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dead. A generous and benevolent lady,
who knew the circumstances under which she
was placed, offored to provide Lucy with «
situntion—but what situation? She looked
too delicate, toorefined for servico; and she
was not sufliciently accomplished to under
take the duties of even a nursery governess.
‘Havononoe of their slavory, dear,’ oxclaim
ed poor Mary, whilo weeping bitterly; ‘take
your pick of the things to furnish two little
rooms, Miss Lucy, and sell the rest. I'vo a
power of friends, and can get constant work;
turn my hand to anything, from charing to
clear-starching; or if tho uoise wouldn't
bother you, sure I could have a mangle ; it
would exercise me of an evening when I'd
be done work. Don’t leave me, L%iss ; don't,
darling, anyway, till you gather a little
atrengtix after all you've gone through: the
voice of the stranger is harsh, and the look
of the strangzer is cold to those who have
lived all their days in tho light of a father's
love. I took you from your mother's breast
a weesome woesome babby, and sure, my
jewel own, I have some rffht to you. I'll
never gainsay you. And to please you,
dear, I'll never let an ill-word cross my hf)s.’
But Lucy Joyce was too right-minded to live
on the labor of an old servant, She retain-
ed enough, however, to furnish for Mary a
comfortable room, and acrepted, much to
the faithful creature’s mortification, a place
in a family—one of the hardest *places’ to
endure, and yet as good, perhaps, as from
her father's position she could have expect-
ed—as half-teacher, half-servant; a ming.
ling of opposite duties, against the mingling
of which reason revoits.

The duties incident to her new position (in
a gentleman's family at Putney); tho exer-
tion which children require, and which is
perpetual, though parents are the only per.
sons who do not feelit tobe so0; the exercise,
the necessity for amusing and instructing
the young, the high-spirited, and the active;
these, addes to the change of repose for in-
quietude, Jf Leing the one cared for, to the
having to care for others; the entire loneli-
ness ¢, spirit; all combined to make her
mc, to crush utterly the already bruised

Lucy was fully sensible of the consoling
power—the great pleasure of being useful—
and her mind was both practically and ther-
oretically Christian, so she never yiclded to
fretfulness or impatience; but her heart
fluttered like an imprisoned bird as she
toiled and panted :J) the high stairs, while
the children laughed and sported with thc
spirit and energy of health, and called to her
to ‘come faster.’ ° *  No :inewss
cruel, no one even unkind to her ; thecross
cook (all good cooks are cross) would often
make her lemonade, or reserve something
sho thought the young girl might eat; the
lady’s-maid, who had regarded her at first as
a rival beauty, won by her cheerful patience,
said that even when her eyes were full of
tears, there was a smile uJ)on her lip ; nll the
servants felt for her; and at length her mis-
tress requested her own physician to see
what was the matter with ¢ poor Joyce.’

There are exceptions, no doubt ; but taken
as a body, medical men are the very souls of
kindness and generous humanity. How
many have I known whose voices were as
mustein a sick chamber; who, instead of
taking, gave; ever ready to alleviatoand to
sustain.

‘Have you no friends?’ he enquired.

¢ None, sir,’ she replied ; ‘atlecast none to
support me; and,’ she added, ‘I know Iam
unable to remain here.’ While shesaid this
she looked with her blue, truthful, earnest
eyes into his face; then paused, hoping,
without knowing what manner of hope was

in her, that he would say—‘sho was abloy
but hedid not; ‘and,’ sho continued, ‘there
is no ono to whom 1 can go, except an old
servant of my poor father's; so, if—' there
came, perhaps, a flush of pride to her rlicek,
or it might bo she wns ashamed to ask o fo.
vor—- if, sir, Xou could get me iato an hos-
pital, I should be most grateful.’

‘1Twish 1 could,’ ho answored, ‘with all
my heart. We havo hospitals cnough ; yet
I fear—indeed I know—there is not ono that
would receivo you when aware of tho exnct
nature of your complaint. You must have
& warm, mildatmosphere; perfectquiot, and
o particular diet; and that for some consid-
erable time.’ .

‘ My mother, sir, 8aid Lucy, ‘died of con-
sumption.’

¢ Well, but you are not going to die,’ ho
replied, smiling; ‘only you must lot your
father's old servant tuke care of you, and
you may soon get better.’

Lucy shook her head, and her eyes over-
flowed with tears ; the physician cheered her
after the usual fushion. ¢I am not afraid of
death, sir,’ said the young woman; ‘indeed
Iam not; but I fear, more than 1 ought.
the passagoe which leads to it ; the burden 1
must be to the poor faithful creature who

nursed me from my birth. I thought there |

was an hospital for the curc of every diseaso ;
and this consumption is 8o general, so help-
less, so tedious.’

‘ The very thing,’ said the doctor, who,
with all his kindness, was one of those who
think ‘so and so,’ because “all the faculty*
thought ‘so and so,” for such a number of

ears—'its being tedious is the very thing;
1t is quite a forlorn hope.’

¢ But, sir, answered the soldier’s daughter,
‘forlorn hopes have sometimes led to great
victories, when they have been forlorn, but
not forsaken.’

The doctor pressed into her hand the latest
fee hehad received, and descended the stairs.
¢ That is a very extrnordinary girl, madam,
in the nursery,” hesaid to the lady ; ‘some-
thing very superior about her; but she will
get worse and worse ; nothing tor her buta
more genial climate, constant care, perfect
rest, careful diet; if she lives through the
winter, she must go in the Sf)ring. Lungs!
chest! blisters will relieve her; and if we
could produce the climate of Madeira here
for a winter or so, she might revive; bat,
poor thing, in her situation——"

The lady shook her head, and repeated,
¢ Ay, in her situation.’ .

‘It is really frightful,’ he continued, ‘the
hundreds—thousands, I may say—who drop
off in this dreadful disease—the flower of
our maidens, tho finest of our youths—no
age, no sox, exempt from it. We haveonly
casual practice to mnstruct us in it; we have
no opportunity of watching and analysing
it, en masse,as we have with other complaints;
it is turned out of our hospitals before we
do what wo even fancy might be done; it is
indeed, as sho said just now, ¢ forlorn* and
‘forsaken.” Why I knownot; I really wish
some one would establish an hospital for the
cure, or at least the investigation of this
disease ; many, if taken in time, would be
saved. Suffering the most intense, but per-
haps the best endured, from the very nature
of the complaint, would t - materially lessen-
ed, and a fresh and noble field opened for an
alrnost new branch of our profession.’

The physician grcscribed for Lucy. He
saw her again, and would have seen her re-
peatediy, but the family left town suddenly,
1 consequence of the death of a near rela-
tive, and the very belief that nothing could
be done for her, circumstadced as she was,
contributed to her being forgotten. The bu-
man mind has a natural desire to blot out

from memory objects that aro hopeless
Lucy went to Mary's humblo lodging, a
fancied, for a day or two, she was much bet.
ter. Sho had the reposo which such illncss
so naturally secks. Mary's room was on the

round floor of a emallhouseina little streat
cading oft’ Paradiso-row. The old old pen-
sionors frequently passed the window; she
could hear the beat of the Aeylum drums;
sometimes they awoke her out of her sleep
in the morning. but she liked them none
tho less for that. Mary put away her poor
master's hat (which she brushed every morn.
ing), his sword and sash, and his gloves, in
her own box, when Lucy came, lest thesight
of them should make her meixmcholv; but
Lucy saw their marks upon the wall, and
begged she would replace thein there. She
gave her little store, amounting to a fow
pounds, into the nurse's hands, who spent it
scrupulously for her—and yet not prudent.
ly, for she ran after every nostrum, and in-
sisted upon Lucy's swa owin‘f them all.
Sometimes the fading girl would creep along
in the sunshino; and so changed was shein
little more than a year, that no one recog-
nized her, though some would look after her,
and endeavor to call to mind who it was she
so strongly resombled.

The little store was soon upendedﬁhou%}:
Mary would not confess it. Lucy, skilled
the womanly craft of needle-work, laboured
unceasingly ; and, as long as she was able
to apply to it, Mary, found a market for her
industry. Butas the disease gained ground,
her efforts became morefeeble, and then the
faithful nurse put forth all her strength, all
her ingenuity, to disguise the nature of their
situation ; the expense of the necessary
medicine, inefficient as it was, would have
procured her every alleviating comfort—if
there had been an institution to supply it.

I bave often borne testimony to that which
I have more often witnessed—thedeep, earn-
est, and steadfast fidelity of the humbler
Irish! yet ! have never been able to render
half justico to the theme. If they be found
wanting in a}l other good or great qualities,
they are still true in this—ever faithful, en-
during, unwearied, tnmoved—past all tell.
ing is their fidelity! The woman whose
character I am now describing was but one
example of a most numerous class. Well
she would have known, if she had given the
matter o thought, that no chance or change
could ever enable Lucy torepay herservices
or recompense her for her sacrifices an
cares: yet her devotion was a thousand
times more fervent than if it had been pur.
chased by all the bribes that a kingdom’s
wealth could yield. By the mere power of
her zeal—her earnest and utterly unselifish
love—she obtained a hearing from many
governors of hospitals; sta the case of
“her young lady,” asshe called her, the child
of abrave man, who had served his country,
who died before his time from the effects of
that service ; and she, his child, was dyin
now, from want of proper treatment. Ina
her statements Mary set forth everythingto
create sympathy for Lucy, but nothing that
tended to show her own exertions ; how she
toiled for her night and day ; how she was
pledging, piece by picce, everything she had
to support her; how her wedding-ring was

one from off her finger, and t¥3 cherished
WVaterloo medal of her dead husband (which,
by some peculiarlv Irish el.ort of the imagi-
nation, she said ‘was his very picture’) had
disappeared from her box. She whispered
nothing of all this, though she prayed and
petitioned at almost every hospital for medi-
cine and advice. Dismissed from one, Mary
would go to another, urging that ‘sure if
they could cure one thing they could cnre

another; anyhow they might try;’ and if



