. The flowers which she 
had planted, were blooming in confused 
luxuriance. The rose-iree which she had 
taught to climb the latticed porch, now 
half-impeded entrance ; and the jessamine 
which she had twined round her casement, 

now threw back its dishevelled sprays as if 
to shade her death-bed. The carriage stop- 
ped at the wicket of the neglected garden ; 
and I, my lofty thoughts somewhat quelled 
by the desolateness of the scene, passed 
thoughtfully towards the cottage, along a 
walk once kept with a neatness the most 
precise, now faintly marked with a narrow 
track which alone repressed the disorderly 
Vegetation. 

The door was opened for me by Miss 
Mortimer’s only domestic ; a grave and re- 
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verend-looking _ person, with silver gray , 
hair, combed smooth under a neat crimp- 

ed coif, and with a starched white handker- 

chief crossed decently upon her breast. 

Nor were her manners less a contrast to 

those of the flippant gentlewomefto whose 

attendance I was accustomed. With abun- 

dance of ceremony, she ushered me up 

stairs; then passing me with a low courtesy 
and a few words of respectful apology, she 

went before me into her mistress’s apart-_ 

ment, and announced my arrival in terms 

in which the familiar kindness of a friend 

blended oddly with the reverence of an in- 

ferior. Miss Mortimer, with an exclama- 

tion of joy, stretched her arms fondly to- 

wards me. Prepared as I was for an alter- 

ation in her appearance, I was shocked at 

the change which a. few weeks had effect- 

ed. A faint glow flushed her face for a 

moment, and vanished, Her eyes, that were 

wont to beam with such dove-like softness, 

now shed an ominous brilliance. The hand 

which she extended towards me, ‘scarcely 

seemed to exclude the light, and every 
little vein was perceptible in its sickly trans- 
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patency. Yet het wasted countenance re- 

fained its serenity ; ; and her feeble voice 

still spoke the accents of cheerfulnegs. 

““My dearest Ellen,” safd she, “this is 

sc kind! And yet I expected it too! I 

knew you*twould come.” 
Siushing’ at praise which my tardy kind- 

ness had so ill deserved, I hastily inquired 

coucarning her health, <“* I believe,” said 

she smiling, though she sighed too, “ that 

I am still to cumber the ground a little 

longer. I am told that my immediate dan- 

ger is past.” 

«« Heavens be praised,”’ cried I, with fer- 

vent sincerity. | 

* God’s will be done,” ‘id Miss Morti- 

mer. * I once seemed so near my haven ! 

I little thought to be cast back upon the 

stormy ocean ; but, God’s will be done.” 

“« Nay, call it not the stormy ocean,” 

said 1, « Say rather, upon a cheerful 

stream, where you aaa I shall glide peace- 

fully on together. You will soon be able 

to come to us at Richmond ; and then I will 

‘shew you all the affection and all the re- 

spect which’”—* I ought always to have 
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shewn,” were the words‘ whielr rose to my / 

lips; but pridé stifled the accents of con- 

fession. “ Were you once able,” continued - 
I, “to taste tht blessed air that stirs all 

living things so joyously to-day, and see 
how all earth and heaven are gladdened 
with this glorious sunshine, you would gain 
new life and vigour every moment.” 

« Ay he is shining brightly,” said Miss 
Mortimer, looking towards her darkened 
casement. ‘ Anda better sun too is glad- 
dening all earth and heaven; but I, con- 
fined in a low cottage, see only the faint re- 
flection of his brightness. But I know that 
He is shining gloriously,” continued she, 
the flush of rapture mounting to her face, 
“and I shall yet see Him and rejoice !’’ 

I made no reply. “ It is fortunate,” 
thought I, « that they who have no pleasure 
in this life, can solace themselves with the 
prospect of another.” Litile did I at that 
moment imagine, that I myself was destined 
to furnish proof, that the loss of all worldly 
comfort cannot of itself procure this solace ; 
that the ruin of all our earthly prospects
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cannot of itself elevate the hepe long used 
to grovel among earthly things. 

I spent almost two hours with my friend ; 
during which, though se weak that the 
slightest exertions seemed oppressive to her, 
she at intervals conversed cheerfully. She 
inquired with friendly interest into my em- 
ployments and recreations ; but she knew 
me too well to hazard more direct interro- 
gation concerning the effect of her monito- 
ry letter. In the course of our conversation, 
she asked, whether I often saw Mr Mait- 
land? The question was a very simple one; 
but my, roused watchfalness upon that sub- 
ject made me fancy something particular 
in her manner of asking it. It had occur- 
red to me, that she might possibly be able 
to solve the difficulty which had of late so 
much perplexed me; but I could not pre- 
vail upon myself to state the case directly. 
“I wonder,” said I, “ now that you are 
gone, what can induce Maitland to visit us 
so often ?” I thought there was meaning in 
Miss Mortimer’s smile ; but her reply was 
prevented by the entrance of the maid with 
refreshments. I wished Barbara athousand
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miles off with her tray, though it contained. 
rich wines, and some of the most costly 

fruits of the season. Miss Mortimer pres- 

sed me to partake of them, telling me, that 

she was regularly and profusely supplied. 

** The giver,” said she, ‘* withholds no- 

thing except his ப and that too I be- 

lieve I can guess.” 

A gentle knock at the house-door now 

drew Barbara from the room, and I instant- 

ly began to contrive how I might revert to 

the subject of my curiosity. “ Could you, 

have imagined,” said I, “ that my father 

was the kind of man likely to attract Mait- 
land so much ?” 

My enemy again made her appearance. 

‘© Mr Maitland is below, Madam,” said she, 

_“T asked him in, because I thought you 
would not turn his worthy worship wes 

the third time he is come to ask for you.” 

«¢ Well Ellen,” said Miss Mortimer smil- 

ing, “as your presence may protect my 

character, I think I may see him to-day.” 
As Mr Maitland entered the room, I saw 

my friend make a feeble effort to rise from 
her seat; and, bending towards her, I sup-
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af arms. The moment 
ell upon me, it lightened 

After spéaking to my 

to me. ® Miss Percy!” 

said no more; but I would 

nged these words, and the 

panied them, for all the 

] mankind. Yet at that 

it of coquetry slept ; I quite 

te upon his love, and 

his approbation. 

r Maitland nor I anole 

i held the hand he had 

ortimer offered him some 

she suspected him of hav- 

ht to it. A slight change 

of e@ ved him; but he only an- 

படட that fruit came season- 

ably after a walk of seven miles in a sultry 

day. “ You never travel otherwise than on 

foot on Sunday ;”” said Miss Mortimer. 

“டர seldom find occasion to travel on Sun- 

day at all,” answered Maitland; «but I 

knew that I could spend an hour with you 

* without violating the eee of the fourth 

commandment,” 
௯



The hour was spent, aut spent without ' 

weariness evert to me; yet I cannot’ a 0015 

lect that a single sentence was uttered. it.,:3-= 

ference to worlély business or Sahel 

except that Maitland once bitterly க்கத்‌ 

ed his disappointed hopes_ of. psefuleeys to 

the African cause. ‘“ However,” பப்‌ 

he, “I believe I had need of that lésson. 

Our master is the only one whose servants 

venture to be displeased if they may not 

direct what service he wit accept Spe 
them.” Linn 5 

Nobody is more in want Lak such tess 

son than I,”’ said Miss Mortimer, «* when — 

my foolish heart is tempted to repine at the 

prospect of being thus laid aside, perhaps ° 

for years ; useless as it should seem to my- 

self and to all human kind.” 

‘« My good friend,’ returned Maitland, 

{and a tear for a moment quenched the 

lightning of that eye before which the most 

untameable spirit must have bowed submis- 

sive,) “say not that you are useless, while 

you can shew forth the praise of your Cre- 

ator. His goodness shines gloriously when 

he bestows and blesses the gifts of nature 
௬ 5 
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more gloriously when 

life after all these gifts 

s the high privilege of 
ove that our Father is 

flicient for the நப்‌ 

friends i aia hi ப ‘a all 
, you need the least re- 

le for a little while; for 

he good which you have 
furnish your mind witha 

,” returned Miss Morti- 

were more mistaken. I 
e action of my life, not 
which originated in a 

has not been degraded 

of evil, either in the mo- — 

tive or in the performance.” 

—* Oh but. an know பலனால்‌ not ex- 
pected from us,” ட்‌ i 
Maitland ‘dina his 5 « I fear,” said 

he, ‘* we must not trust much to your plea, 

so long as we are commanded to ‘ be per- 
‘Miss Mortimer will feel at peace ; 

not because she hopes that her King will, 
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instead of her just tribute, accept. of coun- ¢ 

ters; but because she knows that the, full 

tribute has betn paid.” - Set ea 

While I sawthe truths of religion ௮0601 

the vigorous mind of Maitland, “while I 

saw them triumph in a feebler soul) over 

pain and loneliness, and fear,—how =i I 

remain wholly insensible to their power ?— 

whilst I listened to the conversation of these 

Christians, how could I suppress a wish 

that their comforts might one day be mine? 

‘«« Pray for me,” I whispered to Miss Mor- 
timer, half-desirous half-afraid to extend 

my petition to Maitland, “ pray for me that, 
when I am sick and dying, your God may 
bless me as he now blesses you.” I know 
not how my friend replied; for Maitland 

laid his hand upon my head, with a look 

in which all kind and holy feeling was so 
blended, that raptuted saints can image no- 
thing more seraphic. He spoke not—but 
the language of man*is feeble to the elo- 
quence of that pause ! 

But my mind was-as yet unfit to retain 

any serious impression, The voice of truth’ 
played over it as the breeze upon the un- 

&
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stable waters, moving it gently for a mo- 
ment, and then passing away. My religi- 

‘ous humour vanished with the scene by 
which it was excited; and even Miss Mor- 
timer’s parting whisper helped to replace it 
by a far different spirit. “I can guess 
now, said she, “ what carries Mr Mait- 
land sb often to Bloomsbury Square.’’. Be- 
fore hearing this remark, I had offered to 
convey Maitland to town in my carriage ; 

and now the heart which had so lately 

swelled with better feelings, beat with a lit- 

ile coquettish fluttering, when, having taken 

leave of my friend, I found myself seated 
téte-d-téte with my supposed admirer. Mait- 
land was, however, the very innocent cause’ 

of my flutterings ; since for a whole mile he 

talked of Miss Mortimer, and nothing but 
Miss Mortimer ; then, perceiving that I was 
little inclined to answer,’ he was silent, and 
left me to my reflections. 

The softness of evening was beginning 
to mingle with the cheerfulness of day, and 
a fresher breeze began to lighten the sultry 
air. What an Arcadian day !”’ cried I, 

/
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« Pity that you and I were not lovers, to 
enjoy it thus albne together !” 

eI meant to ‘utter this with the prettiest 
air of simplicity imaginable, but found it 
quite impossible to suppress the conscious 
glow that stole over my face. I was cer- 
tain that Maitland coloured too, though he 
answered with great self-possession “I 
make.no pretensions to the character of a 
lover,” said he; “ but you may allow me 
to converse with you like a friend, which 
will do as well.’ 

“Oh the very worst substitute in na- 
ture,” cried I; “ for the conversation of 
lovers is all complaisance; whereas I find 
that those who beg leave to talk like friends, 
always mean to ask something which I do 
not wish to tell, or to tell something which 
I do not wish to hear.” 

“Perhaps I may mean to do both,” said 
Maitland ; « for there is a question which I 
have often wished té ask you; and when 
you have answered, I may perhaps under- 
take the other office too. Are you aware 
that common report joins your name with 
that of Lord Frederick de Burgh 2” 
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