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JUSTICE AND MERCY;
OR,
THE FEAST OF ALL-HALLOWS,.

—

CHAPTER I,

It 1s evemag in the village of Ravensbourne,
a quet-soft evening 1 balmy June, with searce
a sound to break upon the peaceful silence of
the scene. The last faint rays of the sun were
slowly dying away, lighting up with its glorious
effulgence the spire of the ancient willage
church, and shedding a golden tint on the case-
ment windows of the quaint ¢ld Manor-house.

Rarensbourne—for so we shall name Lhe vil-
lage in which we have opened our tale—was, or
rather 15, situated in the west of Eogland, and
presents to the lover of nalure’s beauties a scene
as picturesque as any to be found throughout the
length and breadih of our own sea-girt isle.—
Hill and dale and wood am water are here to
be found, beetling cliffs and moss-grown rocks
overhanging some wild glea or lowly vailey, in-
terspersed with rich meadows and smiling fields
—each lending its own peculiar beauty to the
scene.

At the base of a beautiful hill stands the
Manor-house, a bulding of ancient date, erected
erbaps about the time of Elizabett, and whose
walls, (il walls could speak) could tell strange
tales ; in sooth,1t was a gloomy pile, which as-
sorted ill with tbe charscter of the scenery
around ; to our mind, tt would have suited bet-
ter as the home of some warrior chieflain of far-
off days, or maybap the wild romantic scenery of
the snowy Alpine beights, than that of Ravens-
bource. That keavy red brick and massive but-
tresses of stone, with those small casement win-
. dovws suak deep n the thick walls, over which
“the vy had growa for many an age, but 1l be-
came the lightsome pature of the sceme without.
Buat hurk ! the low, clear, and sweet note of the

-pightingale now -hreaks on the silence.around,.
* mngled withi+the:lawing:- of the cattle as they-are |

led from the meadows for the night; and rival-
ling the notes of the feathered songster in~ their
beauty, a female voice may be heard warbling
the foliowing words, which were accompauied by
the guuar :— -

#Oh!/ would that I might oncy again

Behold my bright, my sunny Spaia.

Cold uarthern clime, I Jove thee not,

Though here ia cast my hapless lot.

Oh! give ms back my fairy home,

From wheance [ never wish'd to roam;

Oh! give we back my happy youth,

Sweet days, so fuil of peace and truth. .

Ah | happy still might [ yet be, «
Were [ & maid of low dogree ;

In some lone cot, some woodlsad gle &,
Tar from the busy haunts of men.

Low, treagnred deep in memory’s cell,
On wither'd joys I oft may dwell ;

I envy now those humbly born,

On whom I once look’d down with seora.
Oh! give me back my cwn bright Spain,
Let me behold it once again ;

I bate your land, 'tis cold and drear ;
Koep not £ Spanish maiden here.

I'll give thee gems both rich and rare,
Shall be to thee a guerdon fuir ;

One boon I ask, ’tis thy consent;

Ah! hear & Spanish meid's lament.”

The last words had scarcely died away on the
still evening air, ere a loud shrill laugh was heard
and a voice exclaimed,~— .

¢ Nay, Tnex, dainty fair one, mine own pretty
girl, cheer up, and take it not to beart that I
canuot grant this foolish prayer of thine ; go to,
silly weach, this England at which you so rudely
rail is‘as fair or fairer than thine own iand; get
thee to thy prayers, girl, and keep thy mind
peaceful and contented, and, maybap, when thou
hast attained thy majority I may give my con-
sent; but not one hour before, Inez—not even
should those black eyes of yours wear them-
selves dim with weeping, or the rich tooes of
your beautiful voice become as shrill as your
old guadian’s, with singing those silly lackadaisi-
cal verses which yau -have composed to keep
alive such foolish memories. Now get thee;. in,
Inez, continued the old mao, ¢ and ——— but
even as he spoke 2 Tusthng sound 1 the long

. grassst his. feet attracted lis attention, and 2
~ young man, of some - seyen or eight-and-twenty

~ years of age, stood before him.

"¢ Your pardon,’ sir,’ be courteously begap j
4 but. I have lost my way, and am yet, I fear, too
far from tha Elns, the seat of my lkinsman Sir
‘Godfrey Harcourt, to'reach it to-might.”

" ¢You‘are yet a distance of some ten miles, at
‘Jeast,” replied the old gentleman, whom we will
‘desigdate 45 Sir Robert Mortimer ; ¢ but are
. 'most welcome;.as the kinsman of Sic Godrey, to
~the shelter of my roof tll worning.’

“"With maoy ‘expressions of gratitude at the

. .proffered bospitility, the stranger -fol_lowed his
" aged bost ; o, however, withont having -first
. :ifixed a wondering.glance on. the _marden, whose
_ song he bad listened to, and on whose pale. proud
:but bieautiful features
.c1nterest,’ "

Lt

ost:

now '-ushgred:_him,

e L

general character of the entire building,—~low-
roofed, with rafters of polished oak curiously
carved ; the floor, shelves, and chairs, all of the
same, the cushions of the latter being covered
with a faded velvet, once a rich crimson. Rare,
too, was the collection of books which filled those
shelves,—rare and valueless to the preseat owner
of Ravensbourne, who loved better the sports of
the chase than to pore over the works of learned
men—as little then could he appreciate the cha-
racter of his guest, who was well-read, his mind
well-informed, and who had travelled through
many countries, and was now returning from the

‘be- had gazed: with so much: . Y
he ,bad_g'g?e_ _ _l s oo | glanee however, and the frown - dwsappeared from

The library: at, Ravégsboutie, ioto which his
510 keeping with the |

place of his last scjourn, Valladolid, to his native
land, after an absence of nearly twelve years,

But anon supper was announced ; and one en-
tered who drank in with greedy eageruess every
word which fell from the lips of Kustace Vere,
especially when he spoke in such witching terms
of the land of her nativily, its vine-clad bills, its
olive groves, and 1its gorgeous bwldings; then
the clear cheek of Inez mantled with a crimson
tint, ber large dark eyes sparkled with enthusi-
asm, and she felt for the first time since she bad
[ele Spain that she had at jast met with a kindred
soul,

It was late at night ere the little party sepa-
rated, and when they parted it was with feelings
of mutual good-will on esther side. So that, on
toe following morning, the friendly request on
the part of Mr. Mortimer, that his young guest
would become more intimate with and frequently
call at the .Manor-house, was immediately and
gladly accepted.

CHAPTER II.

Forty years previously to the commencement
of our tale, Ravensbourne Manor-house owned
a master of a far different character to that of
the venerable man who now possessed it.-

Extravaganl, dissipated, reckless, and profli-
gate, Sir Guy Mortumer freely abandoned bim-
self to every species of wickedness; carefully
reared by religious parents in. the tenets of the
‘andient faith; he at'last threw off even the prac-
tice of those outward forms, to which,as to a
second nature he had clung, long after they had
ceased Lo be actuzted by that interior spirit by
which they should ever be accompanied.—
The strong barrier of religion thrown aside,
there was nothing to check Guy in s onward
course of wickedness; he had umbibed the im-
paus infidelity of France ; ins boon companions,
his dearest friends were amongst those who tore
down the altars of religion and raised them to
the goddess of reason; and every power of a
naturally strong and vigorous inteliect was ex.
erted on the side of error and crime.

Fortunately for their peace of mind, it so hap-
pened that the.worthy parents of Guy Mortuner
had paid the debt of nature ere the errors of
their son were unbiushingly brought forward.

At the time of his father’s death, Guy was
summoned to England, and all being over, found

‘that his,inheritance consisted of the old Manor-

house with the greater part of the small nillage
of Raveasbourne; and the last words of his fa-
ther also bequeathed to nis care and kind con-
sideration an orpban girl whom bis mother
had adopted after Guy’s departure from Eug-
land.

With moody brow and folded arms, Guy
Mortimer paced thoughtfully te and fro the
library the moraing after his return, and ever
and anon fell from his lips the words accompa-
nied by a bitter imprecation.

¢ A girl, forsooth, entrusted to my care and
kind consideration — pshaw! Guy Mortuner
lacks broad pieces for his own use. The girl,
if she have wit and cleverness, must go and
make her fortune as other girls go; but [ will
see the wench at once, and, after a few solt
words and a few more weeks of comfort iz
home to which she was not born, I will set ber
quietly adrift.’ )

As Guy spoke he raog sharply the little silver
bell which stood upon the table, and on the sum-
mons being answered requested an 1nterview
with Miss Melvwille. o .

A few moments more and a geatle step struck
upon his ear ; Guy Mortimer turned round with
a frown yet upon his handsome countenance, but
it cleared away as the stranger ‘adranced, and,
bowing gracefuily, accepted his proffered hand.
Lucy Melville was something above the middle
height of woman, her countepance was sweel
and expressive,  her ‘complexion fair, and tbose
deep blue eyes and locks of golden hair rgmmded
one of the Saxon beauties of former days. A
look.of touching: melancholy sat upon-her {ea-
tures, as though there were hope and fear war-
ring logether within her breast. Ab, gentle
Lucy, there was room indeed for the latter feel-
ing, badst thou been able to read the fulufe.'—"—
Guy Mortimer was handsome- in - the strictest
sense of the word ; he was a ‘bold, bad man,
‘with po small_powers of penetration ; be could
quickly dive into the. cliaracters of others; one:

his tace, and-mth a° most ‘benign expression of
‘countenance, he’ bate ber bé of - good eart, for

oL

that 1f she had lost one friend m his,pareats, she
had found another in bimself, With many
grateful words Lucy returned lLer thanks, addmng
that, whilst she had 1t in her power to be a so-
lace to her aged friends who were now removed
by death, she could do it without pam to her
own feelings, and that she was aware that Lady
Harcourt of the Elms would receive ber with
frieadly hospitality, uatil, continued Lucy, ¢ I
can put those talents the Almighty has given me
to some profitable use.’ :

¢ Be it so, then, Miss Melwille replied Guy
with apparent sang frowl; ¢but remember,
when you require a friend you will find one
myself.’

Lucy bowed ber acknowledgments, and ere
the close of the day she sought the hospitable
sheiter of the Elms.

A perfect master in the art of dissembling was
Guy Mortimer, else whensver he visited at the
LElms, he could not always have acted the hypo-
crite, solely because he was smilten with lhe
beautiful face and well informed mind of Lucy
Melville, of whom, after the lapse of a tew
weelcs, he ‘was the accepled suitar—stie, noor
soul, in her igaorance of his real character think-
ing herselfl bappy in becoming the mistress of
Ravensbourne. '

Rarvensbourne, then, ere long, recerved Lucy
as 1ts mistress, and some montbs elapsed ere the
mask fell from the face of her husband. Whis-
pers first and then rumors that Guy had fallen
from (ke faith of his fathers were now freely cir-
culated ; and the final dismissal of the venerable
chaplaz, and closing up of the chape! itself, told
that the rumor was no 1dle tale. None could
say that Lucy was aught but a miserable wife,
and her twin daughters were usiered into (he
world certawly not amid rejorcing.

But Guy Mortimer was not even decent in
his vice ; he who had dissembled now came un-
blushingly forward, proclaiming himself an infidel
outraging the moral laws of so-iety, reckless,
“profligate—ruoning headlong; 4%
mad career of rumn 1o this world and damnaticn
1n the next, when it was suddenly cut shert, and

retributive justice then had its day.

A long, long summer’s day bad slowly passed
away. Lucy, wretched and forlorn, pining un-
der ill-usage and neglect, had sat for hours in the
library, dreading the return of one for whom her
love had now chianged into fear, and mournfully
waiching the last rays of the sun as be sauk into
lus coral cave, behind the distant lills, Gra-
dually every object seemed to becume more and
more indistinct 1 the rapidly approaching dark-
ness. Suddenly, the French clock on the man-
tel-shelf ran down. A fear stole over her senses,
for which she could not account. It seemed to
ber as though she were ne longer alone, but that
some nunpalpable, etherial essence hbovered near
her. She would bave rung for lights, but very
fear rooted bLer to the spot on which she stood.
The tmoon now rose slowly. How ghastly pale
were ils rays as they shone into the room, giv-
ing, as it were, life to the grotesque figures
carved in those ancient panels, so that they
seemed as if about to. start from each recess 1o
the wall.

Aund now 2 broad ray of sivery light flooded
the whole apartmeat with 1ts cold but glorious
radiance, Lucy koows she is not alone, but is
as one transfixed. She canuot move nor speak,
but her eyes are on a phantom form beside her.
The words, 1 have blasphemed, and am con-
demned,” fell upon her ear; and a hand,the
touch of which is like hquid fre, falls upon her
own! She saw, she heard no more. When
consciousness returned, a group of horror-struck
servails stood beside her. ¢ Their master—
where was he  she wildly asked. ¢ Tell me at
once the truth—1I know he 1s no more I’

How or by what agency she could have learn-
ed the truth those around her vauly strove to
surmise, il with her own lips she related the
scene she had wilnessed.

Sir Guy Mortuner was indeed no more. Ia
company with a few friends he had entered a
boat, on a fine lake some few miles off, In the
midst ot his wickedness, whilst impugning the
existence of the Deity, those broad waters, the
handiwork of Gad around him, became the miais-
ters of the wrath ol the Most High. A storm
suddenly arose.” The scoffer and . blasphemer
ridiculed religion as the offspring of priestly in-
vention, and madly called on God to avenge His
own cause if he spoke amiss. Those words
were his last. - The hightnings of Divine jusiice |
were levelled against ‘him. Oge flash of light-
ning—another, and another illumined the face of
the deep. The two friends shrank n sileat hor-
ror.from coatact with the blaspbemer., They
crossed -themselves, and prayed—but still the
impious words smote the:air, and the lightning’s
vivid flash stretched Guy Mort:mer, & blackened
corpse, at their. feet. S
" It was' half-past mine, the precise-bour at

down. . r

‘'which the library clock at Ravensbourne bad run

it were, in his-

R 30, 1864.

CHAPTER IiL.

Tt is the Eve of All-Hallows. The chapel
of Ravensbourne Manor is agam re-opened. It
is a little gem of art, of the Gothic order of
architecture, Its panted windows, and its mas-
sive altar-service of richly.chased gold plate,
show that no expense has been spared to make st
what the temple of the Most High should be.

But cowthe scene has changed, as with the
touch of an enchbanter’s wand. Flowers and
candles, and gorgeous vestments, and chased
altar-vessels, disappear; sombre lights, of yel-
low wax, alone are there ; sable draperies hang
around taat altar of spotless white marble; a
coflia, the emblem of our mortality, is borne
slowly down the nave; the priest futones the
sweet Placebo Domino, and the choir takes up
the sad but soothing straw, Dilexi, quoniam
exaudict Domlnus vocem orationis meee.

All Saints’ fLive! Remembrances sweel and
touching rise up at those words. 'Wherever the
sun rises ar sets, there does the ancient Church
bold dominion ; aud whether it be by the con-
verted Indian in his semi-barbarous state, the
poor Clinese, beneath the lofty dome of a Con-
tinental cathedral, or m our own cold clime,
witnin the more humble piles which religious per-
secution alone has left us, still are chaoted the
words, Placebs Domino—astill ascend the psalm
and prayer for the souls of the departed—still 15
offered the Holy Sacrifice, and fasts, aud com-
munions, and prayers, for the Church suffering,
—for those who may not yet be admitted fo the
haven of resl—to the clear vision of God.

But there 15 one tlere to whom tlis most
cheeriug doctrine of onr faith brings yet no con-
solation. Clad in the garb of widowhood, Lucy
Mortimer mourus as one who hasno hope ;—/or,
m the act of mortal sin, blaspbeming, cursing,
out of the Church, wushriven, uarepentant, uo-
absolved, Guy Mortumer had passed from time to
eternily. (God, who is essentially just as well as
mercitul, cannot be untrue to His own attributes,

such a soul.

Yel surely there 1s no doctrise more cheering
or consoling than this—ie which communion 13
still beld with those we love, Iere is a golden
chain, reching from earth to the world of spirits.
No link is broken ; nothing 1s wanting; and
prayer, hke sweet-smelling incense, rises from
marn o night before the throne of God-—pray-
ers from the loving hearts of mourning friends,
prayers from clostered souls, prayers from stoled
priests ; and yet, above all, Ile, the Swless One,
at once both Priest and Vietim, 1s offered in the
Holy Sacrifice for the souls of the departed.—
But return we from our digression. Lucy was
now the mather of three pramising cluldren, 2
son and twin daughters. The former was the
heir 1o the estate, and it was ber sootinng task
to train their minds to piety and virtue.

But the frail pature of the mother, and ler
natural delicacy of constitution, had passed to
the youngest ciild, and in proportion as the girls
grew in health acd strength, the sickly boy pined
away and died whilst yet a child ; bis mother did
not long survive him; the estate fell into the
hands of a cousin of the late possessor ; and the
twin sisters were confided to the guardianship of
Lady Harcourt.

These sisters attatned the age of womanhood
—one married a Spauish grandee, the other a
poor Scotch gentleman, with a long pedigree and
a very short purse, and from the union of either
sister sprang Inez de Lara and Flora Douglas,
the joint heroines of our tale, who were thus
connecled i the second degree of relation-
ship.

CHAPTER IV,
It 1s evening in the braw cily of Ldinburgh;
but we have nothing to do, gentle reader, with
its well-fighted streels, spacious thoroughfares,
and noble inansions, so step with us a little aside
from the erawd, and enter a house of smaller
grade, dawn one of those dark, close streets
which abound 1n every great city. One of the
upper flats in this house belongs to those with
whom we have to do, so note well all that 13
around us ; see how gentihty tries to hide the po-
verty of that reigos arsund. Oh! this sad
pover y of the middiing class ; why, the bite of its

1s to those a class beneath them, to whom many
e refuge presents itself, which to the former 15
denied. '

Reclining on a miscalled easy chair—surely so
npamed-for courtesy—burted 1n an uneasy slum-
ber, was.an aged mao ; on a couch near him lay
a woman, over whose countenance the gray sha-
dow of death was passieg ; and beside ber knelt
a fair gul, ever and znon wiping -away those
beavy dews which gathered so thickly on the.

pallid face. S »
‘The door orens, and Flora’s:neart beats with
Joy ; she 1s not to be lelt quite alope then'in the
chamber of death for that almgst childish old
maun- seems .scarcely . conscious . that his wite is’

| dying ; a priest-enters, and prepares to administer:

.and hope never_.can sustain those who mourn. for.,

UL

Uhe last rites of religion (o the suflerer, who, still
conscious, prepares for a speedy (ransit from time
to eternity.

¢1 bave one request to make,’ she feebly whis-
pered, when all the duties of religion were over.
¢TI incurred the dispieasure of Lady Harcourt by
my alliance with a Scotch Episcopalian, who
was also very poor ; my own proud smrit induced
me never to seck for a reconciliation. She ig
too just to “withhold her friendship lrom Flora,
whom [ have reared as a good Cathalic ; will
you make me a promise that you will write to
ber from me 10 behalf of my cluild

¢I will) repled the priest; ‘and now, dis-
missing the things of time, think only of those
of eternity.’

Swiftly indeed was the spirit passing to that
bourne whence no traveller returns, and advanc-
g to the old man, tbe priest strove to make him
comprehend that his wife was really dying., The
eftect of the announcement was startling ; and,
springiog Lo lus feet, he threw himsell beside the
bed, and madly called on bier to live, whilst Flora
vainly strove, out of compassion to her tuotler,
to conceal the grief she felt.

Now rising from her kneeling posture, she
threw her arms around the old man's necls, and
strove to whisper words of comfort, when she

 herself most needed it; and when all was over

she bravely performed the last duties, and gave
not a moment Lo self, til the remains of her mo-
ther were laid in their last resting-place, and the
father yet left was as well cared for as the hum~
ble earmings of a daily goveraess would allow.

Poor IFlora ! Ler sole inhertance lay m her
mother’s beauty and her father’s pride, aud two
very dangeross things they ure when they are
coupled with extreme poverty.

She was indeed a lawr specimen of a Scotch
beauty—a blue-eyed, fair-haired girl, with a
countenance full of expression and a Lieart ol love.

Yes, and we must add full of something else
toa, for it was full of pride—pride of = longand
‘ionorable lineage fitled the heart of Flora Doug-
“las ryet, foolish as~isthis pride, give it to us,
dear reader, a thousand times befure the pride of
the purse.

Yes, Flora Douglas was full of it. To those
who knew ber well 1t appeared almast ridiculous,
when coupled wilh her extreme poverty; the
curve of the hp, the toss of the beautiful Lead,
the very step and carriage of the girl, especially
when her sensilive feelings were aroused by the
wsulls which are sure to throng upon the poor,
told you that ske considered herself as superior
to the moneyed person who inflicted the wound,
as the litlle mongrel cur is beseath the nolice of
some noble dog of a superior breed.

And yet we could almost forgive Flora; hel
pride was more [oolish than sinful, for there s a
pride that leads to death, and there 15 a pride,
call it self-esteem, or call it what you will, but
this latter pride sits gracefully on the wearer ;—
it makes him respect himnself or herself too much
to be giulty of a base or dishonorable action; it
cannot stoop (o do anylhing or everything for
tins world’s pelf, and never either shans, or
seeks, for mere love of lucre, the acquaintance-
ship of otbers on account of the length of their
purse. Flora Douglas had a httle world of her
own, in which she bad hved il within the [ast
few years. when the stern necessities of her fa-
mily had obliged her to seek a situativn as a go-
veraess ; for hours she would sit alone, singing
her favorite ballads about * Bonnie Prince Clfar-
liey” and the fallen fortunes of Ler own house ;—
or, listening to her father, faitbfully, perchance
too faithfully, treasured up the anecdotes he told
ber, and which she often wove into the daily re-
aliies of life. On one such occasion, as, work
in band, Flora sat warbling one of her favorite
ballads, sbe suddenly let the needle drap, and

tooth 15 a thousand times more vesomous than it |

' saried of life for béraelf s

leamng ber head on her hand, fell into a musing
mood. : .

Her father raised his head as her song ceased,
and, noting “her fit of ‘abstruction, exciaimed—
¢ What ails thee, Flora,—~why so quiet?

I was just thioking, she replied, ¢of an 1p
solent speech -addressed to' me to-day'by my
namesake, Mrs. ‘Douglas, wko possesses more
rmoney than either wit or ‘virtue.! o
¢ Your vamesake, Flora, replied her father
brushiag aside his white hairs almost with a ges-
ture of impatience ; ¢ she is' but'a dir¢ Doliglas,
sprung from a discreditable branch, with ' whom . -
we bave dothing to do ;. she is not of ourelan?

~ Reader, this 15 bo fictitious speech, ‘and;"as jn
the case of Flora, it failed not to have its eflect.
ao the mind of her who heard i, -~ -~ '
Lightly, though ber parents'possessed’ 'ﬁiﬁhing
beyond a decent’ competency, had the life of
Flora passed on, until. her father, being struck
by apoplexy, rendered it “imperatively necessary
for ~this, their ounly -child,; (0. seek for.employ-~
ment. Fiora: was' not “only accomplished, but
solidly well-informed ; .and 1t was not. very long
ere sbe -heard of a: situation ‘as-daily.governess,
il whichi for the, weekly stipénd: of: Gne.giinea.
‘shie_was able’at least to procurs't Tieces-
nd
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