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the cradle o the grave she is man’s truest, firmest
friend.”

“Uncle, you speak eloquently in behalfl of wo-
man’s excellence,” observed Frank, with a sickly
smile.  ‘“Such a wife and such a mother 1 had
fondly pictured to myself in Helen Churchill ; and
if I have expressed myself too hastily againat the
sex, it was because I loved too well. Surely, dear
uncle,” he added, *“if Helen had laoved me she
would not so lightly have given me up.””

¢ Lovers, my dear nephew, especially young en-
thusiastic lovers like you, are apt to expect too much
from the object of their affections. Women are
placed by nature in more dependent circumstances
than men ; they cannot at all times act according
to the inclination of their hearts; too generally
these are forced to yield to the imperative dictates
of duty, and the opinions of the world—of a world
they dare not despise. i

“You acknowledge you were not in circumstances
to make Helen your wife, and you were highly
offended at her refusing to place herself in a depen-
dent situation among strangers, and separate her-
self from her family for an indefinite number of
years.  Pardon my freedom, nephew, but you
asked too great a sacrifice.”

¢ How, uncle, was it greater than that from
which | was anxious to save her? Was she not
about to quit her native land, the happy scenes of
her childhood, to become a poor emigraut, to be
buried amid the wild woods of Canada 7 And would
not my unwearied exertions have saved her (rom this
dismal change 1

“The risk was too great—yop might have
changed—your love might have growp cold, and
your paor Helen might have lived to mourn the
bour when she listened to the voice of blind affec-
tion, which had made her an alien and outcast from
her family—{orsaken by the man she loved, and for
whose sake she estranged herself from her natural
guardians ; cast off by the world—where would
have been her refuge, and consolation? Listen to
me, Frank, and I will tell you a story somewhatre-
sembling your own, but in which your unce has
been one of the actors. ’

“You sec that new frame house just to the left of
this—that with the green Venetians and latticed
verandah. That fine house was built by a gentle-
man whose name is immaterial at this moment—he
came hither about two years ago, with his wife and
nine children. Unacquainted with the gountry
with none to advise them, they launched out in ex-
penses which they could ill afford. Strict economy
had formed no part of their former practice ; the
father was a proud man, and the mother pined with
restless discontent for those luxuries they had been
accustomed to enjoy at home. They had a grant of
1and, but they would not consent to immure them-
selves in the forest; so the land was sold at a low
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rate, and the proceeds laid oyt in building the housg
I pointed out to you, in which they lived freely as
long as the few hundreds lasted, and credit was good.
They dressed expensively, and kept the best com-
pany afforded by our small neighbourbood. Diffi-
culties at length began to arise, and slights to be
felt or imagined, for, you know, nephew, that the
poor are apt to be jealous of their consequence—
certain it is that many of those who used to be fore-
most in their attentions, began to look coolly on
them as soon &s their circumstances began to be
noised abroad.

“ About this period I became acquainted with
them, nay almost domesticated in the family, and
found myself at all times a welcome guest, in sea-
son or out of season. I took an interest in the
whole (amily ; but it was the meek, patient, pensive
Ellen, that most attracted my regard. It was not
her sunny hair, soft features, and delicately tinted
cheek, nor the white hand on which that cheek so
often rested, that formed the charm which led me
80 often to her presence. 1 am too old, Frank, to
fall in love with a pretty face alone ; it was the ex-
pression of sweetness and mild resignation that
gave a grace to all she said and did.”

“1In short uncle, you were in love.”

““It was my misfortune rather than my fault,
nephiew,” returned his uncle gravely ; ¢ at forty, a
man is somelimes apt to forget that he is too old to
be the lover of a girl of eighteen or nineteen.

““I began to feel uncasy at the visits of a young
gentleman, who came every two or three months to
the house of my friend — ; an unusual bustle gen-
erally preceded these visits. Little did I at first sys-
pect that this young man was the accepted lover of
my Ellen, as I fondly in fancy called her. I had
even faneied that to her alone he seemed almost an
object of dislike ; she seemed to shun his society,
rather than take pleasure in it. My daydream of
happiness was soon to be dispelled.

¢ One morning on entering the sitling-room, one
of the younger girls ran up to me, and holding up a
doll, said, ¢ see herg, Mr. Neville, what brother Wil-
liam has sent me, and he is coming again soon to
marry Ellen, he says.” At these words I turned my
eves in silent surprise on Ellen. The poor girl rose
(rom her seat ingreal egitation, and, casting a look
of anguish on me, left the room in tears. 1 satlike
one paralyzed ; I do not know if my embarrassment
of look and manner escaped notice ; but my friends,
as if unconscious of my presence, began to discuss
the approaching nuptials of their daughter with little
reserve. I soon afler took my leave. That Ellen
did not love her intended bridegroom, I felt convinced
from her distress and tears. I know not how, but
a vague hope that she was not indifferent to me

would come across my mind. True, she had given
me no proof of her affection, and my age, double her
own, ought to have saved me from the vanity of



