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AILEY MOORE;
A TALE OF THE TIMES,
CHAPTER 1X.—(Contuiued.)

The reader will pot be interested in the details
of the conspiracy—for he knows, almost, them
all. A servant of Ailey Moore had, the night of
the murder, opened ths door for Gerald at a quar-
ter before twelve o’clock ; Mr. James Boran,
who wore a new suit of clothes, saw him a quar-
ter of an bour before the murder, going in the di-
rection of Lord Kinmacarra’s domain ; Forde was
coming up to the lord’s mansion to see Mr.
Spapper, when be heard the report of a pistol,
and saw a man flying 1 the dusk—* that inan he
positively swore was Gerald Moore.” He, Forde,
did not give information before, because he was
afraid, until bis conscience overcame bim, and be
knew now that he would not be abie to *stand
the country 3’ and, finally, a handkerchief—a very
nice cambric ong—was found on the spot of the
murder, bearing, in a beautiful Jady’s hand, the
name—°* B. Moore, 12.> Gerald humself locked
a lttle astonished, not at the charge, but at the
jndividuals who sustained it. He asked himself
bow he bad wrooged them—ofifended them-—or
1 any way crossed their bappiness § but he could
pot remember ; on the contrary, three ot them
be bad often served ; and, the fourth, had ealen
of lus bread for a year or two. ’*Twas wonder-
ful !~ but ¢ Ged’s will be done ¥’

Of course, discrepancies and contradictions
were found in the testimony; and hkely 2 jury
would ¢ tear the web into a thousand fragmeuts,’
as Fatber Mick said: bot there was a case—a
primd _facie case—agamnst the prisoner, and he
should be sent for trial. The prosecutor (the
police) even said, that at the assizes he could
produce more which was not now available ;—
... for: the’: present; : he*:thought; sthere :was . .suffi
“eient.o v ¢ ERE

Aund so there was.

Suapper looked triumpbant. Iord Kicmacar-
ra looked big with magisterial importance. Hy-
acinth looked through his glass. The ¢strange
geatleman’ looked flushed and thoughtful. Father
Mick was shedding tears.

The multitsde was outside the door, talking
Joud—some cursing, some abusing the ¢ coort,’
and many, very many, solemnly aoxious.

At length the door opened, and Gerald appear-
ed inside. DPerfectly awful was the cheering,
and ¢ Thaok God! 'Fbank God! Giory be to
God! Mr. Moore

He bowed just as useal; {ull ot urbanity and
of dignity was Gerald’s bow! There was ano-
ther tremendous cheer.

¢ Friends,” he said, aloud, ¢ it is Father Quo-
livan’s wish, and my prayer, that you immediate
ly disperse—every man, woman, and child. You
don’t serve yourselves, and you injure us. Let
me see how you will obey the man who has been
your secvant since and before the most of us
were born. Trust 1o God and in the Blessed
Virgin Mary. )

. ¢ Now, every one to s swa home,” continued
Ger: -

tHome ! home P cried a hundred voices toge-
ther.

¢ Thank you! thauk you! God bless you 5~
don’t fear me, pray for me !

And lookwg belund them, occasionally stop-
ping, but still moving, tbe mass began to break,
and they fell off in httle batches, as tiey were
in the beginning of the day ; and soon the streets
were clear.

Gerald presented limse)f to the magistrates,
and there was a pause.

s Send for the guard,’ said Saapper.

¢ The guard ; a—yes, oh P’ said Lord Kinma-
carra ; ¢ aye, send for the guard)

¢ Why,” said the ¢ strange gentleman,” ¢ you’l]
make a riot.’

‘¢ Then I sball—a—have to read the a—a—’

s Riot Act, iy lord.

¢ Just so—a.’

¢If you will allow m= to make a suggestion,’
said the prisoner—Mr. Scapper, looking quite
mdignant—* Send the guards a short distance
from the village, and at dusk allow me to join
them. One constable can easily take charge of
me, for I need not say, I hope, to any respect-
able person, that my husiness now 13 to stand iny
trial, not to avoud it.’

The lord looked at Sweapper, and Snapper
looked around lsm. He was divided between
fear and malice. The * sirange gentleman’ fin-
ished the discussion, by descending from the
bench, and approaching Gerald Moore.

* Pardon me, sir,” he said, 1n bis own fine tones
—the *strange gentlemun’ had a fiue sonorous.
voice, we have remarked—* Pardon mne. You
bave filied me with adauration for your courage
_ aod ingenuousness. - No man of your look and
“manner ever comynitted warder, -Your proposal

is the only sensibie one that has beep-made.’
» » » - . * [

ar

Poor Fatber Mick iz slowly and sorrowfully
reluining to the home, where ap innocent heurt
is waiting the sword which will pierce it ; and an
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old man is awaiting s son—the son that never
¢ turned upon’® his parent. Ailey Moore, go to
the foot of the cross! Look up at the Virgin of
Dolors pow. Your spirit will be crushed and
torn, and the old home shall receive thee never
again. Alas, poor Ailey !

At half-past twelve. o’clock that mght—or
next morning, rather—a thundering knock awoke
the jailer of Clonmel ; the sounds of many arms
were heard outside the prison door, and horses
neighed and pawed the paved road at the en-
trance.

A lock was shot back; another, and a chain
fel. A lamp then shot its rays into the mora-
1ag’s dimness.

¢ Who’s there ¥’

¢ GGuard and prisorer.’

¢ A warrant 7

¢ Yes.

¢ Come.’

At the moment of crossing the threshold, Ger-
ald felt his band seized counvulsively, and drag-
ged downwards. Ile locked, out did not recog-
nize the figure, which was small, and on its
knees.

¢ Oh, Master Gerald! get me in ! get me in P’

¢ Why ?—who 7

*Ob, get me in; I must goin, T must?’

*You! you!—poor little Eddy! I declare,
why—’

¢ Ohb, T must getin!?’

The sergeant of police recognized Eddy.

‘How came you here, Isay, chap?--how
came you here ¥’ '

Eddy left Gerald ; he walked straight over to
the sergeant, and went on his little knees;* 1
mut get in,’ he said ; ¢ Ob yes!oh yes I?

¢ Why 7 said the sergeant; but before he
could get an apswer, little Ned bad fallen like
: ' ¢ Must get’ were his last

" Lattle Ned realized his words, ¢ T must get in.’

"Tue gate bas closed upon Gerald Moore.
CHAPTER X.—MR. JIM FoRDE.

Six weeks were more than suficicat to make
great changes in Xiomacarra. Mr. and Mrs.
Salmer were seen twice as much as they had
ever been before; Mr. Snapper had been made
"a stipendiary magistrate, and bad become ¢ the
devi) eptirely ;> and the lord of the seil bad, in
good earrnest, hegun to believe that ¢ the couu-
iry’ might be cooverted from the errors of
Rome—if this opinion improved as port wine
does, it would be a valuable opinion. The conn-
try, it must be understood, always means such
people as his [ordship, and those who follow his
ways can purchase for the good of their souls;
for, in every case, it 1s plain as the nortb pole,
that the country will be * led by the example’
of tue locality last under experiment. This
theory frequently fuils, it must be admitted, but
a reason can afways be found for the want of
success, Sometimes money is not sufficiently
distributed, and then it is the fault of the ¢ Pro-
testant people of England.” Sometimes there is
too much of it given, and then it 1s the ndiscre-
tion of those who have the administrations of the
funds. Sometimes the ¢ missionary spirit’ is too
tolerant, and attacks Popery with werds instead
of blows ; and this 13 cowardice or self-secking,
And sometimes indiscreet zeal .alarins the weak
souls of the uoenlightened, and 1he poor people
iy without hearing ¢ the werd,’—a course which
15 evidently imprudent and © ungospel-hke. T
18 consoling, bowever, that all these errors are
corrected¢ or modifled by the ‘last mimster?
and that as such a venerable gentleman is likely
to be forthcoming for years, the zealous and
holy of the London covenant will contipue
to be supplied with ¢ hopes > on the © zsual terms
—cash.’

We wish to draw most particular attention to
a book which cannot have escaped the attention
of Lord Shaftesbury,—it is the last ¢ Report of
the Society for Protecting the Rights of Wa-
man.” We bad been already quite gratuitously
informed by an M.P. that England committed
four times as much crime as Austria, and was
so many times more ignorant of God, that the
multiplication-table refused to calculate the ex-
cess ; and now here comes this report, to inform
us that dancing 10 a state of nudity has become
an agreeable evening pastime to ¢ ladies and gen-
tlemen’ in certain fashwonable parts of Lioundon;
and the patrons of the lively amusemeat are so
influential iu Parliament, that its oppoaents bave
been beaten hollow in secking for a hostile Bill.
1t is inteaded, however, immediately alter the
conversion of Ireland to the one holy Protestant
Cburch, to atiend to the education and morality
ot England,—a tbing which shows there are
great bopes for the later country, and that the
charity of Exeter Hall is far more perfect than
apywhere else, for it ¢ begtns abroad,’

~Well, then, 1o ¢lead to the coiversion of all
Ireland,” aod to introduce a ¢ decidedly new

1class of labor’ on the estate, to wfuse ¢ the

spirit of industry’—~for which all 1hose who fling

housebolds of the jord and the parson united to-
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off the yoke of the priests are remarkable—the|

gether, and partly placed themselves under
Mr. Joyce Snapper’s directions, partly made
Mr. Joyce Snapper the executive of their new
system.

Mr, Joyce Snapper, it nust be recollected,
has been a martyr. He has been robbed to an
enormous amount ; his life has been assailed, and
his health seriously affected. e 1s obliged to
keep police on his premises, and watches on the
movements of the peasantry ; he 15 every day
an0d night, and every moment of the day and of
the mght exposed to attack. Mr. Joyce Snap-
per has, from all these reasons, a good right Lo
be heard ; be is an authority, and speaks !ike a
‘book ; aud he has had very little of Lis reward
in baving been made a stipendiary magistrate,
with £500 a year,

Looking down from Moorfield—how desolate
and lonely was Bloorfield—looking down from
Moorfield the scene, as we have said, was very
beautiful. 'I'be whitened cottages and substan-
tial farm bouses spread on every side—now m
twos and tbrees—naow grouvped togetber m httle
villages, From the hill-side many looked down
smiling in the bright sunshine : and a large num-
ver, half hidden by projections and hillocks here
and there, were altogether more lovely in their
little shaded nooks and coyish hiding places.—
Along through the whole scene was a road
stretching and twisting, and rising and falling,
untif it was lost far away near the ocean; and
along this road the population was very coasid-
erable, and of every order of poverty which
Provideace oc injustice ever made, Vet it was
a beautiful road, after all-—the road from Moor-
field to the sea—and no kindlier greetmng ever
met the stranger, or more weicome hospitality
ever received the poor, than were bestowed by
the siwple and happy peasants that looked out
from their cabins as you pussed their doors,

Down near ‘the sea-shore—but not on 1t—

that is, about a half a mile before you reach the
strand, aad where your attention will be arrested
by the old clill, and the towering highthouse, and
you already walk in the sand, and among sea-
stones, there is a little hamlet. "T'wo rows of
houses run 10 parallel lines, but not facing each
other—-both partly, not entirely, face the water.
There are wooder seats outside the door, and
large nets spread over the walls, and primitive-
lookiog children, with their hands to their fore-
heads, lcoking ont at the stranger; and little
fat, red-looking infants lad right across the
thresholds, or hal{ carried, half drawn along, by
litle things not muek older than themselves.—
Iuside you bear the noise of a wheel, or of a pair
of cards, and often the plaintive song of tradi-
tion, that speaks a half understood story in a
langnage passing away. ¢ Dteanga whilish ar
whahair,’ the * sweet tongue of their mother,” is
beginuing to retirc before th> langusge of cou-
quest, and soon the ark which preserved the
mewnorials of Celtic wrong aad glory shall have
shared the fate of that of Israel.

Ia behind the fishermen’s bomes—about a
quarter of a mile or more, 1s 2 well slated estab-
lishment—well whitewashed —well fenced—and
guite smarl-looking, though not genteel. It is
too neat for the locality, if the owner be sup-
posed to possess no laud, and too mean for the
resifence of any kiad of landlord. 1tis just the
kind of place you would think ought to house
men who had no tnterest i tself, or in anything
else unless ¢ duty.’ T'hat is the police barrack.
Now, just between the police barrack and the
bamlet, are three other houses—¢ bran new ;’
they are one story bigh; they are slated and
whitéwashed lke the barrack; in fact, like a
barrack, they are the residences of occupiers not
owners of a house, and one is always able to
distinguish such edifices. Well, these have been
lately built upon the recommedation of Mr. Sal-
mer and his wife, Mrs. Salmer; and they are
strictly modelled upon the cottages of the ¢ other
converts’ in other parts of country. The.work
bas qmte commenced in Kinmacarra.

On a night in early September, when the sea
begam to feel the approaching equmoxes, and the
air of summer began to chill in the coming win-
ter, the moon looked down tranquilly on the spot
which we have been describmng. It was. about
eleven o’clock, and the stillness was therefore
gravelike, unless when the thump, roar, and splash
of the neighboring billows gave © the voice of
the great Creator’ to the ear that wou!d listen
to his word, A poor man, bent and weak, was
directing his way to the fishing village at the
moment of which we have been speaking. He
had a long staff, and he carried a rosary—and
the old man prayed. As he neared the village
he listened attentively, and looked around as f
he were not quite certain of his course—but be
kept steadily on,
the police barrack he stood’facing it for a mo-
menl, and looking round, evidently, felt more as-
sured, for he progressed rapidly.

It was not long uaul be reached what appear-
ed to be his destination, for he turned off the
the mamn road, and proceeded to the fishing
bamlet.
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‘When he came in line with|

He ha;l "1110

nazme. The beautiful moon was there, as we
said—and the bright waves rolling m its pure
hght—and tbe blue sky, and the stars, all so
lovely as the good God wmade them ; but, beside
the sea, and under the canopy of light and lov-
ingness in the midst of what the good God made
so beantiful, was the curse that man brought on
God’s people and works.

¢ Ochone—ochone, sighed the good heart of
I'the old man—who was the indefatizable Shaun a
! dherk. ’

i ¢Ob God !” he said, “is poor Mary there 7

{  He locked to one of three havels, wlich
were in various stages of ruin. Of the move
distant there were only three of its four huinble
walls—there was no roof—and the dresser and
a broken chair lay outside the door—the nearest
was completely levelled, and nothing remnained
but the clay stones, thatch, and rafters, 1 a pro-
miscuous heap, The most distant bad only the
front wall standing ; the window-sashes, without
glass, still remawed in their places; as iv the
case of the first-named, or described cottage, a
table stood outside the door-posts—there was a
poor but decent bedstead beside it, a pot lay at
some distance, a cradle luy against the bank of a
house that fronted the ruined dwellings; and, at
the end of the Jittle lene, as if the rool had been
taken off without tearing up the thateh, there
was o shed—a shed of the old roof—one side
resting on the ground, and the other supported
by rude posts of tiiber ; standing up in fromt
were a few old boards—a poor defence against
the cold of an autumnal evening. A candle was
lighting the nside.

Shaun a dberk approached—quietly—softly
as a youth of twenty—the beggarman trod the
road until he came immediately outside the shed.
1 Be koelt down and looked between the chinks
and openings, and raising his head he made the
sign of the eross upon his brow. The Tiush al-
ways cross themselves whea tliey behold any-
thing very awful, wonderful, or admirable; in
thanks, sorrow, or surprise, they are sure to
| thank of God crucified. One mnay see the rel-
gion of St. Paul in the very customs of the Trish
peasant.

Inside the boards—under the shed we speak
of, was Peggy Walsh., Late as was the hour,
poor Peguy nad no inchination to slumber.  Aan
infant was in ker arms, and a little boy of seven
or eight years lay at her feet, while at her ride
was rolled in bedclothes, and faid upon a deor, a
little daughter of tour or five. 'The children had
not gone to rest bungry at any rate, for a loaf of
bread lay on a box on one side of the wrstched
retreat, and i another place was a ¢ piggin,” baif
filed with milk,

Peggy Walsh was erying, and looking though
ber tears at ber infunt, when Shaun inade a gen-
tle noise—only just sulficient to awaken atlen-
tion, to doubt if any ba:d been made ; for he did
ool want to frighten poor Peggy. She snatched
ler child off her lap—looked steadfustly at the
door for 2 tune, and then drew a deep sigh.—
Adfter a bittle, her eyes again fell upon the chald
but evidently ber attenuon was directed also to
. the entrance of the hovel. She looked once or
twice, when Shaun made a more decided move-
ment.  Atlength Pegoy Walsh rose to ber feet
—quite pale, but not trembling, and she looked
firmly towards the passage.

¢ Any one there I she demanded.

¢ Shaun a dberk,” was the reply.

¢ Sbaun a dherk,’ she suid, in a smothered, but
ardent accent. *Shaun a dberk }—Shaun a
dherk! Ou, the blessing of the great God
on Shaun a dherk ¥’ and she rushed towards the
opesning.

In a moment the boards had been removed ;
the woman rushed forward, and down upon ber
knees she flung herself ; and but for the baby,
she wauld have kissed the poor old beggarman’s
feet.

¢ Ob, may the Virgin Mary be near you!—
may the sweet angels keep you—may the holy
dead watch you—whoever you are and wherever
you came from—and may your heart never feel
the dead misfortuce you raised up off mime, Shaun
a dberk !

¢ Whnsht, agra,’ he said, € whisht, a cusbla—
T’ ooly the messenger of God Almighty and
the Holy Mother and the angels! Winsht,
agra—God put justice 'in my .sowl—and ah!
a dlirifure (sister), he put the power in my arm
Never fear—keep yeur little flock ;—hush, don’t
stir ’em—keep your little flock—and I never
will be far away from ye Ull ye go beyond the
say to the'ran ye love. So tbe mioister was
here, agra—wasn’t he ¥ o

¢ Och, he was—aund may God keep his shadow
from crossing my thrashil! again. OB, Lord save
me and all poor Christians !’ ‘

¢ He wanted yi 1o turn, and the old
would be set'up agin—wid?¥ -~ - :

“Oh dhia! yis, sir !’ and she looked terrified,
as 1f she saw a spectre. ¢ The cross of Christ
betune us and all harm. He wanted to get my

houee

very cheermng scene before hun— !
w ¢Toul a Coppul)—that was the village’s | brng ’em over to the Lord’s and up to the
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er— Paddy Walshs little boy and gisl, and

chldh
Church—the little weenachs.’

 And what did Peggy Walsh say 1" nsked :he
beggarman, his eyes flashing.

¢ Peggy Walsh I’ she answered—and the poor
girl grew taller, while ber dim eyes brightened,
as if she saw the Almighty. ¢ Peggy Walsh)
she said, *och, I could kil him—God forgive
me—1 could kill him. They threw down :uy
house, and I could pray for the bodach and tenil
him, if he was 1 the faver. They left me outin
the night wud my baby, but I would belp ’em
to-morrow fur sake o’ the cross and Haly Mary,
but to sell my clulder—Daddy’s childer—that
loved lis Suuday mass, and loved old Father
Mizk that never frowned cn ’em.’

¢ Well—you sent bim away.?

*Yes; and I never szid a hard word to %,
I said only that | wouldw’t sell my childber (o
the devil for what they’d ate and wear ; and
that God and the blessed Virgin would give
us @ house i the next world it we bade’t one
here)

“ And he was satisfied, Peggy.

¢ Qch, no, sir; he looked cross at the Virga
Mary, and be said sometiing again’ ber 3 but 1
said, ¢ Sir,” I said, * down there in the old elurch
18 my people: and the Protestants shot ’em and
burned ’em out and robbed ’em—an’ you may
do the same. Dut see, sir, I sad, *leave ns
the Virgin Mary, to be a mother for the ltle
wans and the comfort of the poor.’

¢ And then

“ And then he sad sometling, sir, and my

blood was bilw’, hekase he spoke agen’ (od’s
mother ; and 1 suid—* Mr. Salnery 1 said,
‘lave me and my childher in pace. Don’t spake
agaia’ the blessed Virgin Mary—lould your
tongue, sir—no, not a word.” Aml as he went
on spaking I'lust my swsis, and swore I'd slay
bim : and [ took something in my iand an—2

¢ God bless poor Pegpy Walsh P arswered
Shaun; and he took her hand, in which be
placed 2 piece of money. ¢ A friend sent you
that 5 doo’t fear, agra—"tis an lonest mau’s
share, beheve me. (od gev you enough sence
this day week tll now; and he’ll give you
enough till he send you to your husband.’

Fhere was much crying and thanks on Pegoy’y
part, and praises to the Virgio Mary and ail
the saints 5 and Shaua a Jherk found st diicut
to depart.’

Howerser, he did after a while ; and kisving
Peggy Waulsh’s hands and settling the old boards,
hie departed.

Shaun a dherk was met a short distunce from
the village by a boy whom the reader knowns;
it was htle Eddy or Neddy 3rewne—DBiddy
Browne’s grandson. He came up und looked at
Shaun earnestly.

¢ Well, avie 2

¢ Yes,” answered Neddy ; and both turned in
the direction of the police-barrack.

Oaly one of the nice little bouses of the
< Converls” was occupied, but that was well
occupied, because the !.other of Mr. Forde
was Lhe bappy saint,

Mr. Jim Ford bad been a° fameus servant, a
most graceless youth, and a bad man; but he
won the heart of the farmer’s daughter, never-
theless ; and, they say, broke it. She had been
a gent'e gurl, although she happened to Jove a
vagabond, Ile was drunk day and oright. He
beat ber and starved her; and Father Mick
Luinlivan hought a cofia and shroud for her re-
mains, and he burted her. She left one child, a

haif year old, to be killed after rer ; but it still
lived. It was now seven years old.

Mr. Jim IForde married a second time—a
widow. The widow was ‘ quite sure’ the first
httle girl wasn't able to manage him. She was
a soft * gomul’ of a thing, she said ; which meant
that she, the widow, was ‘able to manage him,’
and was not a ¢ soft gomul of a thing.? So the
widow married lim, She obtamed Mr. Jim
Forde,and Mr. Jim Forde obtained two pigs,
one tOW, one step-son, and the widow. Had he
been able to drink the widow and the step-son,
all would be right ; hut alas! be could only drink
the less valuable property ; and the widow found
herself one day with her eyes black, her arm
broken, ber son turned out of doors, and her
hopes of managing Jim rather- the worse of a
year’s wear. She had neither her dinner nor
the price of 1t, and Jim was clearly ¢ the man of
the house.’

Mavy advices and many prayers from Father
Mick Quinlivan coly hardened the villam ; they
were iotended to save; till at length Father
Mick threatened to denouoce bim as a scandal

|giver. And whea e had crowned all bis wick-

edness by mocking the -piety of the poor, and
violently assaulting a young iemale of the parish,
Father Mick did dencunce him:: -

It was some short ttme- after :this -that himself
and s brother, baving maite vp.their- minds that
S works’ were ail nousense, and ¢ fanth’ in the
Bible the great truth, because sincere converts
to the virlues of their state, and even mivisters
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