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A TALE OF THE TIMES,
CHAPTER XI[I.—HOW MR. JAMES BORAN PLAN-

NED AN ABDUCTION, AND HOW MR. NICK

DORAN, SENIOR, LAID OUT SOME OF HIS

GOLD.

Nothing could be more comfortable than the
Lord of Xinmacarra’s library : 1t was, as Mr.
Joyce Snapper frequently remarked, just the in-
tellectual retreat for a peer. It was on the
eastern slde of the mansion that the earliest rays
of the sun might light the page of knowledge,
and tt was in its very remotest corner that the
noise of vulgar pursurls might not ¢ break cla-
morously 1o’ vpon the meditatibns of the stu-
dent. The apartment was, moreover, (srge and
well lighted; 1t was lighted from 2 charmiog
dome on the cop, and mternally from four fancy
windows.. There was many easy chairs here and
there ; small conven’ent tables, too ; a huge 2at-
ler i a corner ; four vases of golden fish; an
electrical machine (out of order) ; a parrot under
the dotme, and a monkey chamed in one of 1he
window sills. The most remarkable fealure of
the library wag, that it contawed no books; it
bad many and rare works beautifully imitared,
both as to size and style of binding ; and any un-
initiated person might inagine they were real,
the painter bad done his work so skilfully, but, as
has been candidly deciared, there were no books,
¢ Burke’s Peerage’ lay on one of the tables, cer-
taialy, and ¢ Murray’s Guide’ (a2 excellent book,
by the way), lay in its English red on one of the
windows ; but we have presumed to believe that
the window aad the table were not the kibrary —
in which belief we hope we are uot rash or re-
beliious.

We wish to have it understoed Zn limine,

- which means in the very first part of the chap-
ter, that such a library as the Lord of Kiama-
carra’s las many advantages over the libraries of
other [ords and gentlemen of our acquaintance.
For example, we know Lord Daftbury and the
Right Hon. Chamber Sputs, who have large col-
lections of books which they do not read, and
very many which they cannot read ; and we bum-
bly conceive that Lord Kinmacarra’s library far
excels that ot either, therefore. Furst, the books
—the real hooks—occupy most valuable space,
while the painted ones permit one o bavea great
variety of curious shelves, cases, cnd presses be-
hind them—no place more coavenieut for ciggr-
bexes, ezemply gratia, for spurs, boxing-gioves,
old hats, rowdy disguise, &c.; in the second
place; the real books exercize a most pernicious
infuzace upon 2 man’s reason, if be have theimn
in large numbers, and will not read. Itis a
troe fac(, aud well worthy the cousideration of
many patriotic peers and commeners, that siu-
dents of this class inagine they ought to know
everything because 1t 18 1n their library, aad con-
clude that others are mustaken in everything be-
cause they cannot have a hbrary like theirs.—
Thus mental adrantage asd personal convenience
often concur iv favor of the painted backs of
books.
bled the reader with our phifosophy on the sub-
ject, that we have many other arguments in favor
of the painted shelves, and also that we do not
speak at random on this most delicate subject;
but, on tlie contrary, ‘e speak alter profound
thought, aud after a long experience, of (hero-
bility and geatry of various places and times,

The Locd of Kinmacarra is in a Turkisk cos-
{fume, and barmonizing his manners and his days
—bis lordslup 18 smoking. His lordship’s red

cap, loose silken dressing-gown, full and weil-.

shaped wiuspers, blue eyes, and {resh complesian,
looked well in a cloud of tobacco-smoke—in
fact, looked *beanuful, as Mr. Joyce Saapper
asseverated ; and we see no reason to differ with
the worthy . T. M. The estimable peer, then
is smokiug, tnd 18 in lus library.  He sits in one
of the ctiairs beside one of the smail tablee, aear
one of tne windows, and his lordsbid has one leg
thrown over the other, quite gracelully ; with the
right hund he holds Ins great pipe: s left hand
is extended towards one of the vases of golden
fish, wiich be just touches with his forefinger ;
and ever und anon, that is conlinually, Le pours
a volume of smoke at the vase, and towards a
certain tixed or imaginary pomt 1n the same,
which tnakes his lordship look as if he were in-
tensely eugaged in stormiwg the vase, 2ud poison-
-ing the golden fishes. :

Tt 1s difficult to realize how deeply a mind like
the noble lord’s may be occupied in a [abor such
asthis on which we find his lordship’s concen-
trated. DMany valuable thoughts very hkely
pass at such a moment through the soul, but, un-
fortunately, they end where they begin—the
mind is so absorbed in smoke. M. Michelet
once said .that deep philosophy may make its re-
treat in"the brain of an ox, as he rolls his sen-
sual, drowsy-looking eye, and chews bis end ;—
why not philosophy seek just as congenial an

~abode wn the -brain, of his lordship drawing bis
<hibouque ? T

* {-Hiy lordship was watching a most curious curl
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We mast add, as we have so far troa--

of the smoke—for smoke does produce most ¢ in- |.

teresting curls,’ if ooly seen by such eyes as his
lordship’s, when a most respeciful knock came to
apprize him of the presence of some one wbo re-
verenced him very deeply ; and, on the necessary
permission having been accorded, the individual,
whose knock said that he had just presumed to
keock, if s lordsip pleased, and that he would
cut the hand ot himself sooner than knock (f his
lordship didn’t please, this respectabie individual
presented himself, and proved no other than Mr.
Joyce Snapper.

“Oh!” Snapper thought it was ¢+ Eh?

¢ Yes, iy lord, your most bumble servant.’

¢ And you’ve—a got the—money, eh 7’

¢ Not exactly, my lord, as they say.’

¢ To the d—I, Snapper, with ¢ what they say.’
You know I want the money, eh? Don’t you ?

¢ Yes, my lord.’

¢ And why don’t you get it 7

¢ Why, my lord—’

¢ Why, my lord—Snapper, go be d—d !’

¢ I will, my lord, but—’

¢ Confound yoar—a—a.
bave that money yourself.?

¢ Me! my lord. Ob, my lord, I'd give your
lordship as the saying is—’

¢ D—n your ‘saying is !’

¢ Yes, my lord.?

Ilere the entry of a servant—the thing made
up of red and yellow and blue—stopped the dia-
logue.

¢ Is your lordship at home for old Mr. Boran 7’

¢ Boran?’ demanded hus lordship.

¢ Yes, my lord, he bas business to settle with
your lordship,’ said Snapper, winking very hard
at the noble peer.

¢ Business? D’ll ring,’ said his lordship to the
servant.

The servant retired.

¢It% old Boran, my lord, the richest man in
the south, and who has bad the honor to have
some transactions with your lordship before,
and—'

¢ Ah! you bring um, eh ?

¢ No, my lord, but he would come himself, and
woulda’t give wilbout.”

¢ Pull that bell, Snapper.’

¢ Yes, my lord.”

And the lord of Kinmacarra ¢ pulled ’ his pipe,
and Snapper sat over near the door, and the thing
1s red and yellow and blue stood in the door-
Way.

‘ySend up the—a—=Snapper ¥’

¢ The man, my lord,’ replied Snapper, looking
very stupid,

* Wby, you—a—goose.’

¢Oh! Mr. Boran, my [ord,’ said Saapper.
And Spapper then looked as if Limself was very
ridiculous, which was true, and as il his lordship
of Kinmacarra was very bright and wise, which
was not true.

The servant smiled imperceptibly, both at the
sharp and the [lat, but his place was to ¢ see
nothing,’ even to the things which his master, not
occasioaally, but frequently, fsought and could
mot find.” Jobn never saw anything, only the
amaziag value of his services to the mausionand
demesne of Kinmacarra—and ke must lLave bad
eyes of no ordinary power to see that, it must be
admitted.

¢ Mr., Nickolas Boran, senior, said the ser-
vant, opemng the door for the third time.

But Mr. Nicholas Boran, senior, to sooner
looked into the ocean of smoke i which the
¢ library’ was eoveloped, aud his lordship and
Snapper and the rest, than be turned on bis heel,
and was walking away.

¢ Mr. Boran I’ cried Soapper.

¢ A—a—DBoran, cried or said the peer.

" ¢ His fordship is calling you, sir,” said the ser-
vant, in & most emphatic way and loud voice, sue-
ceeded by a malicious grio, however.

But Mr Nicholas I3uran, eesior, kept right on
—1he hitle foxy wig turved lrom side Lo side—
the file stick marked tme along the passage

I say, Snapper, you

—and little old Nuk sard * Pheu ! phea? which-

was intended to indicate that be wanted o¥ygen
gas very much, and that he detested tobacco
smoke.

Every one is despotic in tus own way. Nick
found a sword and club in s money, and a title
to dictate stronger thap that of the Jord of the
sail Lo smoke. Old Nick bhad a hittle pride, too,
it might be, in ruing the ruler of the green acres
of Kiomacarra; but, at all events, he was mov-
ing along the hali, when he was overtaken by
Mr. Joyce Snapper. ‘

¢ Ob, Mr, Boran £*

¢ Ob, your granny!’ politely answered Mr.
Boraa. .

¢ is lordship is waiting for you.’

¢ An’> Justice Snapper ?”' answered the old
cynic.

¢ Will you see him in the drawing-room ?—
there's no smoke there, and so on.’

*Yes, certainly, said oid Borap, seddenly
stopping, while the eye ot the old mser bright-
ened with hidden fire. ¢ Yes, certawuly,’ he re-
peated. ‘ .

“Mi." Joyce Snapper led Mr. Nick Boran
then back by the way which he had come, led
bhim again up the stairs, but by a dilferent way—
came to a door—one which we koow since the
beginning of the fourth chapter, end at length in-
troduced him into the drawing-room which has
been already described.

Mr. Nick Boran, senior, wore a white jane
coat, leather gaiters, foxey wig, and the face
which we took the liberty of photographing in
the first chapter. He bad a very booked nose
—Mr. Nick, senior, had—and thin compressed
lips, and small grey eyes, bright as diamonds,
oniy the ray shot from them was ke a oeedle-
point, but sharper ; and, moreover, there is no
kind of humor or jest in sayiog that Mr. Nick |
Boran ¢ wore’ his face, because 1t really was
worn—worn out into threads, all its wrickles be-
g like threads ; and we would like to know
who ¢ wore’ Mr. Boran’s face unless it was Mr.
Boran ?

¢ You seldom come to—a—XKinmacarra Hall,
Mr. Boran,’ remarked his lordship, in his lord-
ship’s most bland manner.

¢ Sir P demanded Mr. Nick Boran, in bis best
contralto (contraito 1 the musical name of a high
goose-like voice). ,

¢ My lord,” remarked Mr. Snapper, rodding
at Mr, Boran, and correcting that genlieman.

¢ You seldom come here,” repeated the noble-
man.

¢ As seidom as I can, sir,” answere the matler-
of-fact Mr. Boran.

¢ His lordship, and so on,’ said Joyce Snapper,
¢ would be glad, Mr. Boran, to make the arrange-
ment about that 2,000/, ; you know I spoke to
you about it.’

¢ You want me, sir, 1 believe, <aid Mr.
Boran, addressiug bimselt to Lord Kinmacarra,
and paying no kind of attention to Mr. Joyce
Snapper.

¢ My lord,’—a second time remarked Mr,
Snapper.

¢ | want—a-—some money, by Jove, answered
his lordship ; ¢ but, Boran, you charge—a—con-
foundedly, eh ?—you charge high.’

¢ Money 1s scarce, sir,” remarked old Nick,
*and I thiok of raising the prewium, you see.

¢ Raising

¢ Aye, 1n throth.

¢ Ok, Mr. Boran, cried the interesting Mr.
Snapper.

¢ Is my rent paid ?* asked Boran, addressing
himself to Snapper.

¢ Certaioly,’ rephed (hat gentleman.

¢ And my lease cansot be broken ¥

¢ No power on earth could touchit, as the
saying is.)

¢ Well, then,” answered Daddy Boran, senten-
tiously, © the money I speak about is my wmoney,
and this geotleman—'’

¢ Nobleman.’

¢ And this gentleman,” persisted old Boran,
¢ this gentleman wants it. Bat,” be continued,
tarping to the Lord of Kinmacarra, ¢ what would
you think a fair wterest for ready gold? come,
now, a fair mterest?’ :

¢ Ab, Mr. Boran, don't botber his lordsinp,
and so forth; what secu—"

¢ Now, Mr. Seapper, I must go away,” sad
the excitable old gentleman, ¢if you stop my
mouth in that way. I am speakumg to the
gentleman to whom I brought four small bags of

old.’
s ¢ The gold with you? cried the noble bor-
rower. '

¢ Yes, sir, answered old Nick.

* You old villain ' muttered Soapper under ks
teetb.

¢ What would you deem or think, in you own
wind, a right fair wterest on landed security ¥

¢ O my tord—?

¢ Snapper, remarked Kinmacarra, ¢ I think
you had better not imterrupte.  Weu, Mr.
Boran? Ou aje—a—a farr inter-est?  Wel,
aye, & fair interest would eight per cent, but you
kept ten off the last capial.’ :

¢ On, very well, sir; eight per ceat, yes, And
the security ¥’

¢ Gort na Coppul,’ answered Snapper.

¢ What place, sir,’ persevered old Nick, his
hitle old eyes sparkling, and his liitle old wig
looking like a living nteligent thing, it worked
about so.

¢ O, that place—the Irish-named place.’

¢No use in that, sir, firnly answered old
Nick. ¢I wouldn’t give a crown piece for the
town fand.’

¢ A crown piece !’ cried the peer.

¢ A crowa piece,’ agaw teplied the uacompro-
mising money-lender,

¢ And why I? :

¢ Ocl, there’s a curse on the place. See, sir,’
said old Nick Borag, and the eyes became fixed
and the little wig went up and dowa on his fiead
like a live thing, as we smd before. ¢ ‘The sixth
remove from the man that sold that to the last
Kiomacarra was a drummer in the army of
Cromwell. His protection was first bought by

[tice—and the hunger of sorrow, was and isa

the money to guard O'Brien (that was the owa-
er’s name), he sold him for a papist. The papists’
great great-grandchildren were working luborers
on their own Jand, which the drummer’s greal
great grandehildren possessed by ¢ confiscation
and so the sweat—Lhe sweat, you see, of injus-

curse on the land, and—?

¢ Why—a—a—my own ancestors came over
~a—with Cromwell. T say, Mr. Boran, don’t
the landlords give employment—a—and awn’l
they, a—a—’

¢ Jodulgent,” put in Mr. Saapper.

¢ Please, Snapper, I said not to interrupt,’ re-
marked bis fordship, wm a much more decided
way than usual,

¢ Bad luck to your interest, you old—,’ agam
muttered the land-agent.

¢ The landlords are good with their property,
» slowly spoke the lord of I{inmacarra.

¢ Yes, sir; but these common people have an
odd way of talking, They say, when a Crom-
wellian gives employment 1t is jike giving a man
sixpence for groommg bis own horse, and aflter
taking the horse (rom hLim, boasting of giving
him employment. They have odd ways, faith,
the common people,’ continued old Daddy J3oran,
“and the same people must be blotted qut before
they’ll give thewn up ; but that’s not my business.
I wor't bave Gort na Coppul.” See! the old
sprite added, ¢ my grandfather told me that he
saw an O’Brien swing from the gallows tree o
Gort na Coppul.  The Cromwellian was pulting
cut his band one day to catch O°Brien’s young-
est sister, when his arm was smashed beyond re-
covery by a blow of a spade handle; her bro-
ther -- the real hewr of Gort na Coppul-—was the
man thatstruck him. He was haoged, and she
died mad. Anund as sure as you're there, four’
times a year they go round the land and the
houses, and everything witkers where they go.—
Look at * Gort pa Coppul,” sir, no one thrives
there)

¢ What will you bave ?

¢ Moorfield.?

< Moorfield,’ cried Snapper.

¢ Yes, firmly continued old Boran.

¢ My lord, said Svapper, €1 was esgaged, as

a

you may remember, about that.’

¢ I want Moorfield, sir,’ said ofd Boran. *I
have the money in the house, and the interest
will be six per cent.’

¢ Six per cent,’ cried the peer.

¢ Curse on you,” muiler-d the attorney.

¢ You-~a—a— don’t like the Moores.’

¢ A Christian likes every one—even a Crom-
weltian ke bkes” answered old Dad. ¢ The
Moores had mahogaay, and I bad deal furntture,
you see ; they had gigs and yaunting cars,and 1
bad a lop of straw tn 2 cart; they had a lawn
before the house, and I had a potato-garden ;
they couldn’ pay the arrears, and I could pur-
chiase the whole estate. The Moores were good,
but they wereu’t able for Mr. Saupper ; 1 am,
and I want Moorfield,?

As Daddy Nick was not to be cajoled, nor
frightened, and as Liord Kinmacarra wanted the
money, the aflair was soon settled. DMr. Joyce
Snapper’s amiable temper was very much ruffied,
The very fast man on earth to seek Moorfield,
he believed, was Daddy Borau. Daddy Beran
always seemed to respect the NMoores, and he
was a * Roman, and be did not want to be bated
by the neiglibors, and Lwo thousand pounds was
much beyond his wich or will to lend, and—but.
n fact, no theory could be better established
thao that Daddy Boran would not dream of
Maoorfield.  Could it be true that the——m-
vented praclice ta confoand theory 7 However
that may be, it oflen does so. Mr. Joyce
Snapper had most judicioysly and prudentiy at-
tended Lo his own litde domestic affairs in deal-
ing with his patron. A most lawlul commissicn
of two per cent e always charged en borrowed
money, avd on each leuse he obtained a small
premium 5 but we should hke {o see the man
viho wouks for notlung 2 Just so.

Lord Kintacarra was delighted to be able to
bet upon the winning horse, at the Derby.—
Duaddy Boran looked as deligated as he ever
looked—which truth compels us to say,1s not
saying much ; and as for Mr. Joyce Snapper,
smart work there will be among Mr. Snapper’s
servants and dependants this evening, we opige.
Old Mr. Boran met ¢ young Nick’ a few yards
from the hall door of Liord Kinmacarra. Young
Nick was so ke his father—ibe wig and some
of the wrinkles excepted—1that no one would
live in the country were they more hke. To
fact, as it was, they were ¢ horribly like,) They
never spoke much to one another—rarely looked
at ove another ; aud, indeed, always seemed dis-
posed to quarrel both in tone and manner. This
seeming was, however ouly a seeming. They
pever were even inclined to quarrel, unless once.
Nick once—we mean Nick the younger—bad
pearly made up his mind to go to the * patters of
Mothill,” a thirg wich would cost a day’s time,
and very likely the price of .some gingerbread, if

the honest owner of the land ; and after takiog

mot of drink too, Old Nick remarked that ¢ that

wasn’t the way he made his money,” which com-
pletely settled the transaction; young Nick
uever aflerwards even suggested such a thing
as a ¢ pattern’ {o bis own mind, or to any one
else’s,

¢ You settled that, saud young Nick, address-
ing hus sire, n a very cool tone, and looking in
the direction opposite to that where bis father sat
1 the cart,

¢ Yes, you may go, ¢ coort, now,’ answered the
{alher.

¢ Aye, Caort, indeed!” was the cool reply.

Mr. Nick, junior, had the advantage of seeing
one way while bis father saw another way.—
Consequently, Mr. Nick, jumor, first beheld a
pair of mounted policemen on a distant emwmence,
and riding at great pace toward’s tie Lord of
Kinmacarra’s.  He never spoke of it, however,
until the echo of their horses’ hoofs awakened
the old gentlemaw’s attention. Tle listened—
then looked in the direction of Lhe sound.

* What’s this 2’

¢ The police.’ :

¢ They ride fast ; oh, but they do.”

At this moment the fathet and son came out
in the road ; at the next the mounted policemen
overtook them,

*By ll——s, the man himsell? cried the
corporal.

¢ Mr. Boran !” cried the sub-censtable.

¢ What is the matter 7’ exclzimed old Daddy
Boran.

‘Not good news, mdeed, bave we for you,
answered the superior of the (wo.

‘Eh—how?

¢ Why, your son, Mr. James Boran, sir—"

Young Nick started.

‘ Your son; sir, has fallen grievously wounded,
and in uafortunate circums(ences,'

 Yis—how is that ?” asked the old man very
much cooler.

“He has atlempted an abduction, and has been
caught in the fact, and wounded in the effort to
escape.

¢ Devil mend him ! said old Nwck.

The men looked at each other in ¢ borror and
amaze.’

¢ Who was the lady? the old maa agin
asked., : : A

¢ Miss Moore.’

¢ Alley Mcore!” cried the father of James
Boran.

¢ Ailey Moore!
buore 7

The old mau looked at young Nick, who was
pale as death.

* Ol the scapegrace—blackguard ! to go (o
the house of sorrow,” said the old man.

Lh—do you say Ailey

CHMAPTER XIIf,

There is a mysterious something aboul z
¢ eross-road,’ especially if ore arm of 1t lead up a
ill, and, showing it seif at some distance, is lost
in trees, or in clouds, or 1n distance.  Very near
Clozwel there is 2 cross-road of this description,
at which side we will nol say—not because we
are unable, but because we deem it proper not to
hecome too particular. Oace beflore we warned
the reader, that, though very mach honored by
us sympathy, we did not clsitn the credit of
awakening it. We are mere chroniclers of facts
and sketchers of characters; ulmost ali of the
latter are yet living. It would be, therefore,
unjustifiable and imprudent o mark other places
or ftimes in such a manner as to become an em-
barrassment, perhaps a danger to otbers,

Near the cross-road was a cabin, not very
much supertor to the mansion of Biddy Brown, the
beggarwoman ; and as its arrangements were also
pretty inuch the same as those of the home which
gave Peggy Lynch a place te die, we are sared
tbe necessity of particular detail.

Al the door of this house, just at the f{oot of
the bill, there stands a small spare woman, with
a very while cap, whom tie reader will please to

recognise as Biddy Brown hersell, and ber eyes

are fixed on a cerlain spt upon the hill-side, over
which a traveller is hastily passing.  We like an
object —a man—standing upon a bill-side, all
alone.  The fine sky above lum, like a crown—
and the bad busy world beneath him, be looks
‘ every inch a king,’ aad ¢ every inch’ he may be
one.

Oa the traveller’s nearer approach, te appear-
ed old and wayworn. He sometimes siopped to
look around, and sometimes he walked rapidly.
A beautiful couatry criainly fay at his feet, and
it may be that familiar objects awoke recollec-
tions which the old man loved Lo “mduige, while
his amended pace might bave been required in
consequence of the delays which were demanded
by feelinz. . , ~ T

We have just said that the scene beneath him.
was beautiful. ‘The great old < Slieve na Mon,”
stretched its gigantic arms along the horizon on
his left; on the right were the hills 'of the

-Couaty Waterford, leaning'agamst the * majestic. -

chaia of mountains that fling their shadows into.

‘the county of ‘Cork, and in the.valley: b:€ween,,

fringed with flowered green;"almost-ev € fresh
and blooming, flowed the clear silent Suir, on its.




