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

s Too late, tooiate ! Ab! yes, ever has it been.
<o with us ; disappointed in every effort through-
out the whole ot our chequered existence,—what
pefore DMargaret and mysell, but dependant
situations, which must involve a sepa.ation, and
which, tf not obtamed immediatelv, the result
would be that we should be Lhe next wictims to
the feli grasp of porerty.” Ab! yes already
I felt the effects of what we bad suffered ; my
own impaired nealth would ill brook the thousand
galling stings and paigs which extreme poverty
causes. Should we syccumb too, or would aid
be exteaded to us, ere it was too late 2

And he, he who in a few short hours would be
pumbered with the dead, how had is poble mind
languisbed till it could wrestle no longer, but

jelded to the grosser wants of its earthly nature.

At leegth I schoaled myself wto silence and
resignation, and followed Margaret, who had
come 1 search of me, to our dear father’s cham-
ber, wbich was almost immediately afterwards
ontered by the priest. Aund now the holy sacra-
ment was administered to strengthen the wayfarer
ot tus loog journey, and the solemn words pre-
scribed by the Churel’s ritual were read, whilst
we, the children of that meek, tried sufferer,
kuelt around that bumble couch,

Bat he waa to hinger siill, till the shades of
aight had gathered all pature uader its veil,
thougb no sharp death-strugple was to rend our
joving hearts, as we watched around his dyiong
bed. As far as those minor detajls were con:
cerned which are so hariowing to the feelings of
the survivor,—aamely, the inability to look to the
requisite expeases, which must necessarly accom-
pany death,—a word from our good friends had
eacouraged me ; they had remided me that the
amoust of the hrst quarter’s pension might even
aow be drawn, and had oflered to advance me
whatever 1 required for present necessities, [eel-
ing convinced that far more than what we should
use would be remnbursed.

It was late at night, perhaps midaight—we
could not exactly tell ; for our watches bad long
since changed owners, and our little clock had a
few days smace shared the same fate. Arthur, to
our upspeakable comfort, had determined on re-
maining with us tll all should be over, and we
should have settied on the step to be taken for
the future. With that sickening at the heart
which atl bave feit who have suffered severe trial,
or have watched by the dying couch of those
they love, we had sat for two hours, or perhaps
more, in mule silence, when we beard a solitary
footfall on the crisp snow on the path beneath.—
I kaow not why, but Maggie and myself ex-
changed glances, and felt our hearts beat quicker
even than before. A sound as of sometbing:
lightly thrown at the wiadow, followed by a very
low kpock at the street-door, altracted our at-
tention.. I crept on tip-toe to the wisdow, mo-
tioning Margaret to conlinue ber melancholy
watch, whilst Asthur stole as quietly as possible
to the door, and, drawing asie the blind, I
looked out. It was a clear mooalight might, the
stars sparkled with unusual brithaacy, and the
whole earth seemed spread as it were with a pall
of dazzling whiteness. DBeneath the window I

with them come fhtting across bis mind the har-
rowing scenes of our present hfe ; then he talks
pleasautly of green fields, and sireams, and blue
skies, and happy days to cowe; aud, anon,a
thrll of horror runs through our vewns, as he
murmurs,— :

¢ Minme, see you yon white form beckoniug
‘me away ? adding, as if perfectly conscious of
the sense of the words he uttered—* The dywng
see and hear ofttimes things which it is not given
to others to bebold and bear.

We asked him, did be know us, to give us his
blessing and press a hand of each ; and, rasiog
his band with Margaret’s help, while I wiped the
beavy dews from s face, be placedit over
us, calling on God to bless, too, his absent
ones.

There was not the name of one omitted, and
when Edgar’s gaze met mive, it was as if a load
bad beea lifted trom bis heart, But this was the
last effort of expiring nature ;—the bhand fell
heavily on the breast; no pressure, however
faint, returoed my own warm grasp ;—sigbt and
sense and hearing all had fled, and the golden
filet had shrunk back, and the soul had returned
to the God who gave 1t.

We reverently closed bis eyes and paused a
while in prayer and grief, ere we discharged the
last sad duties.

CHAPTER V.—~NEW SCENES, OLD FACES, AND
COTTON LORDS.

It is four months stace the death of my be-
Joved father, and we look no longer out_on the
obscure and gloomy street m Liocdon 1 whiok
he hreathed his last, but oa the broad and epeun
country, in the pretty village of- , 0o the bor-
ders of Yorkshire. It isa fne moraning in May,
and the early spring flowers, the sweet lily of the
valley, with its bell like waxen flower, the pink
hawtboro and modest violet, shed their [ragrance
around, and now raise their tender buds, still
laden with the weight of a recent shower. All
speaks of peace and quiet in the retiremenl
which Margaret and myself bave choses, theo’
the kind 1nterest of the physician who attended
my fatber in bis jast moments. £100 of the pea-
sien granted to him was ailowed to devoive on
myself, and for the first tine 1o my hfe I am free
from the anxious cares caused by extreme po-
verty. Yet how much of human alloy is there,
how muoh of bitternessin the thought that he
suffered and died io such abject wanl.

Ou this morning .we bave received a letter
from a dear friend, whom we have ool seen for
three years, from Mrs. Maxwell, the mother of
Eustace ; the family bave long bezen located 1o
the villaze of Haleswood, in , and the mo-
ther writes with an honest pride of her only son,
that son who had saved his fanmily from the ruin
ours had knowa, and swho was now on his way to
England, ibere 1o remanp lfucrative employ-
meut, a partner in the firm which be bad served
for years ; and, added the matber, he entertamns
yet a hope that Margaret will oot reject lus suit.
The letter ended with the expression of ap eara-
est wish that we would immediately pay them a
visit of a few days. And, desirous again to see
our old friends, Maggie and mysell bade adieu
to our own home for the ensuing week.

It is a pleasant thing to meet agan wilh those
whom we bave known and esteemed in other
days, still more so if Lhose we thus meel are per-

plamly saw, in that bright, clear moonlight, the | 015" of kindred mind, and if we bave kaown

figure of a map ; and a spasm seemed as 1f shot
acrose my heart, as | fancied too well that _form
w0 be no stranger to me. The faces of Kath-
leen and Gerald were before me ; [ let fall the
blind, and creeping back 1o the bed, I lad my
hand on Margaret’s shoulder, and whispered one
word—the name of ¢ Edgar.’

Margaret’s face grew a thought paler! we
both thought of the biter past, and old scenes
and bitter remembrances tbronged thick upos our
minds 1o those two or tbree short minutes ; tlen
we heard 2 whispered conference below ; the
steps of Arthur followed by another; and the
latter, accompanied by Edgar, travel-stained and
weary, entered the room.

My wretched brothers, how much bave they
to apswer for. Ah! had they discharged their
duty, things would not have been like this.—
Lookiog far older than be really was, for 12 was
in the very prime of men’s existence, Edgar
stole noisely between us, pressed a kiss on the
forebead of each without a word, and with folded
arms steod at the head of the bed, avother
watcher at the death-scene of the faithlul stew-
ard, whose example he bad never copred.

I dreaded the shock his presence, thus uafare-
seen, might occasion ; but there was no need for
fear ; alas! consciousness kid departed, save one
smali spark, which seemed to haver wll the last,
 while life sull lingered in that feeble frame. He
speaks,—ob ! how eagerly, reader, do we lrea-
sure up the last words ot the dying —and we, us
children, bend. anxiously furward to calch these

‘words. - . -0 T S

He speaks, though uat to us, but of the dead

each other wheo tbe dark shadows of adversity
mutually enveloped as. Now, however, there
was a break in tbe clouds, the fortupes of the
worthy couple were mended, aa appearance of
ease and cowmiert, if not absolute elegance, is
everywhere to be seen. And as | sat with tuem
1 a pretty parlor, the Freach windows openiog
ou a tesrage, beyond which gently sloped a small
lawa clotbed with the bright green verdure of
spring, I could not help my mind wanderng to a
certain scene in therr former babitatioa i GGower
street, to wrich I adverted when writiog the me-
moirs of our beloved cousiz Gerald,

The gicls, too, how they had grown, almost
out of knowledge ; and not only were they tol-
erably well inlormed, but accomplished, too, at
least quite enough so for young ladies of the
middlivg class, who, if they are paragons of won-
der 10 any one accompliskment, will scarcely
deigu to attend to the domestic economy of a
household, but most probably deem each hour
lost which they do not devote o thewr favorite
accomplishment, Al very well ia their way,
fair reader, and well do we love to see the beau-
tida) sketch, to hear the strain of gentle barmony
to watch the development of genius, to se® each
talent diligently put out to the best advantage ;
but there are other duties to be perfocmed, whice
aré often-times neglected by our fair country-
women of the widdhog class, the duties of therr
own working, domestic, every-day existence,
whicl they seem to think it beneath them to per-
form. - o
 Of such a.class were not Lucy. and Helen
‘Maxwell j, refined, elegant, well-ieformed, and

*z-of Gerald, of Kathleen, of my ‘mother; and

tairly accomplished, " they - dinded * their - time

Ipretty equally between the care of thew aged
parects, the piano, the pencil, the needle and the
hgbter duties of domestic life.

¢ But how on earth, Micoie, can people so re-
fied in thewr tastes as the Maxwells, have be-
come acquamnted with those vulgar people, the
Arnotis and the Laadowaes, who appear to visit
her 2’ said Margaret to me ; “they are surely
oot fit companions tor Lucy and Helen.’

¢ Pecuilar cireumstances, I believe,’ replied 1.
¢ Mrs. Maxwell was going to give me ap accoust
of both those families, and how she became ac-
quamted with them, whea Mis. Arnott entered ;
but, by-they-way, bere she 18, and now, my dear
friend, I continued, ¢ Margaret’s curiosity is at
its atinost pitch to keow how you became ac-
quainted with Mr. and Mrs. Arnolt, an account
of which intimacy you told me you wisheu Lo
give me.’

The good old lady smiled, and replied, ¢ 1 told
you, my dears, that afier Mr. Maxwell’s fmiure
we were utterly without the meaus ef living till
my poor son Ilustace made way in Australia §
and whilst you were enduring bardshps and
suffering 1n Liondon, we were but little better off
in , a prelty watering-place i the uext
county, 1 have, however, a bandsome house of
wy owe, which we meanaged still 1o keep w our
own hands ; what to do we koew not, when sud-
denly I bethought me that we would ourselves
be the tenants of Holly Lodge iustead of letting
it to others. 1 knew that the widow lady, lately
my tenant, whose husband bad lelt her in very
reduced circumstances, had mavaged, alter pay-
ing me my rent, 10 eke out an income of about
£50 a year by letting it off; and 1 bethought me
that as my girls were growing up of very domes-
ticated habits, that we would, as tbe house was
now to let, occupy it ourselves.
ever, a hard battle to fight before I could gain
[ my pot; my busband urged what was indeed
but too true, that domestic comfort would all
vanish from the moment that 1 received beneath
our own roof the families” of others; then the
chiléren, 100, bow could I possibly expect that
be should bear the tumalt they would occasion m
the house ; ¢ for,” said he, ¢ remember, Mary,
you cad bid your own family be sull, and enforce
compliance, but you must put up quietly with the
noise of the children, as well as the impertineace
of their parents, in whom the greater part will
see pu fault.’

+ So said my husband, while Lucy and Helen
jaugbingly asked what posts they were to fill, for
we should want a larger retinue of servants.

¢ Bless me,’ I exclaimed, *we caa only keep
one, of course ; and as we are now so poor, we
must not he ahave doing many things ourselves.
You will remember, my dears, Mrs. Ashton,in
whose house we lodged io London afier papa’s
downfall. She used to seperintend everytbing ;
and,’ ] added, ¢ you are not better educated, or
better born, thaas was Xate Ashton; and you
know every morning that young lady would go
to the market. And then, agam, at home Kate,
though in the kitchen, was not less the lady.—
And bread, and pies, and many a delicacy, was
cooked by Kate’s own httle white hands ; acd
what they did, we may and must do,” I repiied, a
httle angrily, “for { could not aveid laying a
stress on lhe word *must, my love,’ added the
good lady ; ¢ for the tact was, I began lo thuk
that my daughters, poor girls, would become un-
happy 1if they could not bend a hitile to the change
in our circumstances. And [ really could scarce
believe that [ heard aright whea Lucy exclaim-
ed—

¢ But I tell pou what it will be, mamma, de-
pend on it you will fiad yoursell wofully mus-
taken. Remember, you may not expect to find
in the cottoa-traders of , those people
without a name,’ she added, with just a litlle curl
of the lip as she spoke,—* you will never find
them, I say, the refioement and gentlity of Loan-
don circles. Yes, both ourselves and Mr. Rey-
polds® family, who were with those uofortunate
Ashtons, consulted a little their comfort. We
did not treat them hke servants because we lived
in their house, mamma. Nor do we ever see a
'London tea-table spread as you will see them
spread if you apply your bouse to the purpose
for which Mrs. Ellis used it. Faocy, ye Lon-
don gentry, with whom suck a spread table
would be a vulgarity unpardonable o your eyes
—sbrimps and eggs, and plum-cake and toast,
and Devonshire cream, and pork-sausages, all at
once on the table. Such have [ seen when I
have called on Mrs. Eilis, and such will you see,
and feel the difference too: for I do not think
you will fiad one servant can cook up all this.—
Fancy how good Mrs. Ashton would -bave
stared,” added Lucy, *if aay of her lodgers had
ordered ber to send up such a tez!—why the
would simply bave told them she would prefer
bier house and her poverty to bersell than bave

sccommodated such people.” - .. . . .
"« Well? continued the good lady, wipmg her
spectacles, acd readjustiog ber koitumg, - *I
would not histen . 1o what the girls said, nor my
busband either, but to Holly Lodge we weat. —

{ It was no use there to say, as people do in Liou-

1 bad, how-’
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i don, that you would not have children 2boot—
I'the over-indulged spoiled things we were glad to
i bave; apd maoy was the wakelul might they
| gave us, teo, but it all had (o be endured. And
" we found, as s always, indeed, the case, that we
' invariably got on better with some tiwo or three

[ fanulies here and there, who moved in reaily higi

i circles, than with the © parvenus,’ of whom there
; was certainly a great majority, who, mushroom-
i like, as Lucy used to say, sprang up [rom yes-
 terday. 'These, my dear Munuie, were the peo-
ple who invariably gave us the tnost trouble—
whose sole delight seemed to consist m thew
dress and i their food —tor wham oo luxury was
too great or too expensive. But Lo return from
my digression, It was during my two years’ so-
joura at Molly Lodge—for I was glad at the
end of that tune to let the bouse agam, and re-
tnove to this place—that I encountered the two
persons whom you have met here. As to Mrs.
Liansdowae, she comes, much to our morufica-
tion, literally because shie 13 one of those idle
women who fiud life insupportable unless they
can gossip away two or three hours each day.—
1 know she excited your merriment yesterday,
Miaonie, grave as you are, because she told you
she thought tne little Montagues, who are na-
tives of London, were cockneys—that they dud
not speak Iike Ingh:b people. Well, she was
+be davghier of a man forfunate in the cotion
trade, who bad sprung up from notimwg; and,
despite Mrs. Lansdowne’s elegant dress, you see
the truth cannot remain concealed. ler great-
est plessure 1s to talk; and the blunders she
commils, aad the way sbe mutilates and murders
our good Enghsh grammar, 15 something terrible
to hsten to; besides that, we feel valuable
time really lost 1 cultivating such an acqiamt-
auce,

* As tn Mra. Arnott, she 1s of a better speci-
I men—a good, easy, kigd-hearted woman. Here
{the case1s reversed. She has tact sufficient,
when 1 company, to be as silent as possible,—
Vulgarity she has cowe; but her sgnorance on
some subjects paszes unobserved 1o many cases,
or, il noticed, she is so vaiformiy unobtrusive and
good-natured, that oo one coufd bave the keart
1o say aoything that would "cause a moment’s
paia to Mrs. Arsoit. Her husband you shail
form your own judgment of ; you will see him
when we return to the house. They happened
to stay a sbort time with us when we were at
Holly Lodge. 'Pheir own elegant establishment
—for tbey are iminensely rich—is 10 this neigh-
borhood ; and Mrs. Argott oot unfrequently
deops da for an hour or two, along with her hus-
band. ‘I'bey dine Lere to-day.'

Accordingly, when we returued, we were in-
troduced to a iat, vuigar fiitle man, with an ex-
cessively red fave, red whiskers, and small hule
grey eyes, Hu conversation was chiefly on
matters connecied with the cotton trade, of
which Mr. Maxwcll siuaply koew oothing. DBut
he was the owaer of not less than three large
milis, al! of which were in a very flourishing con-
ditton 5 and if Mr. Aroott could only meet with
any aoe willing to lListen, he was comented. I
had much ado, however, to keep my risible facul-
ties in check, for at table—(I will merely give
one spectmen)—he asked Marpgaret to help b
to some sparrowgrass.” Maggue, in ber sim-
plicity, replied, * What did you ask for, sir P—
¢ A litde ¢ sparrowgrass) if you please miss,” was
the reply. I telt for the fair litile wife, who
was also by. I saw her blush,and beard the quiet
answer, ¢ Some ¢ asparagus,’ if you please.)

Poor woman! she would bave passed muster
for a genteel, ladj-like woman. She had mar-
rried Arnott becavse he was a wealthy man, 1
pitted her, sorely as she was to blame, for I saw
her mapy times that evening blush at the numer-
ous coarse vulgarities he uttered,

When they lad withdrawr, and we were
alone with Lucy and Idelen, the coaversation
fell, not unnaturally, on these persons; and
Lucy asked me, with an arch smile, if mamma
bad spaken of Mrs. Howley, an old lady who
had frequented Ilolly Liodge ; adding, ¢ I know
she would scold me if she heard me tell you Mrs
Howley’s table ; but she was a bard old woman,
and I caonot say | ever liked her, so I will tell
you how she used to distress her childrea with
ker odious vulgarity, This—’

¢ Stop, Luey, for shame,’ 9aid a vorce behind
us, while at the same moment a small haud was
placed on the daughter’s lips; ¢ remember, that
if the parents had not worked so hard, by the
sweat of their brow, these same sons would not
have moved hke genllemen. It may be tbat
they.wowd ot have worked for their parents as
they did for them. And I think othiog can be
more paioful to the feelings of a pareni than
the knowledge that the very comforts - the, chil:
dren enjoy, the priceless advantages of education
and a position mauy degrees higber 10 the social
scalé which thiey possess, ‘are to “form the plea
upon which these same angrateful children found
their especial cause. of  complaint, . -Now, ['will
tell;the., tale, Mionte.. A genlleman called one

¢
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day, and engaged our rooms for an elderly lady.
He sud be wasin the medical profession ; aad
1 either manners or education seemed qualified
to enter the best society. "When the mother
came to our house, we found her the very anti-
thesis of all that we had beea led to expect from
the bearing of the son—course ia her ideas, un-
refined, iliterate, she certainly was. She would
obtrude her company, unsohcited on that of
others; her language— T maua go wmysell,’ for
instance, will do for a specimen, for thus she
spoke—upay, 1n short we could not at times uan-
derstand her ; and her maoners, her language,
her whole demeanor, was strangely at contrast
with the poor soul’s stifi brocaded sk, and col-
lar aod sleeves of point lace, which formed in-
deed her ordinary dress. She told me that her-
self and ber busband bhad began life without a
farthtng ; tbat by slow degrees they had become
rich folk, as she termedit ; that for eleven years
of their life they never slept after five tw the
moruing ; that she was now, her busband being
dead, the sole proprietress of not less than eight
cotton milis. ¢ And,’ added the poor old woman.
“1 always tell people how we worked and toiled,
and how wealthy 1t bas made us; and my sons
are ashamed, and say to me, ‘ Wiy do you
always throw up your tormer obscure condition ??
aed Lsay, ‘Bt for your fatber and myself, m-
stead of being fiae gentlemen, yeu would be
standing by the road-side workisg in your shirte
sleeves.’

¢ Poor old soul ! the tears were wu her eyes as
she spoke, and I pited ter frois my soul. There
was, no doubt, sometiing of honest pride in the
feeling with which she would talk of the way w
which, from extreme poverty, she had risea ta
the possession of greal wealth, and also, doubt--
less, a feeling of self-gratulation, too, for she
felt quite as much delight in telling bow much
ste paid for ag India shawl, 2 bracelet, or a col-
tar ol point ; and whilst T pitied her, T could not .
belp reserving a portion of my pily for the sons
also 5 by-the-way, 1 forgot to say, that though
‘infirm and old, for she was seveuty-six years of
age, she still retaived a finn hold over ber pro-
perty, ber sons merely acung as though in ber
employmeat ¢ she holding a tight band uver the
management of hier concerns,

¢ However, there is one story still to tell you,
too good to be omitted, and you must really bear
1 mind that some of the very wealthiest of these
people have, like Mrs, Howley, sprung up from
te lowest circles, or you certamnly will deem me
guilly of exaggeration. You were not, perhaps,
aware that the dsgusting practice of smoking
prevails, 1o some cases even amoog the softer
sex, 0 the manufocturing districts, as amongst the
apple-women of London. You will be sure
speak only of isolated cases, where the parents
have been origmally of a very low stamp,

* Oun one accaston, the proprietress of an ex-
tensive concern i answered the advertise~
ment of a Liondon footman ; he was showa mto
the kitchen to speak lo the mstress of the house,
when, to John’s inexpressible horror, be found hee
sitting with ber feet on the kilchea fender, de~
liberateiy smoking = pipe. ‘

¢I need scarcely tell you that the Londen
footman thought the situation beneath his digaity
to accept, I can well beheve the story, and-
know the veracity of my informant to be unim-
peachable ; moreover, it was once donein my
owa house. To my unspeakable bLorror, I one
day saw a like exhibition at a parlor window in
Holly Lodge. '

It may well be imagined that we heard these
tales with some degree of mirth: a pipe 1a the
fingers of a woman seems so very ridiculous,

CHAPTER VI.~—COMING SHADOWS —AN UNEX-
PECTED VISIT. -

¢ You must then really leave us to-day, sad
our kind friend, Mrs, Maxwell, on the morning
that we bad appomted for our departure, ¢ and f

Lucy accompanies you, you must promise me to
allow her to return this day week, as we shall
then be making preparations for the return of
Geertrude and Eustace.’

I pronmsed my assent, and in unusually good
spirits, we returned to our home.

But soft, who 1s that weary looking traveler,
who, in that wretched garb, scarce a shoe to his
feet, and want, and at the same time reckiess-
ness on his countenance, leans agzinst the garden
gate, as' though awaiting our return? I knew
too well, though we had withdrawn to'the. ob=
scurity of a Yorkshire village, we were not to be
in peace. A large portion of - my -pension must
go each month to Artbur, - whose- character -
there were some redeeming poiats. 1 could pot
kaow that be'and. bis ‘wretched chidien” were
starving : 1 was glad.to leave . London.ia order
to get.off with a stated sum, that I might.in fact:
know what I'-reelly bad for ourselves:*{ Andfor'
Edgar I bad'striven zlso “to do’my best, but T

Jhiad béen " both' iwjured “anddisgraced 'ia many.

ways by.bim.during the; ficst - three,.months: after”
wy father’s-death, and. I;bad :vaioly hoped: that:

e’ place ‘2t "wich I hed chosil oy e
would efisuré’to * S the Trest™and’ quiet we"both’ .



