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EUSTACE;
OR,

SELF-DEVOTION.

CHAPTER XIV.— Continued.
¢ ot another word, dear mademoiselle, re-
phed the lady, handing me a paper as she §pok_e.
¢ You will not, I am sure, refuse the dymy gift
of our beloved niece ; nay, we also owe you
very much, for, but for your courage and pre-
gence of mind, the entire mansion, mstead ol
only one wing, would bave been consumed on
that fearful might, aod ocur dear Eulalie have
perished in the flames. This deed,> she added,

¢ will place a large sum at your disposal, 352 le-

gacy of love and gratitude, bequeatbed by
Eulalie de Villecourt out of the fortune whieh,
on her death, will revert to myself. We are
already ren, mademoiselle, and as a trifling tes.
timony of respect, you will see that Mopsieur de
Aubert bas added the sum of 3,000 francs to that
bequeathed you by dear Eulalie?

1 opened, and read : did my eyes deceive 1oe ?
No; Eulalie had bequeathed me the sum of
90,000 francs. I burst into tears, tears of min-
gled gratitude acd love ;‘aud whilst I stood
silently weeping, madame withdrew, aud 1 heard
the soft vaice of Eulalie calling me by name.

T streggled to assume a calmness my poor heart
did not feel ; and, approaching the bed-side with
the paper in my haad, kissed ber forehead, say-
mg—

¢ Words wili not express what [ feel, ma
mignonne. Ah, would that my efforts couid
save you—would tbat you might have lived 1o
cheer me with your presenced’

¢ It may nof be, sma chere Minnie,’ she re-
plied ; ¢ for my fiat has gone forth, and 1 mast
needs rejoice that God has ealled me to yon glo-
rious heavens so early. I cannot tell you, my

" gwha loviug friead, bow happy it bas made me 10
be able to leave you this poor testimony of my
affection and my love”

1 withdrew from her bedsude: 1 csuld not re-
strain my tears. I felt as if they would choke
_me, such corflictng emouions crowded :a upoan
my muad. My poor Eulalie, whom 1 bad loog
learned to love, dying belore my eves!—my dear
father’s form rising up to my mind’s eyes. Ab!/
1 felt as all must feel who have seen some dear
one die in sorrow and distress. 1t was a mo-
ment 1 which joy and sorrow met together—
sorrow deep and bitter that that ionocent gurl,
with whowm I had promised myself sucih happy
days, was about to be snatched thus suddenly
from me—joy to thik that now I possessed the
means of making others happy. '

When pext I turned to the bed, Eulalie slept,
—that deep, calm sleep in which we ofteu
thought the pure soul would wing its flight to
eternity. .

Purity herself io all ats matchless lovehiness,
she grasped its type within her own. }oqg fingers,
in whichlay a white rose, Wh'ICh, by hef request,
1 had given ber that moroing. An image of
surpassing beauty and peace was presented to
my mind ; and, as I stood and gazed on that
sleeping form, ty ides clothed themselves 1 the
tollowiog simple words :—

sleep, thon child of Eve,
50%;,;,:?8%1{“&2, fast, tae dawn of £ay is teas,

And apgels’ hands tby apirit.ahnll rece1ve~—
Thougmnyest go forth without one pacg or fear.

Like {lzeting sunbenm of an April day,
Frail as the rose-bud oa the teader tree,
Short-lived as Cew-drops 'neath the 8an’s bright ray *
So hike to these seems thy young life to be.

The bridegroom tarrieth, virgin wise and pure:
Haste, child of Eve, tress up thy golden bair;
Thy lamp ia ready lit, tby path seccre,
Thy brave young heart 1t knows no coward foar,

Why mourn we one like thea, too pure for earth ?
Far brighter regions thou Enuy’st. goon adora.
Go claim the crown, thou child of mortsl] birth,
For, a1 the cross thou hast full nobly borune!

Truly, that young girl was the type of pa-
tience and purity—one of those, in short, of
whom, in vuigar parlance, we have heard it sad,
* e or she was too good to hve’ ]

Day by day she faded, hke some young spring
flower too tender to resist the cutting. blast of
of the keen north wind. There was a some-

‘thing so gentle, so ethereal m Xalalie’s nature,
that one cauld not choose butlove. I question
whether Madame St. Aubert had muzh beart, or
much Jove to bestow on any oue, Ull her wisit to
tiie chateau. FHer marrage had been solely one
of convenience; her time was passed 1o a -con-
tinual rontine of dissipatiop-—one unceasing whirl
of fashionable amusement and folly, the opera or
ball geoeraily closiog the day. o

Hut tbe arrival of ber niece into her family.

. tade some little alteration i the conduct of the
worldly 2unt. - She bad unblushingly :‘tv_owed her-
self a freethinker ‘10 matters-of religion.’ Her

“infidehty was as-great ad that of the worst of the
French philosopbers, whose works she bad 'pe-
rused with the greatest avidity ; but from berth
and education she was.a 'lady,: and. ber fveallh,
throwing her in contact with the fashionable
world of Poris, had helped to throw a veil and

gloss over opinons which would have been of-
fensive and disgusting bad they betrayed them-
selves in the character of any woman in the
lower orders ; and she now began to look a httle
into herself and her own heart.

Madame St. Aubert was stil a handsome wo-
man, but fast falling into the vale of years ;—
and the ioroads which those years had made
her person she took considerable pains to dis-
guise, as far as cosmetics, rouge, and other arti-
ficial helps could afford ber any ad.

‘When I met madame 0 the South, she was
a far different person. I question, had religion
peen mooted 10 any way, that the principles she
laler hesitated not to avow she entertained to
her niece would have been so unblushingly put
forth to a siranger. She was, w fact, an infidel
to the beari’s core ; and when I say an wfidel, 1
mean 50 ; a-very differeat person wdeed to any
English member of the Foman Catuolic or Asn-
ghcan Churches, who might bave throwsn aside
thewr faith. No, Madame de St. Aubert was a
therough systematic infidel ; sbe bad the danger-
ous writings of Rousseau and Voltare by heart;
in ber eyes, religion was but another word for
weakness of mind and feeblesess of intellect j —
she derided 1ts ministers, and mocked at s so-
lemmties.  Yet, shall it be owned, that this wo-
map, with a hardened conscience, who worship-
ped her own ianiellect, setting up the idol seil to
be adored in hieu of the Supreme Bewg, bad
heen, in early youtb, a mode! of piewy and vir-
tue.

But 2t the age of sixteen she married a weal-
thy man much older than berssif. Monneur St.
Aubert was at heart nesther more nor less 2han
a practical atheist; the youag gi! histened ;—
liberty was more accepiable than restraint; the
msidious poison 1afected her mind ; the jessoans of
Voltaire were sweeter than those of the Gospel,
which imposed restraint, To feast well was far
more pleasant thau to fast; to histen to the voice
of self-love better than the admonitions of the
priest 1n the coafesstonal ; and thus Madame St.
Aubert and a few infide] friends scon ganed over
to the ranks of the Evil Oae the beaatful gl
who played with the daoger til she bad well
mgh perished ia it

But after many years God sent Lo save tis
soul, who was s0 near being shipwrecked, ore faw
spriag Hower, wiom he Taeant to crop very early
out of the garden of this world, where it bad four-
ished anidst thorns and brambles, lor bis own
bright realms above.

. Pins fair lower was our genile Eulahe; ber
intellect was far keener, poor gil, than either
¢]a belle mere,” or madame suspected, but she
saw the emil, and wisely sougbt to stem the
torrent by a right example rather than by many
words,

At first, madame’s endeavors were turned to
making a disciple of Eulahe, She fouad the
yaung girl more lhan ber match ; sbe saw that
all nopes of making a proselyte w this quarter
were vain ; but she placed every obstacie in her
niece’s way that she could possibly devise. To
go to church was folly ; to receive (he sacra-
monts, worse ; to see Nonsieur le Cure when
Eulalie was ill, was warse stitl—snly 1t could
not be thought of: but patient endeaveor will
effect far more than words. Eulalie prayed,
waited her lime, and argued ot. 1 mterceded
for her with her aunt, DMadame was ashamed to
liol¢ out, especially as, just theo, she bad a poiat to
gain with me, for it was previous to the sad
calamity which bad taken place ; she yielded an
uawilling assent, and .eticed, like a discomfited
general, trom the field of battle.

Oae great point was gaioed ; more would fol-
fow quickly. I often smiled, when I noticed that
madame 1nvariably hurried from ber niece’s room
whenever the priest was about to enter. Thus
showed me that she remembered old times ; and
though sie would deride the munisters of rehigion
1n speakicg of them, she had still some faint spark
{eft within ber of the seatiments of her earlier
days, and loved better to act on the defensive
than the offensive. (

But the evening of a pure {resk life was wan-
ieg to its close. On tlus earth, Eulatie, there
shall be no wore worcow’s dawa for thee s thy
matie seag  shall be sung with God’s own angels
in the starry heaveos ahove.

" Slowly and softly cometh the hand of the as-
gel of death; aad as I sat beside the hed aod
gazed on that face, white as monumestal marble,
I noticed that one great change, whick-once seen
can sever be mustaken, - ‘

I hastened for Madame St Aubert ; her bus-
band was absent; she accompanied me o the
bedside of ber niece ; she wept much, and takiog
the young girl’s hand within her own, s- e asked
her if there was any wish yet unfulfilled which
she could grao'. S

¢ Yes, .feebly repliea the dying girl ;  one re-
ques! you have 1t wndeed in you: power to grant.
1t 15 she added,. £ that when you visit the Cha-
teau de Villecourt, you will s:ek for a small,
gold cross, which you will find 10 an eboay cabi-

net among some jewels ot my mother’s and wear

i

It for my sake; and trowa mot at my request,
dearest aunt, Oh, promise me that yon will re-
turn to the religion you.have abandoned ’ -

¢I will think about 1it, dear Eulalie, said
madame, in a voice husky from emotion ; ¢and
in dying, rest assured that your bright exam-
ple has done far more toward recalling the re-
membrance of bappier days than those I at pre-
sent enjoy,’

A smile of ineffabie peace spread jtself-over
Eulalie s countenance. A gentle tap was heard
at the door; 1t was the cure: this time madame
did not withdraw,

Pass away, bright spirit, from this cold earth!
Rejoice, for the bour of thy transit is at hand !
Hark, afar in the distance we hear the murmuc-
ing and subdued sounds which wssue from a great
city; they steal but softly on the ear; andin
the manston, servants glide notselessly to and fro,
for death reigas therein ! :

Nought 15 beard in the chamber but the deep, !

sonorous voice of the priest ; the fast rites have

heen adininistered, and he bids the sou! go forth

io peace to the God who gave i,

Madame koeels at the foor,of the bed, and
beads in lowly adoration, and under sacramental
veils she acknowledges and feels, as in times gone
past, that wondrous mystery of the presence of

ythe Lord. -1 hear that smothered sob, I know

that the pride of ber wnfidel heart i3 shook
that the prayers of the dying gir! have been
born to heaven by its own bright angels; that
the iacense of ber sweet example bath saved a
soul,

No shurp struggle was hers 5 yet, lize the fit-
ful glean: of an expiring taper, ever and anon she
wrestled in the arms of deatk. Once we thought
that 2ll was over; but ne, a faint sigh toid us
that the immortal spirit had ot yet freed itsel
from uts tenement of clay, and a feeble pressure
of my bapd warned me that her scul yet hung as
it were on the confines of eternity. Again I
pressed my hps to the cold forebead ; I clasped
the band, no pressure was returned, aud with ouve
famnt sigh the bright spimt passed io fairer
home.

What more bave ] to say, save that, when
offericg up my prayers, after thie mterment had
tagen place m the Church of Notre Dame, at
which a requiea had been sung for the repose of
the scul of Eulalie de Villecourt, | beheld the
proud Madame St. Aubert emerge from the con-
fesstonal of the cure who Lad attended the dying
moments of Eulalia. T ieft Paris tbat same day.
She wept when I bade ber farewell, and ler last
words were, ¢ Pray for me, mademowselle. A
wondrous change has ecrept over me since the
death of my niece. I am happier than I have
been since the days of my chiidbood.’

[ kpew to what she reverted, but forbore to
press any questions, thinking it wiser to leave her
to the-dictates of her own awakened counscience,
and the admooitions of the cure.

CHAPTER xV.—MINNIE’S FAREWELL,

1 ntended to pass a few hours with Arthur on
my rewra home; for, during my residence in
Pams I bad received a letter from Eustace tell-
ing me that he had succeeded 10 obtaining an ap-
potntment for bim in a mercantile house in Aus-
tralia, and he had cooducted himself so much
more quetly lately, that 1 fell no small degree
of pleasure at the communication of sucik good
tidings.

Moreover, 1 bad it io my power (o make him
a bandiome preseat, previous to his departure,
and at the moment that 1 placed it 1 his hands,
the thought of my beloved Eulalie was foremost
in my mind ; for the power to coafer that gifi
came ia fact trom ber.

1 found s wife improved in every sense of
the word, yet must 1 own the truth—I could
never, when I accidentally met this womauo, fail
to remember poor Maggwe’s adventure one sad
Chnistmas Eve, when she first bad the honor of
becoming acquainted with her sister-in-law.

Tke chidres was as good-losking as they
were good-humored: poverty and an empty cup-
board sadly tries the temper, especrally 1f drunk-
eaness reign supreme. Sobriety and iodustry
bed now resumed their sway; with these wirtues
came jncreased meaas, and consequeatly, soft-
ened tembers, and more placable dispositiens.

Iam again at Ashdale, and the moroiog fol-
towing my arrival, while Mazge is busy with her
bridal preparatioss, T take my pea in hand, and
hasten to discharge a duty alike gratifying to my
own feelings as m accordance with the rules of
justice and bonor.

Eulalie’s haadsome and generous bequest was
more thag sulficient for my unambitious wants ;
why should 1 continue a pensioner on the civil
hist? why should [ take to myself that little in-
come which now be better bestowed elsewhere ?
I wmill not say my pride revolted at continuing to
receive it, because \f that pride by which 1 am
unhappily too often led had a share-therein, it
was more than -balanced by a purely honorable
feeling, the sense of justice; which tavght me that
to coulinue to reéeive a pecumary favor,it by
any possibility it can be dispensed with, is as un-

just to the bouaty of the donor, who wight, if he
knew the case, carry his telief elsewnere as 1t is
disgraceful and humiliating to the reciprent.

A rightly- constituted mind must surely shrink
from receiving such favors unless sorely tried,
when it becomes our duty to accept with grati-

i tude and thankfulness those aids which God shall

place in the way of the afllicted, by inspiving
others to follow his_ example by the exercise of
work of mercy. * Go and do thou in like inan-
ner,’ were words pronounced by the lps of un-
ernng wisdom, and cold as is the world, jyet
many there are stll who are ever ready to streteh
cut their haads to assist the afflicted.

In a few briel liues, then, I stated ibat the
legacy o a friend had placed me far beyond the
reach of pecuniary distress, and thet | felt grau-
fied at being auble te say that [ sheuld cease lo
draw my quarterly pension, which might revert to
some one really 1 nced, winist [ begged to ren-
der my sincere and wana thaoks for the aid winch
in the hour of need, kad been so generously ex-
tended towards me.

1 peeded, mdued, vot the words of others to
teli me T z2cted rigitly ; yet, as Bustace glanced
bits eye over the superseription, I {elt pleased at
lss remack, ¢ Quite right, Minne, I should bave
done Lhe sawee, in your place.’

The followiug day Margarst’s weddwg took
i place, a short account of which I Lave given m
the first chapter of tins autobiography. i expect
her home daidy, and am about, 1 accordance

in the melropolis.

Reader, the human bLeart must always yearn
for something ; there will ever be a2 voud remain
unfilled of one kind or auotber. 1 think of La-
lalie, and my heart grows sad, yet why ? for she
18 happy, and has but trod tbe passage of the
valley of death a short tune before [ wyself must
descend thither. Deheacy of . health, ibose
beavy languors and lassitudes, which are known
but to a few, decree that my life should be speat
only m such retirement as the world can bestow ;
and when [ wish for society 1t will be mine m
‘inapy a happy day spent in the home of my be-
loved Maggie. And when the spirit, long worn
with the toils and noxeties of hfe, sighs for soli-
tude and calm, ah! then I know of a certain
rustic spot in the fair county of Neant, to which,
as at Ashdale, 90 sorrowlui remembrance clings ;
and there are heaped together music, and birds,
| and books, and flowers, and all those many trifles
i which tell of the presence of woman, and that
[ she loves them far more thuw crowded assemblies
and heated rooms, and the whirl of the gddy
world, Here, too, will often be seen a fair
young girl, whose inheritance 1s poverty ; she
springs Irom the gentee! middle cluss, that class
who most severely feel the sting of distress. I
resolved Lo snatch some oune young gul from the
sad misfortune atlendant on wy own early youth
and in this one action 1 experienced the greatest
enjoyment 1 have ever known.

What have I—whba! can' I wish for more 7—
For, sad as my Ife has been, yet the end of 1y
taie, for I sha.l keep no further record, is bright
when, to others, no [riendly ray hghtens them on
their tedious journey ; for, atas? mine 1s the ex-
ception to the general rule, not the cinerion, un-
fortanately for those that have gone before or
may follow.

Farewell, then, dear reader ; may I venture to
hope that in thi3, alas, too true record of human
hopes, and {ears, and anxieties, in which the stern
severity of truth bas bogne a greater sbare by far
than has been drawn from the fairy realms of fic-
Lion, that my tale bas not wearied you; that by

castonally sought to amuse, or, perchaace to
soften your bearts by the recital of the every-day
sorrows of life from which a lhappier fate may
bave prolected you ; that the sequel to sell-con-
quest, having for its woral the virtue of self de-’
nolion, may find grace in your eyes; tor, geatle
reader, | venlure to assue, that there 15 many a
Bustace, and many a Gerald too, in this our land
whose domestic uooblrusive virtues pope shall
kaow, ull thei good deeds are {ully mamfested
at the great accounting day.

Qoce again, then, farewell, gentle reader. If
my tale has drawn ouve tear of sympathy from
vour eyes lor sorrows, aias, too resl, or its lighter
portions have bepuiled ome weary bhour, your
bumble servant, Miaae, is coutent.

THE END.

THE TWO SISTERS OF COLOGNE.:

student, journeying over Euiope, with a kanapsack
on my back, having resclved to visit, i possible,

colors and brushes, strength of limb, ‘and deter-
‘mination -of beart. It was my practice, on en-
tering a-town, to offer to-pa:nt a.portrait, - in ex-
change for 50 many days’ bed and boardy or,
.when. I found 'no'man’s vapity to be ‘thus played

seldom faled of work.” Thus I was enabled to

with therr wishes, 1o pass a lew months, at least, ;

egotis I have not disgusied where I lave oc-;

More than forty years a,0 I was a poor art-

every gallery worth a painter’s'study.: - I started-
with but x few shillings 10 my pocket; but I had-

upon, I “applied “at all * the Tikeliest shops, and 1"

carry out my scheme, while most of my fellow-
studeatls were vegetating where I had left them,
with minds uoenlarged by contact with the men
and the arts of other countries. Though I left
Eogland with a heavy heart—for I was leaving
behind me the hope and promise of life—and
though I was away on my walk through Europe
more than two rears, * in wearmess” . . .
and ‘m fastings often, yet I never envied the
unambitious routine, the inglorious repose, of my
less enterprising friends. I was constantly obliged
to go without a dinner, witen 2 tura of ill-luck
{ (some temporary illness, or the artishc obtuse-
rness of a wlole city) had draned my purse very
+low; but [ seldom !ost courage—courage and a
j coufident hope in the future.

i Iwasnearly sn this plight, however, whep 1
; entered Cologne late one eveninz 10 September.
i I bad been lad up at Dusseldorll for many days,
| with low fever, aad the belt in which T had car-
| tied my thalers round iy waist had been much
hightened i consequence. My illoess had left
i me weak; and 1 crawied mto the town dusty and
j footsore.  T'wilight was gathering around the
s many spires and towers us L crossed the bridge of
Yboats ; a dark ruddy hight alooe remsined in the
jcaln river, where shadows were fastesiog into
 black : and the reflection of 2 candle bere and

i there flickered 1 long scales of gold upon the

i water. [t was very hot, 1 sat down oa a stoae

{ outside the cathedral, too exhausted to go from

| pillar to post, bargaining for o bed, as was my -
woni. I pulled 2 crust and bunch of grapes from
iy wallet. Vespers were going forward, as I
kuew fron seeing some people going up the steps
and disappearing tbrough the heavy leathern
door. It occurred to me, after a while, to fol-
low them., [t would be pleasanter than outside :
the saathug mfluence of musie, the luxvry of a
straw-hottomed chawr — these were the altrac-
tious, I fear, that drew me in. Heaven knows I
was properiy pumshed, tnasmuch as I can never
agaio bear Cologne Catbedral named witliout a
shudder.

There were but few persons present, and those
were huddled together in one of the side-chapels,
dinly lighted by balf a dozen candles uron the
laltar where the priest was ofliciating. The only
other light throughout 1he great shadowy pile
was given forth by a lamp or candle hare and’
ihere, burning before the Mother of Sorrows, or
some smaller shrine, and struggling out mto the
great sea of darknees fast gatharing over all,—
The chaws were piled away, except a few, left
for use vear the altar. 1 preferred slinking nto
a confessiopal pear the wall, where no ray of
hght penetrated. 1 laid my bead upon my knap-
sacl. 1 heard (he priest’s voice, the low, hea-
venly murmur of the organ, and then—1 fel
asleep.

Did I dream what follows? As | am telling
you as -simply and truthfully as I can all that |
know of the matter, I begin by seying that I have
never been avle 1o salisfy myself entirely upon
this pomt.  Assuredly, the straogeness is no way
lessened, but ratber mecreased twafold, as the
sequel will show, 1t one can believe that the
strong and painful impression lelt upon my bran
was produced while I was asleep.

{ woke—that is to say my own distinct impres-
flon is that -I woke——just as' the service was
finished. In haif ac hour the cathedral would be
silent and deserted ; then 1t would be locked up
for the mgbt.,  If possible, why not pass the
night here, iostead of seeking and praying for a
bed elsewhere? My legs felt mightily disinclined
to carry me a yard faiher. At dawn, when the
doors were apened, 1 should rise up refrestied to
‘seek for work. Bul, even while I revolved these
tinags 1o my mind, I saw a light coming down
the aisle where | was—ncerer and nearer. I
shrunk as far back as possible into the corer of
the confessional, hopiog to escape detection,.—
But it was not 1o be. 'The sacristan wasupon
his rounds, to see that there was no loite.ers in
the sacred building ; bis vigilant eye spied me.—
He laid a hand oo my shoulder ; he shook me—
I'must move off. ~'With a heavy sizh ] rose,
«nd tllen, for the first time, perceived two young
women standing cehiod the sacristan ‘their eyes
fixed upon me. No doubt they were leaving the
cathedral, and had stopped, arrested at the sight
ol a young man being usearthed from a- confes-
-s1onal, T -

It was impossible to mustake . that they.were
sisters, though one was shorter and much less
well-favored than the other ; hut they had the
,|.~ame gray, piercing eyes, farr “skins, and bair

which was somewhat beyond flaxen—it was al-
tost wiite. This hair was worn in a straage
fasbion, which I caanot describe, though L see st -
even now before me—the glitteripg’spiral‘thieads
{baogidg partly dowa thie back; and surmounted
{ by somé. sort of black, coif oy conical head-gear.
Thesr aspect; altogether, was very:singular; I
found that, so soon‘as my eye-had.fallen on:them,
T'could'not take!it: off';- ‘and; itb_"qgiftlig""t'(i'itli; ifl

stared; 14 young Women Telurded. iny, late: with
As 1 moved wearily away ' theelder

FRSORETOSEY presh
terest. -
one spoke.
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