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yOL. XVII.

EUSTACE;
OR,
SELF-DEVOTION.

CHAPTER II,— (ontinued.

But Eliza wrote to me reqularly and trequestiy,
and her letters were not those of ore f{riend
speaking 10 anotber ; they were not the sinple
product.ons, such as I often delighted to read, of
my gentle and amiable friends at—-—, but rather
the supercilious and warning epistles of some
proud, arrogant woman, writing to one benealh
her gusdance ; nor were tbose long sentences so
fall of relizous sealiments, ihe enunciations of
a really pious soul, but ratber the constrained,
mcked phrases of one who thought and meditated
well.ece she wrote; for nothing seemed natoral
—all cold, constrained, and formal.

I will not dwell on my subsequent unhappt-
ness, or My own want of resignation to the will
of God on the loog, sad days I passed, as sad
to Maggte and my father to witness my ubhap-
piness, as to myself. Unpsettled, anxious, and
restless, I experienced that wretchedness winch
none feel so painfully as those who, baving cho-
sen a state  life, whether in the active scenes
of the world or not, bring te it ail the eotbu-
siasm and eageraess of a pervous and excitable
temperament.

I failed, too, before the departure of Eliza,
te extract from ber the real reasos why 1 was
left iz London till an indefivite period. She had
not tbe candor 10 speak, and pride sealed my own
lips, condemning me to siience. Wearily, then,
the weeks passed on. I bad no longer a motive,
to atlain which my exertions were indispensably
vequisite ;" had this been the case, wmy spirits
woull bLave recovered a wore healthful tone,
and I should bave been m every respect the
Jainer.

. It may be for the good of others, with tem-
neraments as ardeat as my own, that these lines
are penned, DMay they recogmaze what [, at
tiws epoch of my life, fail=d to discern, the hand
of an all-wise and mercaful Providence, directing
all things for the best, and leading us te heaven
tn His own good way, 1l we erring mortals only
resign ourselves to His tender guidance, and
with a firm aod trusting faith can brisg our-
aselves to believe, that though the path we bave
chatked out for ourselves to pussue be in itself
aost holy, and even undertaken with prayer, de-
liberation, and advice, yet;that man is ever
likely to be deceived, und is prone to deluston ;
and tbat i, because our own {eelings swayl us
anduly, we deviate from the course which Pro-
mdegce wills we shonld pursae, we perit our im-
mortal interests. TFair as the way may seem,
iolg as the yath may be which we desire to fol-
low, yet we may err; for whist- man proposes,
(30d disposes,and it would have beea well for my
disturbed and aoxious mind bad I earher put in
praclice these trutis winch faith required me to
believe.

At the close of a {ew weeks, whea anxiety
liad Oaished the work which cold had beguu, the
Jiseage, the sceds of which had long slumbered
{n roy constituiton, broke out with such sudden
violence, that it could no longer be doubted but
that consumplion was al work ; then, too late for
the sake of those so dear to me, I would have
wished to retrace my steps, for might not am
casy, calm frame of mind, a lr.ustful reliance ou
Providence, have doue much towards rewmstating
the health already inclined to fall?  As it was,
in the long moutbs that elapeed, during whieh 1
never rose from my bed, | strove to suffer, as far
as 1 conld, with patience, and heiled the death
which I was told was approaching, as a raasit to
the glorious herealter.

But mipbe was the sick room cf poverty; 2
thousand anxzious cares fell on my poor Maggie,
for time passed on, my father’s bopes to get the
appointment I have alluded to vamshed 1ato thin
air, and gaunt poverty agawm visited our dwell-
ing. Magge, during certain hours i the day,
<vas compelled to be absent to deliver her daily
lessons, and then, propped up by pillows I would
write imaginative tales, translate, revise, correct,
until a sudden accession of faintness would warn
_tne to rest from my labors. I deemed this the
employment of my death-bed. 1 little thought
iow distant then was the grave. Long, long I
lingered, hovering as it.were between life and
death, touching on the confines of the other
world whilst yet 1n this, working with my poor
[@agge to pay our reut, to provide the meagre
pecessartes of the day, smiling when (he good
physician shook “his head and, pronounced me

worse, exulting in my inmost heart when I over-
heard the words, ¢she wiil not last ‘long,’ and

shuddering not at the heavy nifht dews, the short
bard cough, or the sight of my wasted form.

Aad may we not pay a tribute of gratitude to

those men, surgeons and physicians, who, teken
en masse, are worthy, indeed, of our respect 7—

They behold that which others see not ; they are
a privileged class ; they can tell why the heart 1s
oftentimes - diseased, “why ' the dreadtul angina
pectorts attacks’ us, and why consumption; with
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Lall its tram of ideous evils, seizes on the vie-
tim ; they know when poverty may be traced as
the source of all this sufferng, and then the good
physician oftentimes becomes the friend, and if
bis art will not effect a cure, be at least endea-
vors to alleviate our pain. And lo, winter had
passed, spring bad put forth her young green
thugs, aud, to the woader of all, I rose from
that sick-bed, but cot to leare the room. Ab,
uo : two, nearly three weary years must elapse
ere Lthat might be the case, and 1 had mourned
and Jonged to be at rest, often repeating to my-
self tke words of the Pasalmist, ¢ Woe 1s me, that
my sojouraing is so prolonged.’ Who will give
me the wings of a dove, that I may fly away and
be atrest? Then subduicg the wayward spirit
to more holy thoughts, murmuring with the cru-
cified Oae, © Not my will but Thine he done.’

~ Sadly, wearily, then the days crept on; my
poor father found httle rehef even in the books
his cruel fate had left nim, for his most cherisbed
and valuable tomes had gone in the days of our
adversity. Poor Maggie! she too was changed,
so thoughtful, so sadiy quiet now. However,
two friends were left to us, good Father Viacent
and a fady, without whose kindly offices we should
indeed bave been at a loss. It happened one
day, at a time when we were plunged in the
deepest distress, and I more ill than usual, that
Mrs. Melmotb, the friead i question, bad prof-
fered to sit with me while Margaret snatched ao
hour’s rest. 1 sunk iato a heavy sleep, and on
awaking beard my friend pronounce wy pame
coupled with that of Eliza Stukeley, and at the
same moment a whispered exclamation of iudig-
patron burst from the lips of my Sister. My
curiosity prevailed over my discretion, I for once
played the part ot an eaves-dropper, and the
following couversation met my astonisbed ears,
the whispered dralogue every now and then bro-
ken by expressions of astomsbment asd ange!
trom the lips of Maggie.

I bad apparently awakened at the commence-
ment of Mrs. Melmoth’s parrative, tor, ag nearly
as I can remember, she spoke as {ollotvs i —

¢ I was io Father Vincent’s room this morning,
vay dear, and you may judge what I felt whep I
found that our poor Minaie might long smce
have been seltled in a convent but for the perfidy
of Eliza Stukeley, to whom you koow she was
for so loog a time attacked, aod who unfortu-
nately acquired such ioflueace over her. I will
tell you how I found all this out, aot from good
dear Father Vincent, but from a young lady who
had called to see him, a friend of Eliza’s, who,
it seemns, has meet Misnie 1n her company.—
Tins Miss Norton 15 acquaipted with the noues
with whom Iliza 15 ot presenmt stayiag; and
winlst in company with the Mother Superior,
Eliza being also in the room, our dzar Minnie’s
name was wmenlioned, and Jane Nortop’s affec-
tiozate heart exulied so for your sister’s sake
when she heard the Superior say—

¢ I have read several of Miss Herbert’s letters.
I know from these letters how eager she s to
become a nus; we are a tolerably well-doing
community, and may well allord to receive any
lady with whom the want of fortune alone pre-
sents any obstacle. 'What say you, sister Mary,’
she added, addressing Miss Stukeley, who was
then beside her, ¢ you know Miss Herbert well !
I bave thought of tnv:tiug her tither for this pur-
pose; give Us Four opinioa oa the matter.’

I think her disposition aad tewmper too
haughty and turbulent for the couvent, was the
uahesttating reply.

¢You say this on your conscience,’ resumed
the Superior, murmuring as if to berself, ¢{ amn
sorry for it; butafit be thus, then better thunk
qf 1t no more.’

«I say it on my consciénce,’ replied the false
friend, and,’ added DMrs. Melmath, ¢ the doors
of the convent are closed on our poor Minaie
forever ; and instead of that baven of rest, what
has she liad and may still have to suffer ?

"L'ears now rushed to my eyes; I could keep
up the deceptive part I had assumed no longer,
but raiging myseif on the couch, I exclaimed,

¢ Fear me aat, Margaret, fear me not, dear
Mrs., Melmoth, my poor weak heart teils me
that all this is meant for wise purposes; I rejoice
that I bave heard ths tale.

¢<But 1 am very sorry, dear Miss Herbert,
and shall not easily forgive myself for having
mentioned 1t even to Maggie, much less in your
own sick room. Indeed, indeed thes tale of per-
fidy and wroog should never havé been made
known te jou.’ '

T mused for a few moments; I was willing to
catch at a sbaddw if 1 could but hope that Eiliza
bad been less . perfidious under the mask of reli-
gion, and I thea said,

“Do you knpw Miss Norton? ' Did Fatber
thought very nghly of Eliza”  °
- ¢ We.cannol doubt the words of Jane Nor-.

iand sees’that he was decerved in his estimation

5F

Vin¢ent credit this story ?  What séid he? He'

ton,’.replied Mrs. Melmoth ; ¢ I know her well, .
and so'*does he, : -He pities you much, Miome,
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of Miss Stukeley. Wil ot bis words conviace
youl! To me Iown they spoke voluwes.

* They were, ‘ For it must needs be that
scandals come, nevertheless, woe to that man by
whom the scandal comelb.®’

¢ Lieave me to mysel!;” [ murmured; ¢ T must
have solitude aad reflection now.)

Solitude, ay, yes, I did indeed need to be
alone ; and buryisg my face wn my hands, I wept
long aga bitterly—oh, how bitterly, to think
over the perfidy of ber whom I had trusted.~—
Then, too, a thousand little thiogs came throng-
ing to my mnd, and I wondered how it could be
that I could ever have cared for this woman,
who evidently, for some cause er ancther, was
my direst foe.

And the Mother Superior, too, good easy
soul, whose beart was doubtless full ot charily,
her mind full of good intentioas, and yet whose
understanding was so obtuse aad dull that she
falled in the discernment requisite to remind her
that there were wise old heads i the convent at
, with whom poor Mionie bad dwelt ia
peace and love for many moaths, and would fain
have retaimed her there amongst themselves,
aod from whom but one short line would bave
been of greater value than aught else beside.—
Ab, I murmured, small experience bast thou of
the character of others, so readily to lend an ear
to a false friend ; and shocking as it may be to
harbor the thought that one about to devote
berself to rehgros would witfully play an ua-
charitabie part, what cause for wonder, when out
of the chosea twelve of the Redeemer of maa-
kind, there was found a trattor 7 What matter
for marvel, then, that the movice should not
always be pure from the staiss of earthly pas-
stons, that she should carry with her the petty
Jealoustes aod rivalries she barbored in the
woarld ?

And as time passed on, so did the rude band
of poverty press yet more parshly ; and [ knew
what it was to tremble at the voice of the angry
crediior, to lay my band on my heart s a vain
eadeavor to still ts tumultuous throbbings, to
shed tears ot bitter agony, to indulge in vain and
sioful repinings when I beard my good physician
say lo Maggie—

¢ She may live for years, but only with great
care ; her disease has long been im a quiescent
state, but eoid or anxiely may at any periad of
lite produce a rapd change for the worse.’

And still, still time passed on, and brought no
alleriation to ovr misforlunes; nay, they were
increased, and destitution almost stared us : the
face, DMy sister Maud sirove to do her best in
the smal! rem:ttances she oot unfrequeatly made
ws 5 but ber owp cireumstances were far from
good, and sve bad dong since bad to study the
hard iesson how to rear her famuly, with the re
spectability due lo the class she beld in life, on
very wcompelent meauns.

But my heart sickens at this
ibe past, winch 1 would famn for ever bury m iy
own mind. Not so mach is it at the share I
mysetf bad 12 those bitter sulferings, as at the
sad reflectiop that one for whom [ would and did
make every effort,—though, alas/! Lhey were
fated to be fruitiess,—died in the midst of the
sharpest penury ; and bitler indeed is the re-
flection that his lite was cut short ere the
power winch [ now possess to save him was my
own.

By slow degrees I recovered a portion of my
former health ; but I own the truth, if when I
still thought myself dyging I bore the news of
Eliza’s perfidy with calmuoess, that feeling died
away on more than one occasion under the pres-
sure of our severe disiress, and I eftectimes, n
spirit, drew near to the foot of the Cross ere I
could gain patience and resignation.

retrospection of

CHAPTER IUI.—THE MINIATURE—THE MEETING
— HARD TIMES.

Darker and darker grew the clouds which
huag around our fortunes. Creditors became
more importuoate with each succeeding week,
and would no longer brook delay. Oane by one,
every little article which could be converted
1to cash had disappeared,—our prauno, our books,
our {rinkets, ali; all bad gone.

Christmas was at hand,—the thwrd anaiversary
of Kathleen’s death,—for us, apart from the re-
ligious celebration of the festival, it was but a
scene of increased sulering, for there was pre-
sent want at bome, and the anticipation of meet-
g with a barsb landlord the following week.—

The last hoarded valuable we possessed must be’

disposd of,—1t was the miniature of my beloved
mother, set 1 pearls; and which my father had
had taken in bappier days, -

¢ It shall not be sold,” said DMaggie, weeping
as I placed it in her hand ; f there may yet be a
bope of our recovering 1t.’ ,

Wrapping herself up in a large shawl, and
‘covering ber bonnet with a thick lace-veil, which
she drew over ber face, my dear sister left us in
quest of one of those abodes so often sought by
tbe children of poverty. . T
. With the shame sure to be felt by the.gently
bora when rediced to profit by such-awds, Mar-
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garet shruok from the wide and well lighted
thorougbfares, 20d turned wto one of- the many
obscure streets in the purlieus of Westwminster
and seeking the back entrance of the shop, with
hot tears courstng each other down her face, she
awaited her turn to be served. Coarse was the
fanguage wlich met her ears, and long had she
to stand ere she could hope to be attended to,
for 1t was the eve of a great holiday, and throug
after throng of wretched men and women poured
1 and out in one continuous stream to and tro to
that refuge for the unfortunate. Now the hall-
irunken artisan presented himsell to redeem, till
the day after the holiday, his Sunday suit ol
clothes ; then some Haunting woman, offering
some gaudy trinket; and then a poor widow
pressed timdly beside my sister, whose thia aod
wasted countesance told indeed 2 tale of poverty
and she’ offered the last thing she possessed, ber
wedding-ring. Margaret was struck by bher
tumid arr, and drew gently aside to allow her
bamble companion 1 misfortune to pass ; the
mnvement was observed, and a tall masculine
woman, vixeq stamnped on every line of her coun-
tesance, elbowed her way to the counter, ex-
claiming in an under-tone—

¢ A poor Jady ! As you keep yoursell so closely
veiled, miod now, we are all alike here-—you are
no better iban we, forsooth, or why are you
come here on a Christaras-eve? So just make
way, and et me get served first)

Maggie shrunk aside, her heart tull almost to
bursting.  Wineh, think you, reader, is the
worst, the colduess of the nich, or the vulgar m-
sofence ot the lower class? We think the lat-
ter. It some amougst the rich wrap themselves
up w sullen apathy, aod turn a ceaf ear to your
disiresses, they at least share the insult; but
with those of a lower grade, ob, there is ne
¢ bonne bouche’ so sweet to the vulgar bad man
or womsa ; they tnk themselves, as 1t were
licensed 1o insult you on the score of your gen
ulity. It is quite sufficient to excite thewr hatred
for them to kcow that, as tar as regards socnl

posilion, you are immeasurably their superior;
ouly iet them koow that you are as bad or per-
baps worse ofl than themseives: and pride aod
poverty being synonymous terms i their minds,
they will soon bave an 1nsolent word ready for
you. ‘

Well, o return from my digression, the poor
widow recewved two shithings for her ring, and
fixing her eyes, buwid with tears, on my sister,
dropped a courtsey, and thanked for her kindly
action. As she passed the tall woman, too, was
disiissed. and then poor Maggie drew aear, and
with something of tie feeling of one who sees an
act of desecraiion commitied, she beheld the
shopinan tuin over and examine my beloved mo-
ther’s muniature.

‘The pearls scem tolerably good omes, he
said, ¢ Of course the minature, in tsell,
valueless. ‘These thiogs are really of little worth
save lo .he owaer, and are yet often feft with vs
who become the losers. However, 1 will
lend you ten shillings, the ball of what you
asked,

Poor Margaret! she bad become well school.
ed now 1n the lessons adversity teaches. Ix-
postulation. she kuew, was useless, and, accept-
ing the trifle offered, she hastened from the spot.
Sbe bad threaded her way through two of the
streets, and was passing one of those pesls of
society denominated gin palaces, quickening bler
steps with more than usual haste, for aogry
voices struek upon her ear, whea a man stag-
gered forward, and serzing ber by the arm, en-
deavored to prevent her furtber progress. Ste
shrieked out as the intoxicated wretch furced
aunself before her path, still retaining bis vigor-
ous hold, and io her struggle the small cown she
had received fell from her hand.

+ Uahand me,’ she exclaimed, terrified beyood
expression ; but language will not express what
ber feelings were when a too well remembered
voice replied, ’

¢ Let me pick up the com you have dropped,
my pretty oce ;—but what now, fainting ia the
streets—nay, naj, then, you must—D’ll take no
denial, but come with me to yonder shop, where
I will get that which will revive you.’

Conquering, by an almost superhuman effort,
the disposition to swocning which was fast ren-
derieg ber unconscious, my unhappy sister was
now dragged to the very door of the place in
question, when, raliying ‘herself to the utmost,
she agai struggled for release. This time that
discovery which she was most desirous to avert,
was made known, for the strong gas-light fell full

| upon ber face, and with a low, mocking laugh

the words, S )

¢ Ob, my sister, my fine, dainty, lady sistery I
trow, reduced to ge to the pawnbroker, for I
foliowed you from thence ; 2y, will you now let
me help to find what, through. mine owa fault,
you have Jogt? - - o oo e

‘And reeling from the affrighted girl,: he: made
alas, an ineffectual effort to find" the-lost’ comn.

Maggie kaew .too -well that- 1t was_ for ever
goue ;. a heavy rar

e

day, and the

which-had fallen early in the
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trallic of the eveniog bad covered
the pathway with that greasy, black mud only to
be met with 1n the streets of a large town, and
with the blinding tears coursing n torrents down
her cheels, she was preparing to thread her way
bomeward, anxious to elude the guilly wretch,
whom she shamed to call by the name of brother,
when, discovering ber tent, bLe again sprang to
ker side, exclasming,

¢ Not so fast, Mistress Magge ; I have met
youat last, and I do not mean to let you go till
I find out where the old governor is, as also your
own whereabouts.

“IFor heaven’s sake,’ she exclaimed, frest
content with the ewl you have done me to-
night.  You have abandouned every filial duty ;
we ask nothing of you Dbut to let us rest, leave
us then to our own musery, and go your way
alone.’

¢ Nay, nay, not so fast,” repled the depraved
young man ; * I want you to come home with me
first—I ive close by’ And drawing Maggue’s
arm tghtly within big own, he drew her to the
door of a small iouse bard by, pushing ber n as
he opened it by means of a latch key which he
beld iu his band.

And who, reader, was one of the occupants of
that room, who, indeed, but the mascule, hard-
featured woman whose abuse my gentle sister had
that mght encountered, our sister-in-law, in
fact, and her two children ; one of them,—what
a slrange anomaly With such a mother—grow-
lug into one of the prettiest girls she ever beield.

Au appearance of rough, rude eglect pervad-
ed everything around, yet pot of the squalid
musery one might have fancied. Tt was the first
time Maggte had met this womaa, who, despite
ber effrontery, ehanged countenance, and seemed
ashawmed 2s A rthur sutroduced iny sister, bidding
ber to set refreshments on the table.

*1 will touch nothirg in your house,’ exclaimed
Maggie, vehemenily, ¢ you have done me the
greatest injury already. I insist on your allow-
g me Lo refurn home unmediately.’

¢ Most willingly, dearest sister, rephed the
drunkard, who, overcome by the warm air of the
room, could now scarcely keep lus foctng, yet
persisted in walkiog home with her. Expostala-
tion was useless, but the warm air eflected mnore
tban 2i Mugge’s expostulations, for, unable

to maiataw his footing, he sunk powerless on a

chair,

¢ Wretched drunkard,” exclaimed the wife as
my sister seized the moment {or escape; yet she
returned not bome unwatched, my wrelched bro-
ther was sensible enough to make a sign to his
wife to follow her, and as my poor Margaret en-
tered her house she saw the person whom she
now knew as my brother’s wife, standing beneath
a larop on the opposite side of the street,

Yoot-sore, wet, and weary, my poor Maggie
threw herself into my arwms, apd wdalged i a
plentiful flood of tears, as she narrated the trials
of the night. ‘

Christmas-eve! Ok, what a Christmas, what
a mockery of our sharp distress, our domestic
trials, did those lighted streets, those cheerful
sounds of unusual traffic, that neerry peal of bells
preseat, for hour atter hour passed sluggishly by,
Our poor old father was very ill, tnable to rise
from his bed. Want within, and misery without,
our present severe. distresses even apgravated
tbis very night by the wretched depravity of our
owa brother, where, where was the nourishiog
meal, the cooling and refreshing draught which
we had intended to give our poor invahd. And
ihe hours passed on, the church-bells were hush-
ed, the utmost silence reigned around, the stars
twiokling myriads in the azure vault of heaven,
sheddiog their pale light alike over the innocent
and guilty, and Maggie and mysell, bathed in
tears, sat musing ever our melancholy fate, for
the cold frosty awr suddecly succeeding the
storms of the previous day, benumbed our limbs :
no blazing fire lent its cheerful ruddy glare, no
curtams hung in heavy folds around the bed, and
I observed with ho.ror our poor father shivering
uader his scanty covering ; be saw ‘our troubled
troubled faces, the tears which trembled 1n our
eyes, and taking a hand of each withia bis own,
the oid man began-to console us. '

(7o be Continued.)

. Be convinced tbat, without the practice of hamile
ity and patience under orosges, and the mortification
of tay corrupt nature, thon art not leading a good
life. ~ Divine charity will. augment ia thy. heart in
proportion as buman self-love diminisheth. .
Beware of entarglement in the spares of huma.n
friendship, lest thou fall from perfeotion by sicning
against Divine charity. '
_ Seegmi¢ ror A BALL.~~The Jount de Grance being
wounded in'the knee with a masket ball;- the, gur-
be agked thém why they treated him 8o unmercic.
fally? !We are seeking fof the ball!said they.—
¢ Wby then ‘did’ you not’speak before? said. the
Oount, *I.'¢onld" bave ‘saved you the troable, for I
have i.z‘i'q'n}‘y'popket-"-‘"]" o

" Each time thou wisheat to deoids upon pertorming

geons mede many incisions. = At last, Iosing patience, . .

.| some enterprise, raiso the €7es 1o hesven, pray; God

te bless thy project ; 1€ tho2 canst make
accomplish they work. e <

that:praser
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