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MONTREAL, FRIDAY, DECEMBER 9, 1864,

AILEY MOORE ;
A TALE OF THE TIMES.

‘CHAPTER XX—THE DREADFUL STORY CECILY
HAD TO TELL,

(Continued.)

Emma detaled the first appearance of the
rat as Cecily bad parrated 1it, and thed conti-
nued— )

¢ All the world was flymg from me, sir,) she
said, addressing Gerald. ‘I could get no em-
ployment, and scarcely a lodging—while every
. day for a week my terrible curse appeared to me,

and attacked me. I bad oniy. one friend—and
he always trusted me, sharing with me the little
Le could obtain from his calling.’

¢ A young man,’ interrupted Emily.

¢ My confessor, Miss Tyrrell, apswered the
unhappy girl. ¢ He has been to me the angel of
God—long since, I fear, I should bave died by
wy owa haad, but for him,’ ’

¢ His name ?* asked Gerald.

¢ Rev, William Clozes.’

¢[ know him; he is at present at——’

¢Oh! cried Emma, fallng again upon her
koees. ¢ Wherever he 1s, may the light of heav-
en be in his heart, and on his head. He has
been father, mother, brother, friend, and a// to
What would have become of me only for
him 7’

Cecily was affected, and deeply interested ;—
every * Catholic child’ thought she ¢ has one
friend.

s Well, sir,’ continued Emma, ¢ I presented my-
self to him tume after time, all bloody, and nearly
mad. Oh? the agony that came with the night
tirae ! and the dooin that came m the shadows !
Every gust of wind—every noise above or be-
low me—sometimes the beating of my own heart
—and my breathiog, ny very breathng fright-
*:ened.me, and.I looked into space until my eyes

~got dim. "I could-not~dare:not-lie down, “And‘}

thes my blood would freeze—aund the room
would rock—and white I yet looked—ob ! God !
—oh ! Virgin Mother—he stood before me on
the floor, and lay down just as I saw hiw, the
first tecrible day, before he flew at my throat,
and tore me.

Emma shuddered.

¢ One kind brave young gil; stayed with me
for a month ; she tied me down each night, in
my wretched bed—and thus I did not rolt out on
the floor in the bysterics, which always followed
the attack.’ ’

¢« You weat to your confessor, regularly 7' de-
manded Gerald. .

¢ Yes, oh yes! I should have died bat for
that. He remioded me of Christ’s suflerings
from the Evil One; he pointed out the life of
Joy, and of our dear Lady; and he made e
live on, ¢ under the hand of God/?

¢ Well ? _

¢ Well, sir, he, my confesser, gave me his
small means, and endeavored to obtain work for
me, and obtained for me mmany prayers from the
charitable—but T lived in contioued excitement
exd my brain used to burn, and, in fits ol dJespe-
ration—crazed from the memory of the mght
to come, I hare gooe to drown myself.’

¢« Poor Emma !’ cried Cecily, while a tear
rolled dowa her {ace. _

¢It was then, sir ——' and she paused and
looked at Cecily; ¢ it was then Miss Tyrrell

came to my first relief.

¢ Reliel? )

¢ Yes, miss ; the poor people were beginning
to be frightened at my approach, and tl{e little
children that used to play with me, acd iove me,
flew shrieking away when I came pear, The
shopkeepers prayed I wouldn’t come te tneir
places, and the tradespeople were © not home’ for
me ; every thing and every one became my ene-
my, and my heart was blackening against the

world. 5 -

fAlas!

¢ %ess, Miss Tyreell. The world was an ene-
my—only fizm ; and I saw the tears 1n his eyes
when he relieved me, and the warm lov,e of - God
came to my cold heart when he spoke. g

¢ He relieved you from the monster ? )

¢ He believed in me. Oh, may God bless him,
he—he did ; only for that I would now be in
hell’; be believed 1o me, and it struck um to ob-
tain leave for me to lie on the boards 1n the sa-
cristy, looking al the light that hung befere

our Saviour.’
Cecily started.
Emma smiled fainetly, but swetly.
¢ Miss Ceeily,’ske continued; ° God 15 near
s, aed my good father brought me into lus pro-
fectton. How bappy I was there ! For aver
four mooths I have lain on the sacristy floor at
mght, and worked there during the day, and for
four months my soul was beaven. To live
_and die there before. my God would have been
Paradise. . - - . .
;. "4 You were notaliowed-to stay ¥ A
» -sThe parish clergyman, merciful and good,
" - was cautious. ~ He said, © However true she is,
.. 'she..cannot remain always . here, and whatever

b ot

is to be done last, may as well be done first.
¢ And then—

¢ Then, sir, the same kind priest borrowed the
mosey to send me to London, as I bave had a
good education, and can eara my bread.’

* An excellent education, sard Cecily ;’—
¢ and it grieves me to part with you—grieves me
deeply.’

¢Alas! for three daysI made up my mind
that I had left the demon beyond the sea! but
oh'God! thy will—last oight I knelt to pray,
and [ prayed for you, miss—indeed I did ; and 1
prayed for the pale, sad-looking face that passed
me by upstairs, and you with her, miss, and my
heart was hight and joyful. Mother of God!
haviag risen from my kaees, I sat on a chair by
my handsome bedside, and I said, ¢ How [ortu-
nate I am at last.’ The creature- stood there
before me ; the same malignant eye was on me,
and the bloody teeth were bare.’

¢ Poor Emma was obliged to yield to the mas-.
ter-hand of excitement. She fell dowo, and
was carried to her room in a state of insensi-
bility. Cecily accompanied her with a beating
heart, and many a novel feeling. She felt her-
self more 1o the world supernatural than ever
she had felt before, and the impression was any-
thing but disagreeable. Gerald bad a full ball-
bour to his own reflections before she returned.
At length she came, so pale and majestic, aud
melancholy ; but yet she looked ¢ in light.? |

¢ Gerald,” she said, siting down quite beside
bim ; ¢ Gerald, I must get close to the God—
the God who made this world of mystery—oh,
Ailey I’ She coatinued :

¢ Gerald,’ she said, takiog bim by the hand, ¢ if
I were that girl—poor Emma, I would rejoice /
ok, to be in practical contact with the unseen.

¢ Cecily, surely, surely, it would not add any-
thing to your knowledge or conviciions.’

¢ Knowledge ! I bave ao abundance; convic-
tion ! why, yes; Lkaow all things are as they

are ‘stated to be~I mever-doubted.. 1 go. to:

church, attend family prayers, and 1 read Dante.

¢ Udor mi parve un murmarare di fume
Che scends chiaro giu di pietra in pietra.

I seem to bear the murmaring call
QOf sunlit watera in their tall
From rock to rock.

But the cascade of the poet and the truths of
religion have been to my mund too much allke ;—
I must touch reality. Obh, Gerald, the superna-
tural world is so glorlous.’

¢ Faith will move mounlais.’

«Yes. Emma bas faith; Ailey has faith ; the
old priest has faith.’

¢ Poor Father Mick V

¢ Paor! ls not the world God’s dwelling faor
him 7 Are not angels lus companions and comfort-
ers? Ishe not shielded from himseifvand all
things else by the preset etermity ; he walks be-
fore (vod, and is perfect ; never say poor, dear
Gerald, ’tis such a happy thing to realise the uo-
seen! Oh! I could sacrifice everything,’ and
she paused, ‘I could, Gerald,’ she repeated, en-
ergetically, ¢ ¢sery thing 1o interweave my
thoughts and aspirations with the world of spirits
as you do, and to rely upon it i child-like con-
fidence, like Ailey—like Ailey when she kneels
before the Virgu.’

Gerald sailed,

¢ The ditference between stage life—between
mere playing a part—and real, real life,) she
weat og, ‘1s between you and me.’

¢ Ob ! Cecily !

¢ Dear Gerald, yes, and between the masses of
our people and ——’

She was iaterrupted by 2 knock. The ser-
vant announced that Baroa St. Jobn would wait
upon her ina quarter of an hour.

 Gerald,’ she resumed, * I will aod must find
find why all your people make religion a fact,—a
faet hke every fact they witness and perform—
like tbe stars, and the sea, and the city ; aod
way, even the best of them, all their hves seem
waiting to take 1t a fact)

¢1 would advise you, Cecily,’ he saud, ¢ tosend
bome Emma forthwith.’

Cecily almost laughed outright at the quet
suspension of her own topic ; yet she honored
the calm soul of Moore. She made no remark,
but, by a playful look, she said she bad under-
stood humn. ‘

¢ Her confessor, Gerald continued, ¢ will ¢ ex-
orcise’ her.’

¢ How? What mean you?'

¢ The fact of the minister’s presence here,
proves the girl ta be f obsessed, as 1t 1s called,
and a man like her coofessor will do s duty.?

i Banish the ev thing.’

¢ Certainly.’ _ ,

Gerald spoke 1o an agonised tone of one who
bad seen the thing accomplished, rather than
like one giving an opinion. :

¢ You believe that S
¢ As firmly as my - esistence.  Of ‘course all
clergymen have power over. evil .spirits—* They
will cast out devils in my name.’” - -

~ ¢ Tshall go to see 1t,’ said Qecyly veheﬁent]y.

¢Introduce her to Ailey,and I will write to
her conlessor. Let Ailey be your correspen-
dent.’ :

¢ Always wise, she said, looking mnto his face,
as a woman looks who views the controller of
her destiny ; © always wise,’ she repeated.

¢I must depart, Cecily,' Le now conlinued ; 1
have much to do, and the events of the day have
engaged us long.

“Go !’ cried the young woman.

¢ Yes, Cecilly, 1 must go/

But, Gerald, you must see my uncle,and I
bave not had any conversation, really.’

Gerald smiled, as she sometimes remarked
him smile when a thing was vaialy said or vainly
done.

* You will leave me ! leave me here with all
those burning thoughts and uadirected wishes;
leave me to this dark, insipid——’

¢ Cecily, what am I to understand ? what do
you wish  what do you need? is there on earth
an exertion or a sacrifice which you would com-
mand 7  Speak P

For a cioment the brow flushed and the eye
it ; Cecily then got deadly pale.

¢ Gerald, dear Gerald,' she cried, T am rich,
but what is weaith? I am pursued by selfish
idiots and bheartless knaves; ¢ will you— 7

¢ Really, Ce'cy,’ said Baron St. Jobe, eoter-
ing the room, ‘you hear nothing and pobody
since Mr. Moore came to town. Mr. Moore,
he said, addressing himself to Gerald, ¢if my
niece were much less of a philosopher, T should
not fear the company of a tan like you; I bave
given up all bope, bowever, of briagiog my ne-
phew to common sense on the subject of ¢ Our
own Ailey Moore. ’

‘Hurra " said the parrot, ¢ At-i-i-ley Moo-
a-0-0-re ?

¢ There! listen there !’ said the barou.

CHAPTER XXI.
~ ¢ Thrath, then, sir, that’s id, just,’ said a young
fellow, about fourteen, addressmg a geatleman

huge’ round stone at the cormer of a garrow
street, and ©at the foot of the bridge,” which
crosses the Snannon from Thomond gate to the
old town of Lumerick. ¢ Throth, then,sir, that’s
it just,’ said he,

“And why is it called the © Treaty Stone ?°
asked the gentleman.

"¢ Why, sir, bekase
threaty on id.

¢ What trealy.’

f What threaty, sir? O murdher !’ cried the
boy, laughing at the gentleman’s 1gnorance, ¢ the
threaty of Lumerick.’

¢ Well pursued the gentleman, evidently
sounding the depths of his companion’s kaow-
ledge, ¢well, and what was the "Treaty of
Limerick 7

¢ \Why, sir, when the Eoglish was beaten, and
the Irish wasn’t going to beat them again, Sars-
field sigoed the threaty awd the English broke
it,’ sard the little fellow, looking round with tha
exultation of youthfui patriotism,

¢Is that true 7’ asked the gentleman, speaking
to a little girl, whom curiosity bad brought to
the spot. She had a eclean check picalore, fair
hair, and blue eyes, ike most of the children
about that quarter of the south.

¢ Yes, sir.)’

¢ When did this take place 7’

¢In the year 1691, sir, answered the child,
very mildly.

¢Can you read and write

¢ Yes, sir.’

¢ Aond who taught you ?

¢ Mother Mary Vincent, sir.

¢ Who is that ¥

The little girl looked up in surprise. ¢ Mo-
ther Mary Vincent, sir,’ she half exclaimed ; and
then she looked at the Itile boy, and both
smiled meaniugly. They thought what kind of
a bumaan being it could be that did not kaow
Motber Mary Vinceut.

¢ Sue’s one of the Nuns of Merey, sty said a
man beariog on his back a little mahogany case,
which' was huog {rom 2 broad leather strap that
crossed his breast like a soidier’s belt.

¢ Any good razors to-day, sir.’

¢ No.’

, Pencil-cases 1’

*No.*

¢ Good brown Windsor 7!

¢ No, thaok you, I—>

¢ Some fine clasp koives, scissors, shirt but-
tons, racks, combs, bair-brushes, shoe-laces,
Jews’-harps 7’

¢ Why, my good—’

¢ Clever children, these, sir.
the convent school.’

¢ What kind of convent ?’

¢ The Mercy Convent, sir: 2,000 girls are
educated by them; and many of the girls are
fed '

¢ Who are the ladies 7’

Sarchfield signed the

The girl is from

"¢ The nuns)’

¢Are they French?

in fashionable morning eostume, who stood by a

and they left ther fathers hooms and ther play-
saot friends tae live in the cellars and garrets,
an’ amouog the childher of the poor.’

¢ Why was that 7

¢ For why is’t. Blessyou, ’tes bekase the’
wapt to be parfict as the beaveoly father is par-
fict, and all-a-ways tae goo aboot a doing of
good, lek our Sarviour.’

¢ And this is their life.

¢ Aye,is’t. O, if you seen ’em, sir, weth
the’r gentle face and heavenly smile, a stoopin’
o’er the rags of the poor mon’s bed when 2’ the
waurld’s left em in sorow ; and ho? the’ sooth the
poor beart and settle the aching head, and tache
’em tae look oop oot o” the dark and to theok o’
heaven; and ho' the’' waurk aroond ‘his wee
room, an’ be’s to ’im as service maids. Ab,
sir, these ladies do for him what they would nae
do for a’ the crown o’ the Queen.’

¢ Certainly, they would not bend %o that for
earthly reward. :

¢ Airthly reward ! Nae, nae, sir, they do fra’
God and charily what the goold o’ the south wad
nae buy.)

The gentleman thougbt for a moment, and the
man with the case continued —

¢ Id requires faith en airnest, sir, to lade a life
like yon; aud something mair than the resolution
of a woe-man.’

¢ What more.)

¢ Why, the grace of God, to be found in the
Church.?

‘The grace of God! said the gentleman,
looking steadfastly at the pedlar; ¢ the grace of
God,’ hie repeated, slowly and softly,

* Why, yis? answered the case man, ©aud
more be token, they never can be fooned oot of
the church fra’ want o’ the grace, and the rale
tawk ; pon my waurd !’ be continoed, locking to-
wards the city, ¢ pon my waurd, here’s twa of
them
The gentleman looked in the same direction
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but we are coming an. Gie us twenty years aa’
we’ll waurk our way. -

The Sisters of Mercy were really gomg to
Mrs. Benn's, and had been for some days visit-
ing our poor friend Mr. Moore, of Moorfield,~
Thesr presence seemed to soothe him, and he
prayed with them fervently ; mdeed, he never
neglected to pray even in his greatest aberra-
tions of mnd,~but he prayed most collectedly
with them. In fact, they made bim happy, and
that was a more than sufficient inducement for
the Sisters of Mercy.

They, the sistors, found Mr. DMoore in bigh
spirits to-day., He was introduced to them for
the seventh or eighth time, and he told them he
was exceedingly bappy to see them. ¢ Gerald,?
he said, f was talking to me a little wiie ago,
and he told me all was nearly prepared for our
return to Moorfield immediately—quite imme=
diately ; for,’ said he, ¢we have been a mont®
away uow, eb, Alley— Where is (hat bold gir
—hav’nt we.

¢ Yes, sir.? .

¢ So I thought, clild—so T thought, I socme-
tunes fear my memory 1s going ; but you see I
am nrot so bad ! Oh, well, dear Moorfield, L
shall get better there—shall I not, Ailey.’

¢ Yes, sir]

¢ I'o be sure I shall.
Ailey.?

J Sir !

¢ Come liere !’

1le caught both her bands, and looked " into
her face,

¢ Ailey !" he said.

¢ Sic—well papa !’

¢ Won't I be buried alongside mamma, Ailey !
Sure I shall not be buried away {rom her  and
the tears ran down the old cheeks.

¢ Oh, sir,) said Sister Mary Monica, ¢ You
are not going to die yet. We must pray with
vou many, nany times before you die.’

Ab, dear Moorfield—

as the pedlar, and saw two ladies approaching.
They were dressed entirely in black, except a
neat whnte linen collar ; and on stealing a look
under the deep black bonnet you could see that
the forehead was bound with linen, whilefa cover-
ing of the same material from the temples orer
the ears and uoder the chin left no portion of the
features unocecessarily expose . Each carried a
heavy basket, which contamned refresbmeats and
simple wmedicines for the sick.

¢ Sister Mary Momea,) whispered the child
getting behind the pediar, ‘and sister Mary
Patrick,’ ske added.

The pediar took of his hat, and bowed low to
the ground; and tne strange gentleman fol-
lowed his example, only be did not bow so very
law.

¢ Glory be 1o God I’ said the pedlar, piously,
‘ these are two ladies that left their carriages at
the convent door, and their {riends vainly la-
wenting behind ’em, to become the lowest of
servants to the poor/

¢ Where do they go now?” asked the gentle-
man, still looking after them.

¢ They are going to Mis. Bean’s sir,’ said the
little girl.

¢ Mrs. Benn’s,” repeated the gentleman.

¢ There’s an old geatleman sick there, his
name is Mr. Moore, sir,’ said the pedlar.

# He has a daughter,’ asked the strange gen-
tleman.

¢ Aye, has he,’ said the pedlar, ¢ Miss Ailey
Moore/ ' .

¢Oh, the darling Miss Atley !* cried the child,
clapping her bauds.

¢ Why, you know ber,’ said the gentleman.

¢ Oh, yes, yes, ¢ir,’ satd the lttle girl, ¢ she
teaches cateciusm at the chapel on Sunday, and
she goes to see grandmotber—grandmother is
sick and old.

The young gentleman placed a crown-piece in
the bands ol the child, who had no sooner seen
the large gift she bad received, and made ber
* courtesy,’ than she scampered away,

» Can you show me the way to Mrs. Benn’s,’
said the gentleman, addressing the pediar, and
apparently surprised at the sudden departure of
his younger acquaintance.

¢ That I can, sir, 1 bave a pair of new spec-
tacles fra Mrs. Benn, sir, tho®> I did nae know
the sisters were going that way.’

¢ Then yon can accompany me.’

¢ Aye, sir, can .

The pediar and the stranger commenced a
movement westward, and every movemeat seem-
ed to augment the interest of the latter in every
thing he saw and heard. The children were
poorly clad—npul they were all educated ; the
people walked slowly and talked freely and
good _bumoredly, but they were every one po-
lite and atteative. The pedlar rather surprised

bis new friend by assuring him that ‘only sixly

years afore the people,’ whom he met were *pot
allowed 1o go to shool: and a :priest, caught
where they then were, ‘wad bae: ended: his life
at a lamp-post. In fect, said the pedlar, *our

faethers, sir, had nae larning, and 'no taste fra

¢Oh nae, sir, thep’re the ladies of 'L'ih':eri_ck,v

larning, and we had very.leetle money either ;|

¢ Ab, yes—ah, yes! Ailey’s mamina was al-
ways praying. My Mary !’ be said, looking up
to heaven; and the old man shook like an aspen.
¢ o away, you baggage,’ be said, throwing off
Ailey. * Go now, go)’

She retired a few peces.

¢ Sister, he said, ¢ Ailey is like her mamma.
You are not going to take Ailey.’

¢ Oh sir,” said Mary Monica.
¢ On, ho, ho, hio /? criee the old man: and ho
¢ Ob, ho,—ho, Lo! he repeated, ¢ Oh,

, ob!
¢ Well, we'il pray for your Mary now, sir)
said Mary Munica,

¢ Ves, yes, yes ! —For Mary. O, yes!’ and
the old man struggled to get upoa his knees.

¢ No, no, sir,” sard the good nun, ¢but we’ll
kneel down bestde you, and you will join us m
the prager.

¢ For Mary {—oh, yes, yes!” he said, ¢lor
Mary

The Sisters knelt beside the good old man—
one at each side rather; and he raised lus
trembling bands to beaven, and his eyes were
fixed upon lns * bome above,’ and he prayed for
her the fove for whom warmed the cold current
of his chill old age; and bis Mary was once
more beside lim, as he used to see ber with the
eye of youthful fancy. For she now came to
lim fresh and fragrant, from the company of
angels. Ailey kuelc a little distance from the
group, and joined her prayers and tears with
those of her father,

And then the good nuns spoke of what a
changing thiog the world 15, and how we are
made to leave it—not to live in 1t ; and old Mr.
Moore said often Father Mick bad told him the
same. And then Le would ask them whether
they knew Father Mick; and he would tell
them of his fine silvery bair, and large fond eyes,
and that he came every day to see him, because
Father Mick loved Gerald. He said Gerald
was a brave young fellow, but he was out just
then— he was to be in very shortly ; in fact,
immediately ; he hoped they knew Gerald; and
Gerald would thatk them for bim, he added, be-
cause Gerald was fond of his father. Aad then
old Mr. Moore would join them m ¢ forgiving
all who liad offended or injured Iim,’ although
there was something very heavy on bis heart
that was done to Gerald, and whick he. could
not remember ; but he forgave it, and every one
and he prayed for the forgiveness of every one
whom he bad injured. And then he would ask
them, ¢ Wasn't it time for them to.pray for poor
Mary,” and ¢if they-only had knowa Mary.—
See was such an angel.! o

¢ Ailey,’ cried Mr, Moore.
¢ Sic? : -
¢ Sing mamma’s song.’ - .
¢ Yes, sit -
¢ And getthe harp,' Ailey

¢ And get! ;5 dear barp of my
country ! eried the old mag.. .~ .

- Ailey-looked-astonished, and- the:nups:

not less surprised. Creen et

. - .

Lo e
¢ You must get the_hﬁr;i',f”'A.‘llé'y'—_'.-'Mdry,:i

¢ You must get the harp, Adey--Mary, that 1s
mamma, was fond of the, barp, you:kaow,’ :
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