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Tntvobuction,

ELL me, my dear Reginald,—said

Ann Warlingham to her brother,
as they sat together in the little
study at Yateshull Vicarage, *° tell
me what you are writing. The question is
not & very discreet one, I confess; but then
a sister who has fravelled so many miles of
crosg-country road to vigit you in your solitude
has a right to extraordinary privileges. I have
been sitting at my work till I am quite wearied
with it, and have not spoken a word for fear of
interrupting you : but now I see the pen laid
down, and the folio volume closed, and locked,
B
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iy feminine curiosity can contain itself no
longer, May I not know the subject of those
closely written pages? Is it divinity, or his-
tory, or a novel, or a tragedy, or your own
confesgioneg, or what i

“ No, Ann,” said Reginald smiling, * you
must guess agein; for it is none of these
things. And yet,” he added gravely, ¥ it par-
takes of all of them. Probably there is more
divinity for every-day life Aere,” continued he,
laying his hand on the book, * than in many
professed treatises on the subject,—more truth
than in many histories,—more thrilling inci-
dents than most novels will supply,—deeper
scenes of tragedy than would be tolerated on
the stage,~—and for confessions, believe me, I
never look into it without confessing my own
deficiencies and errors of judgment, and the
utter inadequacy of human weakness to a right
Mischarge of the pastoral care. But, not to
raise your curiosity, only for the purpose of
disappointing it, you must know that the vo-
lume which excites your interest is, in fact, a
sort of daily register of conversations with the
various members of my flock, under all the
eventful circumstances of weal and woe, in



