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“AILEY MOORE;
A TALE OF THE TIMES.

cHAPTER X1X.—(Continued.)—How CECILY
TYRBELL MET GERALD MOORE ; MOREOVER,
THE CASE OF LUCY NEVILLE.

Tt is hard to get used to London. We have
travelled a good deal ; we have smoked a pipe
among the Germans, and discussed polilics with
the Freoch; we have luxuriated in an Italian
autumn, and looked or felt for our nose at the
Labrador ; we have [oitered about Blarney,
and jostled our way through New York, Hans
towns, Scotch towns, Swiss towns, Belgic
and Fiemish towns; we have poked ourselves
into, and profited by, and, after a time, sympa-
thised with and bomoganised in—but we have

. been now a long portion of our life laboring
vainly to get used to Londor ; it is out of the
question—London and ourselves must contiue
slrangers. :

Everything—the out-of-the-way number of
houses, the gigantic, grotesque, and absurd mo-
numents, the eternal rattle of every kind of ma-
chine and vehicle—the barrow, ’bus, buggy,
brougham, cab, calashe, carriage, car, cart, and
all the other ¢ BJs’ and * C.s’ innumerable-—
with the headlong drive and mad ezergy of man
and beast, running and rushing along the streets
in endless line and apparently inextricate confu-
sion. Ah! save us from London/

‘Worse than the world-like spread and count-
less numbers of Liondan, however, is the look of
the nopulation thereof. They seem all crazed.
Every mav’s soul seemns screwed up and his re-
solution taken to do somethmng quite decisive as
to himseif and all mankind. His eyes are fixed,
and his shoulders stoop to the angle most favor-
able to [ocomolion, and ke drives,and be looks at
you—if you be endeavering to drag yourselfina
contrary direction—as though you were one whe
might be an enemy of his. His laoks—as plain
as looks can speak—say 1o you, ¢ Take care you
don’t run in 2y way.’ Alas! for t he men of
London! Awud the women! do not speak of
them ! nor of the poor little children, s it
Mr. Thackeray says that we bave now no child-
bood, nor the young womanhood so odorous of
childhood’s sweet memories, and bright with its
dear sunshine ? 1f so, Mr. Thackeray is right ;
and what a sum of pure bliss has been sacriflced !
What sceues of beauiy liave been blotted out of
existence ! and, oh! what an unpurchasable in-

beritance has been dissipated upon the poor.—

Good God! we have taught them to rug—rush
—and struggle for—2Money ! and they are mad.

The beaven-eulightened reason rules no more— |

only the beastly appetite ; and if ever they shall
find themnselves uvable to get the mioney, they
will pay us back, We, the teachers, by work
and word ; we have robbed the paor of what
money cannot buy, and time may come when
they will show us they bave learned our bad les-
son, at our own cosi—if money cau be found
ouly in cur coffers, they will bave it.

* What a gult gaps between modern society in
. England and the security of progressive reason !
Rut who knows ?

There is a quiet street as you turn up for the
¢ Bak, at least, 1f not quiet, it is less noisy than
the way down to Cheapside, from whick 1t 15 an
escape ; and along it, the Jay of which we write,
two females were rather ramdly passing, The
elder was aged, and might be called very aged,
if Lec active gait did not contradict the wrinkles
ia her face; and the younger was abeut nine-
teen, fair, soft, nnoceat, and genteel-looking.—
The old fady carried a band-box before ber, and
a hight bundle in her right band ; the girl carried
a light bundie also, but wae pot otherwise bur-
dened. We should say tbat the young person
was haudsome ; 1ndeed, very handsome, and evi-
dently an object ol care and solicitude to her
wore aged companion,

¢ Mag, sad the young lady, when they ar-
rived in a quiet, very quiet street in the neigh-
borhood of Moorfields ; © Mag, do not dustress
yourself, we have enough of time, this bour to
come.’ S .

«Ob, Tam strong and hearty, Miss,’ replied
the elder, ¢an’ *us better be sure than sorry, as
the sayin’ 18’ _ .

¢ Poor Mag, I am a sad weight upon you, said
the young lady, with 2 sigh. -

¢ Your mother’s daughter is more to me than

the light o* the sky, agra’ answered Mag.—

¢ Little'1 can do for my darlin’, but the heart is

" “there; God knows.” ’ -
. ¢TI 'ai sorry I ever came here, said the young
girl, € everything is so queer and so strange, and

I feel so uceasy.) . . - i

© ¢ A'bad; black town,' said Mag, ¢is Loadon,
an’ on’y thié devil is known there. Many & beart
. it broke,. an’ many:.a sowl it murdered, Och,

:» Miss:Lucy, . you - don’t know, thank God, you .

+don’t: know, but:the: poof. httle - girls - come. ‘here
“** from Cork, ng’ Galway,an’ ever so'maoy places ;
.an’.thien they. have 00 oae,.
an’ they go to a lodgin’; an

" they think ¢ places,’

“the poor angashores !

an’ money will come for askin’. Ah, I'll go
bail they see an’ hear what they wever heard
afore, an’ ——, och, where’s the use in talkin’

‘ Well, Mag, yousaved me from *lodging
houses,’ and from danger.’

‘Good rig_ht I bad, afra gall (farr love.) I
earned my first wages from your grandmather,
an’ I looked at your angel-face in your cradle,
an’ I'nursed you, asthore.’

*I wish I had died then, Mag.’

¢Oh, Miss Lucy, ob,a lanar, (child) is’at
there ¢ Our Falher who art mn Heaven,’ an’ ¢ our
darlin® Lady,’- an’ our Guardian Angel, an’ all
the Saints. O, have spirit, agra! My young
mistress—your mother. miss,” and poor Mag’s
vowce was not quite clear as she spoke, ‘s an
angel, an’ mamma will ask God to let her hear
you, and to watch you.’

Lucy shed a tear, tnrned her eyes upon old
Mag, with ao expression of deep aflection.

¢ Oh, I’ll see my Miss Lucy a bappy lady yet,
said Mag, gaily, and drying up ber tears. ¢ Sure,
on'y, L know that, she should {never leave my
hole of a room.’

“Little Icould do for you, Mag,’ sad the
young woman.

‘Do for me! Och, glad, an’ happy, an’ proud
1’d be to rise in the dark o’ the morpin’ and to
watch the fong might, for the love o’ you. Do
for me, ma cushla! (my pulse.) 1 wouldn’t
feel the years 10 my heart, and my bands would
grow strong, whin I thought I was workin’ fur
you; an’ good nght I have, for my young wmis-
tress was an angel, and so were you.’

¢ Well, Mag, God 1s good.’

¢God is good ! To be sure He 15, a lanar ;
but God keep our little girls from London !—
Och, murdher,’ she cried m a whisper, and she
drew Lucy up close to her ; ¢ Take care, agra,
she said, as a well-dressed girl passed by.

¢ What is the matter 2 cried Luey m alarm.

¢ Hush, that’s cne o’ *em.

¢ One of whom ?*

¢Oh, yen! of our poor little girls. There
now, Miss Lucy, they send ’em over lere, and
they are very often not fit for service at home,
although the service here is a thousaod times
barder to be done !’

Mag spoke mdignaatly.

¢ Well, Mag 7

¢ Well, tuey can’t get service, and one aftier
another their little rags is pawned, for therr
bread, an’ then they are goin’ to- be turned out o’
the lodgin’, an’ they haves no where to go, and

k4

¢ Oh, Mag, that young woman.’

t Sorrow waord o lie in id, Miss Lucy.
dreds go to ruin that a-way.’

¢ And their rehgion 7’

¢ They stay away from Mass for a Sunday or
{wo, because they see no one goin’; they give
up their prayers, because they see no one prayin’
—they begia to think oo’y of themselves, and
atin’, and wearia’, because they see no one
thinkin’ of anything else, and then they are hun-
gry, may be, an—~’

¢ God protectus !’

¢ An’, darlia’?

¢ Well, Mag?

¢ Mind yourself ; thrust no one iz Linadon—
thrust no one.’

The companions here found themselves near
a fashionable-looking office. Of course we don’t
care 1o mention the street. Great quantities of
polished brass shome outside, as protecting bars
to the window—a large one—and two large
plates were hanging on either post of the en-
trance.

¢ Tihis is the place,’ said Mag, taking out a
pote. ¢ Come in, in the name o> God.’

The young person called Lucy approached the
young man who did business at the counter, and
seemed to have been immediately recogmsed as
having been there before. The companions were
both atroduced to a private apartmenton tke
right haod side of tbe entraoce.

¢t Please wait bere a little, the young man
said, and retired.

In the course of half an hour, during which
Mag gave her grotegee a pumber of sound ad-
vices, and also a number of illustrative facts, a
lady .ond geutleman entered the room. The
lady appeared about fifty, and the gentleman ten

Hua-

‘'years older.. Bote were well dressed, and wore

a profusior of jewellery. The gentleman was

flosid, fat, and gray: the lady bad heavy eyes '

and eyebrows, a heavy chio, and big bands.—
Neith{ar of th,em was {ery loveable. The .lady
bowed distautly; the gentleman more cordially,
and both” Tooked sharply at the old woman and
ber charge. . . . '

¢You are ¢ L..N., cemanded the gentleman,
agein examiming the young girl
"¢ Yes,? answe ed:Lucy. o
'You have been a gouvernante before ?’ ask-
ed the lady, looking at Lucy. through a gold-

ounted glass, . - - o
m,"D‘eedg,‘ then; she - haso’t, answered Mag.
+She’s a bora lady, ‘your ladyshlp,’ said the old

woman, ardently ; ¢ an’ no one that went before

ber was 1c sarvice. :

¢ Ob, indeed,’ remarked the strange lady.

¢ You play ? again denanded the fat lady.

¢ Yes, madam.’

¢ And speak French 7’

¢ Yes,)’

¢ Oh, yes, my lady ; and may the Lord watch
your own, as you watch over the orphan. Och-
one, my darlin’, are you goin’.from e ¥’

The genlleman smiled, and the lady turped
oway a little disgusted.

¢ We shall take care of her, my good woman,’
said the gentleman ; ¢ and Lady Petrail here will
maike her lortune.’

¢ The Lord bless your bonor, siry said poor
Mag.

Things so far went on satisfactordy, and,
after some few additional questions and answers,
the gentleman called 2 cab. The old woman
grew more vociferous as the moment of parting
approached, and the youog one herself began to
feel alone and lonely. Her heart beat violently,
and the whole world seemed to darkea. Liondon
looked hideous—it was dirty November—the
whole city wore the aspect of a monster jail,—
How the poor young woman prayed !

Well for those that in hours like that of Lucy
can turn 1ote the beart, and stretching forth their
hands, accept the chalice of God as a chalice ot
love!

A last embrace ! a last blessing! Laucy flung
her arms around the neck of her old servant,
and fervently kissed har. At the same mo-
ment she felt poor Mag’s purse drop into her
bosom.

¢ No, no, no, a lanar,’ she whispered, seeing
Lwucy going to draw forth the purse ; ¢ you are
¥liss Liuey, and my own mistress, and youshan’t
be aslkin’ money of any one il "tis due,and your
own)

¢ Ah, Mag ?

¢ There, now—that’s a sthore now ; sure you’ll

have enough to give every one, and the poor

ould servant, Mag, too, with the help o’ God ?

And Lucy was obliged to yleld. She en-
tered the cab with the lady ; the gentleman sat
outside.

¢ The rint is gone,’ said Mag, to herself; ¢ but
the landlord is a good man, on’y he’s English—
an’ ai any rate, poor Miss Liucy isa’t depending
upon the fat lady.’

And se. poor Mag went home to a cold room
m St. Giles’s, and like a good Christian and 2
friecd, Mag offered up ¢ a roxary’ {or ber ¢ darlin’
Miss Luey.

Meanwhile the cab drove rapidly—or as ra-
pidly as it was possible, through the city. After
various turns, variows chances of flocks, and
curses at ¢ crossings,’ and at mishaps, the car-
riage drew up, before a fine house in a large
square. The gentleman descended, and knock-
ed at the door; the lady who had souken little
remained in the vehicle.

Lucy looked out for a momeant, and saw a
servant in livery open the hall. There were,
four young ladies in the drawing-room window.

In a short time the young woman found her-
self in a really magnificent apartment. Gor-
geous chandeliers—immense mirrors—Qttomans
and sofas, covered with rich sitks—and superb
window hangings, which gave an air of regal
comfort to the whole salon, proclaimed the reign
of gold and golden hours. '

The four young ladies left the room oa the
entrance of Lucy Neville and her companions ;
one .of them smiled at her in a mast sinister
way, and she heard a roar of laughter a little
after.

Lucy’s heart beat fast and she did not kaow
why.

¢« You would like to see your own room,’ ask-
ed the lady, as anmable as possible.

¢If you please,’ was the answer.

¢Oh, time enough,’ said the gentleman,—
¢ Rung for some refreshkment for Miss—

¢ Neville. .
¢For Miss Nay-ville.
¢ Oh, I thapk you ; I do not wish anp.’
¢ Oh, but you must,’ replied the gentleman,—
¢ By the bve,’ he added, ¢ your name is a charmn-
i0g name—and otherwise it would not suit you,’
he said. )

Then he rang, and sat very near her, at which
she was distressed.

She moved away lo give him room, at which
be hemmed a couple of times.

In a short while the servaat in livery appear-
ed<«bearing cloth aed tray, ‘magmficently fur-
pished for lunch. - Lucy observed that this man
looked at ber, too, in a most simster way, and
that he spoke to the fat lady with unbecoming
familiarity.  She  grew more and more aaxious
—rpainfully—paiafully so~—and though she did
not know why, sbe would give the universe to be
1 the garret of old Mag. o

¢ Hail, Mary, full of grace}"fhbg cried to"her-‘.‘

sell. ¢ Mary, protect me,’-she cried. in her.
soul. - BE L S A

¢ Come, you really mus: take some refresh-
meat.’

¢ You will excuse me, if you please sir.

¢ Why, girl, that is absurd,) said Lady Pet-
rail, in a most vnladyhke way. ¢Xou inust eat
and drink.

The voice was so coarse, the manner so rude,
and the face of the fat lady was so beastly, that
Lucy Neville trembled from head to foot. She
asked herself whe was Lady Petrail?

Poor girl, she was pale, and the seal of deep
anguish was on her brow, but her heart was
strong, and still she mnurmured interiorly, ¢ IHail,
Mary P

Well for her—well for Lucy Neville she had
died belore that minute.

Poor people run to town to put therr little
capital into business which they do not know;
artizans to compete with skil! and roguery;
scholars to dream of eminence, and starve in
nusery : servanls to seek places where crowds
are quarrelling for shelter ; Irish maidens to
look for patronage where their country and re-
ligion would more thaa counterbalance the per-
fections of an angei—and all, or nearly all go to
perdition.

In the name of God, and by the virtue of
your motbers, do not go to the metropolis, young
girls of Ireland. You are not fitted for its in-
dustry, 1ts iniquity, its prejudices, its calculating
libertinism. You will have few of the guards of
virtue, and you will be compelled to witness
vice, until its ugliness become familiar. Slow it
way be, bul secure 15 the approach of cold in-
difference, bringing the curse of insensibility by
the hand.  The honest mother’s chifd will there
know the richest treasures of ler youth only as
¢ folly,’ and the religion of her father’s firestle as
¢ scandal.>  The hfe of a reprobate, and the
death of the unhoping and hopeless have been
the fale of many a gir! who thought London was
a fine place to get a situation.

Keep away from the large towas; but above
all 1f you have no sure friend before you, keep
away from London.

The young girl Lucy was allowed ‘o go to
her room with a full heart and a frighted im-
aginalion. The room was like the mansion,

richly furnished, but toe gaudy for true (aste.—
She looked around, half in wonder, half in ter-
ror, her little bundies and band-bax were laid by
in a modest coruer, and looked as little at home
as herself. .

Sne thought of bolting the door, but became
alvad of the fat lady ; 2nd, to some dreamy idea
of escape, or the possible necessity st an escape,
she found the heaght of the window (rom tue
ground, and the fact (hat the window looked into
a lugh walled yard, opposing an unsurmountable
obstacle,

Lucy crept into a small dressing-room of the
chamber, and ste knelt down to pray.

Aad how she prayed then! The whole of
her young life wus in ome thought, and God’s
presence ail along throush it 5 and all ker little
frailties and her supposed transgressions, and her
father’s happy look, and her mother’s gentle jook
and the ¢ old house at home,’ acd its companions
and pleasures, and trials—they were all concen-
trated in an wmdivisible instant; and Providence
was among lhem, arranging, moulding, direct-
ing and assuring, and the girl began to feel con-
fidence, Then her mother seemed to stand near
ler, and ber heart beat rapidly, and she thought
ol Mag’s saying, that ber mother would ©ask
God for leave to come.and watch her,’ and her
tears began to flow, and she said ¢ Mother !'"—
Aund then she was recalled, by this expression, to
the hight of her supernatural life, and she raised
her eyes to heaven, while he soul seemed to ex-
pand in the sight of the Eternal, and she cried,
¢ Hatl, boly queen !

A sigh—a sigh not loud, but still a sigh of
agony, jnst beside her, startled and filled her
with new terror. She suddenly rose.

Lucy was not deceived. A girl, not much
older than herself, stood near, a hitle behiad.—
She was pale—beautiful, and richly attired, and

"las Lucy, shaking with fear, was about to exclaim

the stranger placed her finger on her mouth, and
pomnting to the door, warned Lucy to be on ber
guard,

Lucy stood petrified.

¢ Do not fear me,’ the strange girl said; ¢ but
look and hsten—listen as1f heaven and bell de-
peaded on every word—bush!? She said sud-
denly, ¢ There’s a ring ! it 15 nothing—we have
a moment. Listen.’ .

¢ My God—? ‘

¢ Hush, girl, hushb—by the God that made you
and the cross that redeemed you, neither eat aor
drigk in this houge.) . : co

¢ Neither eat nor drok 7

¢ Listen. Everything you will get is
—deep drugged.

¢ Drugged—drugged ! How—why 7 .

¢ Hush, apain I say. Drugged, to - wither up

aid send you Into corruption . to rot; to make

- 1 you cuxse: the day you were bora, and make _:Gro'_d,

No. 16.

bed—look
You are

aud man your enemy. Look at that
at this furniture—look at my apparel !
in a house of ill-fame ?’ :

Lucy heard no more—she fainted ; but she
must liuve been recovered, for she found lerself
lying in the stranger’s arms, and the stranger’s
tears fell hiot and fast upon her neck.

*Oh can I not leave this? Can I not—can [
not. Tor God Al !

“Hush ! by your mother’ soul? Iush, or
we are undone. You may as well think of fly-
ing from the earth and air.?

¢ But the law.

¢ Poor bird—the patrons of this Louse.
no matter—

The scotence was broken by the sudden en-
trance of Lady Petrail.  She looked tor 2 mo-
ment angrily and suspiciously.

*How, Bellinda!” she said; ¢ what's to do
here 7’ :

¢ Oh, only Miss is crymg after her mamma,’
said Beilinda.

h‘ Aud you were comforting her, I hope,” said
she.

¢ Yes, she’s prous, and T am engagmng never
to go to church without her—eb, Miss Neville 2
che added, touching Lucy under the chimn,

Lucy wos astounded at the sudden trans-
formation.

$ But I beliere Lucy belongs to the Dope,
Bellinda,” said the fat lady. ‘It is surpris-
ing how people cat be so absurd,’ said ludy Pet-
rail.

¢ Ob, our religion cures them of all such non-
sense,’ answered Bell.

The fat lady laughed immoderately, aud ap-
[eared reassured.

¢ We'll give Lucy the first lesson now at din-
ner,” said her fat fadyship.

Lucy shuddered, and she thought she should
have dropped down.

* Yes; answered Bell,, ¢the wild Irsh don’t
understand that argument as will as the Xnghsh,
but if you succeed with Miss Neville as well as
you have with me, she’ll inake a great saint—will
she not ¥’

Idere there was another laugh.

A [ew minutes lound the party sitting at table
in a fine room, but not in the grand saloon.—
There were two additional females, but no gen-
temen present. Lady Petrail asked Bellinda
fur ¢ grace” DBellinda promised a great deal of
grace at the next ball, Lady Petrail then Lelp-
ed all—commencing with Luey,

But Luey declared she could not eat.

Bellinda asked her to try a lttle wine and
the other ladies kindly filled ber glass—all wish-
ed to take wine with Lucy.

But Lucy would not Jdriak.

Every possible mode of persuasion was
used, and raillery, and some anger, and some
threats.

But Lucy, though deadly p le, was firm.

Dinner went on, and Lucy was the butt of the
evemng ; occasionally she was told she would
be glad to eat, perhaps, before long ; that many
of her ¢ country’ got something to eat in Loadoa
—but remarks like the latter were nstantly sus-
peaded by a ‘no more of that,’ peremptorily
trom Bellinda—she was called a * hoity toity,’ a
“minx, 2 ¢ fine lady,’ and at last lady Pelrail
said she should leave the house.

Instantly Liecy started to her [eet and miade
for the door.

There was a roar of laughter then ; and the
laug bter was very much increased when Lucy,
yielding to the evident necessity of the case, was
led back by the whole four to the chair from
which she had escaped.

About ten minutes elapsed ; Bellinda had
gone away for a moment, as she said ; there was
an omiaous silence, so that the tick of a small

But

drugg_ed
S hesive’ had beed all spoiled..

the life of your life ; to blacken the - sun-light,'|-

clock on the mantelpiece was sharply audible ;
the servant in livery lowered the gas in the
chandelier ; the fat lady moved away from the
table a little, and one of the young ladies re-
maining rang, or turned ‘the ivory bell-handle;
the servant in livery again entered, looked at the
fat lady, and retired,

In five minutes afterwards Lucy felt her arms
held back by—as she saw on looking round,
shrieking-~—the gentleman who had eogaged her
at the regstry office.

“Your lfe or yourself, now
ruflian. . :

Lucy gave shriek upoa shriek.

¢ D—a your Irish throatf he said. °¢The
adhesive plaster ! he cried. : -

¢ What’s here ¥’ cried Bellinda, rushing in
through the folding-doors .of " the zrand saloou,
and lelting in a full Jow of gaslight. ¢ What is:
this»'i’ ’ . R

. ¢ D—n you, shut that door.’
‘Shriek, sbriek, shriek ! +-- ;7 o e
The man in livery came to, say thal the. ¢ ad-

I exclaimed the

- . Shriek, slriek; shriek ! ...+ ‘n

¢ Get the waistcoat !> cried ‘the " gentieman

“gire me 4 falling,pi — snythibg | mad. b
==y $hé’s mearly. bif . o iy, .fnger

ber, the—-

ovwos s mb el e eharabea
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