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~ AILEY MOORE;
& TALE OF THE TIIMES.

———

CHAPTER XXxI.—(Continued.)

Aupt Benn seerzed to enjoy the joke wonder-
full, but Ailey, and, io good truth, Frank Tyrrell,
looked as likke two people who had something to
conceal from one another, as well may be.

s Really, Miss Moore,” he came forward and
said—winle Aunt Benn was Jooking mock ¢ pro-
pee?’ behind his back—" really, Miss Moore, T
am quite ashamed of rysell to have spoken so
loudly ; but, to say the plain truth, I entirely tor-
got myself. The melody was so divwe that my
soul was lost, aud I had no command of my heart
or tongue.’ _

¢You are most welcome, said Ailey, quite
frankly, and giving ber hapd. ¢ How long have
you been here? When &id you see Cecily P

] have notseen Cecily for a fortmight, but
I hear from her two or three timesa week.”

¢ You know Aunt Bennl Aunt Benn, Mr.
Frank Tyrretl) _

¢ The good pedlar has been doing the honors,
and I bave promised him, for the bappiness he
has procured me to-day, to obtain for im a Go-
vernment appointment in Dublin.’

¢ Thack ye, sir.’

¢ You will make a good jailer, I am sure.’

¢ No bether, sir.’

And Mr. M‘Cann disappeared—he met Eddy
in the hall. '

¢ Oh, Eddy,’ cried Mr. M‘Cann. .

¢ Where's Shaun ? said Eddy.

¢« How should I know 2" answered the pedlar.

¢ Yis, ye do,’ answdred Eddy; ‘and so do
Gran,’ said be stiffiy,

¢Eddy was gaing ofl. :

¢ Oh, quiet, Eddy ; wait frae a wee.

¢ No, 1 won’t, sad Eddy.

¢ May be, L saw Gran, lately ; and now, may
be, I’m gaen to see her.’

¢ No, you are not,’ said Eddy.

¢ Where am I gaen’, Eddy 7

¢Vou'r goin’ where you're sent, boldly re-

~ plied Eddy.

* shriek, who felt berself dishonored.

" where 0.

" bread dry: every day, and
' to give (hea'to the poor,
" 'communton I' . :
. Y ;Bgav‘o L

- . She held the lash

. ¢ You’re not as good as Shaun 'said the httle

fellow, in the low thoughtful way so peculiar to

bim, and which really appeared ¢ thinking aloud.”
¢ 'When did you see Gran ?’

¢ Last night.’

¢ Oh, so lately.

¢ I sees Gran every night.’

‘How?

¢ God sends Gran, an’ she knows me when I’'m
asleep ; and I speak to bher—and I pray for her;’

‘The pedlar slipped a balfl crown into Eddy’s
hand. ]

¢You're good? said Eddy, looking at him,
fixedly. .

¢ Will you keep 1t for Gran?”

¢Lattle Nancy’s mother 1s dead;’ said Eddy,
pointing to the parlor door, and alluding to ﬂ,le
fair-haired girl, with the check pianafore. ¢ I,ll
guwe little Nauvey ball; said the beggar woman's
grandson ; and he looked again at ¥‘Cana, mt,h
an open sunshioy smile, tbat made the pediar’s
heart beat.

Beautiful it 1s to see the poor—the young boys
and girls love ore znother. It makes them like
the angels in Heaven ; and, assuredly the angels
of Heaven that guard them—their own angels
—smile with the bless of immortality when they
see their little ones thus growing up hike him
¢ whose voice was not heard in the streets.” M.
L’Abbe Moulois, tells a story: .

¢A workwoman’s little boy got a hal{penny
with bis dry bread every morning, and ke a
brave chid be went off to learn at school, and
gave mamma no trouble to get breakfast’ She
was rearing the boy well—was she not 1—but
her great pride was his honesty—his noble youth-
ful integrity ; for that she was proud of her boy
and thanked ber God. Oae day, however, she-
was shocked to find a balf-crown, m smll silver,
concealed in lis clothes. The touch of the mo-
ney was lo her the sting of an adder, and she
shrieked—she shrieked as a French woman would

Villain I she cried, seizing him, ¢I thought

" 1'had reared you honestly. Ob, ‘my God—my

God 1. -
¥ her hand.

¢ Mamma, ‘don’t beat me! -Mamma, don’t

" beat me,’cried the boy. -

" ¢Where' have you obtained’ the mon:ey_-’-'

. €Ob ! Memma! Mammh!':I bave eaten my.
saved .the halfpenmes,

on the day of ‘my first

2008 . mother! You have freared

your:boy:honestly,” because you have taught him

~iitg~loye’! ** Some~ mothers- teach their bays - to.]
. hate,atid then |
. grow.grey, lbey=
-»share.of ;the hafre

he

Wg‘-'must.%'rqlutrlf‘at.d 1h paﬂor :
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iid then they’ wonder if when ‘E’?'i.'.' baurs {
e 8 T sl e Fras

¢ his sister’s heart,’ and as far as he dared spoke
a few words of pre-occupations * of that kiod,’
and proved himself a npovice quite cleariy, le
spoke of the case of poor Emma Crane. In fact
he bad had Emma Crane’s case in his mipd ¢ all
the time he was travellisg from Cork to Limer-
ick,’ he said ; and he laid great stress upon the
fluence which it exercised 1o bringing bhim to
the ¢ Treaty Stone’—for of course he was the
strange gentleman found there by Mr. M‘Caun;
and when he turned upon that topic spoke of 1t
quite ardently. :

‘What, an ambrosial atmosphere of security
hangs around the child of bigh virtue. Fravk
feared to say be bad searched the ¢ world round’
for Ailey ; bad measured every yard of the
ground which he had been told she trod at Kin-
macatra ; bad gone to visit her lttle oratory,
and absolutely knelt down where she loved and
worshipped because be seid ¢ an angel had knelt
there.” f[de had found where she lived only
from Fatber Mick, and had had nearly killed the
horses in driving to Limerick; yet when he
looked at that transparent brow—that mild, firm,
full, lustrous eye, that ethereal something truly
calied ¢apgelic, that seemed to separate her
from all he kad ever known, and even from s
own passiopate devotedness—the finest, frankest,
and handsomest young man that a long year’s
search would discover, could not dare to say ke
had travelled and labored ¢ to see Ailey Moore.’
1f she were distant, one could account tor it, or
\f she had forbidden such conversation, one would
feel no surprise ; but there was nothing of all
this. Ailey was candid, eesy, confiding, and
simple as childhood—it was that she looked like
one whom we saw io a vision, and whom on the
subject of being attached to us,it would be ab-
surd, if not profane to approach. '

said Frank. 3

¢ T.am going to make her a visit,’ said Ailey,
in reply, “and, I shall feel huppy to introduce
you! The yovog woman spoke calmly and
sweetly—how he blest her for the offer.

¢ It is a singularly great kindness, Miss—’

¢ Nay, you must call me Aifey,’ she said.

¢ And you will—’ :

¢ Nay, I shail not keep you many minutes while
I prepare to go out. Tell Cecily,’ she szid in a
whisper, ¢ tell Cecily I love ber, and accept ber
charming present with joy. Poor father likes
harp music so much! but of course we could
never have afforded to purchase a harp. 1 hope
Gerald has said everything for me.’

And she vamshed through the parlor-door.

Frank thought all the tme she remaiged away
that he should have a walk all alone with Ailey,
and be thought of the wonderful truth of soul
which mamtested itself in Ler last few words.

How mfimtely more respectable Ailey Moore

hired a Larp and called it ber own, or spoiled her
beautiful form with Brummagem jewellery.

The day was not wet, nor boisterous, and the
companions soon arrived at the house of Fmma
Crane. The nuos, she formed Fraok, had sent
a little servant to take care of Ewma, and Aunt
Been endeavored to give ber a httle room, and a
little support.’

They ascended one pair of staws and estered
on the left hand a back room, off which (here
was a closet, Iraok followed Ailey Moore, who
was received with an exclamation of joy. He
was instactly recogased by Emma for the bro-
ther of Ceclly.

The httle room was like a chapel. An altar
occupied one corper, on which there was a small
taberpacle. Bebind the tabernacle, and on a
raised platform was a statute of Our Liady ; aad on
the wall was pailed a heavy figure of the Cruci-
ficion. A lamp burned before the tabernmacle
on the pure white altar-cloth it stood, and was of
cut-glass, festooned around the side with drops
of the same material. A httle cushion lay be
fore the altar on the fioor, and beside the cushion
a low small chair—as if the tme were divided
between sitting and koeeling by some one of the
iumates. The walls of the httle dwelling-place
were covered with prints of modest preten-
sions. -. S ;
—-Poor Emma Crane lay on a small sofa—her
bloodstied. She looked pained, and’ patiect® or
endeavorisg to be 807 that 1s, to say what we
think, it .was the patience of tolerance, because

‘it should be borge, more than the resignation of
‘love, that opéned- itsarms for the cross.

¢ You are not better; poor Emma, eried Ailey,

stooping down to kiss ber. blotted brow. . ¢ Think

-of Him ! she whispered. . He is here,’ she add-

ed; id ‘a-lower voice still'j.aud ‘Ailey looked like
ont who eIt He fras there, -

. The tears

Rowed.down,the cheeks of the ¢ ob-
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¢ Peihidps: you Wish

to speak to Miss Moore

L

r ister; i)’ she “said,”

ben Gérald’s udvéritires had been discussed, | -ate and
Fank, bad expressed some appreheiions (of 'very;gl

-y UL BI9LETs S g )
—put no,sir,’ she” continued

¢ T shouid like so much to see this young lady,”

was than Ailey Moore would have been had she.

neck covered, and her cheeks torn and her eyes |,

¢ You have been attacked again ¥

¢ Alas ! she replied, uncovering her neck, and
exhibiting some frightful gashes ; alas| three
times this day and a half.

¢ Is Kate, the servant, any use 7’

¢ Oh, 2 fine courageous girl, said poor Emma.
¢I heard it, Miss Ailey, these two mights, and
I made a biow at it.’ )

¢ A good child,’ said Ailey.

¢ But I thought,” Ailey cortinued, ‘Jibat since
the httle tabernacle was put i your room, you
bad had perfect freedom. o

¢ There is my despair !* cried Emma—* there
is my despair! Never had the demon dared to
present himself in the presence of the adorable
Sacrament ; and after great trouble and many
refusals, my confessor oblaned leave to place it
in my room, keeping the key hmself. For a
week I was in heaven! Ilay down at night

with a soul so happy--and I could mot sleep—
and I needed not, for I felt fresh n the dear
presence of my Saviour~my dear Saviour, that
came to dwell with me! 1 could not,and 1
would not sleep ; 1 thought it hard to sleep, and
He, my Saviour, watching ; and if Islept for a
moment, His face was just before me, smiling,
and so .assuring—be used to say, ¢ Fear not !
Oh Miss Moore—Miss Moore, I am a sinoer !
1 am 2 sinner—tbe mght before last—Oh God I’

* Do not exhaust yourself Miss Crace,” said
Frank, in the kindest and most friendly tone.

¢ No, sitr—I cannot now stand long—my heart
is breakisg—I feel 1t! I had oot seen 1t since 1
was in London : my God had protected me.—
And the night before fast I was Iying as usual in
my hitle bed, and thinking on my God, and
looking at the lttle lamp, and watching 1ts
shadow as it moved on the aitar clothj and 1
was saywg, [ am happy—happy at last. Ob,
my beart began to beat; and I felt as if the
place was closing in around me, and the awful
shadow of some giant bad filled my hitle room !
Oh God — [ looked on the floor; it stood—
stood there—there !’ she said, pointing to a cer-
tain spot on the foor. It goashed its teeth—
and the fire flashed - red—red—from it murder-
ous eyes, and it crouched for the bound—and O
Saviour! I ‘called upon Jesus and Mary in
vain-~—and Jesus so pear me! I am deserted-—~—
I am deserted, because I am a sinner—oh God P’

The scene was impressive, no matter what
might bave been the . reality or wareahty ; and
Frank confessed to himsell he did nol see why the
two young persoos should be accused or sus-
pec(ed of imposture. Emina had left Ler sitva-
tion ; she bore the marks of viclence ; she was
evidently sick and miserable—and the young
servant autheaticated the sadness .of her con-
dition. The clergyman believed her j Auley
believed her; 1t brought bim to the presence of
the supernatural more directly than he anticipat-
ed, or, may be, wished ; but Fragk, on leaving
the room, at once smd to Ailey, ¢ I believe
her.?

Alley gave him a sweet, sweet laok, for it
grieved her to hear Emma doubted.

¢ Why, yes,” said Fraok ; ¢ if God allowed the
evil one to strike Job, and to take Himself to
the pinpacle of the Temple, he surely may per-
mit this ; and all I can want is proof of the fact,
W hat more proof do I want.’-

¢ Beg pardon, muss, said the little servant
Kate, who had followed them out of the room ;
¢ I want to speak one word, miss.’

¢ Well, Katey,” answered Aily.

¢ Things ain’t so bad as Miss Crane says,
miss,’ said Kate.

Ailey blushed crimson, and’ ber heart beat.

¢ Sure you won’t tell on me, miss.’

¢ Oh, no ; speak the truth.’

¢ And you won’t tell Miss Crane, miss)

¢ No, child ; but take care to tell the truth.?

¢ Well, miss,’ she said, while Frank devoured
her words no less than Ailey ; ¢ well, unss, Fa-
ther Bearne came two days ago, wheo Miss
Crane was out, and be said, miss, it was all
fancy, so it'was ; ‘and he took out a bunch of
keys, miss, and be opened the tabernacle, and he
took away our Lord an the blessed Sacrament,
miss ; and.then that night Miss Crane was at-
tacked agawm. : - -
¢ Oh Kate, why did you not tell poor Emma P’
¢ I was afraid of Father Bearne, miss ; but [
went to look. for Lim, and he was out.’
¢ Apd why not tell the confessor ¥’
- ¢ Oh, Miss Ailey, be’d be so angry—lhe’d be
50 angry~—hush, Miss/ Oh my! oh my!-but
here he is.. Sure you won’t tell him,’ whispered
Kate. o : TR
- But the good confessor bad known the cir-
cumstance before, and he thanked Providence
for .an. interposition, wlich cost poat Emma
some' pain; - but "-which - resolved the doubts of
more than Father' Bearne, ' :The whole case
was explained to' the “sufferer, and hersecurity
was once more restored. The reverend gentle-
man' then furnéd to"Ailey’ and" Frank, who had-

‘fqll_pvg’\e"qf‘h'i‘i_i_;:'ba'gkﬁtbfﬂ;h‘e{]‘do,m‘.", e
.5 1o a forfoight, Ailey,’ be said, ¢ w
orcise Enima in. God’s: haly. name.’-

G A

¢ How is that ¥ said Frank.

Ailey locked at him certaily, and repeated
the words,—¢ In my name they shall cast out
devils.’

CHAPTER XXII. — SHOWING HOW MEN WILL
INSIRT UPON NMAKING OTHRR MEN EAT
THEIR FARE, THOUGH IT HAS NEARLY POI-
SONED THEMSELVES ; AND HOW FRANK TYR-
RELL TELLS THE TALE OF EMDA CRANE'S
¢ EXORCISM )

¢ Late P
- ¢ Late, sir)
¢ How do you account for that?’
¢ Simply bekase the coach came 1a afther the
thrain went out, s'r.
¢ Where 1s the proprietor ?’
¢ Of the coach, sir.’
¢ OF the lotel.’
¢ He's dead, sir.
¢ Confound you!—Wheream I to , I say,
sir,’ said the gentleman who had tbus been bold-
ing a dialogue with the butler of aninn at Mary-
borough, when be saw a well dressed man com-
ing out of the liotel ; ¢ will you be kind enough
to inform me whether there be auy train from
tiis place to Dublin to-night.
¢ No, replied the party addressed; ¢ I sus-
pect there’s a misunderstanding between the
companies, for their time-tables do not har-
inonise.’
¢ Or an ¢ understanding 7 said another gentle-
man, who bad just popped out of the vehicle.
¢ ’Tis pleasanter to suppose the ather,’ ans-
wered the person who had given occasion to the
remark, ‘Good mormng, gentlemen,’ continued
the same individual ; ¢ you’ll fiad John an excel-
lent butler, thongh not the readiest at giving -
formation regarding the trains.
¢ God bless you, Father Tom,’ answered the
servant. ~
A decidedly uncomfortable thing! Three in-
sides, and outsides in such number as to give the

coach the appearance of a monster travelling
cauliflower, arrived at Maryborough from Lim-
erick—qute satisfied that they should rest in

they find themselves at the door of a country
inhyat a complete standstill. Now, a country
inp s an admirable place ; and we would be—
that 1s, the writer would be—inclined to back
2 couatry innjagaiast a town inn of the same
dimnensions, if a man seek only romance or philo-
sophy, and 1f a ean do not want money ; but
¢ there is the rub’—for it 1s not exbilarating to
find yourself oulside on a eoach on a snowy day
in December, with just enough of cash to pay
your fare to towu, and then to find the train
gone ; and it 1s not astomshing that mea look
rather stupidly down from the roof of such
vebicle, as i{ they did not know very well what
to do.

It was the 19th day of December, 1844.—
The three ¢ insides’—one lady and two gentle-
men—enlered the botel ¢ one ¢ outside’ did the
same, with an air and a claiter that showed he
was somebody, This latter had a fur cap, and
all the rest of bim was cil-cloth and shawls.—
Of the remaimng © outsides’ one walked away
briskly, as 1f he knew what he was about, and
the remamnder at various paces ; but though
covered with snow, all of them walked slowly;
some of them,in fact, kept loaking back every
now and then, as i they bud a lurkiog hope that
something would happen to change the very mis-
erable aspect of affairs.

Two of the ¢insides’ and the ¢ outside’ found
their way into the coffee-room, the lady bhaviog

| gone to make acquaintance with the hostess ; and

all agreed, when dinner came on the table, that
Fate could bave been less propiticus than she
appeared, with 3 bham, chickens, cutlets, and
laughing potatoes, bavled in by her thread,—
pot 1o speak of a peculiar whiskey, of which
Jobn spoke with an enthusiasm nearly supersti-
tious. The young gentleman in the oil-cloths
and shawls was demurriog a little, and inclined
to ¢ damn ;’ but baving put his fingers into his
waistcoat pocket Lo draw out a tooth-pick, he
brought out a scissors in mistake, which ke per-
cewved bad been observed, and one of the ¢ in-

sides’ haviog sent {or a small leather truok, from |.

which he took forth a bottle or two of expecsive
wines, it was observed the gentleman belonging
to the fur cap, shawls, and oil-cloths was very
much more inclined to observe than to converse.

After dinger, the conversation of the ¢ insides’
became less restrained, .in consequence of the
fur cap’s departure for a ¢ look about the village®
and m consequence of the improved circulation
resulting from the operations in, which they bad.
been engaged. :

.¢ T.confess,’
was of middie age and stature, and the other was:

Fraok Tyrrell—< T confess,’ be said, ¢ that my |
views of the country -are much changed.. My [ ¢So weare no as ‘the's
Gregory XVI.."We have.not " the ple

notions of..the igaorance of the population were.
simply absurd, and my opinion of - their-account--

x- | been seriously modified? "
.8

You are.not dactined £ {hink theaa idle.” -

metropolitan comfort-on that evening ;- and here-

said the elder of the two—for one | The woney . ut
' -hence. we have given religion for.at first

ability; as regards the poverty of tte nation, has | :
; , LR sdlendar o

¢ No—but [ am inclived to $hink them uname
bitious. I think their religion subdues them.’

¢ Wlat principte of it 7" asked Frank.

¢ Wiy—not any written principle, but the
spirit.’

¢1 do not well understand.’

¢ Well, really, Mr. Tyrrell, perhaps it 1s that
they do not value this world’s goods sufliciently.

¢ You thunk they place the spiritual too su=
premely over that of the temporal ?’

¢ Well, 1 think so.?

¢ And you are a clergyman.’

¢ Certainly ; I am .a clergpman of the Church
of Eugland, and I believe the destiny of men 1s
to progress ; and that which opposes men’s pro-
gress is not a true view of religion.’

¢ Ob, we shall not much disagree on that ; and
U T discuss at all, 1t 1s to take advantage of your
information,’ said Frank, modestly.

¢ Mr., Tyrrell, permit me to say this day hes
proved to me that you need very little the in-
formation T cau give)?

Fraok bowed in acknowledgment, but imme-
diately renewed the coaversation.

¢1 think we will agree,’ said Frank, ¢ that the
development of a love of ¢ progress) which is
money mn the sense understood by us, may be a
great evil.'

¢ How ?

¢ Suppose it to be developed at the expense of
morals; for example, 1f men be encouraged to
roh, cheat, and murder, for moiey.’

¢ Surely we do not eacourage robbery.’

¢ Ou the contrary, we punish it by transporta-
tion and nmprisonment ; but you azree with me
that 1t would be & very wretched siate of affairs
if we did)

¢ Oh, certamly.’

¢ Well, the next question 15 whether, although
we do not goso far, we do not go too far.’

¢ What do you mean ?’

¢ I mean that although we do not encourage
people to rob and murder for money, we may
talk of ¢ progress,” and write of ¢ progress’ and
dream of ¢ progress,” uatil practically *progress’
becomes the religion of the nation, and its Christ~
‘ianity becomes‘a form and’a’ pastimes? T N G

¢ You do not think your country bas come to
that 7

¢ I doj; oratleast, we are far on Lhe way to-
wards that goal. Itis no wonder we are rich
then, for we have sold our souls for gold—or we
are selling them for it.?

¢ You are a Puseyite, Mr. Tyrrell)

¢ By no means—I am an Englishman, and T
love my conniry sufficiently to bewail her de-
morahisation. All the exerlion which shoald be
made to watch over the young—to cherish the
ald, (o educale, pray, iove God and one another,
lo live tn th= hope of eternity,—are all of them
einployed to attain one object ; that is, the time,
energy, aod work which belong to heaven and
earth, we give to the earth alone, and we have
—mouney.’

¢ Better than be like Italy.”

t Why so a bighwaymao might say after rob!
biog a carriage, if he saw virtuous poverty on'
the other side of the rcad—better than be like
bim.?

¢ Why—DMr. Tyrrell

¢ Really, sir, yes. We have money: the
question is about the way we got it. I[ hayn
the money be a proof we are right, it should
also prove for the highwayman. For my own
part I thiok we obtain it nearly as immorally;
for we obtain 1t by forgetting and violating
every law of pature and reason. Italy might
have money ou the same terms.’

¢ Ltaly 7

¢ Yes, any country has only to do as we do—
mind nothiag but money, and they will have our
progress and cur infidelty.

¢ Do you not believe in progress !’

¢I do, ndeed. I believe progress to mean an
advancement in the virtues which open the gates
of heaven, and such an advancement ia wealth as
will belp the nation to virtue.? -
~ ¢ Money enolugh t'ol lzakecr;eople pious! Such
is your national wealthl Oh, *pon m 1
Ob, really! Ob P ;s “pon my honor |
“Yes, in truth, I believe that all this world is
given to prepare for ~the other; and wealth em-
ployed for any other. purpose is absurd; wealth
opposing such purpose is man’s enemy as well ag
God’s. RN

¢ So the-Pope thinks,’

¢ For which I bonor him. ,
. ¢ You like the Pope’s government,’ - .
4L like Ins .principle .of keeping the :mbﬁey

‘spirit subject to' faith ; tor it there be another

world at all, that priociplé 1S common resson.<—
The money . 'spirit- with us-rules everything s, and’
tional happiness.secondly.’ " ... 'J.'ane?.‘.l -
¢ So we are not so_happy "as ‘the

ubjects of
ry &V , .00t asure; of
rags and maccaroni-and assassination,’ .5
““You'willpardon ‘me.~for : passing #over. the

me }' the compatison: would'not be "
Ao .

~

ereditable “to”us; ‘beliéye me

I



