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AILEY MOORE;
A TALE OF THE TIMES,

CHAPTER V,——(Continued.)

Cecily took a pin from her geck—it was a
cameo, a magnificent work of art, the ¢ dolorous

Motber.’ _ .
¢ Take this,” she said to Ailey, ¢wear it for

me.

¢ La Vergme dolorosa I’ cried Ailey, in sur-
_prise ; for the cameo had been hitherto conceal-
ed by a neckoand wiich Cecily wore. ¢ You
wear the figure of our Lady of Dolors. Really
Miss Tyrrell g

¢ No ¢ miss’ now, Ailey.’

¢ Well, really 1 think iy heart must have dis-
covered that youloved my sweet Molber,’ and
her eyes filled. fAb, no, Miss Tyrrell—well,
Cecily—no, do pot part with the image of Mary,’
said Ailey, almost passionately.

¢ T shall have one,’ said Cecily, looking at
Alley’s collar.

Ailey blusbed.

¢ T shall bave yours, ccrissimna,’ said the beau-
tiful young woman.

¢ Oh, mine is ordinary.’

s Nay, no pleading from four own Ailey
Moore.’

Alley drew forth the pin. There was a very
small medal under the shell—she was disengag-
ing it.

¢ What are you removing ¥’

¢ A little medal,’ said Ailey, smiling,

¢ Will you not leave it to the heretic 7

¢ Willingly 5 will you wear it ?

¢ For you, Ailey, had 1t come direct from the
furnace.!

The priest and the young men were amused,
though affected.

Parting commenced at last, and Ailey never
felt such a parting ; wherefore, who can tell?
She trembled when Frank Tyrrell took her band
—and she felt ke one who needed to weep,
when Cecily moved towards the hall.

¢ Mr. Moore,” said Cecily, presenting ber
bhand, *may we not meet agam? Will you
pever go to England. '

¢T hope to see England, but not for a long
time.

¢ We should feel delighted at an opportunily
of showing our friends the man to whowm we owe
s0 much.’ ]

¢ Oli, do not speak of it—"tis a trifle.”

Cecily felt it was little to what Reginald
Moore could do—would do. .

t We will not be forgotten ¥ she said and
there was a look of anxiety in the sweet speaker.

Reginald Moore looked in Ler face, and their
eyes met— fully, fully, their souls knew each
other.

Aad 2ll prepared now to move, -~

At the green gate they met Biddy, the beg-
garwoman, and Eddy, her grandson.

¢ Lord save ye all * said Biddy, ¢ ye're late
for the crowmn’.

¢ How 1s that, Biddy ¥

¢ Oh, kase Skerin 1s crowned,’ answered Buddy,
¢ and wilful murdher against some oue not
known.’

¢ We’re late then,’ said Reginald.

¢ Late, said Father Mick ; ¢ aud it may be as
well—a vic—eh—may 1t not?

f Yes)

Buddy and Eddy followed Frank and lus
sister.

¢ Lord bless your bandsome face,” said Biddy,
¢ and gie you a good sinockur.’

¢ What 1s that !* demanded Fraok.

¢ A good wife to yer ’oner,’ smd Biddy.

¢ An’ did you ne’er hear of our owan Ailey
Moore ¥—sung out Eddy. : )

¢ Hould your tounge, you omadhaun,’ she cried
to the boy. ¢ Beg yer pardon, sir, but all the
poor are mad about Miss Ailey, sir—she’s such
an angel.

¢ Come here,’ he said to Eddy. ¢Lock at
this young lady, now-—say she’s handsomer than
Ailey Moare, and Ilt give you a siver shilling.’

A bird passed over Eddy’s head, and be turn-
ed to whistle alter it,

¢ You young scapegrace, dox’t you hear me.’

¢ Oh, sorra goad s, he’d be burned alive
afore he’d give up Miss Ailey—
4 QOL, did you ne'er hesr tell of our own Ailey

Moore ?
The roses con'd never come near her I'm sure !
The angoel of God to the sick and the poor, .
Apd our light in the darkness — ig swest Ailey

Mcore.!

t How they love Ler !’ cried Frank—¢ and she
is an angel

¢1 pever met her equal,? said Cecily.

Eddy got two bright half-crowss.

The brotber and sster went to the lordly
mansion of Kinmacarra; but its rich furmture,
and 1ts noble works of art, had no atttraction for
them. Father Quulivan’s little parlour—the
bright vision of Auley Moore—the ever master-
ing and ever governed mind of Reginald—the

love of the poor—how good-—how sweet—how
valuable it was/—aaod they thought, each of
them was possessed by it, that they should meet
the brother and sister, and even the old priest
again-—all these occupied thewr minds during the
preparation for their return to England,

£las they could not prophesy!
CHAPTER VI. — HOW MR. SNAPPER WENT 4

WQOING, AND WHAT CAME THEREFROM.

There are some men whom good habiliments
destroy. They may escape in a crowd, if ther
garb be very ordinary, but f they make any
effort to adorn themselves, from being ugly they
become hideous. Mr. Snapper, land-agent, and
attorney-at-law, was oue of these.

Mr. Snapper, however, thought othexwise, and
ona mornmg in the summer of 184d—rnot sot
long age, either—he rose early, made many |
ablutions, and dressed himselt o la mode. Mr.
Spapper wore a light waistcoat and grey panta-
loous, a profusion of shirt collar, and a coloured
neck-tie—the neck-tie most partieularly directed
attention to the crookedness of Mr. Soapper’s
eyes.

Having been duly ¢perfumed like a milliner,
to which class we mean no disrespect by saying
80, Mr, Snapper took up his white kid gloves,
approached the mirror for the hundreth time,
‘aid lus hat upon the dressing table, and com-
menced to look at himself as he drew on the said
kid gloves—gentlemen always like to see them-
selves drawing on ther gloves. The learned
gentieman remarked that bis band was very
large, and looked larger when developed and de-
fined by the kid glove, so he thought he would
carry the gloves carelessly in Ins hands. Then
be thought he bad made a mistake in the matter,
and again put oo hus gloves ; butagain he looked
dissatisfied, and to wear them off lus bands was
the nltimate resolve.

Mr. Snapper was going to woo.

The gig was at the door—a gig well known
in those parts—the whip-handle rose gracelully
from the left hand side, the whip itseli bowed as
gracefully 1a the ¢ passing breeze ;7 the horse
was shining under brightly-polished harness, and
the g1g was shining beiind the horse. In fact,
all parties were engaged m the amorous enter-
prise of Mr. Spapper.

Many congratulations on his looks Mr. Snap-
per received from Rody and Jude as he made
his appearance in the yard. 'T'he good girl and
man-of-all-work were in ecstacies ; but 1t was
because Mr, Snapper was going out, ard well
that amiable gentleman knew 1.

Rapidly Mr. Snapper’s gig drove aloog the
road by St. Senaun’s Well, and was directed
towards a charming plantation at no great dis-
tance. The plantation was perfectly seen from
the road. The undulating ground, the neatly
trimmed walks, the trees so beautifully arranged
for shade and ornament ; the jake, with its pair
af swans, and the house off in the distance among
large trees, looking not too lurge for moderate
income, nor too smali for a fawr forlune ; all were
beauttful and attractive—of course, a mac of
less taste than Mr. Snapper would adwmire such
a residence,

As Mr. Snappet’s eye wandered towards the
hall-deor, which had green lattice-work in front,
a sylph-hlce young lady, leaning on a handsome
young gentleman; were entering the house,

¢ All right, sail Mr. Spapper to hunself;
* they’re at bome ut any rate;” and Mr, Snap-
per’s brow kait very unlike a geatleman fgoing
to woo. .

The plantation, dear reader, is ¢ Moor-field,’
and the lady and gentleman are Regald Moore
and gentle Ailey.

Thither Mr. Snapper is gomg to seek a wife,
and Ailey is the lady of his love. God help
thee, gentle Ailey Moore !

Reginald bas ascended the stairs, and Ailey
has entered the drawing-room, on the right band
of the hall.

The former has his sanctum—an apartment
which no one ever enlers bat himself, not even
Ailey, the beloved Aiey, has found access
there ; perhaps because she has not sought it.—
Some lathes would die if they were compelled to
live 1n the same house with an unrevealed secret.
Ailey Moore was quite contented to sacrifice
ber curiosity io other people’s taste or convem-
ence.. In this, as in everything else, the dear
young girl banished all selishuess, and the un-
selfish are always the loveable,

But what is the secret? Reginald Moore
bas a passion deep as his own soul. It brings
him inlo familiar communion with the world of
alory around him and above hum—and even with-
in him., The shape ot the summer cloud, and
the rich azure in which 1t lies resting or moves
g0 calmly ; the leaf and flower in all their phase
of .transparent youth and rich maturity; the
bluze of the midday sun asd the gorgeous hues
of its selting ; the tmid glance ol the hall-hid-
den brook, and the lordly swell of the mountain
billow—all things beautiful and sublime speak to
Reginald as his soul traverses the landscape or
travels n the mid-sky—Reginald is a painter.

From lis very infancy he sought to reproduce
the forms of loveliness around him ; but even at
a youthful period ceased to exhibit his skill. e
was too deeply mn love with lus pursut—and he
would not unveil anything which would not be
its triumph. Like a true disciple, he was never
satisfied ; and iike a manly soul, he determmnel
to be so, some time.  Reginald was gone to his
studio.

There was the outline of a female sead in the
easel—Reginald sat down before it.  Around
him were pictures which many of the crities
would bave called magnificent; to his deep
ambition—the ambition of a Sanzio—they were
nothiag. i

He was, m a moment, lost 1a thought—his;
eyes still on the outlive. Has the reader ever |
seen Raphael (paioted by himsell} contemplating
a vision of the Virgin Mary 7 How beautiful
the thought ! The servant koocked.

Reginald started as from & dream. Ile open-
ed the door. He was calm, self-possessed as
usual,

¢ Mr. Seapper, sir, the agent,’ said Jobha.

¢ Have you asked him to walk mtc the draw-
ing-room P

* Yes, sir.”

¢ Is my father at home 7’

¢ Yes, sir.’

* Have you announced Mr, Snapper #

¢ Yes.

1 will be down 10 a few moments.’

Aund Reginald turned agam into lis sanctum.

He caleulated with great truth lns relations
with Snapper. They were anythmg but satis-
factory ; the whole family were more or less in
Snapper’s power ; supposing him to be a rascal
—and charity demanded htile beyond such a
supposition 5 hence the course of proceeding was
sufficiently clear—to listen to the ageat, acd ex-
pect what his interest wounld determine.

Reginald found Snapper and c¢ld Mr. Moore
i the drawing-roon.

Everything around spoke of Aliey’s home ; the
fire-screeus, from Reginald designs, Lhe ottomans,
the hangings, the sofa and chair-covers, the orna-
ments, they were all in the luxury of taste, with-
out the gorgeousness of fashion.

Swvapper rose at Reginald’s entrance. He ap-
proached with great warmth, which was a liitle
abaled by the young man’s habitual reserve. |

C.d Mr. Dloore was gentle as 2 child. He
batd never beew much of a man ol business, but
Providence always surrounded bim with bonest
and cowpetent servants, until his son was able to
exereize a surveillance over affars.

¢ Miss Moore is, I hope, quite well? suid
Snapper.

¢ Chiite so,’ answered Reginald.

¢ A frightful ousiness this death of Skeria.—
Murdered, too, 1 the Queen’s highway—and
cloze proxumity to a magisterial resudence.’

¢ Oh very awful /? said old Mr, Moore; ¢ very .
awlul, indeed, Mr. Snapper—very awful, And |
has there been no discovery—no discovery— |
noue whatever,

¢ None of any importance to the ends of jus-
tice ; but I augur we shall be able lo net the
assassin, as the saymg is; we know how to pur-
sue a malefactor, Mr. Moore, and he looked
kunowingly 5 he also wade bis nearest approach
to a smile—in fact, he might have even succeed-
ed only for the eyes — the eyes were ¢ the rub.’

¢ We there have lost the last lile in our lease,’
said Reginald, ¢ but, of course, you remember
we bave a wrilten promise and engagement of
renewal.

¢Ol, my dear sir, answered the agent, *I
need not say that anytbing involving or concern-
ing the domestic or other interests of your most
respectable familv have always heen dear to me,
Mr. Moore.”> Snapper spoke very seatentiously
—unless with bis eyes — which, like Parson
Salmer’s, were very unsteady. ¢Iam agent, as
the saying is ; 1 have the honor to possess the
confidence, regard, and wtentions of my lord of
Kinmacarra. Make yourself quite, quiet easy ;
and if there be anything that his lordship can be
advised to do, as the saying 15, I bave the honor,
you know—you understand, Mr. Moore,” and
the eyes were like anything on earth that mean
mischief—these eyes of Saapper. k

¢ We are really obliged, Mr. Snapper, but I
hope we sha'l not find it necessary to trouble
s fordship.? '

¢ But,” said Snapper—and be coughed—* but,’
said Soapper,—~and he looked around the draw-
1ng-room, thinking to himself how happy he
would be there,—* but, Mr. Moore, and Mr.
Regmald Moore, I suppose —as the saying is—
you guese my most happy business here to-day.
I am here: you both' know the reason why I
have given up important trusts, engagements, and
so forth, to come over to Moorfield.’

There was no reply.

$ The fact is, Mr. Moore, that I have large
means—as the saying 18 — some thousands of
pounds which I have smaved and economised like

the bee, determined to settle in'life at the pro-
per time. I am nalurally—as tae saying ts—'

No. 4.

aflectionate and all that; and I think the time
is come to settle myself in hife)

And again Mr. Snapper looked around the
drawing-room.

¢ And, concluded Mr. Snapper, *asI bave
made up my mind—and so on—to settle in life,
I bave come to—ahem !—to ask your daughter,
Miss Moore, to be my wedded wife, Mr.
Moore, and to give ber my band and my meaus,
and so forth.

¢ My daughter I said the old man.

“ Ailey U cried Reginald. ¢ My good friend,
you are not serious.’

¢ Serious, gentlemen ; serious as a man deeply
in love—and so on—can be. My happiness—’

¢ Ab, well; Nir. Snapper,” said Reginald, fmy
father, 1 am sure, will settle the inatter briefly.’

“Oby 1t can’t be j 1t can’t be, Mr, Suapper;
oh, it can’t be.?

¢ And why not, Mr. Moore; I have means,
yoa koow, and power, and —’

¢ But, Mr. Suapper,’ remarked Teginald, whe
was determined to develop s visitor, ¢ you
must remember you are double my sister’s age,
of a different religion, and I hardly thiok your
tastes are very similar.’

*Obh, as for age, 20 much the better, as you
know ; no imprudence—and all that—no hunting
and drinking —and so forth,—and as for taste, 1
like all her ways very wvell—as the saywg is.—
PIl not interfere with her religion-—ouly going
among the common people, aud so on-—just a
little prudence.’

¢ She would never consent,’ said Reginald.

*Oh, you can manage tha!) said Snapper,
laughing. He imagined he was gaining grouad.
¢ She’ll obey you now, and’—he lauglied agnin—
‘she’tl obey me—as the saying is—by-and-by.
Many a lady would be glad, you know, to take
her place,’ continued the ugly fitile land-agent,

¢ Well, Mr. Snapper,’ said Reginald, slowly
and solemnly, ¢t can never be,’

¢ Never I’ saud the father.

¢ Eh! never!” echoed Snapper; * never, ak!
—as the saying 1s—ah ! well.  And you remem-
bes my meaas?

¢ Yes.

¢ And my power 7°

¢ Certamly.

¢ And you think you cao afford to refuse me
your deughter—and so on.’

¢ Afferd ¥ said Regmald.

vANW! well, doo’t mmd—as the soying is,” and
the ruflian leered most frighitully.

There was a very long pause,

¢ By the bye, DMr. Moonre, senior, and Mr.
Reginald Moore, 1 bulieve the last li%e of this
property fell two nights ago.’

¢ Well)” answered fatiier and son together.

* 1 was just tiiking—as the saying is—that
his lordship might need this massion,” sard  the
villain, with a bitter smile,

¢ My house 7 cried the old man.

Regtoald said vot a word.

*Ob, you will pa.don me—as the saying is,’
slowly croaked the land-ageat—* the leese s out,
and the land takes the castle—as the saying 15—~
the tail foilews the Lide, you know, Mr. Moore,
senjor.’

Bitterly—bitterly he spoke; and very slowly
too, to make every syilahle tell.

¢ 1 have signed and sealed promise of a renew-
al, you kaow, Saapper ; on ilie faith of that -
strurment L built this house ?

© Aht if the old gentleman—a very good old
gentleman, as the saying is—if the old gentle-
man had the power 5 but he hadv’t—and so an
—Mr. Moore, senior ; and, besides, there is no
witness to the document.’

‘The old mavn’s wrath was rising.

¢ I say there is, sir)’

¢ tle’s dead, and po man kaows his bandwit-
ing,” said Snapper, with a chuckle; ¢ and you
know in all fairness, you krow, his lordslip can-
not—cannot be bound. I am very sorry, I as-
sure you, but—’

¢ I think you had better spare that language,
friend,’ quietly remarked Reginald. ¢ You may
wrong us—for that it 1s not necessary to mock
us, I think tiis conversation may as well end.’

*You will be good enongh, Mr. Reginald
Moore, just in kindpess, to allow me to seltle
business on the part of my noble patron, the
Lord of Kinmacarra, and so on. I would not,
ss the saying is, vex you, or put you in a pas-
sion, and so on; indeed, it would not be safe.—
Some say—’ :

Reginald reddened to the hair roots, but re-
mained silent.

¢ However,’ the fellow continued, *I am on
business.’

¢ Well, then ? said the old man.

¢ There are ten years, during whick you have
been £200 a-year back in arrears of the farms.’

¢ Yes, the abatement !” cried old Mr. Moare.

¢ Ah, sir, Mr, Moore, as to that, the receipt
shows that the money remains due— the old gen-
tleman, you see, Mr. Moore, was so provident,
and so oo j and the heir, as the saying is, wants
they money.? C

Reginald looked the demon full in the face,
but said not a syllable,

¢ Heaven, man I’ exclaimed the old man, ¢ dues
not all the world know that we hold under an
abatement, and that leaving the surplus on the
face of the receipt, is only matter of form ?’

¢ Wisely so settled, as the saying is,” answered
Soapper, ‘in order to pumsh delinquents, when
one hkes, and spare the deserving.’

¢ Come, we see now,’ cried Reginald.

¢ Just only one word more, as the saying s
and *he vagabond spoke in tones of greal humil-
ity. ¢I cid got come over in my gig to ofizad
you, and so on—not I, indeed. But allow me
to add, that as you kuow, Mr. Moore, senior,
holds urder joint lease in that small farm of Gor-
ta Cappul, there is a yew’s rent due,’

¢ 1 have my receipt from your own hand.
You're—’

¢ Slay, father,’ interrupted Reginald.

¢ O, indeed, you paid your rent houestly, ao
doubt, as the saying is, but ke did got, and so on,
sir. So you see, sir, we shall be obliged to eall
upon you ; and--’

¢ Now, Snapper, have you done,” asked Regi- |
nald. ¢ You have shown us tie last thread of
the web,’ e added. ¢ Have you done?

¢Iend as 1 began, that I have much power,
and, as the saymg is, some means.’

¢ Is that all 7 agam asked Reginald.

¢ All) said the devil sling.

¢ Theu leave this house forthwith, said Regi-
nald, with frightful calmness.

¢ Have I got your last word, and so on ? re-
Joined Snoapper.

¢ Lieave tlus house at once,” more emphatizally
said Reginald,

¢ But—

¢ Leave this house this moment,’ said the young
man, laying ins hand on the wretel’s arm ;¢ from
this moment I shall eonsider you as a trespasser
—leave ting house 7’ : :

Pale as death, Snapper rose from his chair—
took lus white kid gloves out ol his hat—sheok a
httle—and walked precipiately to the door. A

servant lield his horse by the head while he en-
ttered the gig, and as he took the reins, the fel-
low ground bis teeth, muttering—

¢I'il bring down the pride of Moorfeld aad
rthe Moores—my blow shan’t merely stagger
Uthem, rod so on, The devil will have them, or
L1 have their dol!, and the green acres, too.—
| Very good, and so forth—1o take alt from tbem
is good—they’re papists, Tao get all mysell
would be bettar—I'm a sound  Protestani—
whew ¥

Aad in lins bepevnlent frame of mind, Mr.
Snapper, the land-agent, went towards home.

- * ’ + . .

Ata turn in the road, not far from the holy
well, a poor man was sitting on the bedge. His
hair was long and lack, and dark ; his brows
were grey.  Ile leant his clin upon a fong staff,
| and looked 1to the middle of the way.

¢ Dherky he said, ‘Dherk in anim a veidin
vuire !—Alms, w the name ot the Virgin Mary)

¢ Oh, you, Shaun, eh ?

¢ Yos, yer *oner,  Poor Shaun is growin’ ould,
sir.

Snapper looked into Shaun’s face, znd Shaun
looked us innecent. as a child.

¢ Shaun, he said, *did you hear of the snur-
der ?

¢ Oh, the Liord betune us an’ all harm, sure 1
did. 'These divils i}l rune the counthry—ao
gintleman will stay m 1d.

Snapper again exammned those full, stroag
eyes, but they never changed expression.

¢ Shizun,’ suid Snapper, * walk in by the gig for
a slart.’

Shaun rose up slowly—as one of his age and
infirmities should rise—rvery slowly, and ecough-
ing a great deal. Ie stood by the gig.

¢ Shaun, said the agent, ¢ did you bear any-
thing about the murderer

¢ Och, yer ®oner, what ’ud I bare ?
ple is, always talkin’ you know, sir.’

¢ Well, now, what did you hear, Shaug—
come 7 .

¢ Faith, strange things, Mr. Snapper.’

Shaun got a bright half-zrown.

¢ Well, now, Shaun

¢ Oh, gorry sir, I woulds’t like to say 1d.’

¢Don’t be in your own lLight, Shaup, and s0
on; who do they say P

Shaun put his finger on his lips, and looked
towards Moorfield.

¢ Eh, eh 7 cried Snapper. e

¢ Iss, faith,’ answered the beggar. ¢ They had
a quarrel about a girl; and then there was an
owld grudge, and they owed Skerm money.

¢ Shaw ! Skerin’s life was in their lease, and
so on.

¢ So much the betther cover,’ said the heggar-
man, winking ; ‘and they had premise of re-
- newal. )

¢ Right* said Soapper; and, after
¢ Was he out that mght 2

¢ He was,’ answered Shaun 3
a sliog—bis left arm.’

Sure, peo-

a pause,

‘and lus arm ig



