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EUSTACE;
OR,
SELF-DEVOTION.
CHAPTER 1X.—Continued,

Soemetbing of the ridiculous seemed now to
be blended with poor Mrs, Maxwell’s fit of an-
er; and I felt aoxious to terminate a scece
which was becoming exciting to Margaret, and
painful to myself ; and willingly followed the for-
mer, who beckoned me to the inger parlor, the
folding—doors of which stood open.

¢ Now, Minme,” exclaimed the good lady, ¢ I
hope, as you are some years older than pocr
Maggte, you will prove somewhat wise ; do you
a0t see that she 13 acting a very foolish part ;—
;:;fl?ind what tor, I should fike tf) koo ; - for
nothing that I can see, hut because it bas pleased
God to afflict her with a bad brother.. Whp,
guls, sbe added, ¢ where 1s your sense ; there s
» skeleton n every bouse ; I wonder if all of us
knew our neighbors’ atfairs, where 15 the large
family which bas not a black sheep amongst its
pumber ; aod why, 1 shonld like ta know, are
the ropocent to be punished for the guity.’

: Mra, Maxwelt,’ I said, when I found that I

could speak, ¢ you do both Margaret and myself
injustice ; ste ie acting with true heroism of soul
in remaining disengaged tll it shall please God to
remove our uchappy brother from this world, or
#ilt we find be bas left England again, which will
probably be the case. Then Maggie wil} be
free ; but, oh ! I added, do remember tlat
while things are m this unhappy state we can
Jook and hope for no happiness, for we feel no
security,’
._ec:‘u];}g;’ she said : * L should tinnk not, indeed;
when you toth act as you might only be expect-
ed to do, were you fettered to bad husbands.’—
Then returning to the room in whick Margaret
had remained, she kissed ber, telling her she
should see her again shortly; and hoped she
would thck over )l that sbe bad said, and allow
her to receive her as a daughter.’

Margaret - was overcome ; she could oaly re-
tura the kise, and express a hope that these
clouds which overhung ber prospects would soon
clear away, and she might be enabled to meet
the family of her friend as in old times.

Far from sausfied, our good friend lelt the
cottage 3 the worthy soul could nat comprebend
the depth ot high feeling which prompted Mar-
_garet to pursue this step ; not o her son, he de-
clared to me afterwards that e had valued, as it
deserved to be valued, the igh principle which
bad led Margaret to break off her engagemeot
with bum, though he bumself was the sufferer

hereby.
CHAPTER E.—TI(E OLD CHATEAU—A FEMALE
TYRANT.

: Minnue, dear, 1 have a favor to ask of you/
said Margaret, the morning after the little meet-
ing I bave spoken of bad taken place. *You
will graot it it our little funds will allow of the
treat I am meditating.’ )

¢ Willingly, darling,’ I replied: ¢I do not
{hink hitherto we have any thing to ceproach our-
selves with; as far as idulgences beyood our
meana are concerned, we can have po right to
term ourselves extravagant.’

¢ Dare we venture on & long journey, ther; a
very long jouroey, mind, for people of such slen-
der means as ours; cas we manage to pass a
tew montbs in the sunny south of France, Min-
pie I’

I paused a momeat, almost doubting if we
scould 5 then I bethought me that change of air
was better than doctor’s bls, and I uphesilat-
mgly cepied—

g‘%’es} Margarel ; wien shall w
be next week !’

¢Caan it'be possiole tbat we can arrange s
speedily 7 .

¢ Without doubt,’ T replied ; * 1 draw my quar-
terly allowanee in a few days; meanwhile pack
up all that is necessary ; we will discharge the
maid, lock up the house, ard leave it to tak.e
care of itself, as houses in couatry villages ai-
ways can do, at least the little village of Ashdale
1 can aoswer for :” for the Lonesty of its good
people was almost proverbial.

« Then we will see the Maxrwells first, Min-
pie, said my sister; ‘and while we are away,
when be finds the house sbut up and that we are

e go! “shall 1t

quite gone, it—if—Edgar should come here | gag

agawm, people will say we bave left Esngland, and
he will think no more of us; every clue will be
fost, for Arthur has solemnly pledged his word
" that he will never agaia tell him where we are;
and then, when we come back, Eustace and I
may marry without fear, if all intercourse with
Edgar be for ever cut off, and be probably bave
- left the country.’ - - B
. From the moment that I assented to Marga-
*“ret’s request, a change came over her ; her step
became more elastic, “her smile as of old, -her
cheek began to assume a more healthful tinge ; 1
knew that she was happier.

with ber own feelings, and those of my |
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i wrote to Mrs. Maxwell ; I told her what we | chanced to fall on the spire of the village church, | countenance, difiering, indeed, from that which

had decided on doing ; our decision met with the
appraval of our kind friends, provided, they saud,
Margaret were more flexible on her return, and
accordingly we made our preparations with all
possible despatch, and accompanied to London
by Eustace, bade farewell to England uatil the
following spring, when we hoped to return under
more favorable auspices. A pleasant journey
was ours; our hearts were lighter than they bad
been for some time, and we arrieed 1o the pro-
vince of Languedoc one lovely September eve-
ning, just as the setting sun shed its rosy light on
Lhe luxuriant foliage of the trees, each bearwng
1:s beautiful autumnal hue. At a small way-side
inp we put up for the mght, "till we could look
about us, 0 as 1o locate oorselves more com-
comfortably. Far in the distance, partially em-
bozomed by trees, staod an old chateau, the win- !
dows of which were lighted up by the beams of
decliving day. A lovely scene lay stretched
around us j to the right a small chureh, its grey
walls o’ergrown with moss, its time-worn tower
covered with ivy, the last rays of the sun casting
a red tint on the cross which mutely beckoned
man onwards {o a happier world. A fragrant
smell from an orange-grove reminded us that we |
were 10 the suany south, whilst the murmur of |

distant waters told us that we were near the:;
Wearied as we |

banks of an extensive lake,
were, we could not resolve (o relire to rest till |
we had explored a little aroued the immediate
neighborbood, therefore, after partaking of some
rather sour wine, with bread, milk, and dried
fruits, we sallied forth for a short balf hoeur, to
enjoy the calm beauty of the evening.

There was somethiog so novel in our journey
to the south of IFrance, ucknown and alone as we
were, that the very angioality of our position
gave an additional zest to our emjoynent. As
for myself; 1 bad arrived at that sober age when
woman may be allowed to ravel by herself :—
moreover, we bad had so raany trials to eacoun-
ter in ouvr path through life, that travelling thus
unprotected and aloae, seemedto me a mere
bagatelle.

But the old chateau claimed a greater portion
of our attention than any of the beauties around
us. [t appeared ip some parts to be falling to
decay under the hand of time, yet the main por-
tion of the edifice seemed still in tolerably good
preservation : one wing of the buildiag appeared,
however, as thoagh perfectly dismantled, whilst
the curtained windows, and the sound of a sweet
voice accompaoied by the harp in a manner which
showed that the musician was not destitute of
some considerable amount of musical skill, told
that the ceateau was still inhabited. We stood
and listened, entrenced by the melody of that
sweet voice, and 1 Lave endeavored, as well as
I could, to render the words into English.

Ab, swift the shades of eve now fall,
Over hill and over dale;

And Luopa with her silver pall
Covereth wood aend grassy vals.

Ave Maria, in this boar

Shield us witt protecting power.

Night's darksome banuer i3-uafarl'd,
Whilat wesry Nature sinks to sleep,
And all in gloom hath clad the world,
Save those wbo wake to watch and weep.
Ave Maria, ‘tis the hour
When moat they need thy love aud power.

Myriads in the azure 8ky,
Glittering with the diamond’s light,
Shines the pale star gloriously,
Illumining the heavens bright.
Ave Maria, star of the sea,
Ok! pray for us whko callon thee.

The voice was hushed, and a few chords seem-
ed struck at random ; then the fingers swept over
the striags, and a few bars of a beautiful and me-
lancholy prelude were played, a note of which we
occastonally lost, as ever and anon the autemsal
breeze rustled through the thick foliage of the
{rees, when .suddenly the sweet sounds swere
marred by a wild shriek, which rusg through the
old chateau,- Then all was buried in a profound
silence, and with a thrll of horror runnmg through
our veins, we hastened from the spot, wondering
and conjecturing but in vain, as to the cause of
that most melancholy sound. The moon bad
risen and the heavy September dew had falleg,
#ud feeling chilled as well ag weary; I became
conscious how very foolishly we bad acted in
thus prolonging our stay. We arrived, however,
i safety at the small ino at which we bad ea-
aged beds, and were shown by mine host-
ess into the best room her house afforded, in the
ample stove of whick a large fire, according to
our directions, diffused light and warmth around,
for it was drawing towards the close of Septem-
ber, and softas was the air in this genial atmos-
phere, I felt that precaution was necessary, as
much as those might feel, who more than doubled

‘the years that had passed over my bead.

_Theinn was not more than an English half-mile_
from the chatean which had so deeply interested.
us,.and as [ stood at the window gazmg
thoughfully out on the wide expanse of coun'ry
which lay bathed in such pesfect rest, my:eyes

| which, rising out from amud the trees which em- |

bozomed it, was at that moment flooded by a |
line of silvery hight ; I bethought me of the cha-
leau and the beautiful éffect of the moonlight as :
it rested on its half ruined -turret, wnd turoing to
Madame Roland, I inquired whose was the old
chateau wiich I had seen about hall a mife from
the ino; I thought I observed a little besitalion
1 the woman’s manoer, as she replied, ¢ It 1s the
chateau of the Marqus de Villecourt, his only
daughter and ber stepmother are living there ;
Mademoiseile de Vilfecourt’s intellects are some-
what deranged ; and such melaccholy shrieks are |
at itmes uttered by the poor thiug; the mar- !
chiouess lives there in the wmost perfect retire- |
ment, devotng her hife 1o the care of ker step- |
daughter.’ '

¢ Indeed,’ I casually rewarked ; slie « doubt- |
less 2 very amiable womaa, then ; ts the duugl-
ter very young 7’

¢ She s a stepdaughter, and was ten years old
when ber mother, the late marchioness, died,’ re-
plied the hostess.

¢ Her father married his second wile a few |
months after the lady’s death; he was many
gears older than the present Madame de Ville-
court, and died soon after his wife bad given
birth to a son, which still hves.’

¢ And the young lady,” said Margaret, ber
mind, as well as mg own, recurriag Lo the soug-
strest we had that eventng heard.

¥ Ah, mademoiselle,’ replied the woman, ¢ she
was very fond of her motber, and she litile liked
ber father’s marriage with ¢la belle Anglaise,
her governese, whom be married sa soon afler:
ber mothar’s death.’ '

t An English lady,” 1 ejaculated, alwost in- |
voluntary. . i

¢ Yes, mademoiselle, and you see the youngl
lady was always delicate, and had all her own
way while the yood lady, her mother, lived, and
could ill brook the coutrol of her stepmother,
who brought her from Paris to live with ber in
yonder old chateau, which s not fit for people of
therr weath to live in; Monsieur je Muarquis
never resided there, it 1s in a ruinous state, aad
fit only for the dwelling of bats and owls.

As Madame Roland uttered these words, she
teft the room, and Margaret azd myself sat down
to talk over what we had heard, in a true spint
of adventure, determiniong to explore the neigh-
borhood of the chateau om the morraw, aund
to discusy the merits of a cold capon, some
light wine, fruits, and white bread, before takung
our rest,

CHAPTEL X[,— OUR FIKST DAY IN LANGUE-
DOC—AN OLD ACQUAINTANCE.

We rose early the next morning, after a sound
nighU’s rest, and, baving breakfastsd, made our
way to the hittle church of St. Roche, 12 order
to hear mass, Oar devotions concluded, we im-
mediately, as by tacit consent, turned our steps
in the direction of the chateau. The country
around was beautiful ; farge patches of pasture-
land lay on either side, whilst here aud there
lrose some step acclinty, nich in the vegetation
which grew on its brink, and clothed with many
a wild flower ; while begealh lay buried some
peaceful vailey, with humble babitations scattered
around, and here aod there, dotted thickly, peep-
ing through the trees, the white villas of the
wealthier class. As we advanced up the road)
which led to the chateauy, these habitations be-
came fewer in number, and the scepery more ro.
izantic ; whilst beyond rose the Pyreuces, in
gloomy grandeur, frowniwg, as 1t were, on the
soft teatures of the scene beneath. The build-
ing appeared more ancient than when seen by
the waning twilight of the previous evening ; nor
did there appear to be wuch care bestowed on
its preservation, or any pains taken to keep 1t in
neatness and order, for the courtyard was over-
grown with rank weeds and aettles, whilst the
greep moss crept up around the stone pillars
which supported the gateway. Whilst we yet
stood lost in surprisa at Lbe scene of desolation
-around us, 2 lovely gnl of soune eighteen years
of age stepped forward, and regarding us with
an air of melaacholy curiosity, passed on. There
was a restlessness in ber look which distressed |
you as you met hec gaze ; 1t seemed to me asf
there was indeed a weak itellect within that
beautiful form. Margaret bad seated herself on
the trunk of a tree and was making a sketch of
the castle, whilst T regarded, with no small de-
gree of interest, the movements of the young |
stranger; but now, emerging from one of .the
rumed arches, appeared a woman of perbaps|
thirty years of age, of a style of beauty rather |
commandiog than pleasing, and features the ex-|
pression of which, thougu correctly beautiful,
were more czlculated (o inspire fear than love.
She was tall, well formed, and rather- embon-
point than otherwise ; she passed me with a
slight glance, and her eyes thex fell on Mar-
‘gacet, -and, for. a. moment, she hesitated, . 1
thougnt I bad seen that face before; was: 1
dreaming? "No ! surely long'years siuce, when.

i different scenes to these.

a gl at Chalot, I-bad gazed upon & similar !

I now beheld, yet allowing for the lapse of filteen
years, save that a harder expreseion was over the
face, it was identically the same.

Those lerge fuil black eyes seemed as if they
could read the thought of others, the nose was
quite aquiline, the teeth gleamed through the
parted lifs like rows of pearls ; but the small
mouth, ever and anon compressed, was correct ia
its beauty, and yet gave a severe expression lo
tbe features of that superb beauty. Ere she had
walked filty yards from the spot on which we
stood, she returned, and lengthenng ber pro-
menade to the gates of the chateau, she agam
turped and faced wus, this tune regarding myself
and Margaret alterpately with ano earnmest and
steady gaze. ‘

¢ Pardon me,’ sbe said, as she approached we,
‘but I do think we have met before in very
Are you not the
daughters of 2 geatleman, who 15, or was,
curate of the village of Chalot, in the west of

Eogland

*Yes, madam,’ 1 replied, while DMargaret
threw dowa her peacil aod listened 1 mute as-
tonishment ; and I added, ‘1 have indeed seen
you vefore; I remember your face, bur quite
forget swwhom I have the honor of addressing.

* You will remember e, perhaps, as toe niece
of Mr. Peraival—Catberme Vivian,’ rephed the
lady. ¢Islouid sot have remembered you, tor
sooth to say, though a poor complunent, you are
fearfully altered; but Margaret has the same
face as she had when she was a mere child. |
remembhered ber from her strikmg resemblance
to her fatber; but pray come home with me, if
you are so interested, Margaret, in sketching my
dreary old mansion, I am sure you will be plessed
to wander al your ease through its gloemy cor-
ridors and spacious hulls.’

We both willing accepted the zvation, aod
accompaoted the DMarchiopess de Villecourt,
once simple Cathersne Vivian, to the home she
had spokea of so slightingly.

I noticed thal just as she eatered the portal of
the chateau, she turued and called her step-
daughter by nane, and that ber tone ol voice as
well as her wanner, was at oace arbitrary ond
umperious.

Whet a contrast between the mother and
daughter ! 'The one haughty w manner, proud
of the rank to which she had succeasfully aspired
and obtained, swept in, her style of almost mas-
culine beauty, vord of every feminiae grace, and
if those almost cliselled feaivres spoke correctly
by the expression thay gave to the countenance,
endowed with a mind capable of anytiung barsh,
so that it coufd but gamn ils ends. Eulalie de
Villecourt was small in stature, slightly but
gracefuliy formed, her complexion delicately fair,
her bair of that rich golden hue which we rarely
see save on the head of an infant, the features
perfectly regular 5 bat the deep-blue eyes want-
ell, indeed, the exzpression which gives life, and
soul, and acimation, to the whele face; yet there
was something 1ndescribably sweet i the general
contour of ihe countenaace—such a holy calm
and such peafecl repose seemed to dwell thereon
that a paiscer might bave made a study of ihat
face, thrown more expressios info the eyes, and
have takea it for the pictore of a Madonna.~—
Through noble corridors and spacious apart-
ments,‘grand even 13 their decay, we wandered,
attended by Madame de Villecourt, and followed
tinidly by Eulalie, who seewmed desirous to at-
tach berself to Margaret, but who appeared ner-
vously apprebensive, whea any remark, however
commonplace, was addressed to ber by her step-
mother, not at all to my surprise, for, far from
any word of endearment beng used, coldness
and a repulsive harshness, alose was observ-
able. :

At length we reached the gallery i which
were hung the poriraits of ancestors of the no-
‘ble bouse of Viliecourt, and we lingered long,
pausing before each ancestor of the illustrous
line of nobles, some clad in full armour, while
maoy a fair daughter of the house appeared in
the dress worn at the period in which she lived ;
till commg dowu to our own times, we stood be-
fore the portraiis of a mau in the prime of hfe,
and o young woman whose “features exactly re-
semhled Lkose of Eulalie, save that they bore
the expression (hat was wanting to ber, we knew
that we gazed on the portrait of the first wife,
and involutarily our eyes fell on the face of
Eulalie, whose eyes were humid with tears, . On
the right side of Moasieur dé Villecourt’s por-
trait, hung that of the present’ Marchioness, is.
all the pride of her beauty, and in the full prime
of woman's existence, when girthood and-its teens
bave some ten years passed ‘away, and the form
has become rounded in full maturity, and when,
though it has lost the - grace: of youth; 1t hasa
charm peculiatly'tts own, .7 o

¢ The last Marchion

: ess,’ said Madaime, ‘2
poor, pale, sickly tking,: who. was pever. well,
weak in character, .Miss -Herbert, as. she:was
feeble-in bady-—it:was 2 happy release,. both for
Monsieur de " Villecourt as well as for the poar-

4
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lady herself, when she died.’ Then suddenly
turning as the sound of a step struck upon ber
ear, she stooped to embrace & beautiful boy, the
very counterpart of herself; and perbaps about
eight years of age. ¢ Thisis my son, Eugene,
Miss Herbert, sbe said ; ‘but we have been
long enougb looking at the portraits of these
dead worthies of the house of Villecourt, let us
return to the one swit of rooms which 1 have
tried to make habitable.

1 cavnot express what I felt, for T kaew each
word this cruel woman uttered mflicted a pang-
on the gentle beart of Lulalie; nor felt she
ashamed that I should be a witness of her tyr-
anny, for wurning sharply round as we eatered a
room fitted up as the boudoir of some fairy
palace, and assorting ill indeed with the ¢ tout-
ensemble’ of that ancicut edifice, she exclaimed
angrily, ¢ bow now T—in tears apain! I shall
1sist on your remaining in your chamber, if you
will not conquer tins absurd exhibition of feeling
on every occasion.’

Fulalie’s tears only flowed afresh at this un~
merited reproof ; she said aothing, however, but
left the room ; and I woticed that the boy
bounded after her, and that when called back
by bis mother, he appeared both sullen and
ansry.

1 could not avoid hazarding a remark.

¢ Perhaps, T said, * Mademoiselle de Ve~
court remembers her mother? I noticed that
she wept when you alluded to her death.’

¢ She was a spotled child, Miss Herbert,’ she
repliee, ¢bumored in everythiog, so that her
aflectation is almost insupportable.  After we
left Chalot, my mother and myself spent several
years in Panis, where 1 became acquainted with
the late marciioness, and when my mother’s
death took place, and I was left alone o the
world, she mnvited me here very frequently, for
she was & woman of such a dJisposition that she
could not bear solitude.’

¢ Ab, Catherine, Catherine, you sboald have
said, when I was left alone and penniless, I en-
tered the famly of my benefactress, as governess
to her chiid.’

This was my mward thought ; [ remembered
Madame Roland’s story, and I knew that the
Vivians had been a family in needy circum-
stances, aided much by therr relation, Mr. Per~
cival, and with no means of thewr own, save the
proceeds of a trelling life anuuity belonging to the
late Mrs. Virian.

However, this cruel woman, for such I felt
[ cerlain she was, proceeded as follows ; the bare-
ness of her heart beirayed itsell in her owm
words: ¢ Truly, I had but a dull bome 1 ex-
change for the gaities of Parisian Iife ; sickness
often makes people very exacling, and between
the fancies of Madame de Villecourt, and the
difficult task there was in keeping her spoiled
child trom her sick room, ihere was much to put
up with.  However, in the course of time she
died, and I left the chateau, but only for a short

hand and brought me back to tiis gloomy old ruin
as its mistress.  He bas left me by his will sole
guardian of bolh his children till they come of
age. I do nat think Eulalie will live very long.
If she were to die, I should immediately return
to Pars ; otherwise, untl I choose to part witk
LEugene from under my own eye, I shall remain
tn thie seclusion. [ must tell you, however, that
if Monswur de Villecourt left me much power 1=
my bands, ke was bratal and suspicious enough
to take care to tie me up from making any new
engagement ; for I bave only the possession of
this unrestricted power, on condition, forsooth,
that I do not marcy till the mivority of these
children bas expired, and thirteen. years must
pass, sie added, with a decp migh, *ere one of
them will be off my honds.” L
As she spoke thus, she surveyed her splendid
figure with a look of satisfied complacency, assle
faced a full-length pier-glass which was before:
ber. Al Catherine, do you not remember that:
that those raven locks will, at the best, have:
here and there many- a sivery thread whem

woman, woman, it is indeed well for those yourg
creatures that their father i this proviso acted
with at least a lttle caution. At this'moment
Eugene. asked his mother, might be take the
youog lady, so he designated Margaret, info tber
ruined turret, be would like to skow it to ber.—
She unhesitatingly yielded ber assent, N

I fancied there was a hidden meaning beneatér
the boy’s words. Ah, mother, take care! if
that boy Iives, be, the ooly thing you ever truly
Joved, will mar all your schemes, and; m"the
bands of g just God, will becomie (ke instrument:
of retnibutive justice.. . . . s

¢ Edlahe seems so- timid,” T'said, - “so retirigg,
I should ‘not suppose you would bave much trou-
ble with  her, especially..as. she was not gaite
eleven: years old: when her motber: died. I sup-
pose you sought to win' her affections; a stepmo
ther wust tiave a diffictlt part to/play.” . - :°

# Indeed, I, never . troubled : myself. about the-
_n_;gtf@’r,"- was the'reply. - ¢ I°did my “duty hy-her,,

time ; for Monsieur le Marquis offered me his-

thirteen years shall haue passed away! Ohg



