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AND MERCY;
oR,
THE PEAST GF ALL-HALLOWS,

CHAPTER vill— Continued.

For several days Flora continued in such a
state that it was impaossible to revert to the sub-
ject, lest the excitement it occasioved should
cause a relapse. At length, however, she slowly
recovered : and one fine merring w July sbe
made ber first appearance i the library.

¢ Old triends are strangely aliered, save one;’
thouglit Flara; for she could not but perceive
tbat there was an air of coldoess abont TLady
Harcour, of supercilious insoience on the part
of Tuez, and even of restraint on that of the
always good-patured and kind. bearted Sir  God-
frey. .

Yes ull save cne were altered ; snd the re-
flection struck like an ice-bolt cn her aflecttonate
heart. . ]

Agaia the borrors of the night preceding ber
{lness rushed on ber mind; sbe Lnew not that so0
fearfu! a suspicton bad entered the minds of her
friends; it was torture eaough to Ler to think
that they could be s0 cruel and unjust as to sup-
pose that, with the justrunent of death levelled
agamst her by midnight assassin, spe should

hesitate a moment between hife and loss of pro-

perty. )

Oxne alone there was, bowever, whose begin-
nant smile was sunshie Lo her eyes—whose low
voice was music [0 ber ears—wliom she loyed,
and could almost have worshipped, for the kind:
ness and gentleness wilh which he treatec ber.

Tlus was Eustace Vere—and even lus sympa-
thizing word and ook, his kindiy advice, she was
about to lose. A few days wmught', ho\"veter, a
viible change. She strove to thiok thai per-
haps she was mistaken— that she was merely the
viciim, since ler illness, of some idle fancy which
m&e ber look with a jiundiced eye even on the
actions of her best friends. At all events, with
the sanguine bopefulness of one whose hife s
its prime, she strove to bope the best.

Poor Fiora! Low could she think that she
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mistook the cold constraint of Lady Harcourt, |y

still proffering every kindness the delicate situa-
“tion of the invalid required, though with- a sad
want of the friendly warmth she had ance expe-
rienced—the reserve of the frank-hearted Sir
Godfrey, or the more oped rudeness of Inez!

Yer she giew better and stronger every day;
{he bue of health agan mantled ber ckeek, -
stead of the burning glow of fever; and Lady
Warcourt resolved soom lo question her upon
the events which had come to light during ber
illness. :

It was the mght previous to the Jdeparture of
Tustace Vere. 'The family bad gone out to co-
joy the beauty of a lovely sunmer evening; and
Eustace, with a wish yet again (o delight 1o a
ramble amd the beauties of Ravensbourae and
the Eims, the estates lying contiguous to each
other, and desirous also once more to see his
old friead, Sir Robert, turued bis steps to the
Hall. L

As he neared the identical spot in which, so
long since, he had Grst made acquaintance with
Inez and his old friend, the sound of voces,
coupled with his own name, struck upon his ear.
"The very soul of konor, Eustace would have
shrunk within bimself at the thought of playing
the odious part of eaves-dropper; yet to bear
hts owa name mentioned, and conpled with that
of Flora, arrested his atl_enlion. Nor was it
easy now to withdraw, il te speakers, who
_were advancing through 2 thicket of trees near
the spot at which he stood, had passed on.

¢ Beware, Inez, of madiy rushing at such con-
clusions,’ were the words BEustace heard ; ‘in a

. few short dags we shall all lose sight of Eustace
Vere, pechaps for ever. As such feelings are
awakened m your hosom—as you 8o far forget
yourself as to confess that you hase bestowed
your affections on one who has never dreamed of
ganing them, and madly to hate your cousi: be-
cause you think that in ber you possess a rival—
1t 15, indeed, well that ke is about to leave us ;—
but remember, I krow well that Eustace bears
no warmer feeling towards Flora than one of
simcere friendship, increased perhaps by finding
that one whom he believes most innocent S 60w
faboring uader the unjust suspicions of ber
friends.’ . )

A burst of passionate apger, mingled with

_ scorn and hate to Flora, now broke forth from

" ‘the Spanish girl ; and almost petrified at what he
had heard, the aspirant to the cloister, the candi-
'dij’:'e {or priesthood, the qgclared votary of the
single hife—ne who had lived nearly thirty years,
and never given a thought 1o the fairest of the
daughters of men—now stood almost paralyzed,
to 1hink that, though wnocently, be bad been the
‘cause of sta and hatred to others—that he should
have awakened a feeling in the breast of another
.which had never dwelt ix bis own.

Shocked beyond measure at what he had beard,
arith the passionate sobs of the young Spaniard

.

still ringing m s ears, the neopbyte of the
cloister turped lLastily, as soon as the old gentle-
mae and his ward had passed by, and determioed
to leave the Elms early on the following mora-
ing, resolved to bid farewell to its inmates that
night.

Food, indeed, for meditation had Eustace
Vere duning his long and solitary ride home-
wards. Now many a little web was unravelled,
which lutherto he had not been able to see
through. The proud curl of the lip, the Bashing
eye, the scornful beariog of the young Spamard,
whenever he had involuntanly rendered the hom-
age due to poor Flora's ‘worth, all were present
to his mind’s eye, and he was at no loss lo see
what had excited them. The Elms was indeed
no place for bim. Tbe thought of again meet-
ing Inez, even in the company of others, almost
usonerved him ; and be trembled to think of
the further trmals that might be ia store for
Flora.

‘When he entered the lbrary, e found her
aloce. The traces of tears were still in her
eyes, and, extending ler band to bhimn, she ex-
claimed—

¢ I hear you are sn a few days abuut to leave
us, Mr, Vere. T shall lose in you a wurm {rieud,
one who sympathised with me ander heavy trials
which 1t lias pleased God to place upon me.—
You frumly believe in my 1nnocence—do you not,
Mr. Vere 7 she added, large tears now coursing
down her face. ‘It has come to my knowiedge,
through the medium of aue of the servants, that
[ am really suspected of being acquamted with
those who obtained a forcible entrance into the
house, Here I shall stay, tben, only till T feel
strong enough to maintain myself, and shall then
seek employment as a governess. Justbeavens!
these suspicions on the part of others are dread-
1ul 7’ she murmured, placing her band oa her
burning brow as she spoke—¢but tell me, do
you sincerely believe in my innocence I’

¢ Without doubt, my dear Miss Douglas,’ ex-
claimed Eustace Vere, with much carnestaess of
maoner—

¢ 1 would stake my life—my lLonor, far dearer
to me than life—upon your unblemished integrity,
our spotless imnocence. Now, farewell,’ he
added ; ¢ tor I leave the Flins before its inmares
will bave risen in the moraiag. I shall often
pray for you, that this dark cloud which hangs
over yog may be dispersed. Mesowhile, try
and bear wbatever may befal you with resigua-
tion, convinced that God 1s a tender Father,
who will not try you beyond your streagth. We
may meet agaw—let us hope it will be uncer
bappier circuinstances.’

As tle last words fell from lus lips, Florawe-
tured with warinth the pressure of his hand,
and watched Ins retreating form disappear in the
obscurity of the twilight; then, burymng bher
face in the piilows of the couch, she sobbed
aleud.

She wept, because she had lost a kind friend—
because lhere was now po voice to cheer and
console her. Hers were not the tears springing
from a heart bursting with mortified pride—the
tears of unhallowed love.

The next moroing Lady Harcourt intended to
break out to Flosa what sbe bad heard respect-
ing her probable krowledge of those who bad
plundered the house. She bad already retired
to rest ere the famtly bad returned. They all
evinced surprise at the sudden determination of
Mr. Vere to leave the following morping, when
a few hours previous he had spoken of remaining
three days longer ; but he spoke of circam-
stances having occurred which nade it necessary
that his journey should no longer be deferred,
and they reluctantantly bade him (arewelt,

CHAPTER IX.

‘The brght rays of the July morning glanced
cheerily over the bilis and dales uf Ravensbourue,
as Eustace Vere approached the maasion, wmch
he was compelled to pass in bis way from the
Elms the tollowing morning. As he advanced
to the old building be reined 1n his horse, whilst
for a few moments he contemplated the beauty
and peacefuloess of the scene aroucd him. The
dews of the summer morping lay like sparkling
dramands on every blade of grass and wild flower
in bis path ; whilst a thin blue mist, which had
hung over the earth when he left the Elms, was
now fading away before the bright suabeams.—
He bad paused for a tew momeuts when a weli-
known voice taet hus ear, and the worthy master
of Ravensbourne, emerging from an avenue, ex-
claimed,—

¢ Whither so early, Xustace Vere ; what can
bave brought you to Ravensbourne so soon after
cockerow?’ %

¢ A speech to which I was an uowilling listener
last night, mine bonored friend,’ replied Eustace ;
¢ an aching' beart there 1s at yonder Elms, and
your fair Spapish ward carries, methinks, a
wicked beart beneath a fuir form.’ .

.¢ 13 it possible, Eustace,’ said the old -gentle-.
man, scarcely able to forbear smiling, ¢ that the
words which were meant only for mine own ear
have reached yours #’

¢ Even so,” was the reply ; ¢ and as Tamabout,
you are aware, though no one else suspects it,
to enter a mounaslery, it was best, I thouglt, no
lenger to delay my departure ; but,ere 1 go, I
wished 1o say a few words to you respecting poor
Flora Douglas. Most innocent is she, | feel
convinced, of the wrong of which she s even
more than suspected. Tiis myslery never may
be unravelled; but promise me, worthy Sir
Robert, added Eustace, © that you will supply
my place to tius unhappy gul. Sheeld her witk
your generous syrapathy, sustain ber wih con-
soling and pious words ; and, until the return of
Sir Godfrey’s chaplain, which will not now be
loog, and which she ardently desires, manage to
be at the Ilms occasionally ; it may be that
your presence may check Inez iu her mad ca-
reer of jzalously and hate, for she it is who s
the ficst to raise the da1k suspicions now afloat
respecting her cousin, It was to say tlis thatl
halted here this morping in the somewhat vague
hope that T might see you again; but now fare-
well, goed Sir Robert) added tie young man,
leaning forward extending his hand te the friend
who grasped it with aflectionate warmth, fand
fail not 1o remember 10 your prayers an unwor-
thy son of Holy Church who is about to conse-
crate bunself (o the service of God. It way be
that we may meet again, my good friend ; trust
me, \f 1 ever have the opportusity of coming
hther, I shall not fail to seek the liospitable shel-
ter of Lavensbourne.’

As lhe uttered the last words with no small
degree of emolion, Iuslace Vere set spurs to
lus horse and galloped swiftly away. “Fhe old
inan ascended a little billock which commanded

taway leavicg thewn fo point the finger of scorn at

Toez was iaterrupted in ber unfecling and
maligoant speech, and the deep voice of 21r God-
frey exclaimed, swhile he led the half uncon-
scious Flora to a couch,—* forgive these insults,
dear Miss Douglus—pardon, for my sake, these
coarse suspicions. 'Lie mystery 1n which this
sad affair is 1ovolved, never, perchance, may be
cleared up; let it be spoken of no more. You
are the last person on whom suspicion should
fall, and understand me well,! lLe added, ¢such
dark thoughts never have and never will cross
my mind.’

¢ Many thanks, Sir Godirey,” fantly rephed
Flora: ¢ accept my most graceful thanks, Lhat
you at least hold me above. suspecion ; I shall
leave the Ehus to-morraw, firm in the conviction
that Lady Harcourt will one day see how deeply
1 have becn wronged.’

¢ Not wronged by me, dear Miss Douglas,’ re-
plied Sir Godlrey ; “not wronged or suspected
by bim wao is the owner of this place; show
those who entertain those dark suspicions, bow
you can rize above such calumny; rush not

your charaeler ; stay, and become the inistress
of the Xlms, and as the future Lady Harcourt
dare your eaemies to say and do thewr worst,
ouly give e, Ilora, the power to protecl
you.

In amazement too deep {or utterance, I'lora
gazed fust at the coble-hearted Siv Godfrey,
tuen at dus indigeant wother, and lastly at Inezl;
tben frankly extending her hand to Sir Godfrey,
she rephed—

“Deem me nat unworthy of your kindness,
because I canoot granl that which you ask ; the

a view of the high road, and surely tears inusi
have sprung to his eyes, for an unusual moisture
bad gathered there, and taking bis handkercinel

he brushed thew, if tears they were, quickly
away, as if ashamed of the unwonted maunifesta-
tiens of fecling, and then exclasimed,—

“A right ooble youth, art thou, dear good
Eustace, and thy heart is a fair offering to lay
at the altar of God?

CHAPTER X.

¢ Now, dear Flora,’ said Lady Harcourt, the
i morning aflter the departure of Kustace, * asyou
are belter in health [ wish {o ask you more par-
ticularly respecting the disastrous aflair of this
robbery. It has been said, love,’ continued her
ladyship, throwing lier arms around the waist of
Flora as she spoke, ¢ that a man in the garb of a
satlor, a wrelched miserable-looking object, ful-
lowed you one might on your way from the wil-
lage ; that you returned home far beyond your
usual hour, aud the only servant who did see
you, for you sought your room directly, can bear
wilness {0 your excessive agilalion and appareat
illness on that night. Now, dearest Ifiora,’ con-
tinued Lady Harconrt, ¢ why tlis concealment
with us, your best friends? You bave really
kept back something which we eught to have
known when this sad affair Look placel

Lady [Harcourt felt the form of Flora trem-
ble as she held her, her face turued pale, and
taking the hand of Lady Harcourl within ler
own, she excianned—

¢ Dearest madam, the sling of poverty, the
loss of my parents even, was nothing to the trial
1 now epdure. 1 can tell you nothing-—a so-
fcmu oatih binds me to sileoce, and il even I
dared to break it, it would avail nothing. Nor,
had 1 told you this when you first returaed o the
Eims, would it bave been productive of the
slightest good; nay, on the contrary, it would
have caused more musery ; and, strange as tius
avowul may seem to your ladyship, 1 cao ouly
beg ot you (o helieve that, as far as 1 am con-
cerned, not even the faintest suspicion should
rest upon me ; and, as far as [ koow at the pres-
ent moment, an eternal silence must seal 1wy hps
tor ever upoa this subject.’

A dark cloud overspread the countenance of
Lady Hartcourt, and she replied, withdrawing
tte arm she bhad seemed to place g0 caressugly
arouod Flora’s waist, * Theno you really adwt,
Flora, that this strange man stopped you, and
bound you by an oath to secrecy. Think you
we can credit this most strauge tale? Robbers
do oot extort oaths from the dependants of those
they are about to injure. This deceit, coupled
with your having shown the way to Sic Gad-
frey’s room is really more than [ can forgive)

A mst passed over the eyes of Fiora as these
harsh words fell upon ber ears, a faintness seized
her, and burning tears sprang lo her eyes —but
pride repelled them ; then starting to her feet,
she exclaiped, ¢ The Elms, madam, have shelt-
ered me too long. Why am [ thus persecuted 7
—what interest could [, a friendless orphan,
bave, thus to abuse the charity of those who
bave befriended me 7’ ‘

¢ None,” said the voice of loez, who bad at
that moment'entered the hbrary, ¢ but may oot
sowe poor relation 1 Scotland bave followed
you hither, and, binding you to silence as you say,
have then made you take him to those very spots
in which the ‘valuables stolen were kept asin a
place of safety ; and—’

bride whom Sir Godfrey MHarcourt chooses
sh.ould bave a character untarmshed by the
faiutest breath of slander ; when, [ ever, this
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on arriving at which on the following morning,
she posted a note to Sir Robert -Mortuner, in-
forming bim of all that had occurred aznd Leg-
ging hitn (o aid her with the loan of a swall sum
ol money, which she would repay on procuring
employment.
CHAPTER XL

Those who are familiar with the enviross of
London, aud the localities of Scuthwark, will
have leard of a wueighborbood kaown by the
Lock’s Fields. Somewhat extensive as to size,
and inhabited almost exclusively by the very
lowest grade of society, of whow not a few are
persons over whom the police huve (o keep a
slrict watceh, it is shunsed by the niore respect-
able inhabitants of the surrounding focalities.

Here indeed abound dirty courts, filled with
squalid children and half-clad idle mothers, who
drink by night and storm and swear by day ; here
are the abodes of many of the wretched men and
women who ply their fruit at the coruers of
streets and by the wayside of the bigh road, the
hiooest laborer, the poor mechanic, and the low-
er grade of bal{-starved artists ; Liere are marine
store shops as they are terwed, whose enly
goods as far as we can see consist of old wron,
dirty phials, aed a motley assemblage of bones
aud rags; here are the sheds, for we cannot
diguifly them by a hetter name, of the broker,
who displays his well-worn chars und tables to
the wretched creatures who dwell around him ;
here are pawn-brokers’ shops too—for the poor-
er the ueighborheod, the greater is the number
of these places ; and last, Lthough notleast, is the
gin-paface, with its plate glass front, its large
lamps, and spacious entrance, forming a strange
contrast to the poorer dwellings from about, and
as the gin-palace leads to the pledge-shop, it
stands us a matter of course that the Lwe. shall

dark plot is effaced, then aod not till then, cun
Flora Douglas feel she may accept so noble an
offer ; but I am proud, good Sir Godfrey—
proud of ny father’s time-honored name—proud,

ter of a noble race; and a something tells me
that ere I agaia visit the Elms all will bave been
cleared up, for the grave will not close over
these who injure me, until the veil be druws
from Lherr eyes.’

¢ Is your resolution thep really taken to leave
us, Flora 7’ exclaiued Sir Godirey ; whose mo-
ther even advanced, as though she would make
an eflort te detain ber.

¢ It is, she replied, ¢and my ovwn heart tells
wme [ amn right in departing at once.’

¢ Aud wiither do you purpose going, Flora 2’
asked ber ladysiug, rejoiced that what she con-
sidered her son’> most imprudent offer bad not
been accepted.

¢ To Iiovdon, tmadam,” she replied; ¢ T can
bave an introduction to families residing in the
metropolis, from ladies whom I knew 1 Scot-
land, and shall seek employment as a govera-
£58.

As Flora uttered these words she left the
room ; and, retiring to her own apartinent, vent-
ed ber grief in nany bitter tears. ‘I'he whole
world then wis ogam “before her; was she to
throw berself on the troubled waters of life,
wilhoui even money to procure what was neces-
sary to sustain her whilst she sought for etnploy-
wenl ; ¢ this,) so rana few basty lines which
were placed in her band, * was as bad as com-
wilting aa act of swcide,’ and the writer, who
what none other than Sir Gedlrey, begged her
to accept the loao at least of asum of money
{or present use.

True to hersell, however, I'lora resolved to
withstand the kindness of Sir Godfrey, and seek
for temporary and from the owaer of Raveas-
pourne, who she felt certain would with pleasure
extend 1t to ber; and she, therefore, with many
thauks, but positively, declined the offer.

Anxious, as Eustace Vere bad been, to Jeave
before the family were about, though from wide-
ly different motives, Flora determioed on leav-
ing the Llms early oo tlie following mosning.—
Hastily arragging then the few thiogs she pos-
gessed, and to the last moment concealing ber
inteations from those around her, she wrotz a
few lnes to Ludy Harcourt and ber son ; to the
jormer, beggiog ber to think of her more kiadly,
and judge ber less barshly; and reiterating ber
deep conviction 1hat the day, bowever distant
would yet come when she would be ‘permitted
to break the fatal silence which a solemn oath
compelled ber to. keep, To Sir Godfrey, ber
words were expressive of a grateful sense of lus
kindness, and conveyed to bun her just apprecia-
tion of the bonor be had done her in wmakicg her
an ofer of lus haud, whist such a suspicton rest-
ed on her character. Leaviog boththese letters
on ber dressing table, and directing ber luggage
1o be forwarded onto Liondon, Flora sallied
forth whist all were still occupants of therr
chambers. '

- A short walk, though still too.long for one but
fately nsen from a bed of sickuess, broughi
Flora to - the- market town.of E- ,from

whence she proceeded on her way to Loodon;

amidsl my deepest poverty, that I am the daugh-

not be far apart. 1t 1s December, a dark dreary
wet night in December, but the lowest of the
streels and courts in Liock’s Yields are not quiet
for all that; and in obe of 1ts worst hauats,
where profigacy awd thelt go hard in Land,
angry words may now be beard, wingled with
oaths and the wailing of a clld.

In one of those wrelched tenements,n a room
on the ground floor, a’ man,a woman in a state
of intoxication, 2nd a cluld are seated ; on the
table lies a rich bracelet, and ever anon the man
atlentively examues 1t, and woaders how much
that cheat Isaac Leri, the receiver of stolen
goods, will offer him for the precious bauble.—
Already mad with the potent drauglits she has
swallowed, the wretched woman craves for more
and, euraged by the sullen refusal ol the man,
threatens to tell the police how ier husband
came by that gem. Already wasthe clisched
fist raised, when fear at that threat made-his.
hand fall in 1mpotent wrath upon the table ; -and,
taking a coin from his pocket, he threw 1t to the
wretched beig who yet craved for more of the
poisanous draught.  The chuld was a little far
biue eyed girl, perbaps seven years old, not
more, and might have seemed to a siranger as an
aogel amid the condemoed. 'I'hose large melan-
choly eyes were turned with ao expression of
fear fowards the mather,and 1t seemed as though
it nestled closer to the man, as mulely claiming
the prolection which the gentler sex denied.—
Not even its well-worn clothes and the unkempt
state of those rich auburn locks could n-any
way disgwise the beauty’ of the cluld, who ever
and anon looked wonderingly on that rich brace-
let which once bed graced the srm of Lady
Harcourt. Seymour, for it was be, took the
child on his knee, pushed back the hair from the
apen brow, and kissed 1t with affectionate fond-
ness ; and then, laying 1t in its wretched bed, he
prepared to wend bis way to one of the many
receivers of stolen goods who infest the metro-

jolis,

[ The wile returned hume after his departure,
apd now, faening the embers into a blaze, drew
forth a roll of paper from ber bos>m, which she
actempted to peruse by the pale light which they
emitzed. '

‘This wretcked womon was scarcely forty
years of age, but a hfe of mingled want aad
dissipation bad so furrowed ber brow and striped
her bair, added to which her love of driak had .
left its never failing trace—that she might she
have passed for at least ten years older tham she
really was. R

Yet ouce this woman, now so revolting in her
aspect, had been the delle of her natve viliage ; '
and there was once, top, a time when she bad .
loved aad tad led a victucus life ; but the slippery . .
path of crime is scarcely ever emerged in all .at’”
once, for one vice leads to another ; aod as there,
are gradations in virtue, so there are in wicked- -
ness. Now, however, there was no white spots ..
to be seen i this wretched woman’s life. . All, ©
all was 8o black that the recording- ange could |
not, at ihe last day, powt to one.redeeming.
‘trait ;. yet there, she sits, half sober—ouly
but enough so to know well what she. |
Sometimes ‘she' [ooks at_ the. neglected-
‘buried in the peaceful sleep of infincy, but.wh
never knew eitlier a motber’s loye or care jéthen




