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VOL. XV.

AILEY MOORE;
A TALE OF THE TIMES,

CHAPTER XvI.—(Continued.)

A gentleman of property swore that Skerin
had apprised bim of bis intention to cancel the
bond, as old Mr. Moore was only a security, and
had himself suffered considerably by the party
who used the money ; at ali events, he, _the wit-
ness, was positive that Skerin bad no ictention
whatever of enforcing any clatm upon the pri-
soper’s father. Mr. Moore, the younger; was a
mode} of integrity and honqr. He swore that
be did not believe it possible that_Mr.. Moore

. could have been guilty of the foul crune imputed
to him. _

That ‘very important element, the ¢ feeling of
the court,” had been working very busily from
the moment Father Mick’s love and devotion
had been exposed; it was growmng all through
the evidence of the three servants, a‘nd bgcame

" mtense when the last witoess spoke of the inten-
tion of the murdered man ; but when he empba-
tically swore that he did not ¢ believe 1t possible
that Gerald Moore could be guilty,’ the court
burst all bonds of restraint, and gave a hearty
cheer. The Lord of Kiomacarra did not look
angry ; but he looked very stupid, and hung his
head. The judge attempted to look angry, and
talked of ¢ clearing the court; but no one be-
hieved bis lordship’s countenance or his lordship’s
threat, for every one saw that he looked bappy,

* in spite of bis etforts to appear severe.

Mrs. Colman, the ¢ pale woman,’ was pext
called. She had been watching the unhappy
Boran the night of the murder. He bad done
ber daugbter deep wrong, and she bad reason to
believe that he would pass in that directicn on
the evesing so often mentiosed. With her was
a little boy of ten or twelve years, named Eddy
Browne. They saw two men coming towa}-ds a

¢ haggard > in which they were standing. ‘'They
" concealed themselves from the men, for she was

‘ it. .- These ‘men wost distinctly

.:,{do
interposed M
' saw.) )
¢ T saw no more,” answered the ¢ pale woman.’

¢ They went away swearing; and I became so
much alarmed, that I went to the house of the
boy’s mother, without waiting for James Boran.’

Mr. Boonell, amid an interest for which the

Bar could not account, but which was really of
an extraordinary character, called, ¢ BEddy
Browne? and Eddy, who for some time bad
been clinging in close to the dock as was possi-
ble, apparently indifferent to judge, jury, and
auditors, and seeking an occasiopal look at the
prisoner, answered, ¢ Here, in @ voiceso sudden,
firm, and decisive, that he attracted every eye
. withm the building.

¢ Come on the table,’ cried the crier.

-Eddy bounded from where he was, and seem-
1ngly lighted on the table ; but then be was ¢ bolt-
upright’ He had mscap 1o his left Liand, and

" Tlaid his right on the back of the chair which
the witnesses sat while they gave their evidence.

¢ Examine him on the nature of an oath,’ said

the judge—but stay,) s lordship added—
« Well, my little boy,’ the judge continued,;—
¢ what do you do whea you swear ¥

¢ Kiss the book,” answered Eddy.

¢ And if you swear falsely 7’

¢Do a great sin. ,

¢ And where does he go who swears falsely ?

¢ After he’s dead #’ demanded the boy.

¢ Why, yes,” answered the judge.

¢ Sometimes to bell—sometimes to keaven,’

 sad Eddy.
® The 'Ju{lge fooked at Mr.

B hls head- asked Mr- Bonne“’ ¢ that

"« Why do you say,
a false swearer sometines goes to heaven and

v gometimes to bell ? -
* ¢ Quite tair,’ remarked the Solicitor-General.

¢ "Kase sometimes be repints,’ answered Eddy,
" stealing a look round at Gerald, ‘and sometimes

. “-he don't.!
+ o -The judge |
" ‘apd the court

Bonnell, and shook

ookéd surprised—perhaps puzzled,

Jaughed to the eg:h;.

. ¢ Can you read P asked the judge.

S ;;,yan’ write, answered Bddy, ¢ an’ cypher,’
be added, in a lower voice. . -

¢ And you-know your catechism ?

:.>:-Yis'." R . »

“ "'t Who taught you all these things T

" ""Eddy turped round, and, without speaking a

...cword, he looked so rivettedly and fondly at the

- prisoner that the. women of the court would all

‘have embraced. bim, it they colllﬂd'.d ¢Poor fel-

low !’ was distinctly heard on all sides. .. .

i q'vME:.;JBdh_'nie'll ‘then desired Eddy to say all he

‘Eddy: Brown, and he felt quite confident as to bis

apacity.’ 02

¢TI know; said Eddy, ‘th | :
own..Gran’s house, “kase:1-wouldn’t go to the
hool; an’ they’re all bad; an’ they hate Fa-

-

'koew.; for Mir..Bonnell bad bad " a specimen of

‘thatthe ¢ soupe'ré’ thron”

ther M;I an’ Mr. Gerald ; ao’ Father

-{ eried when he badn’t anything to give the Hynes’s,

an’ they cowld an’ bungry ; an’ whin they hadn’t
a coffin—?

¢ What does all this mean ? roared the Solicit-
or-General.

¢ It means that Her Majesty’s Solicitor-Gene-
ral 15 ib very bad company,’ answered Mr. Bon-
pell,

¢ An’ I know,’ continued Eddy, ¢that the two
¢ soupers,’ the Fordes, killed Skerm.’

There was an awful sensation ran through the
eourt. ' ’

¢ They wur 1 the ¢ baggart, an’ I saw ’em,
and they said they’d kifl Skerin, so they did ;—
an’ they said ¢ Beauty® would give *um money.’

¢ Who 15 Beauty ¥’ demaaded the judge.

¢ Spapper {! precipitately answered Kddy.—
¢ And I wint wud Shaun a dherk,’ continued the
boy.

¢ Who is Shaun a dherk ?

¢ He is the man, my lord,” answered Mr. Bon-
nell, ¢ of whom the otber side—’
¢ Ob, yes! I see in my notes— John Murtough.
Go on)’

¢ Shaun is good, sir,’ said 1iddy, an’ he helps
gran, and he’s good to the poor, an’ I wint wud
him to the say-side, to the racik’d houses, ’kase
he wanted to help—’

¢ But about the murder?’ said Mr. Bonaell,
who wished to avoid any interruption.

¢ Ah!yes; I was goin’ to that, I wint wud
him to Jut Forde’s, to the souper house. An’
Jim was teachin’ his childber to curse tbe Pro-
tistans, an’ he said Snapper dar’st turn ’im out
uv the house be’s , bekase; he said, Snapper
was in his power, and that he was lookin® at Ske-
na killed, and the ould souper dape it, be said,
and they wur pard forid all. And tkin I wint
away wud Shaun a dherk. Shaun s good, sir;
and he said, ¢ Eddy, e vic, we must do jus-
tice.”?

A deep groan filled the court, and deepened
the deep feeling with which the details had been
listened to. Xddy was quite collected, however.
and always,, he turr
‘wards;the prisoner, and looked at:.him 5o fondly.
—poor Eddy did.
ing bave the children of the poor—and what an
unregarded treasure is their love.

The cross-examination was interesting, but did
not affect the direct tesumony. Xddy admitted
lus love for Gerald, adding, however, ‘and for
Miss Ailey ;7 he would die for the prisoner, and
for ¢ Gran, he said, and for Shaun a dherk ; but
the idea of ¢ swearing’ falsely for them, simply
astounded poor Xddy. He iooked at the Crowa
with both lLis eyes opeaed wide—¢ Sware fur
%em’!” he said, ¢ Sware fur ’em I’ and then htile
Eddy laughed. ¢ I nuver tould alie,’ said Eddy,
¢bekase Gran tould me (God was lookin’ at me,
and bekase Father Mick and Mss Ailey, and
Mr. Gerald don’t like any wan that tells a lie)

Great as had been the excitement at various
parts of the trial, nothing that had occurred pro-
duced such a sensation as the name next called
by the prisoner’s counsel. Emphatically and
significantly be cried, * Jobn Murtough, com
monly called Shaun a dberk. There was a pause
during which every eye was directed towards the
door and towards the table. Those at a distance
from the table expected to see him in the vicio-
ity of the bench, where he had been seen during
Forde’s enidence, which was the only evidence
ke had waited to hear: those arcund the table
and bench looked towards the door, to watch his
eatry. Alter a few seconds a policeman ap-
peared making way, and then all heads turaed in
one direction, and then came the old beggarman
of the south, e was even more stooped than
usual, and was debilitated and slow. The low
muttering of curiosity, speaking 1ts impressions
and pleasures, the exclamations of surprise, the
impertinent and umversal stare, and the ocea-
sional half-spoken curse, made no impression on
Shaun a dberk, Cool asif be were on the
mouatains, swayiog from side to side,as a man of
years and decaying vigor, but with a clear, calm
eye, that spoke a kingly soul i the beggar’s rags,
he came forward and mounted the table.

The judge, jury, and counse! felt that he was
an unportant witness.

Mr. Joyce Snapper shrunk bebund s coun-
sel

Mzr. Forde, sen., was collared by a peliceman
just as he was leaving the court. ¢The police
‘had received imperative orders that no crown
witness should leave the court,’ he said.

Shaun a dberk knew all the parties in this
tragsaction, he said, and knew them well. Ad-
mitted that he bad a -good deal of intercourse
with Mr. Joyce Snapper— helped him to keep
the peace of the country ;’ had been sent by
mm on errands to treat wiin the tenmantry about
making him (Snapper) presents. A - present
meant fifty,a bundred, or perbaps -two hundred
pounds.  No man could obtain anything ualess
he.bad paid well. Had spoken to Snapper about
the rum of the Moores, and - had apparently

when be could, he turned round to-| j
R B R T RIS I A ,the,‘prisoge;?f_,, e
Alas'!what hearts tor lov-|
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Mick | bond spoken of that day. He believed the mur- | pride, and has strong reason to pray for him: he

derer of Skermn had (aken it off his (Skerin’s)
person, and givenit to the man who had em-
ployed him.

¢ Thisy’ cried the Crown, ¢ is intolerable. Here
15 a witness asked questions which have no rela-
tion whatever with the case, and speaking of his
opinion aad belief, and lawyers histening.’

¢ Pardon, sir, answered Shaur a dherk, fixing
his terrible eye upon the Crown solicitor, ¢!
won’t give you opimons. I am come for justice
betune God an’ man, I stiud bebind the elder
Forde when he fired the shot—as near as I'm t
Fou. 1 seed’im take a large paper from the
body, an’ 1 aftherwards saw the bond with DIr.
Saapper.’

¢ It’s a iie,’ roared Spapper.’

¢ Swear the justice,’ said Shaun a dherk.

Mr. Joyee Snapper was sworn.

*Oa your oath, Mr. Saapper,’ asked the So-
licitor-General, ¢ did you shuw this man the bond

your possession 2

¢ On my oath, ne,’

¢ Gentlemen,’ said Shaun a dherk, ¢ iere <s the
bond. I took 1t off Mr. Snapper’s table the
might uv the attack, bekase he tould me he was
goin’ to use id agin the Moores ; and there’s the
man in this court that saw bim showia’ 1d to me
~Jobha M¢Cann.’ -

Mr. M‘Cann most satisfactarily confirmed
Shaun a dberk’s assertion, although he was only
looking through and listening at the keyhole ;—
he had left Mr. Snapper’s servants to go ont and
make ¢ charms,’ in order that he mght show them
Dublin, ‘an’ a sight ¢ places, and curiosity
brought him up to listen to *the masther and
Shaun a dherk.’

The mpression in the court was by this time
awful.

¢ Why did you not bring this information to
the coraper’s inquest #’

¢ Because it would give Mr. Justice Snapper
and Mr. Forde time to escape, an:! because I
was’ot prepared as I'm now.’

¢ Why allow the man Forde to swear agaast

¢ In'ordber to put %im at rest, to k':‘e'p' im from
fiyin® and bis friends from plannim’ agin justice;
an’ bekase I wanted to bring the curses o’ the
poor aitogether upon “im when he couldn’t go out
o’ the way, as he could at the crowner’s inquest.
Many a day an’ night I labored to bring tlus
blessed hiour about. {'m the whip of justice.’

¢ I give up the case,’ cried the Crown.

¢ There is a soldier hiere who has been brought
from England, and who heard the plot for Lhe
ruin of the Moores concocted by this pious bro-
therhood,” sard Mr. Bonaell.

¢ At his entrance James Forde ran,’ observed
the Crown.

¢ Awful P’ said the judge.

¢ God is just, I told you, @ 22, said Father
Mick, flinging lus hands over the dock wupon the
head of (rerald.

CHAPTER XVIL. — AN OLD FRIEND IN A NEW
COUNTRY.

France bas changed much since *44, aed Paris
has changed more than the rest of France. God
bless the Emperor ; he has not altempted to
play the game against Provideace, and Eugenie
has realised his beautiful thought—so beautifully
expressed to the senate—{or she has truly called
back to the mind of France fthe memory of
Josepline.’ ,
Some people wondered, and still wonder, at
the success of Lows Napoleon ; but from the
day be sent the expeditionary force to Rome—
and months before it—people of sane minds saw
that the President believed in God. ¢ It is not,
said a French abbe to us ouce, ¢ it isnot because
he supporis the Church I love the Emperor, but
because he did so in tbe face of obloguy and dan-
ger—Le proved that he acted upon principle.’—
The same spinit that sent Liows Napoleon this
year to his parish cihurch to ceceive his Paschal
Communion, and whichk animates his beautiful
consort, when she plays with the innocent chil-
dren of the Creche, or seeks the sorrowful in
their hiding-places to comfort them, the Spirit of
Faith bas been the salvation of la belle France.
‘Fbe Emperor-took right for a director, instead
of what is called policy, and he bad thefore
God for his friead, instead of having Hum for his
enemy. ' ]
- But does not ¢ policy’ frequently succeed ?
Cerlainly ; just as the policy of Caiphas suc-
ceeded 1o crucifying Christ. God may permit

and will be avenged. DPolicy, being the work of
the devil, ¢ will not stand,” only just as long as
Providence has His own holy purpose to be sub-
served. And besides, the ¢ policy’ people will
go to the devil, unless they repent for their saga-
city—a reason, we think of some weight i the
discussion. : :
We bave no wish to speak barshly of the
dead, and therefore we pass by the ashes of the
last Kwg of France. We shall merely remark,

helped him. Knoew something of a bond—the that France has™ no reason’ to ' quote him with

in question, or bad you the bond at any time in-

L you.owe them,

policy to succeed, but success will be transitory,.

— e
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must, we fear, need her intercessiou.

Paris was not very ediying in 1544 ; but
there were thousands upon thousands praying for
Paris. Paris bad the old Catholic habit of
thinking ard of acting—but she was acting and
thinking like a dreamer. She bad not the rea-
sonable life of St. Louis, DBenevolent, generous
honorable, self-sactificing, laborious, too, her
principle was that it was ¢ proper’ to be all this,
not that it was God’s commandment, or the re-
flections of a godlike soul; and so tlungs went
on as they were thought, ¢ proper’ or *not pro-
pery a rule whch mea change according to
fancy and folly, as we know,

Stll France had not lost the impulses to the
right direetion, and, as we have said, thousands
were praying that the impulses should be govera-
ed by the principles which had produced them
‘fong,  long agu, before Christian law had
changed to the chamelion thing cailed ¢ what s
proper.’ Indeed, they prayed and worked hard,
those who foved France.

The Place of the Bastile is a great open space
at the termination of three or {our streets, if we
do not forget ; and one passes it by as he goes
to Pere la Chaise. Omnibuses grarvitate towards
this area, and cabs have some fair play in dash-
ing io thiough it, You generally find little knots
of people there; men in blouses, women with
mce while caps and good-natured faces, anda
sprinkling of fashionzbly-atured folk, who wear
rings, long wristbaods, and gold chams. A
goodly namber of boys and girls, very dirty and
very handsome, are scattered about the frame
and the corners of this picture.

A gentleman and a lady, evidently forergners,
have just drawn up at the corner of the street
which leads to the cemetery; and the *jarvey’
has descended to demand their wishes, Tle best]
specimen of politeness is not better than a
Freach charioteer, cap in hand, or hat  hand to
a lady. Our bretiren n England and Ireland
could learn a valuable lesson from the Freach

Providence, and denymng him, when Monsieur
PAbbe entered our little chamber—Clothnlde,
our baby of three years, bad him by the hand—
he found her on the stairs—I know not how ;
but she bad the Jondons, poor infant, aud was
happy, T had just stamped my foot, and said
God and Providence was a cheat, and more,
when my little oue came 1ato the room, and 1
was enraged to see a priest near to me.

¢ Well ?

¢ Ab, madame, do not speak. I waved my
hand for him to be off, but he would not. IMon
Pawvre freve, my noor brother, he said, ¢you
are not happy ; bat you are a Frenchman, he
said, and a Frenchman 1s a man of courage.—
Ah, mon diew, be came near me, madame, and
the tears were in bis eyes, and 1 saw M. ’Abbe
loved me. The wmon pere embraced me,and
taking my band, he placed two five-lranc pieces
on my palm, aud closed my hand upon them.—
¢ My father,) I said, lor you see, madate, this
money gave me my rent, and I could not be
tarned forth in the streets—¢ my fatber,’ I said
—hut M. ’PAbbe placed his hand on my mouth,
and stooping he took the petate Clothilde n kis
arms aund pointing to her, he said, ¢ My little
daughter — your Clothilde — has brought you
Providence” Ah, madame, ?

¢ Ile s a good man)’

“1 have confessed, madame, and my woman
has confessed, and we bave gone to church re-
gularly, and I know there is 2 good Providence,”
said the cabman.

¢ Are there many clergymen of that descrip-
tiou in Paris ? demanded the lady.

¢ A great number. I never should have known
it but for my own conversion. I think from
sixty to eighty live among the laues, looking for
the strayed sheep, and save their Lttle means to
relieve the poor.’

¢ Wanderful > exclaimed the lady and gentle~
man together.

¢ Shall 1 drive to the cemetery ? asked the
cabman.

ouvriers, perfectly attentive and pertectly digni-
fied ; they never torget what they owe you, nor

‘Loadoner ta a servant at the Palais Royal one
day a year or two ago, °©bring me what I de-
manded.” With a serene coldness the waiter
aoswered, ¢ Monsieur, Iam paud for waiting on
you, but I am not paid for being wsulted ; take
great care not to speak after that fashion again,
or—* And the gentleman did ‘take great care
not to speak after *hat fashion again.’

Our people should learn ¢ dignity,” even when
deahing with people in coaches and castles.

# Nothing,' answered the lady ; ¢ pray pardon
e, I wish merely to look at Monsieur ’Abbe,
who is over there with the cbildren.’

This remark regarded an old gentleman with
long whité locks, in a rusty black soutan, looped
up to the waist, and who, with his breviary us-
der his arm, and two hitle girls by the hands at
either side, was speaking to five or six others,
who gathered around and walked leisurely along
the street with bim.

¢ Ah, madame, that is Monsieur ’Abbe Fort-
bon—the childrea all follow bun for bonbons.’

¢ To what church is he attached 7’ demanded
the gentleman.

¢ Oh, Monsieur I' Abbe lives among the poor.’
¢ How ? asked the lady.

¢ Madame does not know the priests of Paris

{much 7

¢« No.?!
¢ Eh been. DMonsier ’Abbe has a little pro-
perty of his own, madame. He lives in the fifth
story of a poar house in a back faubourg, he hives
on half nothing, and spends his 5,000 francs
a year upon dosbons for children and alms for
the poor.’
¢ Is it possible ?’
¢ Ob, yes, madame ; Monsieur ’Abbe finds out
every one just as you see. He meets the chil-
dren in the streets and gives them bondons ; he
asks where their parents live, and they bring him
to their fathers and mothers in all kinds of out-
of-the-way-places ; and then Monsieur A bbe 1s
quite at home I assure you.’

¢ What does he do ?

¢ What does Monsieur I’Abbe do? Why,
madame, ke does everything. He talks about
their labors, their wants, their little children,
their hopes; and DMonsieur Abbe takes great
pleasure in those Lkttle rewnions. Mounsieur
I’Abbe is good for the poor, madame ; he ap-
prentices the boys, and watches over the httle
girls, and he nurses the infants—for you see,
madame, Monsieur PAbbe loves chlidren, and all
Paris loves lim.'

¢ He must do a vast amouat of
ed the gentleman. -

¢ Mousieur cannot imagine how much happi-
ness M. ’Abbe distributes ; it is not Lis money,
but his heart, M. {?Abbe gives.’

¢ You know him, then,”” - - ‘

“Every one knows M. ’Abbe Fortbon ; but
I know i better thau any one,’ said the cab-

good,’ remark-

¢ D—n‘you!’ said an indigoant ).

'man, earnestly, I wasore day blaspheming

¢ Not to-day,” replied the foreign lady ; ¢ drive
to the UHotel de Frauce.)
... Nothing 15 more 1structive than the admira-
tion of certain people for the spirit of sacrifice
and fove which they behold in the church el God.
1n every counlry, and m every class everything
ts dared, suffered, surrendered for heroic love.
This 1s done by bundreds upon bundreds of
thousands universally and perpetually. It s con-
tessedly the spirit of Christianity that ¢ gives its
life for the brethren,’ and sells what it bas, and
gives it to the poor—at least in its more perfect
form. Is it not wonderful that those who can
admire the perfection of the picture are not led
to the artist ?  Or seeing a work without cor-
rectness of outline, or perfection of finish, can
still attribute it to the master band.

The Hotel de France is a splendid establish-
ment. Pride i1s prouder as it passes the majes-
tic entrance, and the appointments of attendants,
as you approach the staircase, tell you thal you
have entered sn aristocratic retreat, I'he shin-
ing furniture, pohshed floors, and dazzling mir-
rors of the magmificent apartments complete the
impresston which you have at the door : and if
any doubt remam, 1t will be dispelled by the air
and address of every one you meet m its saloons,
or lounging about its porticoes.

A servant wn livery i3 Just standing at the
conciergerie, where there waits a very pretty
barmaid ; he is demanding whether certain
parties stay at the Hotel, There is some mcon-
venience, however, for the man speaks only Kog-
lish. The handsome brunette shakes Ler head,
smiles, and prays him to sit down ; the English
servant speaks three times louder, hoping, by
the energy of lis voice, to overgome the diffi-
culty of making lnmself understood. The French-
woman [ooks concerned, and rings ome or two
bells in successton ; the Englshman gets angry
at the ill-success ot his exertions, and increases
in vebemence, of course. It was quite a scene.
And whether Jobn "Bull would not finally have
done some ot them bodily harm for not under-
standing English must remain an unsolved ques-
tion, because a carriage driven up to the door
prevented further discussion,

A fine young man was the first to descend
from the vehicle, and be immediately handed out
a lady, young, pale, dark, and beautiful. As
soon as the Knglishman beheld the first of the
travellers his eye brightened. :

¢ Ah, then! he said, ‘ which means ¢all’s
right” | ' ‘

He saw the lady, and he rubbed his hands
joyously. ' ’

¢ That gal speaks Eoglish, I know,’" he added.
" As the young. people entered the door, the

‘| servant 1o livery addressed the gentleman,—

¢ Please sir, these
English !’ said he.

¢ Well, my man.) RN

s Please sir, could you aform me' whetber Mr.
_Frank Tyrrell stops ot this hgtel "~ - -

$ Y:'es,’ answered the lady." ¢Any message for
bim? - A L

here people caunt’ speak



