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CATHOLIC

¢OL. XVIL.

T TEUSTACE;
OR,
SELF-DEVOTION.

" CHAPTER I,—THE . WEDDING,

Look our, gentle reader, on the quiet face of
pature 1 1bat sweet still hour, the dawn of day.
ft1s a summer morn. Tne pale r:oon-beams are
seen no more, the ghitering stars which shene in
the azere firmament are no lonzer visiole to your
sight, the sable vell of night is drawn side, the
crowing cock heralds the approach of morn, and
the famt streaks of crimson, purple, and gold in
the eastern horizen tell you that the glorious sun
is about to commence his daily course, Stand
with me on yon sea-shore, let us gaze oa the rip-
pliag waves. .See how geatly at tiis calm bour,
when all pature is yet at rest, wave followeth
wave, each sparkliog beneath tbose golden rays.
Nearer, yet more near they come. And lo,
thoze countless grain of saod on the sea—shore
are covered from our sight, washed away by the.
relentiess tide, even as the sacds in the hous-
glass of lite run out with the ceaseless, unerring
hand of time.

Step aside with me to yonder glade ; early
morn, with its sweet quietude, bath passed ; the
gentle trill of the bird singing its matin song is
keard no more: the lowing kine have been led
into the meadows ; the sun is at ils height ; even
in the quiet village of Ashdale there are buman
hopes and fears, anxieties and cares, joy and sor-
row 3 the noontide comes again, and the ruder
duties of every-day life bave been resumesd.—
Lafe, busy hife, commenced agam wilh the dawa,
of the summer day ; all thiegs 1n nature fail not
to agree, and, hike to the peacefui calm of in-
fancy, ere passion bath gaiced a mastery over the
buman breast, so1s the smnmer mora ltke again
1o the gentle ripplieg wave whick roileth on con-
cealing the quicksands aad rocks beaeath. So s
man io the morning of Iife, it passeth away, and
¢he noontide approacketh, bringing wuh iy the
grosse;‘,'.rudercares and suxietes of iife, s fruit-
fess eJorts ‘and oftentimes vain aspirings. Nor
Fail we to find & fit similttude for age as it sinks
mto the grave, with the mght of nature hushing
into rest all things arosnd us.

But let me return from my digressicu, Ash.
dale is unusually cheerful thiz morning, for a bnde
has beea led to the altar ; the very swnall, but yet
gem in its way of 2 Gothic church lately built at
Asbdsle bas been gaily decorated, The bails,
which tn defiance of statutes enacted 1o days of
intolerance, have been placed 1o the tower, send
forlh a merry peal; the faces of the good filks
of Ashdsle beam with kindliness and good bumor,
and many a ¢ God speed ye both,” struck ca mue
eae, as [ Mianie Herbrei, ang my joung friend,
Lucy Maxwell,; tollowed in the bridal trainv of my
owa sweet Maggie. : '

I have watched over dMaggie with more than
mother’s love, I bave known ber guileless, st mple
religious ; T have felt that she was desuined tor
the world and its eares, winlst 1 would fain have
shrink away te the baven of rest, the cloister.—
I koew that a fleeting laucy had once passed
through her mind, feading ber to think of seclu-
sion irom the world; and a little discerament
showed me that this trapsitory baif sort of fancy
was but mere entbusiasm, not that deep, settled
desire which when once it lias taken possession of
the soul rarely leaves it but with death, which in-
troduces it to the possession of that sovereign
good which aving {aded to be usited to in ume
it may nevertheless hope to possess  eteroty.

Eustace bas retored to Epgland,he :s now a
partoer in the firm tn which he was engaged ;—
alf things seem bright asd prosperous, for he pos-
sesse¢ that wlich was above all price, he was
prudent, religious, and industrious, yet Maggie’s
waverings contmued Gll our wise and good friend
Father Hubert, sounded the depths ot that un-
fathomable abyss, the human beart, the secret
workings of which we ourseives are the last to
see, the least calculated to define, but which one
grown grey in Lhe service of the altar, and wko
could read well the characters of those beneath,
his care, "pronounced’ an *ilusion; declaring her
vocalion lay in the performance of the duties of
the world, not these of the cloister. Aund thus
it was that one sunny morn, four years after the
death of wy beloved cousia Gerald, the marriage
bells of St. Cuthberi’s rung out a merry peal,
and Father Hubert's {sps pronounced the nuptiat
blessing :on - Eustace ;and his- bride. Les ez-
eremes se touchent, There is 2-great differ-
eace belween the trim, almost elegant neatness
of the apartment, smal: though :t be, ints which
my guests are ushered on this “bappy morn, and

oze which I.lately inhabited, the remembraace of] gr

whith-even now dims ‘my eye with u -tear, and
chiases (e smile from my lips—but of this more
amen. ;- "', .. T ~
But the orange fluwers yet.adorn, the dark
tresses.of the:bride ;. and when she has left the
village, and [ return to solitude and ‘reflection, I
mill thiok over and“commit to"‘piper "the trymg
scznes of , the ‘past four years,, 7 7' 7
¢ A-small; select;iand merry, party are _we this

tidal morn, none are ‘bere but tried .old.friends,
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{stis Eagae’s fete day. We know the world,
we have bought nur experience, aod the sterliog
gold Fes deep 1o the characters of those whom it
'8 OUr privi.ege to have around us.

Bat wot msanthropical, children of adversity,
thought I, as I glanced on those kindly faces, for
the trials of none who are raised by birth and
education above the fowly born cau surpass what
our’s have beeu, yet full oft amidst the hay and
stubble in the characters of the prosperous has
it been my fot to discern the sterling gold—gold
dimimed by no earthly tarnlsh—the gold of cha-
iIty, ennobled by a pure intention, the gold of
bumility bencath the rich covering of the mighly
born and delicately reared, the sweet benevo-
lence which, whilst 1t relieved, seasoned the
kicdly action by geatle words, emanating from a
god-like spirit of beneficence.

The woraing sua glinted merrily through the
open casemeuts, shaded by their spotless leno
curtaios, and Venetan blinds, and the books,
flowers, and music and drawings scattered about
ihe adjoining chamber, the folding—door of which
stands opec, all whisper to me the words, © Re-
pine not, Miunie, the past cannot be recalled, the
dead return not to fife, they have, thou hast
cause to hope, a happier ilome than thou couldst
give them, the present is thine, thou canst labor
sull with thwe owa ever—tiuking brawm, and busy
fiagers ; aund the incense of prayer thou canst
offer unceastagly to thy God; in subonssion to
His will true sanctity consists ; the necessaries
of lfe, nay, its refinements are 1 thy way, do
aoi these latter constitute ia a great degree the
happiness of an iutellectual woman! Take,
thea, the future as 1115 with humble thaokfulness,
learieg not, though even the shadow of the grare
hovereth dimly 10 the distance, but leaving the
future to the merciful providecce of God.

Such were my thoughts durng toat wedding
worntog ; deep, deep 1 the beart’s wmmost folds
they careered, while the seeaungly careless smiie
sat on the jip,-yei the lears would come of last,
3s Maggie agamn and again pressed me fo her
bosom, sobbiag couvulavely, as she for the iast
time exmbraced me, and [ strove to dash them
from my eyes, apd take a long, lingering look as
the chaise bore ber swiftly from my sight on her
Journey to ihe sunny clime of Italy.

I returned to my bome—my friends are gone
-=the hand of night 15 spread over the scene—
Magaie 1s far away, 1t 13 the first separalion we
have kaown since we have hived togetner. I
place at baud those suadry articles which pro-
claim, much as we strive to hide it from our-
selves, that we are iavalids. And now, in the
quelude of the hour, 1 strive to collect my scat-
tered thougiits, and commit to mewmory the suf-
ferings and sosrows of tho past. '

CHAPTER Il.— A FALSE FRIEND.

Alier the death of iy comsin, aboul one year
of comparative comfort passed away., Dlarga-
ret obtaed goed situations as daily governess ;
and I continued to write for the serial on which
I bad been already some time engaged. DMy
greatest apprehensions al this time ley in my
varjable bealth, although still unconscious of the
inroads which the lapse of time, neglect, and
agxiety were making in my constitution, and
1gnoraut ‘oo of tie stealihy approach of our na-
tional foe and malady, which clothes the cheek
in a lovlier tinge than usual, acd hights up the
eye with almost preternatural brilliancy, so that
divested of halt its borrors by borrowing these
hues and appearances of health, neither the poor
victim nor bis friends dream of danger, till at
tumes cure is past hope.

Yet, why should I heed that cough, that fush,
or difficulty of respiration, I could still perform
my accustomed duties, give a lesson, mayhap, n
French or music, write,. and at tunes busy my-
self in household occupations, as blithely as ever;
so I went on my way heedless for the time,
but-my msidious foe went on its own way too.

It was about this time, and ere yet the hand
of severe sivkness fell upon me, that a brief ca-
reer of domestic bhappiness fell to our lot. My
father bad lony Dbeen occupied over a volumi-
nous work already in the hands of the printer,
and for which a tolerably handsume sum had
been promised. He was well knowe as-a lin-
guist specially versed i Oriental laguages, and a
generous aid extended 10 him by one of the cele-
brities of the day, and the power also which this
person exercised as one of the Ministry, gave
every fair reasoc to hope that a situation under
Goverament or a consufate. in the East, some
time ardently expected, would ere long be
anted. ' -
‘I felt great joy, then, when the letter reached
us'contaming tois inte'ligence. I knew it was.
my. father’s iotention- aot to take us thither, and
I nad already laid out fairy plags for the future, |
'which were doomed 1o be destroyed, and. -

" 'tLike the bageless fabric of & vision, -
. Leave not a.wreck bebind.” ,

Hoyvéver, with ‘the coatemplatton. in the far

| blocks were remaved out of my own paih, and T
leat a hopeful aud willing ear o the voice of
Father Vincent, a good priest, whom { first saw
on the memorable eveming on which J entered
St. Mary’s Chapel, when w Loodon, four years
since, -

“I have just returned from the Netherlands,
be one morning said to me; ¢ I am acquaioted
with a sisterhood rich 1a virtue, and who number
amongst them daughters of some of our oldest
Eogiish families ; the pension is £800, but with
this they will dispense. Will you Like to corm-
mence your noviliate therein?

The suddenness of the proposal amazed me,
whilst the generosity with which it was made
filled me with surprise; my reply may be im-
agined. I went home scarcely crediting that I
bad heard aright; and it was settled that my
sister should remamm with my father, whilst I
should commence preparations for my approach-
ing novitiate.

Let 1t not, however, be thought that I pal
no tribute to the claims of natural affection.—
Alas, mv piilow, bedewed with tears, told a far
different tale. It was indeed a struggle to part
with those so dearly loved ; but when that part-
ing 1s daily made, and those fond ties severed,
perchance an ehgible offer i3 made, whicl re-
moves oue who has perbaps never left the roof
which sheltered infancy i then, shall we com-
plain of the severance of eaithly affections, when
to none less than God the heart is given,

But, howerver, for the change which appeared
to take place in our ciwcumastances, 1 bad pever
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virtue did you find it more particularly peedtul
to practice?’ T would answer my querist some-
what in the following terms, and say,—* That
virtue from which all other virtues may be said
to flow, without which none ever flourished in
the soul of man—the wirtue of humlity. Thus
1t follows, as a matter of course, that that which
seemed most hard and difficult to e, was in the
practice of the winute and trifling observances
required, soms of which I esteemed as puerile,
and beneath the dignity of those of mature age.
Pride of intellect, may [ not say, was chafed
and wounded, — and here lay the almost insur-
mountable dificulty which I at first experi-
enced, and which I hesitated not to avow to the
prioresss.

But weeks lengthened mto months, and where
all seemed good and humble, surely few could be
obdurate, especially if the path to perfection be
smoothed by oue as good and gentle as the am-
able sister Teresa. But these halcyon days
were nol t0 conticue. With the approach of
wialer came again the cough and unmistakeable
evidences of ill health which resulted 10 my de-

“parture lrom a home in which I bad now made

friendsinps to emdure until broken by the rude
hand of death. .

Farewell, then, loved inmates of St. Austin’s [
It was vot Minnie’s tate 10 end ber days be-
neath that hallowed shade. She was agaio (o
return to tbe worid, and in that world to find her
home,

The junction of the physician to return
home, for that decline would await me in any

embraced the offer made jsue, deeming thal no
sacrifice, no fit offering of the heart 1o Ged, which
compromised duty ; thea, indeed, the image of |
my fatiier, bowed down by suffering and age ; of |
Magge, toiling oa unaseisted and alone, would

have been ever before me; the voice of con-

stience ever ringing io my ears, wariuag me that

no sacrifice can be acceptable to God if we

have failed to discharge the sacred duties He

has Himself placed 1n our way, but rather Like

the soldier hasely deserting bLis post on :be bat-

tle-field, even so recreant likc would be one wio

would thus tly from the trials of hfe, and throw

aside the performacce of 1its duties even for the

coveted rest and quiet of the cloister.

Ab, no! then 1 should have shrusk from tak-
ing such a step, for paramount duty would be
neglected ; now, when my 1ndeed poor earnings
would not be required, my path lay plain belore
me, and there was no further cause for delay,
aad the lapse of a very few weeks beheld me
mstalled ta what 1 then hoped would be my fu-
ture home.

The Eaglish coovent of 15 a somewhat
exiensive owidmy, wbabited ex:lusively by an
Englsh sisterhood professing the rale of tie
great St Ausun ; from time to time additions
bave been wade to what was in the begiaing

| but a very humble and small dwelling.

But a Hourishing school in which the daugh-
ters of many of the Parisian nobidlity are edn-
cated, and tire fortunes brought by some of the
sisterkood gradually swelled the fuads of the
convent, so that in the course of the three hun-
dred years which bave elapsed since the founda-
tion was made—which I believe to have been
somewhere about the ume of the Reformation—
their institute became as flourishing as its mem-
bers were pious.

1 mind me well that Taster evening of my as-
rival there—how new the sight to me—how
strange the scene. Nearly thicty-four summers
have closed over my own lead ; no longer then
at thirty years of age was T the same as the ro-
maatic girl just emancipated from my teens.—
Ab, no! the blush of womankood had passed, its
prime, too, was speedily fading away; I bad ar-
rived at that sober age of maturity wheu we
fook at things more calzly than we did of
yore, and suffer reason to gwide ratber than im-
pulse.

The sisterhood were gentle and amuable 5 the
prioress and novice-mistress well fitted, indeed,
for theiwr respective posts.

The order into which I had eatered was in
many points austere, and yet 1t seemed to re-
quire less of exterior mortification than that far
more to the purpose, the mortification of the
passions, the uiter annibtlation of self—the cruci-
fixion of the senses may we mpot lermr it—
daily, pay hourly, required by the Augustiniaa
rule. . ' .

As to the choir, I may safely say my heppi.-
pess ‘was to be there, n the early maun service,
at four in the moramg ; ahke as at ‘the stll hour
of eve, when compliae was sung, I loved to join
with the religious, oc felt the day one moment
tedious, nor the night’s rest on the humble pallet
otherwise than souod. T

The seclusion was perfect, tor the Austin nun
stire'not beyond -the’ precincts' of her-convent,

¢ ‘! save to wander m the grounds which surround its

walls, ~ T
- If the question, -then,: be asked me; ¢ Io wkat

.

dia -you fiad the bardship of .the lite consist I—

future of Margaret grovided’ for, aod my father
holding a lucrative employment, the stumbling*

where was to you its peculiar pepance? what

other climite than England, admitted of no de-
lay ; and, loaded with aflectionate souvenirs,
amidst embraces and tears, and prayers for my
welfare, I was launched agan ou the stormy sea
0[‘ I.lfe- .

Was I the gainer by this episode in my hite?
T anwer. ves, | vad met with sterling friends,
I had seep the several virtues appointed for man
t0° cuitivale 1n his passage through this world
flourisking ltke rare exotics in -some carefully
lept soil ; and I see bow, even on this cold eart
a fugh siandard of virtue and moral excellence
way pe attained. I relurned home, then, not by
aoy meauns, by ts first falure, cured of my de-
stre. May, 1t bad rather tempted me on to make
new efiorts.  Moreover, the physician who at-
tended wme bad suzgested a visiting order as one
most calculated 1o pe conducive to my general
bealth,

Seotk to say, my mind was now wretchedly
unsettied.  Atfter a short sojourn in Ifngland, ]
regatned my nealth ; but bow carry out the de
sire which had uow become a second nature,
alas! 1 knew nol.

Reader, las 1t ever beep your st i hLfe to
meet with a person of a highly informed and
cuitvaled mind, of prepessessing manners, of
geod address — eone to whom you give your
eart’s best affections, even in spite of yours:If—
in whose conversation you take pleasure—with
whom you are for a time, in short, fascinated
and epthralled, and yet when you thirk oun cer-
tain powmls m s or her character, as the case
may ve, a feeling of aversion comes over you,
for am 1ndescrible sometlung tells you that there
is much lyisg hid beneath to be feared, not so
furr s that which appears on the surface ; and
you try vaialy to shake off the influence such an
one possesses; but no, the task ig far less easy
than yov imagiue ; aod even as a Little chuld ex-
tends 1ts hand to grasp the glittering steel which
would cause its own destruction, or wanders to
the edge of a precipice, in quest of the bright
flowers which grow upon its brink, so do you
aliow this strange wfataation to grow upon you,
tdl the fair extertor 15, by some chance, throwa
aside, the false friend appears, and the man or
woman stand conlessed in all thew naked de-
formity ot charscter; and then you thick and
bewail over your owun short-sightedness, your
own want of discernment in reading the charac-
ters of those around you, and wonder how, sus-
picion having been once excited;, you could bave

‘| continued thus wilfully blind,

It happened that oae bright summer mornmng,
with spirits unusuaily light, 1 was returning home
after ap hour or two spent n tuition, when I en-
countered Father Vincent with a lady, perbaps
about thirty-three years of age. kler counten-
ance was far from prepossessing, she was plamn to
ap extent rarely met with, especially amongst
those gently boro. And the expression of that
pale round face, thick iips, and large mouth, was
‘'scarcely redeemed even by the dark eyes and
regular white teeth which gleamed ~within the
parted-lips. She was introduced: to me by the
name of El:za Stukeley, the. femalerelative, the
‘piece, 10 fact, of a noble Enghsh:family.: She
spoke to me ©ot as ooe stranzér spéaks to
‘apother, bui.as those speak who are’familiar
with our trials ; insensibly - that swart}ﬁé_yﬁqt‘eﬂ"‘-‘
auce {ost 1t3 vghness, and seemedipositively pleas-
ing1n my €yes, the soft and fusical accents of
.the voice held me entranced, thosé eyes'seemed
bumid with sympathetic tears, and the *soft hand

! the open-hearted trankness of

| pressed. mie with such-affectiony. that .with all

o

—_——

r———

wy own nature, |
thanked Fatber Vinceat for the new friend he
had given me.

¢ 1 shall leave, you,” he replied, ¢ and wish you
to become 1timate friends,” und as he spoke thus
he bade us botb farewell, and left vs to continue
our walk together. Miss Stukeley had moved
in high circles, and though by no means ¢ dige
ungue’ n person, she was very much so in man-
ner, yet 1 did not feel quite at ease, there was a
constraint over me when with this person ; I felt
as if every word I uttered was weirhed, every
action noted, and, humiliating thought, 1a this our
first interview, there was ag influeuce which T
could not shake off.

I found in the course of the short conversation
which continued tll I reached my own home
that she was hiving alose since the death of her
uncle and aunt ; and that she was about to com-
mence her povitiate shortly, amonest the Sisters
of Charity. ?

I wvited her to spend the evening with my
family, the invitation was immediately accepted
and a more pleasant one could not well be.
passed, than that which eosued 1a the saciety of
this strasge and fascinating woman. Elza
Stokeley was not accomplished, save that spe
pamted very besutifully; but she was ope of
those rare, perhaps happily 50, specunens of the
softer sex, who, to a highly cultivated mind, well
1wformed far beyond even the most weiLre’ad of
the generality of women, united: a depth of
thought and power of reasouing,‘ such as we
séarcely expect to meet with save in the sfronger
mind of mao. Astomy father, le was, as it
were, bewitched By my new friend ; few :vards
were there for myself and Maggie, and we had
to hide our diminished heads, and merely look on
and listen whilst my new friend ani my father
conversed together. .

1 will pass over the next faw weels, save to
say, em passant,-ithal my new acquaint i
with Miss_ Stukeley quickly n'p:-]ned' ?t:lli)esggg
warmest (riendship. L stll felt 1hat this person
exercised a power over me to which I had never
been subjecied before. T dislilced the Infinecce
and strove to repel it, but m vaw; ang whe;
lold by IFather Vincent, on the first occasion
after my iatroduction, that the fortune of ting
lady would be sufficient to pay for ny own ad-
mission also 10 a certein convent of the order I
hgvls x:]amed, Ix;_ny gratitude became enlisted, and 1
yielded myself up, without
pislded x gf EllZiF-’ turther efforr, to the

But there are wheels within wheels i2 this
strange world of ours, and secret molives often
guide the actions of those about us, actuatiy
them ia a far diflerent way thaa we think for.-E
Perhaps Eliza was hersell conscious of the
power she possessed. 1 kuow not how this ma;r
bej L only know that unobservant as T really
am, 1 soon found that my new friend constituted
herseif toe mustress of iy actions, the monitress
over me, and inwardly I contrasted her proud
assumption of authority, her austere views, her
sbarp irony—for Ehza, I soon fouad, could be
severely ironical — with the geulle bumility of
the nuaos under whose mild sway X could have
been so kappy.

-Then agan, that calm evenness of

J ; letaper
which nothing could disturb, fretied and Jarp.-eti
oo my now irrtable nerves; for with that ym-

perturbable calm, there was often the proud curl
on the lip, which said so much, even whilst the
toague was mute. Then came the outbreal, for
poor Gerald’s lessons were not learned yet. M
own proud spirit would il{ brook tke aulbority of
an equal ; and I felt that I would sooner dash
the cup of hope for ever {rom my lips, than
stoop to receve 1t from the hands of ope
who strove so.utterly o subjugate my owa lree
spirit. '
Then, again, a reaction wou
‘Who could tong be
assumed or olberwis

Id take place,.—
proof against the gentieness,
) e, of Eliza? And with bit-
terness of feeling, and yielding to temper for the
tume, I would‘ retort angrily to some sarcastie
remark, repaying, it might sometimes be, with
interest the wards or look—for the expression of
the face will sometimes say even more than
words—whlst she who had given the- provoca-
tion would meet with a wound from the two-
edged tool she played with. Bul then was her
temper rufled? When did Ehza ever betray
that the calm in which she might be - said to
possess her soul was disturbed ? :

- I felt angry that my, father, and Father Vig~
cent too, were biind to her faults; for:whilst the
oue admired her- for- her depth of " thiought, the .
otber extolled her bumility and Virtue-Alas
1 koew there was a canker in the bud : ‘that all

‘those little, :paltry, -miserable fee]ih'g;x;:f!fvhich‘

agutate ‘the minds of the meanest of. our sox- were
at war within her owa ; that aiming at piély, she
possessed only its semblance, /and caught but-at
the:shadow.: that hee;powerful and;gi ted;mind, -
her“unqueslionahle, genius, ooly madeiher:more -...-
udtys . - o EEEEER ) St
. I felt, I kaew all this, and yet' my §
bieart at times streve to .feel hap;
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K N

t my Foor, ' wealk
AL LR ~ A
el bappy,andZ'te .

Jus .

& R P

V!

‘:-c.!.



