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SELF-DEVOTION.
cHAPTER 11.— Continued.

« Murmur pot, by beloved ones, this is Chirist-
mas morning, The servantis nol greater than
the master. JLet vs meditate not on our own
sufferings, but on the Babe of Bethelem, who
wheu joy was offered unto Him, yet chose this
Cross ; remember thatif we are this mght ‘in
cold and suffering, He on this the aoniversary of
the nativity, teod that paioful way to teach wus,

13 servants, how ta suffer. O God,' continued
he, with clapsed hands, his mild grey eyes rawsed
to heaven, while tears of devotion and love
gathered thick and fast on their lashes, ¢ give to
us patience and resignation i this the hour of
our bitterest need, that so these our sufferings
and crosses may be received by us as tokens of
Thy love, that so we may be more worlhy of
the etermity of happiness which yet await us)’

Ah, yes! poor father, thou wert then indeed a
pattern of patience to us thy children. But ob!
in many and mauny an hour of after life, were
even my own weak thread of existence prolonged
for a bundred years , would that Christrass eve,
and the week which followed it, be ever preseat
to my mind, There are things and scenes pre-
sent to the memory of same which a whole lile,
miraculcusly lengthened, would never sufiice to
efiace,— circumstances which so sbock the perves
so paralyze, as it were, our menial faculties, that
we cannot forget them, even if we wauld, And
often, in the sull hour of eve, 1u the dewy mora,
er at the noontide hiour, when all is bustle and
life around me, when I have enmjoyed the calm
solitade of gature, and have raised my thoughts
to God through tis own bright works, gazing
with rapture on the pale moor, witl its attendant

“ilars, in the still quied of ihe summer pight, wien

the soft ar has scarce suliiced lo disturb the
leaves of the trces; or, did L listen to the sigh-
ing of the wind, or the sullen plashing of the
distant waves, dashing sullenly on the lar sea
shore, over which the white sea-gull careered 19
rapid thght ; or watchzd | io the early morn the
rays of the msing sua kissing away the dew-
drops sparkling on each kerb and Hower; or,
amid the huom and hustle of life, when the smile
was on my l1p, my heast was light, and pienty
was around me; when the board has beeu well
spread, the fire bright, and the chamber rwell
curlamed—1then, it | then it is, that the faces.
of the departed are belore ine—thben, in ghastly
palenesy, I see the wan aspect of my dear old
father. 1 see again that wasted, atlenuated
form ; [ see his white locks fxtlug over his tha
paie face ; L bear thal jvw mosu—ok Gad! the
stbdued moan of famished uature. ¢1 have
nothing to give I’ The very sun seems {o smile
upon our woe, mocking, us 1L were, our inisery.
Abh! happy, happy rich, whose sweet sad lux.
ure it is to beuble o induige your griel by lav-
1sinpg on the dying all these many comforts
whichh wealth enables you to procure. At least,
it is your enviable lot to smonthe Lhe passage to
eternity—ta pluck away a few of the thoras
wiich beset their patisn

But let me return from my digression. Not

even the few trifling aids Meud could afford us
might we look for uvow. She, witk her husband
and children, were braving the perils of the deep,
Mr. Lindsey having procured an eligible post
under our governmeut in ladia. And, as il all
tings conspired for our utter ruis, our good
friend, Mre. Melmoth, was abzeni on a coatinen-
fal tour, and we were left ulterly friznoless and
alone. Oh! those sad days, each cuoe bringing
with it starration to tie body, and exquisite tor-
tures Lo the miund. DMy poor falber, in that
Christinas week, was deprived, by the myrmidans
of a harsh landlord, even of the bed whereon he
lay. Oh God, shall 1 ever, ever forget the hor-
tors of that scene? Noj 1t s all present to my
mind’s eye. There are the sateliites of the law,
turming over with their rude grasp our httle prop-
erty, with ludeous jest, and mecking laugh and
taunting sneer, those sordid articles—sordid in-
deed, for the gently born are ail beaeath their
hands. Tbere fay cur writiug materals and let-
ters, thrown beediessly on the ftlosr; our desks,
sunple though they were, are gone. And, ah?
woe of woes, there crouched fogether, on a
mattress of wool which the pity of man hath
left, with the big tears stealiog through those
thin baods, which bide his aged fuce, sits my poor
father. No word escapes bis lips, but dreadful
ndeed 1t is to witpess the tears of man,
" But see, the December shadows fall. All s
now quict. The rough, barsh mea bave done
therr barsher msster’s bidding, and gome therr
way. We, my father and myself, have been
some lime alone. Margaret, m the fever of
despeir, had sallied forth early that morniog, in
bopes, even at the eleventh hour, to raise ‘llle
sum required from a fnend of Mrs. Melmotl’s.
Vain, vam hope!.  She bad walked the _wbo]e of
the long winter day, and, with a beatiag heart
and trembl:ng hp, bad urged ber suit, and been
refused.

I

My poor Maggie ! she guessed how it would
be ; and heavy mmdeed was the load which press
ed upon our sad hearls as we walked over that
desolate house, the sight of which did indeed
make the word bome a mockery to us. Yet no
repiing word escaped my father —no murmur of
inpatience.  Ab, angels of mercy, a hitle, yet a
little longer, and that worn, tried, but faithful
spurit shall be carried by thee to the footstool of
the Erternal.

¢1 caonot bear this; I murmured, as I no-
liced a deadly pallor steal over his face; *relet
must still be sougbt. Nay, see you not, Mag-
gie, this may be death even now approaching.—
The ioroads of disease, the want of proper nou-
rishment, ths fearful shock—all may basten the
end which I feel assured 15 near.’

» Shail I leave you, Mianwe, io this desolate
bouse, or will you o to St. Mary’s? asked
Maggie, who well knew that it was the aid of a
priest I sought,

¢I will remam with my father, I answered ;
¢ we may not heed the siame we feel. Margaret.
For /izs dear sake we must stoop also to beg the
aid of chanty. 1{ you can meet with Fa-
ther tell hun how sore is the plight we are
now .’

A long, lorg time seemed to intervene after
the departure ot Margaret until her retura. I
had no light save that which the remaios of a
rush-candie bestowed, and which was almost con-
sumed, aud iy eyes often wandered uneasily
around the dun obscurity beyond, for 1 could not
help fancying that once or twice I heard a slight
noise, and then—was it fancy, or do I really see
the shadow as of a man on the opposite wall,
ghding, as it were, across the passage beyond,
for the door stood partially open?

A thousand lndeous and superstilious fears
thronged tinck and fast upon my wind, my heart
109 truly toid me that I was 1o the presence of
tbe dying. A silence almost appalling reigaed
throughout the house, and on the hard mattress
beside me lay my father, ins ashen countenance
already wearing the hue of death; buried in a
sort of stupor, I only knew he yet preathed by
the faintest perceptible motion in the ciothes
which covered pim.

With every sense painfully on the alert, T sull
kept the temporary seat 1 had endeavored to
form, and wih body stramed forward, and eyes
pamfully fixed, spite of myselt, on the opposite
wall, 1 listened and watched for a return of the
stgit or sound which bad annoyed me, inwardly
praying that Margaret mght soon return.  Yet
again my heart beat thick and fast, my tnngue
clove io the root of my wmouth, and my hands
turned cold as ice, as that shadow again moved
across Lie opposite wall,

No time was to be lost, the rushlight was
about to expire. I felt I had indeed not perve,
alone and ia . darksess, to brave the horrors of
such a scene as this, and scarcely conscious of
wiat I did, I moved stealthily from tbe place 1
accupted, and seizing the hight with a trembliog
hand, I crept across the room, Yes, I was not
wrong, there, m the landing beyond, surely stocd
the (orm of a man. A cry roce, (o my lips, but
! thougbt of my father, remmembering that in our
desolate and rumed home there wis no incentive
to plunder. And though my teeth chattered, and
my limbs shook from cold as well as fear, I con-
quered the impulse to shriek, and left the room,
resolviog to kaow the worst.  Quick as thought,
the form of Uns nocturnal visitant ghded to the
staircase, 1 followed,shading with my Liand the fast
expiriog ight,suddealy it paused, I heard my caice
pronounced, though in a whisper : I was beck-
oned onwards, aund now, Josing every thought of
fear w = sense of curiosity, I rusbed boldly dowa
the stairs, exclamming, when within a few paces
of the passage,

¢ In the name of heaven, who are you,acd what
seek you in tns abode of sorrow ¥

¢ Minoie, Mionie, dod’t be frightened—it is I,
it 18 Arthur,” exclaimed my wretched brother,
grasping me round the waist with one hand, for
he saw I wa: obout to fall, while be snatched
the light frow wy trembhing hand with the
other.

Doubtless maoy of iny readers have, n some
time or other during their lives, known what 1t
was under the smpulse of fear or other emotion,
be 1t what it may, to act as 1 did, carcless of
fear for the present, rush on to know the worst,
and then either relapsed into .iosessibility as I
bad nearly done, or found relief ia a copious
flood of tears. To oy inguiries, as soon as [
could speak, as to how be had entered the house
without my  knowledge, or tor what reason be
bad occasioned-we so turrible an alarm, he gave
me the following accotnt—

1t happened that n the morong his wife had
passed aloog Lbe sireet, had noticed the muffled
door and the confusion that prevailed,and had
afterwards ascertaned in the peighborbood that
an execution was about to take place, where-
upon he added, 1 thought I would get some
wine and 2 few good thiogafor {he poor gov-
ernor, by abstaining somewhat from driok, with-

know Low badly you all think of ine,” he sad,
wipiog a tear from his eye, fand J came iere at
tbe very moment when Margaret bad for a few
moments re-entered the house, leaving the door
ajar. I entered, and stowng away what I
brought with me into the kitchen, crept softly
up stairs to see il could get hold of you without
the knowledge of father, I can’t much wander,’
he continued, ©if be does not wish to see me,
and as 1 can’t hear reproaches, for 1 don’t sup-
pose I can unmake myself, I just watched my
opportunity till T could attract your attention,
though I was mortally afraid lest you should
utter a shriek, and think a thief bad got in the
bouse.

¢ A thief bera I’ repeated, lookwg around on
the bare walls of our wretched home ; ¢ but gire
me what you have,” I added. ¢ Al, bow wel-
come 1t will be,

For a moment a touch of lis old boyish ten-
derness rushed over the ruder nature of the man,
for he drew me to bLim, kissed me, and rephed
with tears ia his epes—

* Why, Minnie, my poor girl, you are indeed
sadly altered, so pale and tin, and so1s Maggie
too ; she 1s na longer bonny Magpie,” he nur-
mured, asif to himself; adding, ¢ Ab, well, we
were all sad scamps, no doubt,—the girls should
uot have been leit to do all; then recovering
from his reverie, he continved, ¢ Matiida 15 a
rough bard wonan, you know, she’s beea roughly
bred, and so-forth; her parents of the servant
class, she herself one teoo, poor thing, when 1
married ber —but enough of that, sie 1s not a
bad woman, and she cawme bome and told me
with tears how bard things fared with you all;
and we had a little money, wad 1 have gota
basket of good nourshing food bere ; and when
poor father comes to himself see if he will let me
come up, wou’t you, Minnie ¥

“Yes, I will)? I replied ; ¢ but see, what shall 1
do, the fight is just out) .

* Grope your way up as well as you can,’ he
replied, ¢ I will be back in a few moments with
canuies.’ .

I did as he requested, and entering the sick
room again, took my seat by my father, in whom
rno change was yet visible, The next monent,
bowever, Margaret’s low koock sounded on my
ear ; 1t aroused my father, who m faint zecents
asked who koocked so late, and betragiog that
the iwind was wandermg 1o deliriam, wlispered
we to bar and boll the dours well, und briag the
plate upstairs, lest 1t sbauld be stolen, then again
his mimd evidently waadered to the distressg
scenes of the day, asin piteous accenls be re-
peated the words I bad heard lim utter,

¢ Licave oue bed for my daughier, sir, leave
one bed for my daugater; donot, T pray you,
take all away.?

Hastily 1 left the room, aad admitted Mar-
garet, who had waited, and valy, for the priest
of whom she was 1n quest ; and who at length,
feariag I siould be alsrmed at her long ahsence,
bad determined oo returning bome, and sutisfied
herseli will leaving a message, requesitng the
speedy atlendance of the priest,

In a few hasty words I spoke to my sister of
the opportune reture of our misgmded brother,
who on ins entrauce, placing a few thiogs in my
kand, begged me, with a dash even then of the
fatal carelessuess of manner which had always
formed a preminent feature in s character, 10
ask poor goverzor to see b, and look over bis
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tgently urged ; ¢ he has expresied a great wish to

times speaking in a low measured fone, so low
that I could with difliculty cateh the words he
‘uttered, and then again rising 1t vunaturally loud,
continung with rapidity of utterance, counting
on his flugers as he speke:

¢ Corregg:o, Mozart, Dante, Beethoven, Chat-
terton, Otway, Drydea. Ah, ak, ah! he re-
| peated 1o a low, uwaearthly laugh, which clilled
us while we listened ;—¢ Haydon, too, poor Hay-
den, whose beau:iful pamtiog you will remember,
girls, huog io the Egyptaw Hall, wlich none
cared to bebold, while hundreds poured in, be-
ceath the same roof, to see General Tom ‘{'humbd
the poor httle dwarf Tom Thumb ; and so, be-
cause Tom Thumb was a libel dn our nature and
our manbood, the mob poured in to see bum, and
be got the white sifver and red gold, girls, and
Haydon, Haydon,—ah, let me see what was his
end — wty, Faydor lost his senses (hrough
trouble and hunger, and committed suicide, and
then the Quebn gave a pensten to s wmidow.—
Ab, ab I the man was lefl to starve, and the na-
uon left fum to the poverty ot a beggar and the
grave of a suicide.’ .

Then came a pause, and DMargaret and mysetf
knew that Arthur was on the Janding,—we had
beard bun et Limsell in by means of the key
which L bad given him ; but DMargaret motioned |
him belew for a while, till consciousness fully re- |
turned 5 for we feared the eflfect his presence
might have at present; yet we were, I need
hardiy add, rejoiced that be was in Lhe house at
this trymng moment.

Thea again e partook voraciously of the food
we oilered him, still continmng his mouraful col-
loguy with himself,

¢ ‘They held out to me hopes of a consulate, of
an appowtment in ludia ; but 1t bas all ended in
notlg.  Seren, eight, nine langunges,—yes, 1
kaow all these ; but, go to. man of letters, ours
1S a money-making country, a land 1n which trade
and commerce thnive—we will have wone of
you; wa prefer the cotton lord, though, albeit,
lus knowledge of lus mather tongue sometunes
fails hrm g but, oever mind vulgarity, you know
they have the woney, and so, s, the rouglt un-
educated hind of to-day may be, and often is, the
iord of a fur domain to-morrow; and we, you
see, with all our stock of learned lore, are rot
ting in obscurity and wanf,—hut soft, sir, * there
is anotber aud a betier world)

My father paused ; the glassy eyes, so preter-
naturally bright, filled with tears.  "We lelt that,
unconsciously to himeif, he bad struck on a right
chord, and we blessed God for the change which
we foresaw was about to tike place.

'8 Futher, dear fathier, we exclaimed, ¢ do you
{eel better)’

* Yes, a tittle better,” he rephed : but bis voice
wae very low: he was much exhausted by the
eflort tie bad jost made,—the long wild delirium
mnto which he nad fallen.

¢ Margaret has seen Arthur lately, father,” 1

|

see you j—ycu will see bim, will you not 7—he
1s sorry that Le bas behaved ill to you, Jatber,—
way I tell wum e way come ¥

¢ Certunnly,” he replied ; * Arthur 13 more his
own epemy than curs; for he 15 ruiming both
soul aud body.’

¢fle 15 bLelnw stairs, father ; may he come
up P sard Margaret,

¢ Ja the house now ¥ he rephed, seemunply
musing as he spoke. ¢ Ab, now linind me, 1t

fauhs, adding, *1 may be a better man yet,
Munie,and sow my wild outs still, so try and |
make my peace with father; for I sbould hule
like the poor old gentleman to die whilst we are |
at variance. And now,’ be added, ¢ good-bye |
for a few mmutes; 1 am gong back te Marilda,
aod will get a few things more which may be of
use Lo you all: so go up, girls, and say all you
can for me, so that I may see my father on my
retury.’ ’

“Ah, Arthur,) said Margaret with a sigh, as
the door closed upon lim, *there 15 no hope of
reform wlilst you yteld yourself up a slare to
the fove of drink.)

¢ Alas, alas! ap affectionate heart depraved,
I apnswered* as we returoed to my father’s room ;
¢ I wonder may we yet hope for reform.’ OQec-
casiogaily my father’s miod still wandered, yet
be was sufficienty bimsell to receive the soft
bread dipped in wine, which from tune to Uime |
gave to him, and which the poor old man swal-
lowed with voracious eageroness ; while Mar-
garet, warming flannels by the newly-kindled
‘fire, ever and anon appired them to his feet ; and
frequently, his miod dwelling on the past, would
ke ramble w this way :—¢ Chaoge of ministry,—
what then,—all alke to me; whether Whigs or
Tories are in power, girls, I tell you it 1s all the
same. If I bad interest—ah, then indeed it
would be another thisg,—some banger-on of the
nobility, some valger * parveau ;>—aay one, any
one, girls, save people of learning and of
talent.’ o

seems hike a fong dream ; but we bad vo fire, no
food ; aad this s wine, girls, wine,—where got
you this; did Arthur brisg it you? Ah,
poor boy, why is he not always aflectionate and
good ?

The next moment Artbur Loelt beside the old
wman’s bed ; and down the rough face of maukoad
stole the tears, and promises of amendment were
made. And, alas! that 1 should have to say
that, for some tune, they were unstable as would
be letters written on the sand ;j {or rare indeed
is the refurmation of the drunkard.

Aund as we sat aod talked, our spirits grew
more composed ; we heaped fresh iuel os the
fire, covered up my father with tbe warm
blankets Arthur had brought, and when agaia
my poor father sank nto that stupor which oc-
casioned us so much uoeasiness, we i low
| whispers conferred together as to the possibility
| of our raising a little money, so as to bave my
father removed on the morrow to a furnished
lodging.

Suddenly we heard a low knock at the door ;
Arthur retired ummediately to aaother room,
and the priest, ot whom Margaret had been in
guest entered.

With tbe deepest sympathy the good clergy-
man looked rousd the wretched room, aflord--
ing us the means at the same time of providing:
what was necessary for the greatest emergencies
of the moment. S ‘

Winle my poor father prepared to make s
confession, Margaret and myself - withdrew, and
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out which, unfortunately, I could not live. 1]cal circle, and be proceeded as follows, some- ¢ haly viaticum ; at the same time wequnng if we

had no medical attendant.

This was, however, the case, and but hittle
could now be done. My tather bad long suffer-
ed from disease ol ihe heart, accelerated, doubt-
less, by the mental asxieties be hud nndergone ;
the priest however resslved to send a medical
friend of is own to see if there was any hope,
or if my poor father was 1o a fit state to bear re-
wmaval,

What our feclings were may he better im-
agmed than described on recerving any gentle-
man, [cave alonea stranger,  our dismantled
comfortless home ; but there was uo help —the
trying ordeal had to be gone through wilh as
wuch composure as possible, Margarel hastening
with the first dawn of the following day to order
a bedstead and otber Iittle necessaries from the
vearest shop the neighberhood alforded.

It was sull early—about eight o'cleck, and
we had by tiis tme done our best to give an ap-
pearance of somethwg like decency to oif in~
valid’s room, who bhad again fallen 1nto that
death-hke stupor which to me appeared as the
harbinger of speedy dissolution.

CHAPTER IV, — ANOTHER MEETING — LIFE'S
STUGGLES CLOSE; AND ETERNITY DAWNS.

The sharp wind of one of our coldest January
mormings whistled in many a wouraful gust
through the empty uncarpeted rooms of our de-
solate house, winle o lheavy snow-storm raged
without, With the aid of Arthur, excessive ac-
tivity on our own parts, and above all, the gold
which the good priest.put wlo my hacd, the
chamber in whicl my father lay presented a
more comfortable appearance; and new, with
everylhing prepared, as far as aur poor means
would permt, we sat with anxious fear depicted
on our coustlenances, awaiting the arrival of our
friends. T in vain strove to shake off that feel-
ing of gloom which hung over me, n which my
brother uud sister participated: my eyes were
swollen wiih the tears I nad shad oo the preced-
mg day, Lotk on aceount of my dear father, as
well as the scene we Lad passed through, and a
thrill of horror would creep through my veins
whenever 1 thought of lus death tuking place in
that wretched aoede. While thus I inused, ny
eyes ixed on that pale face, over which the
prey shadow of deall seemed to pass, the foud
knack of the postman—loud, thougls the knacker
was mufled—sounded at the door, and the nose
arcused the invahd, who uitered a deep sigh, as
though Gie suraused that the fetter would bring
more il tidings, should fate bave fulure woes in
store for us.  Margaret the vext inoment placed
a letter w iny haads, directed to my father, to
which was afliced 2 coroueted seal ; he opened
his eyes, over which a dull glassy film seemed
already to pass, aud in low, {ail tones motioned
me to open the fetler. T did so, and read aloud
a few lines, written by the Earl of , one
of the miaistry, ta whose good oflices my father
had formerly been indebted. The note was
briet; but each word accasioned ‘me a sting of
most acute anguish ; for reliel bad come wdeed
loo late.

‘Lbe purport of the letler was 1o say that Her
Majesty had been pleased, in consideration of the
literary services of Mr. Arthur Herbert, to order
that a pension of £200 a year should be pad to
um durtog the remaiader of his life ; aud the an-
nouncement was couched in lerms at once cour-
teous and kind.

¢ Father, dear Fatber © i exclaimed, ¢ we may
all be happy yet. Heard pou not what I read 7
I added ; for he seemed to take no notice of the
announcement, Il lips moved, and [ placed
my ear to them to catéh the sound which al-
ready seemed like the fast eflort of expiriog na-
ture.

He appeared as though he were holding a col-
loquy with another , anu I caught the words—

¢ Will your lordship bear my petition to the
Queen, and pray Her Magesty to bestow some
little mark of ber royal favor on my daughter
Minoie? I am gowng on a long jouraey, and
caaaot profit by Her Majesty’s kindness now.’

Oh! dreadful tale—my dear, dear fatber’s
mental {aculties had been so shaken by the trials
through which we bad passed, that if not entire,
there was at least & menta! aberration ol his once
vigorous intellect. I clasped my hands together
w the bitterness of the deepest despair, and we
all turned to the window, partly to conceal “our
tears aud partly to watch for the priest, for
whose arrival we now felt anxious, as well as for
that of the doctor. ’

We were not many minutes ia suspense ; for,
with a beavy snow-storm beating relentlessly
downo from a sky of leaden bue, and ' drified tul
in ther faces, by a cutting north-east wind, we
observed two gentlemen mee: from opposite di-
rections, speak a“few words togeiher,. and then
crossing the street, advance in* the direction .of
our house ; and with hightéped hearts' we received
them in that chamber ot sofrow. ' =~ -

were describing on the bedclothes a mathemati-
t

Whilst thus be rambled, bis attenuzted fingers

oo our return, the priest nformed ‘us that he
sbould come on the following morning with the

I bad felt full confidence in the'skill'of my fa- -
ther’s late attendant, who had often assured me -
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