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THIL

NEMESIS OF FAITH.

LETTER L

Huntley Parsonapre, Septembor 4, 18—,

PROMISEDN so long ago to write to you, dear Avthur,

I that Ly Lhis Lime, if you have not already [orrolten me,
wvou will at least have began to think it desirable Lo forget
like A8 B0 Ay Puwib]c,‘l’nr an 1111;::1'1Ltel'|il:;c,rc}ULi—for—lwut]]il1g
fellow ; bul I am going to be very just, and pay heavy m-
terestl—and I think letter debts are like all other debta,
If you pay them when they are dus, they are taken as a
matter of course, and without gratitude ; but leave thewn
till your poor ereditor leaves off expecting, and then they
fall in like a podsemd,  So [ hope youare alveady delighted
at the sight of my handwriting, and when you get to the
end of these long sheets, which ITaw intending to fill to vou,
I shall be quite baek again in my old favor. Perhaps,
though, I s too sanguine ; 1 have nothing but myself (o

* write about,no facts, ne theories, no opinions, no adventures,
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no sentiments, nothing hut my own poor barren individ-
nalisin, of considerable interest to me, but I do not know
why T shonld presume it will be so to you. Egotism is
not tiresome, or it ought not to be, if one is sincere about
oneself ; but it is so hard to be sincere Woll, never mind,
I mean to be, and yon Im;w me well enough to see
through mwe when I am hombugging, A year hasz gone
sinee we parted; T have had nothing all this time to tell
you, except that T was unsettled and uneomfortable, and
why should I trouble von with that ¥ Now, you will see |
want your help, so now I come to you, 1t is not that 1 have
had any positive evievance, but I scem to have had hold
of every thing by the wrong side. My father is very an-
xions to see e settled into some profession or other, and
here have the three black graces alternately been present-
ing their charms to me, and I ean't get the apple deliver-
el : I turn from one to the other, and the last I look at
seemns always the ugliest, always has some disagrecable
feature I cannot reconcile wyrelf with. T cannot tell
why it is, Arthur, but 1 searcely know n professional man
I can like, and certainly not ome who has been what the
world ealls successtal; that T should the lesst wish to re-
semble.  The roads they have to travel are beaten in by
the unscupulous as well as the serupulous ; they are none
of the cleanest, and the race is too fast to give one time
to pick one’s way. T konow men Itr}' to keep their private
conscience distinet from their professional conscience, but
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it does not always do.  Their uature, like the dyer’s hand,
is subidued to what it works in; and youn know a lawyer
when you see him, or a doctor, or a professional clergy-
man. They are not simply men, Imt wen of a particular
sort, and, unfortunately, something not more but less than
men—inen who have sacrificed Eheir own selves to be-
come the paild instruments of o systew.  There may be
exeeptions where there is very great genius; but [ am not
a genius, and I cannot trust myself to hope 1 should be
an execption, and so I zo round and round, and always
end where I began, in diffionlties. L.helieve yon know
something of my father—a more upright, exeellent wan
never breathed ; and though not very elever, yet he has a
breadth of solid understanding which, for such ereatures
as we men are, is far better furniture to be sent into the
world with than any clevernsss; and T am sure there
st be something wrong in my fastidionsness when he
50 highly disapproves of it. He was contented o langh
at me, you know, as long as I was at college, heeanse my
dréaming, as he called it, did not interfere with my sue-
ceeding there ; but it is quite another thing now, and he
urges me again and again, almost with a severity of re-
proof which is bitterly distressing to mie. 1 have shown
talents, he says, of which it is my duty to wake nse; the
common sense of mankind hins marked out the best ways
te nse them, and it is worse than ridiculons in & young
man sueh as T am toset mysell np to be different from
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everybody else, and to be too goond to do what many of
the Lest and wiscst men he knows, are doing. My biro-
thers were all getting on honorably and steadily, and why
was not I?7 1t was true, he allowed, that unserupulous
men did sometimes sueceed professionally, but it was not
by their faults, Lut Ly their virtues, by activity and pru-
dence, and manly self-restiaint. . . . . . He added
somethirg which made a deeper impression upon me than
this; for all tlis 1 had said often and often to myself. T
had told him that as T hada small independence, I thought
I might wait at least a year or two, and give myself time
to understand my own wishes clearly before T eommitted
myself. “ You say you wish to bie a man, Markham,” he
answered, “ and not a professional man. T do not propose
to control you. At your age, and with your talents, you
must learn what life is now, not from me, but from life
itself; but if you will hear an old man's opinion, I will
give it you. If you think you can temper vourself into
manliness by gitting here over your hooks, supposing you
will grow into it as a matter of course, by a rule of ne-
cessity, in the snme way as your body grows old, it is the
very silliest fancy that ever tempted a youngs man into
his ruin. You ecannot dream yourself nto a character ;
you must hammer and forge yourself one.  Go out into
life, you will find yvour chance there, and only there. You
ask to wait. It is like a timid Loy waiting on the river
bank to take his plunge. The longer he stands shivering
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the harder he finds it, At the year’s end you will see
more difflenlties than yom sec now, because von yonrself
will have grown feebler, Wait one more, and then you
will most likely go on to the end, into your seeond ehild-
hoo! of helplesness.”

What shall I do, Arthur? It is =0 frue, every word of
this. I feel it is. I know it is; and it is shameful, in-
deed, to rust into nothingness.  Yet what to do! Surely
it were kinder far to train vs out from oor cradles into a
course which should be chosen for ns, and make us begin .
our erawling on the road we ave to travel, with spelling-
books of law and physie, and nursery courts of justice, or
diseased dolls to leeture or to doctor.  All would be so
easy then ; we shoull form cach about our proper centre,
and revolve calmly and surely in the orbit into which we
were projected. It is a frightful business to bring us up
to be only men, and then bid us choose for ourselves one
of three roads which are to take us down again. For they
do take us down. Unless we are in Fortune's Lest books,
and among those same lueky sons of genius, for law or
physic, we must learn a very dirty lesson, and train our
'Iips. into very smooth chicanery, or it 1s slow enough her
wheel will move with us. Speak the truth, and the truth”
only, and in the first you area fool, and in the seeond you
are a Lrute. © Ah, well, but at least the Chureh is open
to yvou," you will say, and that iz what my father says.
There the most fastidions person will find the purest



