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vexes in(, that I cannot even yet be cool on the subject:

it vexes me that a creature so sordid should have so much

power to move me; but I cannot, I cannot master my

feelings. He-lie told me,-and with whom should

the blame rest., but with the weak, spiritless thing who

lingered on in mean, bitter dependence, to hear what he

had to tell?- he told me that all his friends were respect.

able, and that my appearance was no longer that of a

person whom he could wish to see at his table, or intro

duce to any one as his nephew. And I had staid to hear

all this!

"I ca hardly tell you how I got home. I travelled,

stage after stage, along the rough dusty roads, with a

weak and feverish body, and almost despairing mind.

On meeting with my mother, I could have laid my head

on her bosom and cried like a child. I took to my bed

in a high fever, and trusted thatall my troubles were soon

to terminate; but when the die was cast, it turned up life.

I resumed my old miserable employments, -for what

could I else ? - and, that I might be less unhappy in the

prosecution of them, my old amusements too. I copied

during the day in a clerk's office that I might live, and

'wrote during the night that I might be known. And I

have in part, perhaps, attained my object. I have pursued

and caught hold of the shadow on which my heart had

been so long set; and if it prove empty and intangible

and unsatisfactory, like every other shadow, the blame

surely must rest with the pii'siic', not with the thing

pum'sued. I weary you, Mr. Lindsay; but onoword more.

There are hours when the mind, weakened by exertion or

by the teasing monotony of an employment which tasks

without exercising it, can no longer exert its powers, and

when, feeling that sociality is a law of our nature, we
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