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The Unfriendly Letter.

* Spread it before the Lord, Leonard,’ said
Lucy Grey. “ Do notsay any more about
it, nor.answer it, nor take any steps about it,
till you have spread it before the Lord,”

Leonard Grey made no reply to his sister,
but continued to pace the room with unequal
steps. His countenance betokened anger, and
he thought he did well to be angry. It was
natural anger, and just anger, and righteous
anger, and generous anger : 80 he would have
said. An open letter was in his hand. 'His
first impuise‘on reading it had been to tear it
up and trample it under his feet ia token of
angry contempt of the writer : so far he had
restrained himself; but whether the offendin
sheet would bs thrust botween the fire bars
or thrown into his desk was yet an open ques-
tion, when his sister interposed again.

“ Be angry, but sin pot, dear Leonard.
Follow Hezekiah’s example.”’

* Hezekiah ! Hczekiah ! what are you talk-

4108 about Lucy 7" said Leonard, tarning round

upon his sister sharply perhaps ; at least he
thought 80 himself atterwards, when he be-

. It is to be moted that, though

hissister’s meaning,  He heard her words in-
deed, but they conveyed little sense to his mind.

It is'a great blessing and a great merey too
when ap impetuous, hot-headed, generous-
hearted man has a better angel by his side, in
the shape of a wife or a sister, for instance ;
who is pot afraid, on any needtul oceasion, to
tell an unwelcome truth in a gentle way, or
to ‘pour the oil of wild pérsuasion’ and judici-
ous couns | on the turbulent waves of pas-
sion. Such an ové was Lucy Grey to her
brother, who at this time, however, felt far
too provoked and excited to listen at first to
his sister’s mild remonstrances.

“ Is it not an abowinable letter, Lucy ? tell
me that,”’ said he, striking off from Hesgekiah
at a tangent.

“1f 1 were to say yes, would that do any
good ?” atkcd Lucy, with a half smile on her
countenance, though in truth she sympathized
deeply with the insult and injury her brother
had received.

“Good ! why, you know it would do good,
Lucy, I should feel doubly sure then that
toe ian who wrote this’’—Lecotard erushed
up the poor leiter in his hand as he spoke—
** that the man who wrote tbis is a detestable,
sneaking, undermining—"

* Leonard, Leconard, dear brother ; ¢ In the
multitude of ‘words there wanteth not sin,” ”
interposed Luoy, -

“ 8in, Lucy! It is no sin to call things
by their right names.”

** But there may be sin, brother, in the
temper of mind which induces us to eall
things by even their right names. Besides,
We may be mistaken; and though this letter
seems very unkind, illiberal, and unchris-
tian "

* Seems, Lucy ! It is all that, and more.
[ am sure yon cannct deny it, gloss it over as
jou may,” said Leonard, breuking in upon
his sister’s apology for the writer.

- wWell, denrofeonard, say then that it is
all that and more; what a fine opportunity
Do vot
forget, my dear brother, that you area Chtis-
ti:;‘u follower of the blessed One who,
‘ -be was reviled, reviled not agein, when
he suffered, he threatened not ; but committed
bimselt to bim that Jjudgeth righieously.’ ”

‘1 am to submit, then, tosthese imputa-

tions, Lucy ; and the fellow who wrote this|

letter”~—once - more the poor sheet of paper
Was orushed up in Leonard Grey’s hand— is
Yo go over half the werld blasting wy charac-
ter 1 Do you mean that 3"

“ Half the world is a lang jouruey, Leon-
ard;  But better even that be should do this
than thas:you should do wrong.  Twow
an never make one right, you' know. They
aever'bave yet ; and never will,”

bR “word spoken in’ seison, how good it
M'V—’*"‘-Mﬁqppuud in his erratic ‘course
seroms the eavpet of his Gnﬁn'gf room, laid
the offending \# on the table, dnd '‘sat
sister’s side.

Now, what was in that letter need never be
known : our readers may supply this want of
information for themselves. Perhaps it con-
tained false accusations affecting the personal
character of the receiver. It 'might have

some imagined wropg. Or it was possibly a
legal demand for a large sum of money not
really due to the writer except by some flaw
in an agreement or in consequence of some

mean and spiteful letter, intended to give of-
fence to Leonard Grey by some rival in busi-

stirred up by a tale-bearer and backbiter, or
by some mutual misunderstanding. All these

and will happen again and again before it
‘comes to an end ; at any rate antil the happy

g |time comes, prophetically prefigured by the

dwelling together of the wolt and the lamb,
the lying down ot the leopard with the kid,
and the cow and the bear feeding together.

come; and brother will sometimes sin against
brother.. |

iithe quick as it did. | A

as very likely you have, you will know how

to sympathize with him. :

% Well, Lucy, what. am [ to do?7” said

Leonard, presently,” when the first outbreak

ot his wrath was over.- - -
* Spread. it before the Lord,” said Lucy,

again. * Remember David’s counsel, * Cesce

solf in anywise to do evil.” Spread the let.
ter before the Lord, as Hezekiah spread the
threatening letter of Sennacherib the Assyri.
an.”

Leonard understeod his sister now ; but his
mind was still in a ferment. He was writh.
ing under the insalt received. He answered
more mildly, however.

“ I dare say you are right Lucy ; that is to
say, looking at it ouly from one point of
view.. But the faot is, the letter must be

to a matter of business—disagreeable enough;
but it is business, and it must be answered in
a business way.” '

* And you think that God.does not uuder-
stand businzss, Léonard : is that what you
are thinking?” asked Lucy, quietly.

* Lucy ! what a strange quession to ask !”
exclaimed Leonard, turning quickly round
upon his sister.

* Is the question stranger than the (hought,
Leovard 7 .

“I do not say that it is, Lucy ; bat
Leonard Grey did not get any further, for he
knew that his sister was right. Yet, like
some other professing Ct ristians, he had nev-
er sufficiently recognised the fact that his
heavenly Father really coneerned himselt
about his ** mean affairs.” He, as ‘we, know
very well where it is writén, “ In all th
ways acknowledge him, and he shall direct
thy paths ;” and again, * Casting all you care
apon him ; for be careth for you.” Bat it ix
likely be had not realized the full meaning of
tlgese encouragements, At any rate, his prac-
tice was defective if his faith wae sound : no

"
.

wonder, then, that in time of petty trials his.

patience failed him,

Bo Leonard passed that day with his mind
unhinged, and his ‘temper soured. He could
ot help thinking a good deal of the insult
and ipjury conveyed in that unhappy letter ;
and the mors he thought of them the deeper
theg] seemed, as was but natural. |

e answered the letter too—and he thought
he had apswered it wall—with angry diguitg,
but in a tone 5t deflance which clearly proved,
or was intended to prove, that he did not fear
his adversary. = ’

Nevertheless, he was satisfied, His sister’s
words rang in his ears, or at any rate, fast-
eded themselves on his memory, * Spread it
betare the Lurd.” 8o pertinaciously did they
adhere there that he could mot shake them
off; and the more he thought of them, the
more “wise ‘and reasonable did the advice
seem. “ Am I a Christian 7"—go he argued,

*

been a retaliatory letter, threatening injury for | Ba

pettifogging quibble, Or it was, perhaps, a|wh

vess. On the other hand, it was probably an-
honest though mistaken outpouring ol wrath|

things have happened since the world began, |

Until then it must. needs be that off>nces|

Whatever the subject of the letter, or the 1o
manner of the letter, or whoever the writer | Wit

fdter in the day ; « and shall I negfect what
isobviously a Christian’s privilege 7 Not that
it, will make any difference—how can it 7—
0 difference, that is, to the steps I shall have
t0'take about this letter, or to reply to it.

Al it may calmi my mind, and—yes, Luey is
right; and I will ¢ spread it before the
r‘ffd'. ”»

Bo Leonard Grey went into his « closet.”
and shut the door, and prayed to his Father,
¥ho sceth in seeret. How long he prayed,
of what wlrds he nsed is not o so much con.

 consequence as that he prayed ¢ with the

spirit and with understanding.” |
. * g Mg * ®
_Leonard Groy -looked at the unfriend)
létter again, Iﬁs opinion of it was not al-
téred : if possible, it seemed blacker and
more malignant that ever, « I would not
bave written such a letter,” he thought, *¢ for
aby amount of advantage I could gain'by it ;
and I pity the man who wrote it. Then he
glanced at his reply; and a blush mounted to
f cheeks. * This will never do,” he raid
within himself; and he tore it into frag-
ments.
It was almost post-time, and there was

30t time to compose another reply. ¢ I must
Fite something, however,” thought Leonard;

of the letter might be, it was an ugly, disa- |['alic
greeable epistle, orit would not have touched }

* Sigl'— (he could not write “ dear sir,”)— | spread before him all
: .e‘ive_d your lette day® d m Mgy Mr, Ure

stirred by an unkiod and unjast, & hasty sod |\
ungevnerous letter from either friend or foe,|

from anger, and foreake wrath. ~ Fret not thy. '

answered ; and it resolves itself, after all, in- |

2 sat down and wrote,

A,

n

yours re-pectfully,
mgann {;nr.”

“* We ‘may follow this shor: ncte to the wri-
ter of the unfriendly letter,

% Spread it before the Lord " What does
&py mean by sending such an apswer as
this 7" he said as he tyrnéd it over and over
to'make sure that nothing else was written,
$He has spread it before the Lord, has he 7"
e ‘¢continued, When “he" could ‘find nothing
else. “ A preity sort of an answer to give
to my letter. Is the man making a fool of
me? I'll let him know that I am not to be
treated in this way.”

To all appearance, certainly, Leonard Grey
had oot improved his position with his un-
triendly" correspondent by his reply.

Nevertheless, wheg .this correspondent sat
down to pen a rejoinder, he could not get on.
He wrote about half a page, and then he
paused.

“Grey will be spreading th's before the
Lord, P suppose.” said he ; and be took ans
ther sheet. He tried to write again, but
with no better success, Then he took anoth-
cr sheet, and anotber: but frame his words
as he might, he could not please himself, The
truth i8, bis conscience began to be touched ;
and this appeal to the highest court of all
gave him more uneasiness than he liked to
acknowledge even to himself. 1t the dispute
between bimscl! and Leonard Grey had to be
referred to a court of homour, or a court of
common pleas, or a court of queen’s bench,
or a court of chancery, he would have fought
out the battle. inch by inch, and his natural
ohstivaey and self-importance would have car-
ried him through the controversy, whether he
were in the right or in the wrong. Bat to
have it taken into the high court of heaven, and
before the Judge of all—so unceremoniously
too, and without any preliminary notice ! - He
was not prepared for this. He threw his
peun aside, and tore up his unfinished sheet,
He would have nothing more to do with a
man who could spread his letter before the

Lord, like that. He began to be halt afraid
of him,
L SR T - * B

A good many weeks passed away, and
Leonard Grey began to wonder.

‘1 have not heard a word from Mr. B—,”
said he, oné day, to his sister.

“ Nor written to him about that business 7"’

““No ; for when I came to look at it again
therc was nothing for me to write about. It
was for him to follow up bis letter, and noth-
ing I could have written .would have made
any difference ; so I thought the wisest plan
was for me 1o be sileut.” .

“ You did not think so at first,” said Lucy.

“ Well, no, 1 was too angry; but after |
followed, your advice and spread his letter
before the Lord, it came to me that there was
nothing else’ for me to do. . Was I right ?”

“1 ‘sappose so, Leonard; I believe 'so.
But are you quite sure that' Mr. B- is ‘ot

“ Not quite sure; but yet if he ha«i B;; I

should have heard of it. As [ have not, I
am very well content to wait.” .

Leonard Grey had not long to wait. That
same evening there was a knock at his door,
and Mr. E. was admitted.

‘I wrote an ugly letter to you some time
ago, Mr. Grey,” he said.

Leouard could not deny this, so he said
nothing, |

“ And you sent me a very proper answer.
[ am come to thaok you for it.”

“1 am glad you thiok it s0.” said Leonard.

“ I did not think so at first ; it put me out
more than I eare to acknowlodge now,’ con-

y{tinued Mr. E—; “but it was a right and

proper answer, And I am come to tell you
now that [ wasin the wrong altogether. Will
you shake hands with me over it 7”7 He held
out his hand as he spoke, and Leonard took
it

““ 1 havo something else to say to you,”
Mr. E— went on; and his voice trembled a
little,—“I have been ill since [ wrote to you,”
— Leonard Grey noticed now that bis visitor
looked weak and pallid—+ and when, I was
at the worsf, your letter kept haunting me.
You wrote that you had ¢spread’ my letter
* before the Lord ;’ and I thought how all my
thoughts, and words, and deeds had been

my life long
fh“.,; i1 couldbes

* And thep I spread my own nnhxppy‘ﬁpé
before the Lord. I saig “ Eoter not .into
judgment with me, O Lord; for I have
sinned ; I have sinned 7' ”

‘*“ And then, Mr. E—1" said Leonard, with
a beaming, eager, anxious smile—

“ Aund then, sir, the blessed truth was
brought homie to my soul, as 1 hope and be-
lieve,—* If any man sin, we bave an advocate
with the Faiher, Jesus Christ the righteous,
and if we conless our sias, he is faithfal and
just to forgive us our sins, and to cleanse us
trom all unrighteousness.” And now, Mr.
Grey, I ask you once more to forgive me for-
writing that untriendly and unjust letter.”

reply.

* This do in remembrance of me."”

‘ Be not conformeéd to this world ; but be ye trans-
formed by the renewin of your mind, that ye may
prove what is that good, and acceptable, and perfect

wili of God.”—Romans 12: 2. d .
The ohristian is Christ's loving epistle to a
fallen worid. He is to tell of a Savioar’s love,
breathe the Saviour’s spirit; testity of the
B'atnqur’s merit, and deliver the Saviour’s in.
vitation. He is not to conform himeelf to
the world but cndeavor to conform the world
to the will of his Lord. How very inconsis-
tent to be one day at the Lord’s table, show-
ing forth the Lord's death; and another
standing up in the giddy dance, to the sound
of jovial music, f-]ow incongruous, to be
spendiog the morning in reading God's bless-
ed bqok. and bowing the knee at his throne,
and o the evgaing sitting down to cards, or
some trifling amusement. How improper
whén reqaired to vist the sick, and fatherless,
and widows in their affliction, to spend our-
time 1o worldly parties, wad our mouey in.
adorning the person. Oh how much confore

ity to the world there is among man
tessors ol that religi v T 1o

. glon which reqires us to
wortity the flesh, and its passions and lusts!
How many are overcome by she fashious,
pleasures, aud gay amusements of the world,
who ought to have the world unaer their fees,
aod eternal glory in their eye. “Marvel not,”
said Jesus, «if the world hate you, for ye
koow that it hated me before it hated you,”
But how can it hate those who conform to it,
aud so much resemble it? It canmot. It
does not. There is not that distinction be.
tween ‘professors and the world which there
ought to be. It we were the temples of the
Holy Ghost—if Christ dwelt in us—if we
lived in close fellowship with God—could we
be s0 contormed to the world as many of us.
are ?

‘“Pare religion, and undefiled, before God and the
Father, is this, To visit the fatherfess and widows in .

their affliction, and wo k himself unspotted (rom .
the world,”--James 1; ﬂ«p 20

~'God ordhined prayer, andso proolaimed kis .

tollowing up his letter, as you say ?”

paternity to man,

We need not write down Leonard Grye's o




