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see, I feel it. The anchor of my affection is gone, and I

drift shoreward on the rocks."

'Twere ruin," I exclaimed, "to think so!"

"Not half an hour. ere my father died," he continued,

"he expressed a wisir to rise and sit once more in his

chair; and we indulged him. But, alas! the same feeling

of uneasiness, which had prompted the wish remained with

"him still, and he sought to return again to his bed. It is

not by quitting the bed or the chair,' he said, 'that I need

seek for ease; it is by quitting the body.' I am oppressed,

Mr. Lindsay, by a somewhat similar feeling of uneasiness,

and at tiies would fain cast the blame on the circumstan

ces in which I am placed. But I may be as far mistaken

as my poor father. I would fain live at peace with all

mankind; nay, more, I would fain love and do good to them

all; but the villain and the oppressor come to 'Set their

feet on my very neck and crush me into the mire, and

must I not resist? And when, in some luckless hour, I

yield to my passion,
- to those fearful 1assions that must

one day overwhelm me, -when I yield, and my whole

mind is darkened by remorse, and I groan under the disci

pline of conscience, then comes the odious, abominable hyp

ocrite, the devouler of widows' houses and the substance

of the orphan, and demands that my repentance be as pub

lic a his own detestable prayers! And can I do other

than resist and expose him? Jy heart tells me it was

formed to bestow; why else does every misery that I can

not relieve render me wretched? It tells me, too,.-it was

formed not to receive; why else does the pi-offered assis

tance of even a friend fill my whole soul with indignation ?

But ill do my circumstances agree with my feelings. I.feel

as if I were totally misplaced in some frolic of Nature, and

wander onwards, in gloom and unhappiness) for my proper


	LinkTextBox: http://www.geology.19thcenturyscience.org/books/1871-Miller-Tales/README.htm


