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any of the nameless thousands who carry on the
ordinary

concerns of life around him."

I was grieved and astonished, and. knew not what t.o

answcr. "You are in a gloomy mood to-day," I at length

said; "you are immersed in one of the fogs you. de

scribe, and all .the surrounding objects take a tinge of

darkness from the medium through which you survey
them. Come, now, you muss make an exertion, and

shake off your melancholy. I have told you all niy story
as I best could, and you must tell me all yours in return."

"Well," he replied, "I shall, though it mayn't be the

best way in the world of dissipating my melanoly. I

think I must have told. you, when at college, that I had

a maternal uncle of considerable wealth, and, as the

world goes, respectability, who resided in Aberdeenshire.

He was placed on what one may term the table-land

of society; and my poor mother, whose recol1ctions of

him were limited to a period when there is warmth in the

feelings of the most ordinary minds, had hoped that he

would willingly exert his influence in my behalf. Much,

doubtless, depends on one's setting out in life; and it

would have been something to have been enabled to step

into it from a level like that occupied by my relative. I

paid him. a visit shortly after leaving college, and met

with apparent kindness. But I can see beyond the

surface, Mr. Lindsay, and I soon saw that my uncle was

entirely a different man from the brother whom my

mother remembered. He had. risen, by a course of slow

industry, from comparative poverty, and his feelings bad

worn out by the process. The character was case-hard

ened all over; and the polish it bore -for I have rarely

met a smoother man -seemed no improvement. He

was, in brief; one of the class content to dwell for ever
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