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THE CATHOLIC RECORD.

FEBRUARY 1, 1008,

NORA BRADY'S VOW.

BY MRS. ANNA H, DORSEY.
CHAPIER I.

* We're men—nas such, should know our rights,
and knowing should defend ;

Who would be free themselves must dare the

tyrant’s chain torend :
Ah ! fruiticse 18 the grief that spriogs above a
nation s fears—
One firm resolve of mighty men is worth a sea
of tears,” !
~8ONGS OF THE NATION.
A sunset of unu-ual beaaty, and a
few bright tints still lingering on he
edges of many a drifting cloud, diffased
» peculiar and transparent clearness io
the atmosphere, and threw out, on the
smooth waters of the Suire, successive
imsgos of picturesqne scenery. Rocks,
trees and overhanging banks, touched
here with light and roftened there with
shadow, with traceries of tangled shrab
bery running through it all, were pic-
tared forth with rare and beautiful
fidelity ; but beyond these fell a sterner
gloom, and more solemn shadows, which
seemed to chill the very waves in
whose calm depths they slambered like
wild and sorrowful dreams in some
living human heart., There was a ruin
on that shore, & ruin of old, whose gray
walls, majestic tower, and milde~ed
arches had for centuries past stood like
a hoary prophet beside thore waves, to
remind the living of their faded glories,
and incite them to a future which should
repair tho sorrows and losses of the
past. And now, as the soft twilight
slowly gathered around the old Abbey
of Holy-Cross by-the Suire, it only re
qui-ed a vivid imagination to people
that quiet solitude with its by-gone
inmates. The swift flitting of bats
throngh its pillared arcades, the sad
ory of the bittern brooding in the rank
grass below, and the faint rustling of
the ivy clinging to the ruined walls,
when blended with the long-ago mem-
ories and legends hauntin: the spot,
made a language expressive enough for
sny lover of the ideal to work his
spells with, and drape cloisters and
shrines with their ancient splendors,
and crowd those broad aisles once more
with salnt-like processions or prostrate
forms. Krected by the piety and muni-
ficence of Donald O Brien, King of
Liwerick, in the year 1169, the magni
fizence of its architecture made it a
fane worthy of the sacred shrine which
inclosed a relic of tre Trae Oross in
oased in a reliquary of gold and jewelx
of Inestimable valne, and presen ed hy
Pope Paschal II. to MeMorrogh the
predecessor of Donald, los magni
ceut altars, dodicated to the IHoly
Cross, to 85 Mary, and St. Bonedict,
woere famed thronghont the land, not
only for the splendor which surrounded
them, but fur the mulvitnde and devo-
tion of the worshipers and pilgrims who
contisually thronged thither ; while
the ansterity avd hotiness of the monks
who, holding the Cistercian rule, fitled
its cloisters, rendered it one of the
most celebrated and sacred monastic
establishments in I[reland Bat, like
iocense exhaled from precions flowers,
those son's which throvgh succeecing
senturies glorifed God in their works
of noliness and purity, were nowv flad ;
the ftest of the spoiler had trampled
over the place, and unholy hands had
desecrated and ruined the shrines ;
the earth, rich in the dust of bodies
which had coosecrated themselves to
God, was torn up and secattered, in
search of perishable treasares ; the
magnificencs of architecture, the cosli
ness and charm of rare sculptured
marbd es, the rich and gorgeous stained
glass windows, wbre all defaced
broken—ruined. And there it stands
at this late day, to tell its own tale ol
woe, appealing to the Lord of hosts jor
justics and veugeance on an iniguitous
aud oppressive system which for cen
turies has tortured Iis Spouse the
Charch with fetters and disfizared her
robes with the rust a:d tears of oppres-
sion.

The moon now risen poured down a
flood of light into the broad nave,
slanting her silver beams on the lorg
rows of pillars, leaving the aisles in
darknoss and shadow I'he altar of the
Holy Cross stood out conspicnons and
beausiful in the unclouded radiance
One might almost have imagined that
the oareful old monks had thrown a
oloth of gold over it, to protect (rom
dampnoss and dost its treasures ;
no, it was only the cold, bright moon-
light, the faithful witness and tender
cousvler of 1ty silent woes, which stil
sought to brighten its deep doesolation
and throw a beauty aroo d its decay
At a little dirtance were the hroken
pltars of the Viegin Mo her and S
Benedicot, near which stood the e yaul
towb of the O Brien, with ita canopy of
marble supported by twisted pillars

hut

Here and the te moonheams it them
up, gleaming on a rare tracery, o
silvering over some sculptured arch,
toucbing here a broken shattgthere the
defaced image of saint
rippliog down
graves like the fo tprints of the angels
who watch the dust of those who sleep
in the Lord.

Suddenly the silence was broken by
A siow footstep, and & wman, old and
gray, entered the ruin. Arresied by
the exquisite and wounrnful beanty ot
the scene, he stood a woment, leaning
on his staff, to survey it ; then, rever
ently uncoverirg his head, he knelt,

or cherub, or
!

over the moss=grown

and, folding his hands over his bosom
in the form of a cross, appeared to
pray devoutly. We cannot say for
what or whom he prayed. It may have
been for the repose of those who slept
in peace ariund hi nay have been
for some living tempted sonl ; or It may
have nhe-n for his o« antry, for troubl
ous times acain threatened it, and well
he knew, t at aged priest, that one,
nor two, nor thonsands of viatims could
close or fill the awinl gulf which un

successful outhreaks always opened

Kre jong the cla ter of horves' hoofs
was heard on the bridge which spanned
the Suire, and soon issning from the
shadow and galloping along the shore,
the horseman urged his steed np toward
{he ruins, where suddenly haiting, he
lifted nis cap trom his head, and wiping
the woisture from his brow, he threw
back the thick clastering locks that
lell over it.

“ Old lioly Oross I” he murmured,
‘ your gray ruins have not been vain
‘teachers, and ouce more must I visit

the tomb and shrine which first awoke
my fairest dreams for the regeneration
and freedom of this dear land.—It may
be the last time I shall ever look on ye,
old relios of the days that are gone ;
but if I fall in thie stroggle, let me
hope, O heaven | that the blood which
shall be poured out like water, in de
feuse ol wan's holiest rights, may nur-
ture into fall strength and maturity
the roots of that glorious tree whose
leaves shall sweeten the bitter waters
of the woes of my country.”” There
was & tone of deep feeling in his voice,
and an earnest enthusiasm in every
gesture, as he turned in under the
arches of the old abbey, which indicated
ia his nature the elements of heroic
courage, and a spirit which woald glory
in martyrdom,

When he saw the kneeling figure of
the priest, he started, then drew back
in the shadow of a pillar, where
he stood like some gray statue, gazing
thoughtfully on the scene. But pres-
ently the aged man floished his
prayer ; he made the sign of the cross
on his breast, and, bowing his hsad
reverently for an instant, in honor of
the Masjesty Who once dwelt there, he
turned to leave the ahbey, when the
other stepped forward, and, laying his
hand with affectionate freedom on his
shoalder, sald—

‘ Father McCarthy, I did not expect
to And you here !"

** Jonn Halloran !"’ sald the prieat,
starting. ** | am glad to meet you. I
have had you in mind this live long
day, and have just come down from
Glendariff, where I went to seek you.
Kase my heart at once by saying that
you have abandoned the wild and ruin
ous scheme—the hopeless plan that we
have »poken of before.’’

** Father, I am sorry we have met, if
the old dispute is to begin—the old
and useless dispute. Shame on the
clergy of lreland, who oppose this dar
ing effort for the freedom of their flocks
and their aitars, and lend their influence
aod hand to the oppressor !"’ exclaimed
the young man, angrily.

* Thov, God, knowest how baseless
is the charge,’ said the priest, baring
his grav locks, and litting his hands and
eyes toward heaven, as if apoealing
agaiost  such nomerited injastice.
** Tohon koowest hov we have stood for
long, sorrowiul years betwe:n the poreh
aod the altar, bowed down with the
woes of the land, and leading the p -ople
through the wilderness toward the
place f promise. But the people sin
by disobedience and revalt ; they walt
not for the barvest, but pluek the un
ripe fruits and suffer ; they wais not
G ds tme and God's holy will, and
long bitter years are added to their
exile  John Halloran, I am old—morse
than seventy years have rolled over my
head. I have in that time seen much
of men, and I have watched, like an
eagle from his eyrie, for the daydawn ;
but | tetl you ! see it not yet. These
revolts—these voleanic eroptions of a
tew burning hearts, which at best only
leave their ashes to their country—
those uncertain irresponsive insarrec
tions, which never asrume the dignity
of revolotious, only rivet the chains
more firmly, and put off the day of
deliverance into the dim and distsnt
tatore,"

** Now, Father, what is the use—what
is the use of all this? Age and mis
fortane have cooled your blood and
patriotism together, and near the
grave, yon have but small care for a
future wnich will roll over your ashes.
On, my Father!"” exclaimed John Hal
lorao, #.th deep pathos, * does not the
scens around s.tten your heart ?

‘* Of these ruins I will not speak ;
but of yonder wretched cab ns, thrown
togethor from their fragments, and
waleh scarcely afford a  wiserable
shelter for tho haman bolngs who
Octupy them, of the want and deso
latsion  which  surround them, [
must and will speak. Their wretch-
ed  Ilnmates, possessed  of the
dignity of imwmortal souls, are re
daced by the system which oppresses
them toa level with the boasts. Where
I8 their activity—where their energy ?
Urashed out of their lives by a koowl
edgo of the uwter inadequaaey of their
L1oor, aud the hopelessnoss of their con
divion.

“They bave lost almost the noble
image of man, 'heir gaunt, athletic
Irawes are weager and feshless—their
color livid —chelir features sharpened —

e helr couutenances express the
hanitual whlluence of strong, deep pas
stons.  Where iy the gquick intelligeace
wihieh only flashes out now and then
e lurkiog slyness of diy
trusc? Where are che thrift, the in
ustry, the plenty, which should be
Lnoirs Ask the tithe-gatherers, the
X collectors, the drivers, who, like

nogled with

locusey, devour their substance The
very children are want-stricken aod
auly clad, while the loveliness of their

Agels distigured by squalid poverty ard
the drapery of extrewe want ; they are
idle ard joyless, and loiter about the
Cablu-door withous an aim, while the
facher, perchance, has gone to seek
employment in the Knglish harvest-
flelos where his hire is pald with a
smile of derision, and he is expected to
excite laughter by his blunders, who
wight well command tears by his
wrotchedness. (Lady Morgan) And
these are your children —these are the
miseraoie ones to whom you would have
uy deny snccor ! It i3 only in this poor
hamlet that such things are seen blot.

ting the tace of nature ? No, oh my

God ! over all the land the same dis
wal spectacie is seen : from every
cablu 1s heard the wail of anguish, and
wherever thrift and plouty smile, it is
10r those foreign leeches who add to our

burdens and haive no right to a foot-
hold on our s0il. And can we rest ?
Must we rest?  Shall we desist 7 No

rather let us perish!" execlaimed the
almoso frantic man,

*“John Halloran,” said the aged
priest whose bowed form trembled with
an emotion he could scarcely oontrol,
‘* think you that these things move you
and leave me unscathed ? 1 declare
solemnly betore Heaven that, had I a
thousand lives, I would lay each life
down to be trampled out by separate
and distinot tortures, if by the sacri-
Qce this dear land of my birth could be
delivered. Bat [ am a powerless old

wman, who can only pray and plead and

it wrings my very soul to see ener
gles thrown away—worse than .wasted
which, at the right time, wight work
wondrous changes ; to know how men
whom I honor for their worth and un-
selfishness will fall in the unequal
strife without even the honor of & sol
dier's grave; and how others, the
noble descendants of the McCarthy
More, the O'Brien, the O'Don ghu ,
snd the O'Nelll, will be hunted like
felons to sofler a felon’s doom. [ know
ye all, John Halloran. Some are my
own kinsmen, some of my flock, and yet
woe'’s me, I can neither stay their mad-
ness nor arrest their folly—"'

*‘ Father!"” said the young man,
suddenly interrupting bim, while a
bright smile burst over his countenance
‘‘ere ten days are over, you will sing
Te Deum in your mountain chapel for
the deliverance of Ireland, The mo
ment the first blow is struck, the whole
conntry will fly to arms, and our op
pressors, unprepared for the over-
powering orisis, will be scattered like
chsfl on the whirlwind. Brian Boroih
mwe and Malachi the brave will be our
rallying words, and, after a few decis
ive struggles, our land will be all our
own. We shall bave once more our
own laws, our own parliament, our own
rulers, The old names will be honored
in the land. The Church will lift her
head free and re¢joicing ; and the great
possessions, wrested from t.e old
prineely sons of the soil by the virgin
Qaeen Elizabeth by the Jameses, and
by that devil's own psalm-singer, Crom
well, will be restored to their descen-
dants—""'

““Halloran,” interrupted Father Me-
COarthy, * your dream is the one which
has haunted me for yaars; but, alas!
it is only the gleam of a meteor, the
splendor Jfa rainbow, which fades while
we gaze on it. Would to God your
saoguine hopes were based on surer
foundations ! but, alas | boy, the means
of the foes against which you contend
are almost omniscient. While you
plot, they ecounter-plot; while you
scheme, they nndermine ; and already,
by tho aid of base informers, the chief
leaders of this rebeliion (Rebellion of
'48) are warked, and predestined to
iguowiny and death, It willon'y be the
ros>n.ctment of the tragedy of U8 Bat I
will say no wore, except this ; and
listen well, Joha Halloran, for [ am
going to knoek roughly against the
doors of your hesrt; and if this con
sideration which I offer fnils, then G
help you; I will say no more. Up
yonder, at Gleundarfl, is & me-k and
loving woman, whose cheoks have be-
come worn and thin with watching, and
with the anxieties to whien the con
tinual perils of her husband give birth
Sae sits now beside two weeping chil
dren, who divide her love and hopes
with their absent tather. A few months
a0, Glendarifi was the abode of hap
piness aod peace; now it is the re
troat of tear and sorrow, Who is this
mother ? who this wife? She belongs
to one of the old princely septs of the
lani, She was the sanshine and flower
of her old feadal bome, and her hand
was destined for a rich and powerful
vovleman, her equal in birth, A splen.
did future was before Mary O More
Bat she spurned it all—rank, riches
and spleador—to wed with one whose
worth alone was his nobility, and whose
riches consisted of the old farm-house
and the few acres where his forefathers
had tolled generations before him.
John Halloran, you kncw whom [ mean!
Have you a rigac to drag down that
high-born, gencle woman into poverty,
and at the best, exile—to impove isa
the enildren she has boree you, ard Ax
the name of felon's brood on them ?"'

*“ Kven that [ do dare,’’ sald John
Halloran, in a calm, stern voice; “‘that
—all—everything for the sacred canse
ot myconntry. | am one of the people
[ alory in having sprung from them,
and I, John Ha'loran,»ili deliver them or
die, Late -~ son —wite—chnildren—and
home I"” he exclaimed, striking the
rained altar by which he stood with
his clinched flst. ** Lot me only strike
a b'ow for Ireland, let me be remewm-
bered among her deliverers, and |
would not barter the title it will give
ms for an mperial diadem, or the most
ancient birthright that the archives ol
time could bestow. My poor Mary !
My sweet, raint-like wife! That was a
tender erord for you to erash down so
radely on,my Father.
Mother of God succor and defend her
aud her babes,”” he said in a low,
rembling voice. *' Bat I mnst hasten
You mean well, my Father, bat
you aro behind the times. Oae grasp
of the haund, and your blessing, vre [
go.”" Aud he threw himself with a
simple abandon at the feet of Father
MoUOarthy, adown whose furrowed
cheeks warm tears were fast falling.

' My child,” he said, in a broken
voice, while he laid his hand on the
head of the kneeling man, ** perchance
we shall never meag again on earth, Our
mevting to-night is not one of chance
You are eogaged in a perilous euvter
prise, and, to my ecertain kuowledge,
will pass a terrible orisis in a few days
Let not, then, this hour go by unim
proved, bat at che sacred tribunal of
penance, make peace between  your
soul and God. Here, beneath tre
solemn heavens, above the dust ol the
dead, give ms power by performing
sacramental penavce with an humble
and contrite heart, to absolve you from
the guailt of sin, if perochance yonr con-
sclence is burdened and sore.'’

The appeal was not in vain. It was
enongh, Like a child, simple yet
strong in his faith, the noble bat mis

home,

| taken man, koeelleg by the side of the

venerable priest ol God, who sat on a
broken tomb, poared out in whispered
words the sincere and earnest ocon-
fession of his soul. Thus alone in that
old ruin, watched over and guarded by
unseen angels, we leave them, and
woend our way to Gleudariff, the home
of John Halloran,

OHAPIER II.

Oh, the moment was sad when my love and 1
parted @
Savourneen Daelish, Eileen Ogge ;
As I kissed ufl' her tears, I was nigh broken
hearted
y davourncen Deelish, Kileen Oage :
Wan wis her cheek, which huug on my
shouldor ;
Damp was her hand ; no marble was colder ;
I folv in my heart I should ne’er more behold
or ;

Savourneen Deelish, Kileen Oggo.

May the Blessed |

| hwve heen.

Mary Halloran, whose mind had been
unasually disturbed that day by vague
apprehensions, grew more and more va-
easy as the hours wore on and wan-
dered out to station herselt on the side
of what, at Glcndariff, was cal ed the
* Sunset Hill,” to watch for the return
of her husband. But the brightness
faded from the sky, twilight deepened
into gloom, and soon the chilly night
and the pale woonlight, which grew
grotesque, weird looking shadows around
her, warned her in. *' I cannot rest,”
she murmured, with a deep sigh :*‘ this
veiled sorrow pursues me everywhere.
Ony why does not Jobn come ? While
he is near me, the dread and terror
stand aloof ; when he is ab.ent, they
haunt and scourge me.”” She lingered
a few moments at the door, listening in

ently for the well-known sound of bis
horse’'s hoofs on the gravel, But all
was silent ; and, turniog away with »
sbudder, she entered the house, and,
with slow, heavy s eps, went up into
the chiidren's room to seek some solace
in their smiles and caresses. But the
little ones were asleep in their cribs,
aond, leaning over, her tears fell heavy
and fast on the golden curls and fair
cheeks o! Gracle ; but when she gazed
down on the fine manly face of her boy
Desmond, over whose orimson cheeks
aark locks of curlivg hair had strayed,
and saw the haughty brow and firm,
well-se~ lips, her tears ceased, and,
folding her hands togethar, she whis

pered, ** God help thee, boy ! thy
battles will be strong and vitter with
lite ; they may break, but never
bend thee.” Then she felt, as she
watched the holy calm that overspresd
their features, and knew how dark and
stormy was all before them, » wish,
halt deflned — almost a prayer — that
each little soul, ere day dawa, conld be
housed in heaven. She kissed them
softly, and, biddiog Kllen shade the
light trom their eyes, went down into
the drawing room, that she might hear
the first sound of her husbavd’s footfall
when bhe entered. There was a large
oriel window opening down to the lawn
—the only modern addition John
Halloran had made to his house when
he came of age—from whence she had
always been accastomed, since their
marriage, to watch his approach up the
road leading to Glendarfl. She drew
back the heavy curtans, and looked
oat long and aoxiously ; bat all was«
louely and silent, the very shrabs, on
walch the wmoonbeams bhad woven a
tissue of silver, be ng motionlese., The
he.vy d apery tell fiom the graso o
her slender fingers, and. with an aching
heart, she went away, aud throw her

sell with an exhiusted ar into a low
cusnioned chsir near the fire.

A door opened wol:elessly, and a
light footstep entered. Mrs. Halloran
turned her head quickly, hoping it
wigot be her hasband.

** On, is 1t you, Nora ?'' she said.

‘" Yes, ma'am ; | came in to see if
you would have lights.’

** On, Nora, I am 80 uneasy about
Mr Halloran. No-—no—no ; do not
bring in the lights yet, ' she said, in ar
agitatad tone

** It's a cup of tea would #et you up,
ma'am ; let me feteh in the tray.”’

* No, dear ; not until Mr., Halloran
comes,"'’ she replied.

Nora stood a moment looking at the
fragile form and pale countenance of
Mres. Halloran, which sesmed whiter
and more sunken in the fistul fice-light,
surrouanded as it was by tne dark crin
800 cushions against ~hich she leaned,
and an expressior of bitter sorrow
flitted over the girl's handsome face,
while a tear stole silently down frow
the black fringes of ber eyes, and fell
unnheeded. Then she closed the door
very softly, and went back to the
kicchen, mattering, ** It's no use to
deny it, bat i*'5 an ovil heatt would put
the mildew and tear on such a delicate
fAower as that, sare. So much for put
tin’ new wine in ould bottles. Lot
everybody mate with their equals, high
as well as low.”” Taen she gathered
up her work and took her teat beside
the ‘cheertal fire, with an attempt to
look cheertal and anconcerned, and a
few efforts to sing blithely, which were
sadder than the bitterest tears would
The door of the spacioav,
cheerful kitchen, where Nora reigned
supreme, was thrown open, and a broad
stream of light lowed out on the sward
aud the shrubbery, setting ‘them all
aglow, as it a red suuset were gleaming
over Glendariffl. Tue brick floor was
sanded io fantastic patterns, apd the
dressers literally glittered with the
well-scourcd pewier acd copper utensils
thst covered them. Here and there
bung a colored privt, neatly framed in
carved bog wood, of the ** Aununcia
ston,”” ** St. Agnes,” and ** St. John
the Kvangelist,” over which were
arranged tastefaily sprigs of holly and
tern. On a littie shelf, apart, reposed
» handsome prayer-book, and a rosary
ot coral avd silver, her list year's
Christmas-gitt from Mré. Halloran, and
of which she was specially proud.

Nora was a fine specimen of her clzss.
Above the midd'e height, handwome
and woll formed, everything about her
expressed an innate pride of character
and & bigh'degree of seif-respect, She
had been the . laything and playmate
ot Mrs. Halloran when they were both
ohildren at Fada-Brae Abbey ; and, as
Mary O'More would never study unless
Nora Brady bad lessons also, Mrs,
O’More, to secare her danghter's at
tention, and also to benefit the girl, of
whom she was fond, directed the gov
orness to indulge her daughter's aflec-
tionats  whim, until she was rent
to France to finish her edacation.
Chas commenced the affsetion berwecn
the nobly-born Mary O Muie and Nora
Brady. Widely separated by rank, yet
loving and gratetul, tuey continued to
serve each other in their respective
spheres until a mutual dependence was
established, which developed many a
noble and beautital tra't in each
|||Nora's service was light enough, and
one which she preferred to any other
situation at Glendariff, as in it she en-
joyed all the beuefits of an active life
wd could contribute very essentially
to the comfort of those she served.
Nora's kitehen was her parlor, recep-
ton, and sittic g room, and its neatness
was & marvel to all who were privileged
t) enter it ; for let it not be supposed
that the drudgery and cooking for the
people employed at Glendrnﬂ were

performed here. There was an-
cther building, apart from the man-
sion, where all this was done, and
where substantial comfort prevailed ;
for it was one of the cares of John
Halloran's life to attend to the well
being of every living thing convected
with him, and he was rewarded by in-
creased prosperity and a cheerful ser-
vice which was becoming rare avd un-
certain in the down-trodden country.

Nora's song gradually ceased, and a
deep, thoughtfal expression settled on
her countenance. Oceasionally she went
to the door and looked anxiously down
the path, but returced each time with
a disappointed look to her chair. The
red in her cheeks grew deeper, and
something like a frown gathered on the
smooth, white forehead of Nora, as giv
ing her head a toss,she broke out with—

* It will be a goud thing altogether, I
belleve, if there wasn't & maan to be
found ; for wherever one is there is
trouble, surely. There's the mistress,
vow, with her besutiful face growing
more L ke a wraith every day, by rayson
of the great oneasiness that's on her in
respect to the meanderiugs of Mister
Haliorsn, and wo one to the fore but
that Donald Dha to comfort her, that,
in place of easing her poor heart, fills
it with he sfictions of Job bisselr,
that's got a leer in the bad eyes of him,
enough to pizen a witch. Then, on
the back of that, as if it wasn't enough
to put a decent girl demented, bhere
comes that ommaiawn from Kildare,
laving his forge, and the hoots that
wouldo’'t be amiss if they give him
& kick or two, to persuade me by troth,
to marry him, and butthering me up
abont his new lease and the fine cow.
But I won t il he's got a lease for five
hundred years on the ounld place, and
ten cows, and ten horses, and twenty
sheep forenent it. I 1llet the born villa n
ioto a saicret, before long, that |l make
rim hop like a lame duck. But whist |
[t's av ould saying, if them's his teet I
hear on the gravel, that talk of the devil
( Lord save us!) and he's surely at
band.”’

‘“A good-even to you, Nora. I've
been watchiog you all the way up from
the gate, an’ faith it did my heart good
to see you looking so happy like, an’
the red light shining about you asthore,
as it will rome becter day in glory,”’
sald a weary sounding voice at the door.

* Come in, Deanis Byrne, and don't
stand there jahoering at the door . sill
to disturd Mrs, Halloran,” she replied,
without looking up, although she was
halt tenpted to doso, and was ready to
barst Into tears; for there was s me
thing 80 unusally sad in Dewn's Byroe s
voice, that she felt at once that some-
ting had happened.

*“It's & poor welcome you give me,
Nora, after a heavy day's work,an’ a sore
trawp from Kildare,"” bhe said, still
leaniog against the door.

* Come in and rest yourself. No one
hinders yon,"" was her ungracious reply.

**Yon saw the sogers go past to-
day ?"’ he said, 1aking a chair near her.

‘*It's like enough I'd leave my iron
ing and p'aiting to run dowa to the
road to stare at sogers ! I can't afford
to lose tbe time that some does,” she
replied, with a toss ol her head

* S pose then, bedad, they come
thondering up here to Glendar @ and
ordered you at the point of their bay-
onets to sew a button on every man's
coat of "em 2’

'* And if they did,”” she replied, while
her eyes flashed— ** if they did, I
wouldn t. 1 d try to make some of 'em
wish they'd never h'ard such a thing as
a button was invented Bat what do
you mean, man alive 2 You look as if
you had been dead and bar. "’

**Oh, nothing very particular, only
I've been shoeing horses since 10 o'clook
this morning, with ‘& cocked pistol
aimed at my head, and all I got for my
pains was curses and bard konocks. An'
U'll tell you, Nora bhan asthore, I
h'ard some things said about Glevdarift
an' Muwster Halloran that it would b.
well enouch to make him acquainted
with.” “

‘“I1t's mighty strange Dannis, they
should talk out before you ?'* said Nora,
fAxing her black eyes with an anxious
expression on his,

‘* Faith, then, it's not so mighty
strange, seein’ [ never let a word of
Eoglish out of my jaws, but nooplushed
‘e with a lictle Kerry lingo, thas sec
'ew half wild," he sald, while a flash of
merriment danced over his face, g»

*Now tell me, Dennis dear, what it
all means,"’ waid Nora, layiog her hand
on his shonlder, while tears gathered
ia her eyes.

‘' Whist, Nora, ma colleen,” he whis-
pered ; *‘there’s a rebelfion afoot, an’
Mister Halloran's one of the chiefs of
it. And they're going to station sogers
at Glendariff, and set spies on him, and
take him up to Dublin it they catch
him."’

** And what it he's taken ?'’
Nora.

** He'll be hung or transported.’”

**On, Jesus!" exclaimed Nors, with
a cry of bitter anguish.

** Hist, Nora asthore ! hist |
footsteps on the gravel.’

**The holy Virgin grant it may be
Mister Halloran 1" said Nora. *‘ [ ex.
pect they’ll waut lights now, and I'll
step in with the candelabra.”” T:e
massive silver candelabrum, supporting
wax candles, stood in a eloset all ready.
She hastily took it out, and, lighting
the triv med and oiled wicks, went into
the drawing 10 m with it. She soon
retn/ved, snd, resoming her seat, while
a erimson flurh dyed her cheeks, sho said
** No, it’s not Mister Halloran : it's that
bad, black Douald, that I'll pnt some
throuble on yet, it he don't keep his cirty
hands to himself.”

** What's that you're saying, Nora 2"
asked Dronis Byrne,

** Nothing—nothing.
business, Dennis, man., 1 said Mister
Halloran has not come vet,”” she
replied, bustlirg over her work-basket

So it was, Mrs, Halloran bad heard
the footsteps, and sprang toward the
dror to meet her husband, but, when
she saw her dark kinsman, always an
unwelcomse guest, she drew back with a
loud cry of disappointment, He held
out his hand, and said —

‘I hope, my lady cousln, I am not
Introding.’’

gasped

I hear

Mind your own

** No, no,"” she said, hurriedly ; Ionly
thought it was John—"’

‘' Halloran, out, eh? I came up t;

see him on business. Do you expect
him in soon ?'’ he sald, witk a dark ang
sinister look.

*‘ Every moment. I hope to see bin
come In every instant,’”” she replicd,
hurriedly. i

‘' Yes, [ hope so too. The country s

in & very troubled state, srd { believe
government is on the alert to arrest
every one whose conduct is at all sus
picious. John is the leadiag man iy
his district ; and the law expects nim
of course, to keep order among his ten.
ants.”’
* Of conrse — yes, of course. John
has always endeavored to keep ordex
among our people, He has made them
his friends, Cousin Donald, by promot.
ing in every way their interests and
comfort and morals, [ don’t .hink we
shall bave tronble with our people,’
she said, anxiously.

‘“ T hope not, John's Quaker blooc
ought to preach and plead for peace
By-the-by, Cousin Mary, youa know |
was in France when you got marricd
and ['m not well acquainted with F1.!.
loran's antecedents. What is the fami/;
history ? There ought to be scm
legends connected with an old place
like Glendarfl."”

*‘ There are none," she said, quictly
‘““Jobn's family, as far back as we cnr
trace them, have been Quakers and th«
proprietors of Glecdanfl. He, you
know, is the last of his name, and the
inheritor of their wealth *’

* Bat Halloran is a Catholie: that i
strange.’’

** Yes, thank God, John is a good aud
sincere Oatholic. He became one a fe-
years before our marriage, at Rome.’

** Ham—ahem—and yon met him— ?'

“In Dublin. We frequented the
same circles.’’

‘“Bat — pirdon me, my lady cousin,
for interrupting yon again—a romo:
came to me over the water that the
beautifal Mary O'More, the !ast of the
lineal descendants of the MeJarthy
More, was about mating with the Karl
of Rathlinn, the wealthisst of our Irisk
peers.”’

** Mary O'More had enough of the
pride of the princes of Muoster left in
her not to mate with a man who, if
famous for his riches and power, was
still more notorions for his vices. She
preferred the noble and unsullied hear
she-has chogen, who, if he has no rarl
to boast of, ean show an ancestry with
out stain or reproach, whose virtues Le
inherits and whose fair pame he
honors,”  exelaimed Mrs. Hallorar
roasing herself and speaking prouvd sy

** Yes," drawled Donald, well named
the Black, with an insuflerably super
cilious air; * yes, I hrard he was a
clever person. It would be a pity
though—""

‘* What would be a pity 2"’ she in-
qoired, baughtily.

"It would be & great pity if [allorar
should get mixed up in these seoret
organizations which are on foot, It
would be a pity for this fne old prop.
erty to be involved,"

‘*John Halloran is one who seorne
all anticipated pity, being sufficient in
his own resources for whatever mav he-
fall him. Bat why shoald Donald More
suggest such things ?° she said, with
dignity.

** Well,"" he said, *‘ the times snggest
them—not [. Kvery man ought t) be
on his gasrd who has landed interests
at stake, and children to inherit them."’

Just then a quick step bounded
through the hall, and the next moment
Mary Halloran lay sobbing on the boson
of her husxband.

“ Ha, More ! I'm glad to see youn," he
said, supportir g his wife in one arm,
while he held his hand out to her kins-
man. ‘‘ Mary, darling, you have moped
yoursell to death, and are nervoans
By-and-ny we sbail be more togetner ;
wy business is alu ost completed. Bat
apropos, where is supper ? Nora!
Nora Brady, let us have tea and cold
fowl, and any other nice things you way
have,”" suid Mr. Halloran, calling to
Nora in cheeriui tones.

** I wonder you are not more careful,
Halloran,”" said Donald More, as John
Halioran threw bhimself on the sofa be-
~ide his wite; ‘' putrages are fearinlly
c¢ow nov—burniogs and murders by the
score '’

*“It's the old song, and a convenient
and most plausible excase lor new «xa0-

blons—cewn oppressions,”” he rephed,
carelessly. *'l| know something avout
these matters, [ know how, insnlred

aod trodden on, exasperatcd and mad-
denec, wy poor countrymen sometimes
turn like worms and sting the heels
that erush them Then come tha out-
ery aud vhe death ory together, aud ‘he
huge hard of oppression, armed with a
thousand scourges, lalls heavily far and
wide. N, I am not afraid ; and o.ce it
would have hes a marvel to hear one
of the MeOarthy Mores talk of fear,’”’

“Tant's very flue—a very Bue senti-
ment ; bat [ snppose the Mores are de-
generating with the rest of mankind ;
besides, yoa know, [ am a lateral branch,
and my mother was an Kngiishwoman sco
1 m sworn in from wy birth, and all my
natural proclivities are for the Union,”
satd Donald More, laughing sarcasti-
cally.

Sitting a little back from the others,
he bad been watching Nora as she
came in avd ovt, making eyes at her,
and grimacing, which liberties she re-
sented by looks of ineffable scorn on her
haodsome tace ; and fiaally, as she
attempted to reach across to put the
tea urn in its place, he suddenly
piunched her check

“Ugh!” sireamed Nora, and the
uext instant the tea-urn, with its b il-
g contents, was toppled over him,
He sprang up with a fearful oath, Mra,
Hallo an shrieked, and her husband,
who in & mirror opposite, had watched
the whole affair, could «carcely control
his features or restrain his langhter.

** Nora—why Nora, ' he said, as she
came in with a cloth to wipe up the
floor, ** that was cxtremely awkward. '’

** 1 know it was, sir; an’ il a vile bug
hadn't stung me on the cheek, it
wouldn't have happened at all, I wish
St. Patrick himselt was here to drive
all snch venomous creatures away from
Glendarifl, anyways. Did it hart you,
8ir?"’ she asked, innocently, turning to
Donald More, who, halt franile with
pain, had thrown himselt on the sofa,
where he lay groaning vooiferously.

His reply was full of profanity and fury.
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