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grave, “‘but I could not get away from busi-
sess 3 and as I should have been ruined in the
epinion of my matter-of-fact neighbours, hadI
wme to New York only to see an old friend,
was glad to trump up some old and neglected
concern as an excuse.”

“Do you still live in the little village, Frank,
where you took up your abode soon after com-
fleting your law-studies 7" )

“The little village ! bless your heart, Harry,
nothing remains little in this couniry ; our vil-
hige is now an incorporated city, and I have
the honour to beits chiefmagistrate. Ha!ha!
only think of Frenk Hargrave, the mayor—"

And you are married too, Frank 7’

“Yes, I have one of the best of wives, and
two as pretty and promising little ores as one
could wish to see.”

“Then 1 suppose you have made a fortune
1o

“No, no, Harry, fortunes do not grow here
1s fast as they do in tropical countrics. Iown
t farm whose produce suffices for the support
of my family, and my profession brings me an
mcome of from twelve to fifteen hundred dol-
lars per annum. 1 do not count my salary as
mayor, for that is all consumed in the extra
espenscs attendant upon the office,—the honor,
the honor, Hal,—is all that political rank af-
fords in an economical republic. Iam enabled
15 lay aside something every year towards the
stppoert of my oid age, but riches I never ex-
pect to obtain. My whole estate would scarce-
Iy pay for such a thingas that,” and Hargrave
pinted as he spoke, to the superb silver tabie
which stood beside his friend, strewed swith
costly Tndian toys.

“You have come just in time, Frank,” said
Eustace, after a pause, “this is my wedding
day,—1I am to bo married this evening.”

“Ah, I am truly glad of it; poor Helen! she
has waited long for you, Harry ; her vouth and
beanty have faded, and yet, now that I look
more closely at you, she is not more changed
than yourself. What a bronzed and weather-
beaten face you have brought back; you are
more than half a China-man.”

Eustace sighed heavily.

“Nay, do not sigh about it, Harry, I dare
‘say you are as handsome as ever in the eyes
of Helen.”

“Poor, poor Helen !" said Eustace, despond-
ngly.

“Rather say ick Helen,” cried Frank, gaily
“why, man, you have more gold and silver in
this very room than we Yankees are accus-
tomed to handle in a life-ime.”
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“Yet would I give 2l my hard-earned
wealth, Frank, for the gifts which you possess.”

“WWhat are they, pray 7"’

“Your freshness of feeling, the carnestness
of purpose, the enthusiastn of character which
makes you still as ardent as a boy, whileIam
a care-worn and werld-weary man.”

“What do you mean, Harry? You have
realized every hope,—you have ganed 2 prince-
ly fortune, and are now upon the point of wed-
ding the object of your first love ;—what more
can be wanting to your happiness?”

 Thecapacity for enjoyment, without which
all else is valueless. 1 have wasted my glad
youth in toil, thankless, unshared toil,—I have
denied mysel{ the enjoyments of social life;—
shut up my better feelings within my own
bosom,—made even love my slave, rather than
my master, and by the force of an indomitable
will have won all that I fancied necessary to
happiness. But I forgot to calculate the
changes of yearsand circumstances. 1didnot
think that the rolling wheels of time which
were scattering golden sands as they flashed
past me in my foreign abode, were crushing
the simple flowers of life which bloomed in my
native woodland home. I return to claim my
bright and beautiful Helen, and I find but a
spectre of the past,—a pele, spiritless, sad-eye-
ed creature, whose every feeling is centred in
a blind devotion to me,—whose mind is as
child-like as in the days of her girlish beauty
and simplicity, while her ferson is blighted by
premature age,- -whaose very guilelessness, so
lovely in her extreme youth now wears the
semblance of weakness,—whose only charm
now consistsin herundying love. Alas!alas!
the perfume of the faded rose alone remains,
and my future life must be spentin a vain at-
tempt to cherish the perishing flower.”

“Good Heavens! Eustace, with such feel:
ings why do you marry Helen2”

“Whydo I marry? Can you ask such a
question, Frank ? should I not be a monster if
I hesitated when the path of duty is so plain ?
Who condemned her young years to the blight
of loneliness and hope deferred? For whose
sake was the sweetness of that fair flower
wasted? While she lives she shall be watched
over with all the tenderness of remorseful love,
but she will die, Frank,—even now the seeds
of disease are sawn, and J know that she will
die;—yet instead of being agonized at the very
thought of such a catastrophe, I can talk ofit
calmly, and without one thrill of the anguish
which in carlier days would have rent my very
heart-strings. Am Inotthenchanged? Itell



