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EUSTACE;
OR,
SELF-DEVOTION.

CHAPTER VIIL.— Continued.

Then came, amid the darkness of the night,
only mow and then illumined by the still vind
flashes of lightning, a loud and awful crash—1the
chasse had come in coatact with the tomb, and
was dashed in a thousand pieces, its occupant
was thrown on one of the many grassy hillocks,
which were around us, .and the Lorse, still drag-
giog with it a remnant of the destroyed vehicle,
made a little detour to the right, and galloping

furiously in the direction of the bigh-road, was |

soon lost to sight.

But my dear sister lay msensible ; and the |

piteous moan she had uttered bad toid me she
was injured, nay, perhaps, mortally ; but the
.stranger, how had /e fared? Was I the only
person who in that night of horrors had escaped
unscathed, or left in the possession of conscious-
ness ¥ .

I approached the mound on which he lay. I
heard him moan, theo, rising, place lns hand on
his head, and to my inquiries as to whether he
was much burt, he replied.—

¢Thank God, I was merely stunned by the
fall. [ believe I am udburt, save a few bruises
which [ have received ; but the young lady,’ he
uttered, * I heard a shriek—have either of you
been injured, or was it merely occasioned by
fright ¥ ‘ . .

¢ My sister Lies by yonder grave,’ I exclaimed,
¢ injured, perhaps fataily, aud a friend has swoon-
ed. If you are well enough to watch by them,
while I seek a doctor’s aid, promise me to do so,
for not oce moment must he lost. I know that
there is a surgeou residing within a few yards of
the high-road, and servants from the Parsonage
will, 1 am sure, give us thewr ad.’

§ Allow me to hasten thither for you,” he ex-
claimed ; ¢ yet pause one moment, winle we see
what mjury has been done.” As he spoke thus
he kuelt beside the grave, and raised my sister in
his arms. The cold and heary rain bad restored
that unfortunate Lucy, whose timidity had caused
this accident, fo consciousuess, and was .also
working 1ts effect on my dear Margaret, who,
utteriog a deep moan, provounced my name.

¢ Magge, love,’ I replied, f what 1= the matter
—are you much injured ?

¢ I fear my arm is’—broken, slie was about to
- 54y, when the stranger, raising her ia his arms,
chafed her cold hands within is own, for she was
about to relapse info insensibility ; and as the
pale rays of the moon now rose from belnnd 2
“cloud, the storm having ceased, I saw belore me,
in the stalwart form aod bronzed face of the
stranger, our friend Bustace Maxwell.

In that one moment the recogmtion was mu-
tual, and the words Minnie Herbert and Mr.
Maxweli fel! simultaneously {from our lips.

¢ This is, 10deed, a sorrowiul meeting,’ he ex-
- claimed, as he desired bis sister to basten to the
-Parsonage, and ask for help, wiilst be.ran for

" the surgeon ; and he then lett wme for a few mo-
ments, supporting my dear Maggie until aid
should arnive. .

A very -few momeats laier two servaats ar-
rived from the Parsonage with a polite message
from the vicar, offering the accommodation of
his own house, ull the young lady should reccive
surgical aid ; and my sister was boroe between
them to the Parsonage, which was situated in the
vicinity of the churchyard. '

Margaret, poor girl, was quite correct as o
the natare of the accident—:t proved to be 2
a fractured eibow; and but for the great skill
wilh which it was treated, it is probable that poor

- Maggie would have been much lenger an invalid
than she really was.

It was getting very late-ere we reached Rose
Villa, and tbe good DMaxwells were full of un-
easiness as to the cause of our absence. Their
surprise may be betler imagined than described
on the coach drawing up whick contained our
hitle party, and that uresome Lucy (I do dislike
timid young ladies if they let their feelings get
the better of them, as much as she did) was the
first to rush nto the house, and explamm how she
had fainted during the storm, and Margaret been
run over by Eustace’s horse, which had taken
fright ; and the surprised parents could scarcely
believe her eager tale till they bebeld him bear-
1g 1w my dear Maggie, pale, aod suffering great
agony. e
Then there was so much to tell and so much
to do, for there was a chamber to be prepared as
we prepare things for an invalid, and many, many
times before mudnight  did Ecstace steal gently
to'my door, Ius countenance betraying his dnz-
iéty, and softly whisper his nquiries as to Mag-

gie’s states - :

¢ Now, God bless you, darlng,’ I said, ¢ Itrust
yet you will get a little rest. We . must thank
God together that the accidect bas not been
worse than a broken .arm—it might have been

productive of a broken heart.’

t

CHAPTER IX,—THE WEDDING IS POSTPONED
AND SHADOWS DEEPLY.

It is August now, and rich and dark are the
hues of my floral favorites, the dablia, and the
scatlet geranium, and the rich bell-like fuchsia,
are growing in protusion before our cottage, and
thougl autumn is closing 1n unusually quick, and
the leaves are falling sere and withered 1a our
path, still our hearts are light, our home a happy
one, and centent resides therein. Agais, tao, [
bear my Maggie’s laugh, the injured arm is still
ip a sling, and her face a little paler, but we have
reason to hope that that useful member will do
duty again beiore very long; and we have, ia-
deed, much cause to rejoice that the accident
was no worse. On the table there are sundry
Little arucies waich would 1nform any one who
entered the parlor that Maggie 1s about to change
her state ; there are white roses and sreaths of
oranga blossom: and a Jdress of white face tells
that the day fixed for a certamn umportant cere-
mony about to take place is drawag rapidly
nigh, I feel somewhat melancholy now and then.
I have ever had a yearning after a certain state
of life, too ; in that life there 15, aud there is not
zolitude, if I may so speak. And as each sister
passes down the vale of lile, the progress is so
geatle, aud they are aided so kiedly, that they
are scarce made to feel the infirmities of age.—

Alas, alas, a childless, solitary old age, I have |
i will be more lLikely than I to koow wiio his asso-

often thought, must be very sac aud dreary.—
Youth 1s apt to be so selfish, as forgetful, that
the snows of age will ere long chill its own young
blood ; and we fear that old people s feelings are

not so blunted as young ones wouid fain think.

[t must be a sad thing to know that the young
ones around us imagioe we bave lived oo long;
and 1t geeds but very, very little careless-
ness and want of attention and kindness on our
part to lead the aged friend or relative to thiok
thus—and thea deep aod sharp, indeed, wust he
ihe pasg. '

Lh, ye yousg and happy onew, who revel in
all the golden wealth of youth, and health, and
strength, heed not the anxiety such as these may
cause you ;stoop lovingly down and remove away
with your own gentle babds those thorns that
grow so thickly in the path of that aged one who
{ooks to be the comfort and the stay of their
declining years!

Very, very easily may they be made to feel
that you thisk they bave lived too long, so be
careful how you act; it will be one of the rich-
est jewels with which God will deck the crown
be will give you 12 his owa bright land, if, with
soft words and cheerful smle, and gentle ready
hand you bave helped on the aged and iofirm 1o
theiwr passage to eteroity.

Old age bath much to bear; its cwn peculiar
trials of infiennty and declining bealth are alone
sufflcient without morose looks and harsher words.
A neglected old age, with no child, no gentle
{riend to smooth the pillow beneath the achiog
head—ab | what a fate ; may it never be mine.
But let me pause, and not give way to such me-
lancholy musings ; who knows to whom it shall
be given to see length of days ?

The sickly need uo look for the silver locks
and tottering gait of age: and yet they sowme-

times hive on, while the strong and healthy are

cut dowa tn the full possession of their youth and
strength.

Poor Blargaret, she litte thinks that I duige
in these melancholy musings; if she knew what
the current of ny thoughts often 1s, 1 thiak, -

stead of layag down a rule for me to be often.

with ker, the request would be always, instead ;
such an idea has, indeed, been already started,
both by her and Eustace, who seconded it by
every argument in his power. I torned a deal
ear, though I fear 1 may have pamed them by so
dong, for I remembered. my brothers and their
pecessities ; and I bad no wish that when Eus-
tace married my sister he should be barassed
with the affairs of her family. '

Little did I think of the 'storra that was at
that moment to burst over ou: heads.
already said that to our great discomfort and an-
poyance Edgar persisted in remaming at Ash-
dale, which place, indeed, 1n coatradiction of his
solemn promise to the econtrary, he bad never
left, aware, no doubt, that whilst be remained,
he could, whepever he chose, molest and harass
ps. For nearly six weeks, indeed, we bad so
fairly lost sight of Lim, that we had fattered
ourselves that he had really lett the place ; alas!
it was only a pleasant itlusion on our parts ;. be
feared, perbaps, to meet us whilst the loss of the
articles he had so uaworthily purloioed was still
{resh in our memory ; be had kept himself quetly
at home, and we had been absent from the place
nearly three weeks, and om our refurn we Were
speedily informed by our maid that the fact was
Mr. Herbert bad been. in Ashdale the whol.
time. . o : .

Suddeuly, we missed him from the ‘village, his
occasional visits' stopped, be came to us no wmore

for such-odd trifling.sums &s we could spare, and-

the:relef - we  experienced - was ingxpre.smbly
great. ' * But commg events cast their shadows
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i

before.” And as we thought and mused over
ius unaccountable and sudden disappearance, an
apprehension of evil looming in the distance filled
our minds.

‘We had pessed a pleasant day in the company
of Lwucy and Eustace, who had just bidden us
farewell, and were sitting at our respective em-
ployments, when the postman delivered a letter
at the door. It was directed :n Arthue’s hand-
writing. ¢ Some new request,’ exclaimed Mur-
garet, with a sigh. My hands trembled as I
broke the seal, and 'my cheek grew pale as my
eye rested oa the first words of the letter. It
ran somewhat as {ollows :—

%My Dearest Mionie,— Write if you can
without detay, and tell me if Edgar bas any
means by which he can hoaorably come into the
possession of £100, Whatever may be wy
errors, or however low [ may bave sunk my owa
position in life by an undue love of liguor, and
then by early and unequal marriage, I bhave, at
least, not disgraced my family by any went of
bonesty. Edgar i now 1n my house. 1le says
be is acquamnted with a gentlemano in Ashdale
who has bestowed upon him this sumn as a gener-
ous gift ; and ke showed me a draft made pay-
abie at a baoking-house in London for the
amount J bave named, Lose wo time 1n writing
to me, should you fear he has come by this
money o auy bad way, Nlargaret and yourself

ciates were when be was i the porth.” Your
affectionate brother, '
% ARTHUR HenpeERT.”

T cannot describe what my feelings were us
my eyes glanced over this letter. The whole
horrible truth flashed across my mind, till the
dreadful susprcion which bad crossed it, as my
eyes fell on the {irst line, ripened wto a horrible
certainty as I read on. I dropped the letier on
the ground. I koew nat how to reply to poor
Maggie’s questions : my own fears quickly com-
municated themselves to her ; she read, and as
she read her own face paled, and my horrible
fears were expressed by my wrelched sister in a
few short words.

¢ Great God, be has forged ; and Eustace is
the victim/ '

I was alarmed, fearfully alarmed, then, at the
scene which followed ; she shed not a tear, but
ever and ugain pressed the cold hand still at
liberly on her burning forehead. I endeavored
to reasen with her, to bid her hope that such was
pot the case ; but all my efforts were of no avail;
she either beard me s silent ndiffereace, or
piced the roow 1n such a state of mind chat I
had every reason to dread the consequences.-—

| Then suddenly advanciag to the table, she with

1he greatest deliberation took up a sheet of note-
paper, and peuned a few lines to Eustace.-

She gave them to me to read. In a brief and
somewhat incoherent worded note, she begged
him to wnquire if the money at his banker’s was
correct as to the sum lodged m their bands ; that
we had heard that IEdgacr was knowa to have
nearly ope hundred pounds 1a his possession :
and that a suspicion, too dreadful to be eater-
tained for one moment, had floated through our
minds ; this wuaworthy brother had seea bis
handwriting. She felt as if her bramn would
turn at the very faintest possbility of the hideous
suspicion being correct ; if, unhappily, it was so,
then the wedding winck was to take place when
the time of mourning for my father expired, must
be broken off, she would nerer bring dishonor,
which would thus be affixed to her name, into his
faniily. '

Thus wrote my noble-mnded Maggie. The
struggle with self had, however, only commenced.
T had little doubt but that she would carrv ber
words into efiect, for I well knew how ioflexible
fier character was, and especially where, what
she termed, bovor was concerned, I kaew her
determination would be fized and decisive.

"But the hope of many bappy days was suddee-
ly dashed away. All the virtues, both in a re.
ligious and secial point of view, which man could
possess, shome ia the character of our good
friend ; hers would be a marciage 1n every way
pradent, and I bad the eomfort of kpowing that
my loved [Maggie would have a vatural pro-
tector, whenever I should be remcved from her.
But now, bow lideous the reverse ; could I woa-
der that she lay so coldly wan in my arms, now
the picture of calin despair; then, again, almost
frantic between the alternate emotions of shame
and grief? :

Alas! alas! I could not say much to com-
fort her; for had I not one day seen him sitling
at our writing-table, when, uokaown to him, I
softly entered the room, copying the signature of
Eustace Maxwell;a note of whose was on the
table. I canoot say that at that moment our
present horrible suspicion crosstd my mind, yet
[ did not like the action; and snatching the let-
ter, which contained a lew limes of invitation to
Tose Villa, from bis'hand, I asked him if he

‘zould not find a better employment than in'copy-

ing the letters of others. '

* A business I am rather expert at;’ he replied,

Al
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with a laugh: fthere are few persons wbo
can imitate the writing of others as expertly as
I can. '

[ attempted to seize the paper on which be
was writing, but I was too late. He tore it out
of my hand with a light fit of laughter, and 1 re-
member I said,  Have a care, that with princi-
ples like yours, you do npol use that dangerous
game to your awn destruction,’” [ repeated this
lo Margaret ; we neither of us liked finding nm
employed in such a way: and nmow we felia
moral certainty that in an unlucky hour {he most
{atal eveot of our lives had befullen us—the most
fatal 1 have said, nor can I recail the words, for
hitherto no taint of dishonor was aflixed to our
names. Guity as the male members of our
family had been, they were more their own
enewmiles than ours,

The same post that conveyed dear Margarst’s
letter to Eustace, also took one to Arthur, which
he would receive early on the following worning,
I told bum we shared his own fears, and begged
him to keep a close watch on Edgar’s niovements
till he heard from we again. '

Before nightfall, Margaret was a tenant of
the sick room, her face (lushed, ber hiead heated,
1 knew that fever arising from the fearful excite-
ment of the day was domg its work ; she ram-
bied meessantly, and the first remark of the me-
dical attendant was,—

¢ Somethumg very distressing is on the miad of
this young lady, some great excitement only
could bave prodaced such a high state of fever,
in one strong in health only tins morming.—
Are you aware of any such cause baving oceur-
red P

‘[ am,’ I immediately answered ; ¢ she has re-
ceived a terrible shock, which for some time al-
nost deprived ber of ber reason.’

Two days only elapsed before the whole hide-
ouz truth lay open before us. Eustace received
my sister’s note with faelings which may he bet-
ter imagined than deserbed. At first, bhe was
wiliing to hope that Margaret’s sensitive feelings
sad made her take the alarm, whbere no real
cavse existed ; everytbing appeared mexplicable
to him, for Le was not conscious that Edgar had
ever seen lus handwriting, stll less that be could
be aware of the came of the basker with whom
his accounts were lodged. It was, lherefore,
sather with a view of calming Margaret’s appre-
hensions than otherwise, that he wrote to the
firm, to inquire if any moneys in his vame had
been withdrawn from the bauk within the last
week, and be was both surprised and shocked o
find, by the return of post, that a forged check

had been presented aud paid for the amount of

£100.

Two days later, I recetved a letter to say
that by the end of the week he should be
Yorkshlire, to talk with us over this most un-
bappy business, adding, ¢a stop must be put to
such base and crimmnal conduct on the part of
this wretched man, who must e mades aware
that 1 am already acquainted with 1t; at ibe
same time, though I would prosecute 1n anather
case, F am powerless here ; bad Tdgar delrauded
me of £1,000 instead of £100, he 1s safe, be-
cause be is the brother of Margaret Herbert,
and,’ he cosntinued, €I leove my cause with you,
Minnie. [ grieve far more for the koewledge of
Edgar’s utter abandonment of principle, thao at
the loss of the moeey itself; reason witk Mar-
garet, and implore her uwot to make me the suf-
terer, by voluatardy oreakinz the engagement
whiclt subsists rbetiwween us; tell her she must
bear this cross pattently, for her own soul 13 not
less pure, her honor not one wkit sullied, be-
cause her brother chooses to ploy_a dishonorable
aart.

Fustace’s kind letter did honor both to bis
head and his heart ; but I placed 1t in my desk
with a sigh. ' 1 knew that when this sad fit of
delirium bad passed away, thal Margaret’s deler-
wination would stand firm — that oun this point
she would prove immovable as a rock. Nor,
much as I grieved at the utter desolation of our
former happy prospects, could I wish it otherwise
for while our unbappy brother lived—if he re-
mained 1 Eogland—destruction, infamy and dis-
grace seemed before us, and, aware of the base-
ness of his mind, [ felt morally certain that un-
happiness would ensue, if, after ber marriage,
further annoyances were to take place ; for that
then Eustace’s connection with our family would
only give hium more efirontery in requesting pe-
cuntary favors; or rather, I should say, demand-
ing them, for such was the tone our uphappy
brother constantly assumed. o
- Ah/ better, I thought, any fate than ‘this, as
Ilooked on my dear sister’s flushed face that
evening ; better. far that every enmgagement
should be broken; tflan that -you should have to
blush, when you bear another name,- for the dis-

iionor your owan brother may occasion.

+ . But.was this wretched man wholly to esgavp‘e"?
was the lemency- of Eustace and bis affectiog. for
oy sister to.be thie means ot bis becoming‘quife

triumphant 1 his villany ? * I thought this should.

not be. I would faw bave gone to Loaddn, but

f
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to leave Margaret was impossible, so taking up
my pen I wrote the following lines :—¢ Doubt-
less, Edgar, your knowledge of the near connec-
tion which was shortly about to subsist between
my poor Margaret and Mr. Maxwell, acted as
an 1ncentive to the crime you bave committed.
Your detestabie fraud was detected almost im-~
meiiately after it was commutted, It is known
to Lustace that you are hving in Westminster,
that you have robbed him, disgraced us, and laid
yourself open to a chance of the severe punish-
ment which the law of your country inflicts on
those who so flagrantly transgress the rules of
honesty. You escape prosecution because you
know how great is the <love and the generosity
of him wkom you have wronged ; yon are well
aware that the suitor for the affections and ‘the
hand of a sister casnot drag a brother into a
critninal court, and stamp with an everlastng
disgrace the name of his betrothed.

“But st your hear:i be not, indeed, dead to
every wrtuous emotion ; if you yet know what
tt is to feel, perhaps it may occasion you a pabg
which perchance may lead you to repentance,
when 1 tell you that Maggie lies on the bed of
sickness, perdaps of death, and that she is streich-
ed (hereon by your hand; if she lives, 1t will be
with prospects for ever blighted by you, her bro-
ther 5 for never will Margaret’s noble nature
stoop to bring disgrace into the home of lim to
whom she Las been aflianced.

“ I cau say vo more, nor have I much hope that
these weak words of mme will soften ooe who
was deaf to the voice of our gentle Kathleen, whe
but tor your neglect would now have been living
happy and beloved. Nay, even the wretched
Eleanor, who suffered al your bands, died re-
peetant, after much trial, 10 o small degree
your wark, Will you still continue to disgrace,
nay even kil those whom every law, both of
God and man, binds you to protect and lave.

¢ Farewell, my unbappy brother ; 1t may be
that on earth we may not meet again, for here
your foot may never rest, your presence may
never—when the course of time shall perhaps
sear over in Margaret’s heart the wonnd your
band has afllicted— obtrude stself upon ber sight
thus bringing fresh to her mind ail that she bas
suffered.  We have dove all that lay i our
power for you, the man strong in health-and
strength, yet 1o every opportunity, cn every oc-
casion, you have repaid our sisterly affection with
injury, disgrace aad wrong.

¢ We can ounly pray that ere death calls you,
you may retrace your steps ; the path in which
you are_now walling is beset with dangers,—
Pause, Edgar, 1n your career, ere it be, indeed,
too late)

Two days later, I received a note from Ar~
thur ; be iwformed me that Edgar, after a scene
of violent altercation—for he, of course, felt cer~
tain that lis brother bad corresponded with me,
and had betrayed him—had left s house, nor
did be know whither he kad gone.

Gloomly wore away the days. Margaret
slowly.recovered her health, but ber spirits were.
gone ; our little funds had been sorely diminished:
during her illness : she had, of course, lost her
situation, cor could I thmk of her resuming,
another. '

Poor Maggle ! my heact bleed to see Lier at:
the time of which 1 speak ; not a murmur ever
fell from her lips, not one repming word escaped
ber ; she never spoke of our wretched brother,
who had cast tlus blight over her life, she never
alluded to Eustace or luis family, and seemed to
have seltled down into that quiet dejection of
manrers so painful to behold v one who, under-
ordinory circumstances, is blessed with buoyancy
ot spirits.

1t was a fine aulumn evening, and Margaret.
and myself were about to leave home for a short:
walk, when a well-known voice struck upon our
ear, and the next moment our oid friend, Mrs..
Maxwell, stood before us.

¢ How much longer, my dear friends, she com-
menced, ¢are you going punish yourselves and
ug, by estranging yourselves from our society.—
Come, come, Maggie,” she coatinued, teaderly
drawing my sister to her - side, ¢ your face and
form both show how you bhave suflered ; relent,
now, be less punctilious in your notions of  honor
where you are not yourself concerned, and zllow
things to’ be as it this uahappy aftair had never
taken. place.’ ‘ ' Co

¢ Never, Mrs, Maxwell, replied my sister—.
¢ never, while Edgar lives will 1 bear any.other
name than Herbert, . This, she continoed;!sig
the first time 1 have utter bis name. I have
sirivén to banish " thouglits of the dreadtul past
from my:miad; oftentimes in vain; but, oh ! le€-
not yout affection tor: myself: deceive you as tor
the inevitable” consequences which!would:bé the

‘result of my aduiission'iato’ the;botom ,of, your:
't family. - It ié my misfortune 10 be. nedrly.alifed - to

one-who hes hitherto appedred: as. deafisto .the
voice'of -natural - affection - as ¢ he:is-dead:to:
recogaition of ' those’ social virties' whith’mai'is

L Ly et -,KE‘ .
He:has sorely ‘tried dtﬁ_’é‘ﬁi%‘-;. 4

tience and the leniency of—of—Eustace] your,-
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